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“S
 o, Ms. Coolidge—”


“Please, call me Evelyn.”

“Okay. Evelyn, what brings you here today? Why do you think you need sex therapy?”

Penelope Dalton sat on a chair across from her patient, Evelyn Coolidge, who sat on a comfy couch. The therapist had her legs crossed and leaned slightly forward, making her look very attentive, while a legal pad rested on her lap. Every few seconds, she would tap her pen on the yellow paper—a habit that most of her patients got used to. 

Penelope Dalton looked younger than Evelyn, which made the patient a little apprehensive to share her most intimate problems. The therapist had chestnut hair that just tickled her shoulders, a sharp business skirt that framed her thin body well, and slick, frame-less glasses leaning on the bridge of her narrow nose.

Evelyn was immediately envious of her therapist’s high cheekbones and pristine skin. The therapist was a bit gaunt, but she looked almost angelic with her healthy skin and perfect makeup application. Evelyn couldn’t stop glancing at the woman’s full, crimson lips, which seemed to be in a perpetual pout.

Evelyn pegged Penelope at around 33 years old, and she usually wasn’t wrong about that sort of thing. Meanwhile, the patient herself was in her early 40s, though she didn’t like to advertise her exact age unless it was necessary, like at the DMV or something.

Evelyn shifted in her seat, pulling her dress past her knees in a moment of discomfort. She felt a bit squeamish in this beautiful therapist’s presence, and wondered what she was doing here.


Maybe this isn’t the right counselor for me,
 Evelyn thought, still squirming. Her beauty is a bit distracting,


“Evelyn, are you all right?” Penelope asked, breaking the woman from her introspection.

Evelyn snapped to and blinked rapidly. “Y-Yes, sorry. I . . . I’m not sure if I do
 need sex therapy, which is why I’m here, I guess.”

Penelope smiled and showed her stark white teeth. “Okay. Then let’s start with some basics. Are you here for a physical issue? A mental issue? Are you having problems with your husband?”

Evelyn shook her head fervently. “No, no, it’s nothing like that. My husband and I have a very happy, open marriage.”

The therapist squiggled something on her legal pad. When she looked back to Evelyn, one of her thin eyebrows was quirked. “A happy, open marriage? Is your husband as happy in the marriage as you are?”

“Of course!” Evelyn said, feeling slightly offended. “I . . .” she trailed off, then closed her mouth and pursed her lips. “I think so, anyway. I mean, we both date around pretty equally, though I guess I’ve been getting a little bit luckier than he has lately . . .”

“Why do you think that is?” Penelope asked.

Evelyn sighed. She ran a hand through her dirty blonde hair and smoothed it over her ears. Even though she was in her early 40s, she didn’t look it—she kept herself in tiptop shape by hitting the gym four times a week, she had a great rack that was accentuated by the sports bras she frequently wore, and she had an ass that wouldn’t quit. She was no horse face, either. She’d been Prom Queen as a high schooler, and even though that was 25 years ago, she could go back and win again tomorrow.

Confidence wasn’t Evelyn’s problem. It never had been. That’s probably why she got laid more often than her husband. The fitness also helped keep her lean and mean and hot, while Grant, her husband of almost 20 years, didn’t work out nearly as much.

But, no, it wasn’t looks that kept her scoring record higher than Grant’s. He was still a handsome man, if a little thick around the waist these days. And he still got his fair share of younger, pretty girls . . .

Evelyn decided to lay it all on the line for this new therapist of hers, to see how Penelope would react.

“I get luckier than my husband because he enjoys being cuckolded.”

Now both of Penelope’s eyebrows perked up. The surprised look on her face was short but obvious—she couldn’t hide it. “Is that a fact?”

Evelyn nodded firmly. “He’d be the first to tell you. He’s not embarrassed about his sexual proclivities. Actually, embarrassed
 is a great way to put it.”

“How do you mean?”

“My husband likes being humiliated by watching me screw other men, Ms. Dalton. I mean . . . you know what a cuck is, right?”

“Of course,” Penelope said, “but I want to hear you discuss it. Please, continue.”

Evelyn placed her hands in her lap, one on top of the other, and fidgeted with her thumbs. “This . . . this isn’t the problem I’m having, counselor.”

Penelope gestured for Evelyn to continue. “Even so. Please. This may have more to do with your issue than you realize.”

Evelyn almost rolled her eyes, but resisted the temptation. At least Penelope seemed interested, rather than disgusted. Many of her former therapists had been so dismissive right off the bat, once Evelyn started talking about her hotwife relationship with her husband.

“Well, it’s a surreal experience, sleeping with another man while your husband of 20 years is watching. But it took Grant and I a long time to realize we were kinkier than we’d thought . . . that this is something we both enjoy.”

“And these random men—”

“They’re not all random. Some are friends, or acquaintances . . . coworkers . . .”

Penelope cleared her throat. She was intensely scrawling on her legal pad now, pretty much jotting down what Evelyn said, word for word. “Well, that was going to be my question: how do you find these men?”

“If they aren’t friends, then at bars, typically. I mean, the normal ways women find men, you know? Although we’ve started adding dating sites into our repertoire.” She chuckled. Just thinking about sleeping with a man impassioned her, and she could feel the nervous tension start to ease away.

She imagined Penelope naked—that alabaster skin, so smooth and fragile . . . that perfectly tucked hair . . . those big red lips. Then she imagined her husband fucking Penelope in front of her, bending the therapist over a desk and raw-dogging the woman while she screamed another man’s name.

But when the lurid daydream started to morph, and Penelope’s husband became someone else, she shook her head free of the thoughts . . .

Evelyn crossed one knee over the other, trying to hide her arousal, but the color that had come to her face was hard to ignore.

Penelope said, “Evelyn, are you all right? You look flushed.”

Evelyn simply nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

“Were you . . . thinking of something you’d like to share with me?”

“Only if you won’t get angry.”

Penelope smiled again. It was such a natural, calm smile that it completely disarmed Evelyn. “I promise.”

Evelyn scratched the back of her neck and looked toward the ground as she spoke. “I was imagining my husband fucking you, counselor. I was visualizing you bent over your desk, your skirt hiked up, your little bouncy ass clapping underneath his weight as he pounded you from behind.”

Penelope’s eyes widened. “Sounds like you have quite an active . . . imagination, Ms. Coolidge.”

Evelyn smiled meekly, her face blushing even worse.

“So, your husband takes part in these cuckold sessions, too, then? It’s not a one-way street?”

“No. He fucks other women in front of me. Like I said, it’s a mutual understanding, and we’re both happy with it.” She paused. “But . . .”

Penelope tilted her head to the side. “But?”

“Do you want to hear the rest of my horny little daydream?”

Penelope chuckled. Evelyn thought she saw a slight sheen of color come to the younger woman’s gorgeous face.

“Sure, if you think it’ll help,” the therapist said. “But should I turn on the fan for this?”

Evelyn laughed. She appreciated the therapist’s attempt to bring levity into the situation, because she could tell that Penelope was feeling a bit uncomfortable about all this.

If she’s uncomfortable now . . . oh boy . . . just you wait, girl.

“Well, as I started to envision Grant fucking you doggy-style over your desk, he transformed into . . . someone else. His flabbier ass tightened and got smaller, his body shrunk a bit—for the most part—and all of a sudden you were calling out a different
 name.”

Penelope rested her chin on her fist, in a classic philosopher pose. Her eyebrows were furrowed as she took in Evelyn’s words. In that moment, she looked completely academic, like she knew she was getting to the root of the issue that Evelyn had come in to discuss.

“And whose name did I start calling out?” Penelope asked, her voice little more than a whisper.

“My son’s.”
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P
 enelope clenched her
 jaw. It was all she could do to keep her mouth from dropping open. “O-Oh. That’s not, uh—”

“Not what you expected to hear,” Evenlyn finished, “I know.”

There was a pause as the two women studied one another. Penelope had a drawn look on her face, as if she was deep in thought. Evelyn had a blank expression, not trying to give anything away.

“And so we come to the real issue, Ms. Dalton,” Evelyn said, leaning back in the couch. She felt relaxed, despite the roundabout way they’d gotten to the issue.

“Yes, I see that. Do you . . . do you daydream about your son having sex often?”

“I didn’t used to. But lately, yes.”

“And he’s of age?”

Evelyn nodded. Just barely,
 she wanted to say, but didn’t see the point.

“Would you like to elaborate further on this little predicament, Evelyn?”

The patient shrugged. She flicked her dirty blonde hair out of her face. “I must be damaged from all the kinky sex I’ve had in my life, but this new epidemic is quite troubling.”

“Please, explain it to me.” Penelope had her pen poised on the legal pad.

Evelyn sighed. “Ever since my son became ‘of age,’ as you put it, he’s been bringing girls home. Lots of girls.”

“Oh?”

Evelyn nodded. “And to answer your next question—yes, he fucks them in my house. The whole household can hear it, too.”

“That sounds . . . awkward.” Now it was Penelope’s turn to squirm in her seat.

“Well, it’s not. It’s because I set it up this way, so I guess I’m to blame. You see, years ago I told both my son and my daughter—she’s a little older—that I didn’t want them doing anything promiscuous in dangerous places. I’d rather know
 they were safe in my home, than being in some dingy motel or hostel or something, if that makes sense.”

Penelope was nodding along. “It makes perfect sense, Evelyn. That’s a mother’s instinct, to make sure her children are safe. And when they’ve reached a certain age, it becomes difficult to stay connected—to know where they are and such. It seems you’ve found an admirable answer to that problem, even if it’s uncomfortable.”

“But it gets worse.”

Penelope gulped and nodded, urging her patient to continue. She was clearly fascinated with the subject.

“Like I said, this didn’t use to be a frequent problem. But ever since my son got a bit older, he’s started bringing more and more girls home . . . and I guess you could say I’m an enabler. But the bad part is, uh . . . well . . . sometimes I watch. In secret.”

Evelyn looked away, unable to bear the giddiness roaming through her body. There it was, out in the open.

Penelope’s mouth fell open. “You . . . what?”


“You heard me, doc,” Evelyn said. She couldn’t help but smirk, even though she knew it made her look like a lunatic in that moment. “I secretly watch my son fuck the girls he brings home. I have a whole setup from my room that goes to his, with a hole and—well, that’s not the important part. The troubling part is that I get aroused by watching Remi go to town on these poor girls.”

Penelope had stopped scribbling on her legal pad. She leaned back in her seat and simply observed Evelyn, a look of shock and awe on her face. “That’s . . . different.”

“And it’s not just Remi, either. That’s my son, by the way. It’s also Jessie, my daughter.”

“You watch your daughter have intercourse with men she brings home?”

Evelyn nodded. “And of course I watch my husband, too. I’m just a dirty, naughty voyeur in the worst sense of the word, I guess you could say.”

“And you haven’t been able to find a way to stop it?”

Evelyn lurched back in the couch, an offended look on her face. “Stop it?
 Why would I want to do that? It gets me off like nothing else!”

“O-Oh—”

“You see, there’s a reason that my son brings all these girls home. He’s not the best looking guy out there, and he’s skinny, short . . . he’s not a star athlete.”

“Okay, I’ll bite. What is he?”

Evelyn bit her bottom lip. A million horny thoughts raged through her mind—indecent ways to describe her boy, but she tossed them all aside. “He’s incredibly well-endowed. I’ll just put it that way.”

“Ah,” Penelope said, her face reddening again. She stood up from the chair and actually did
 turn the fan on, before taking a seat again. “And that’s why you called his lovers ‘those poor girls,’ I’m guessing?”

“Good ear, doc,” Evelyn said smugly. For whatever reason, the more she talked about this taboo stuff, the more relaxed she became. The power dynamic had completely shifted in the room from when she’d first arrived—Penelope was talking in short, stilted sentences, and finding all this hard to believe.

Clearly the younger woman hadn’t seen this type of patient before. A middle-aged woman who gets turned on by watching her children fuck strangers?

It was preposterous.

And that line of thinking also brought another question to Penelope’s lips. “Do you . . . ever imagine yourself
 in the place of these . . . poor girls?”

Evelyn sputtered, her eyes bulging “You mean fucking my son
 ?! No! Jesus!”

“Okay, okay, my apologies, but I had to ask. You understand that, right?”

Evelyn narrowed her eyes on the therapist, and had her first feelings of doubt about the woman. “I guess . . .”

“Do you mind telling me when this all began? Or where? What’s the genesis of these voyeuristic tendencies?”

Evelyn sighed. She was feeling exasperated. She was also feeling slightly hot and bothered, talking about all of this. But she soldiered on.

“I guess it began with my dad?”

Penelope’s neck muscles clenched up. “Your . . . father?”

Evelyn nodded nonchalantly. “I caught him fucking my mom one time, when I was a kid. But instead of scolding me, he . . . well, he did nothing. So I watched. It was . . . brutal, the things he did to my mother.”

“Good God.”

“I know.” Evelyn gained an faraway look in her eyes, like she was staring off into the past. “And his dick was huge, and the way my mom clawed his back until he almost bled, and screamed his name . . . it was a lot for a little girl to see, as I’m sure you can imagine.”

“I can.”

“I’m convinced that my son, by the way, inherited my father’s . . . endowment. Remi certainly didn’t get a giant cock from my husband’s side of the family!” Evelyn snickered, shaking her head, as if she were reliving past memories.

The familiarity in which Evelyn Coolidge discussed all of this made Penelope squirm in her seat. The therapist wasn’t ready to make a diagnosis yet, but this was definitely a troubling situation. “Ms. Coolidge,” she said formally, once Evelyn had stopped chuckling. “You seem to be able to discuss this quite openly and freely. Do you see this as a problem?”

Evelyn threw her hands up into the air. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t, right?”

Penelope nodded. “Right. That’s good.”

“Is it?”

The therapist tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

“Well, it’s not like I fantasize about screwing my son, or having my husband bang our daughter or something. I’m still repulsed by incestuous relationships.”

Penelope screwed up her nose at the crass comment.

Evelyn pushed on. “I just like . . . watching.” She shrugged with finality. “Is that such a sin?”

“Well, it’s certainly not normal. And in some circles it could
 be considered incestu—”

“Who the fuck is normal,
 doctor?”

Penelope frowned. “Fair enough. Would you like to hear my thoughts on the subject, Ms. Coolidge?”

“Sure.”

The therapist laid her legal pad on the table next to her. Then she looked Evelyn full in the face. “I think your years of having an open marriage with your husband—cuckolding him and watching him have intercourse with other women—has desensitized you to the ideas of voyeurism and exhibitionism. So much so, that you don’t see an issue with spying on your own son copulate with his lovers. And I say ‘spying’ because that’s what it is, correct? You’re doing this in secret.” The therapist leaned back in her seat and narrowed her eyes. “Tell me, if you didn’t think there was a problem with what you’re doing, at least deep down in your subconscious psyche, would you be hiding while you do it?”

“I . . . guess not.”

“No. If you didn’t see an issue with it, you wouldn’t be here.”

An awkward silence fell over the room as Penelope finished her diagnosis. Evelyn refused to look the therapist in the eyes—she couldn’t stop fidgeting with her thumbs and staring at the ground.

The power dynamic had shifted back in the therapist’s direction.

“I think . . .” Evelyn began, her voice a squeak. She cleared her throat. “I think there’s a lot of Freudian shit that could probably explain what I’m doing.”

“So, then, you’re basically here for justification? You want someone to affirm your beliefs, that there’s nothing wrong with what you’re doing?”


I guess I’m here to kill time, doc. To give me something to do until Remi gets out of class. Because
 that’s what I want to be doing—I want to watch my overly hung little angel break open some poor slut’s tight pussy and leave her a crying mess on his bedroom floor!


Evelyn shrugged. “Like I said in the beginning, doc, I don’t know why I’m here.”

Penelope sighed. She looked at the thin gold watch on her dainty wrist. “Well, Ms. Coolidge, we’ve about run out of time . . .”

“Great.” Evelyn jumped up from her seat. She felt a hot flash wash over her. She’d felt like she was in class, getting scolded by a professor, when in actuality, the professor was at least 10 years her junior!

She didn’t like it.

“I’m fascinated with you, Evelyn,” Penelope said, standing.

Evelyn couldn’t help but poke a little barb at the counselor. “I know,” she said. “Most therapists are.”

Penelope grinned. She stuck out her hand and Evelyn shook it.

“If you’d like to schedule another appointment with my secretar—”

“Perhaps another time, Ms. Dalton,” Evelyn said, looking at her own watch. “Oh wow, look at the time! I’ve got to get going now. I’ve got to pick Remi up from school.”
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Chapter Three
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A
 fter leaving the therapist’s
 office, Evelyn texted her son Remi to let him know that she was picking him up from school.

She thought about all the things Penelope had said—seeking validation for her outlandish fetish, believing that her little “issue” stemmed from her days of cuckolding her husband.

Evelyn didn’t want to believe any of it, but she knew Penelope wasn’t completely full of it. She was a therapist for a reason, after all, and the psychology behind Evelyn’s dark voyeurism interested her.

Thinking on that subject also made Evelyn a space cadet. She was driving by muscle memory to Remi’s school when her phone buzzed in her lap. At the next red light, she clicked on her phone and saw the message:

Remi: Don’t bother mom, I got a ride home already.


Evelyn frowned. Her fingers tapped away on the keypad: What do you mean, is Tyson giving you a ride?


Tyson was Remi’s best friend, had been since childhood. He was a fine young man who’d really grown into himself recently and was now part of the school football team. He didn’t do too badly with the ladies, either.

Remi answered back: No, a different friend.


Evelyn: a girl?


Remi: Yes. No one else is home right now, so maybe stay out for a while?


Evelyn fumed in her seat. The light turned green and she punched the gas, veering right the next chance she could, away from the school. She wasn’t about to get told by her son not to come to her own house!



The audacity of this little bastard,
 she thought, shaking her head. Her phone buzzed again but she didn’t look down, since she was driving.

Finally, when the phone buzzed once more, she pulled over. She cut off another driver and was rewarded with an extended honk, but she didn’t care.

Remi had written two messages:

Okay?

Mom??

Evelyn sighed. She knew that Jessica, her eldest child, would be at water polo practice after school, which was why she wasn’t home, and Grant would be at work.

Remi had the entire house to himself with this strange mystery girl.

And Evelyn wasn’t about to pass up that chance . . .

She replied to her son: Okay, honey, just be safe. U have 1 hour


Remi: Better make it two


Evelyn scoffed and threw her phone into her purse. She might have been an enabler, but she wasn’t going to let her son strong-arm her into getting whatever he wanted.

So, she lied and told Remi that she would stay out of the house while he did whatever he was planning on doing with this girl.

The truth was that she pulled away from the curb and beelined directly home.

She didn’t want to miss too much.

* * *
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E
 VELYN’S HOUSE WAS
 a long, single-story structure with lots of spacious room inside and a carpeted floor that went the length of the house. The carpet made it easy to sneak around without getting caught, which is precisely what Evelyn wanted.

She hadn’t realized it until she stepped out of the driver’s seat, but her panties were damp. All these thoughts and conversations with Penelope Dalton about her voyeuristic propensity had gotten her hot and bothered. And Remi hadn’t helped when they’d had their little text battle.

She didn’t pull into the driveway, for fear that her son would hear her Camry’s engine as it pulled up. Instead, she parked a few cars down, on the side of the street.

She was meticulous and deliberate about everything, especially when it came to doing something naughty, which she knew she wasn’t supposed to be doing.

She didn’t like lying to her son, but desperate times . . .

At the front door, she gently placed the key in the keyhole and waited, taking a few deep breaths. She slowly unlocked the door and pushed it open—ever so gently, so as not to make any noise. She hoped that no one was sitting on the living room couch, near the front door, when she entered, or else her little plan would’ve been ruined before it even began.

The den was empty. To the left, the black couch sat vacant, but with a indentations or body prints still embedded in the seats, leading Evelyn to believe that Remi and his little friend had only recently retreated somewhere else.

The living room was to the left of the entrance, and the kitchen was ahead and to the right. Between the two rooms was a long hall that went to the bedrooms: Jessica’s on the nearest right, Remi’s on the nearest left, and Evelyn and Grant’s on the furthest left. 

Evelyn took her heels off at the door and held them in her hand, then padded barefoot through the living room and down the hall.

As she passed Remi’s room, she could hear some light muttering—her son’s voice quickly followed by a girl’s. The door was closed, thankfully—Remi could’ve easily kept it open knowing that he’d be the only one home for a while. 

Evelyn didn’t bother stopping to eavesdrop. She kept walking, her feet silent on the carpet, and came to her own bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and she thanked her lucky stars that she’d left it that way before leaving that morning. It meant she didn’t have to crank the doorknob or creak the door open.

She pushed her way into the room and left the door slightly cracked, fearing that if she closed it all the way, the noise would reverberate down the hall.

Her bedroom, which she shared with her husband, was the largest in the house—the master, of course—with a big king-size bed in the middle, a personal restroom at the top, and a closet off to the side.

Evelyn retreated to the closet, sliding the door open. It was a walk-in closet, filled with shoes and high heels and clothes and all the normal things women put in their closets. 

She parted a few articles of clothing that were hung up and stepped past them, to a wall—the same wall that connected to her son’s room.

She had a little stool set up in the shadows of the closet, and she took a seat, then leaned forward.

The hole in the wall was small but broad—it looked out from a clock on Remi’s wall, on the other side. It was a clock that had been there for years, so he’d never guess that Evelyn used it for spying. From that little hole, Evelyn could see almost every angle of Remi’s room. 

She closed one eye and peered into the hole, holding her breath as she did. She put her hands in her lap, clasping her fingers together until they white-knuckled.

Remi was sitting on the edge of his bed, leaned back, his feet dangling toward the ground. He looked relaxed and comfortable, and was staring up at a pretty girl who had her arms crossed over her chest.

The girl had curly brunette hair that was in a ponytail down her back. She was slender and fit, but with nicely toned thighs and well-muscled arms. In fact, her arms were thicker than Remi’s.

The boy was skinny, and Evelyn could tell he was shorter than his female companion, just judging by the height of the standing girl. She didn’t seem too amused at the moment, though Remi held a smirk on his face.

Evelyn’s son wore a simple red t-shirt and a pair of shorts that went to his knees, but were currently hiked up a bit by the way he was sitting.

Even from her angle in the closet, Evelyn could see the heat Remi was packing, bulging out from the top of his thigh.

The girl either didn’t notice it or was trying to ignore it, because she stared into his eyes with a sullen expression on her face and pouty lips.

“I can’t believe you want me to wear this,” she muttered.

Evelyn quirked her eyebrows—she hadn’t even realized that the girl was wearing . . . tights? A gymnast’s outfit?

That’s why she’d been able to see the girl’s thick thighs, and it all made sense: she was fit because she was an athlete. Remi was decidedly not
 an athlete, but he still sat in front of this girl with an air of unshakable confidence.

“Because it’s hot, Jackie. Those tights hug your body perfectly. I love the way they nestle your little titties and pinch your pretty—”

“Okay, Remi, I get it.” Jackie threw her arms up in the air and separated her legs a bit. “You like what you see.”

“Yep.”

Jackie flicked her ponytail over her left shoulder and leaned forward, bending her back until she was eye level with Remi. She put her hands on his knees. Slowly, gently, her left hand crept up Remi’s skinny thigh, until it brushed over his noticeable bulge.


I guess she did notice it after all, but just decided to play it cool,
 Evelyn thought, her lips slightly parting. She stifled her breath, so she could hear them better.

“I like what I see, too, Remi . . . I guess all the girls at school weren’t full of shit,” Jackie murmured, her voice low and sultry.

Remi chuckled halfheartedly. “What, you thought everyone was lying about me? Is that why you gave me a ride home, to find out the truth?”

Jackie’s fair face blushed. She gave out a little snort, which Evelyn thought was utterly adorable, and looked down at Remi’s lap. “I guess. I mean, when I hugged you, I thought I felt something,
 but I had to be sure.”

“Well?” Remi said. He took hold of Jackie’s hands and slowly pulled them away. “Let’s find out, shall we?”

The girl bit her bottom lip and nodded, but said nothing.

Remi stood. At his full height, he was at least five inches shorter than Jackie the gymnast. Evelyn had to admit, the girl did look a bit ridiculous in her tight outfit, without any sleeves on her arms or legs. It was like a onesie without all the comfort.

From Evelyn’s side angle, she could see Remi’s bulge become more pronounced, even under his long jersey shorts. He was clearly getting aroused, and Evelyn couldn’t take her eyes off of it.

Remi reached up and took Evelyn’s chin in his palm, then gently squeezed her cheeks together. “My eyes are up here, babe.”

Jackie snorted again and reared her face back and forth, out of Remi’s grip. The boy laughed.

“I want you on your knees for this, Jackie,” Remi said. He didn’t ask, he demanded—that was the kind of confidence he exuded.

And because Jackie was lost in the grip of his game, in his room, in his house . . . she obliged. She made a great big deal out of it, rolling her eyes and putting her hands on her hips as she stared Remi down.

But eventually, she said, “Fine,” in that defiant way that younger girls do, and went to her knees in front of Remi. “This better be worth it, kid, or—”

In one fluid motion, Remi lowered his shorts to his knees, shutting Jackie up. A thick slab of meat swung out from his pelvis, heavily swaying in the air and then plopping right onto Jackie’s face with an audible smack.


Jackie yelped as Remi’s fat dick landed on her face, but she didn’t move. Her mouth fell open.  

The boy’s huge cock wasn’t even hard, as Evelyn had thought, but it still draped over Jackie’s left eye, her forehead, and down the length of her skull, poking out the back of her head where her ponytail began.

It was a giant, girthy trunk that was thicker than Remi’s wrist and seemed to eclipse fully half of Jackie’s face.

The girl was speechless at first. Her voice lilted when she spoke, a small measure of fear and reluctance creeping into her confident demeanor. “W-Wait, what the fuck?” she said, her words slightly muffled by the weight of cockmeat on her face. “Five seconds ago you were this cute little dude . . . but you’re really a freak of nature!”

Remi chuckled. He stood unmoving, his hands on his hips, his big flaccid donkey dick curving over Jackie’s head. He lowered his shorts some more, and his giant ballsack came swinging out, colliding with the girl’s chin.

Remi’s nuts were enormous, and his slender frame only made the whole package look even bigger. They were like two ripe avocados swinging between his narrow thighs, hanging low and heavy, straining his scrotum with their weight.

“Jesus Christ,” Jackie said, speaking into the crease between Remi’s absurd nutsack. “How do you hide that monster cock and these giant balls in those little shorts?”

“I don’t,” Remi said, shrugging. “You even said, you felt it all when you hugged me . . .”

“Damn . . .” the girl muttered. She flicked her tongue out and swept the wet appendage against the bottom of Remi’s heavy balls. The boy flinched, then grunted.

“S-So, what are you gonna do to me with this thing, now that you’ve proven me wrong? Are you gonna punish me?”

Remi smiled. “You want these fat nuts bouncing all over your face, don’t you?” He jiggled his hips, to make his point, and his big balls swung in front of Jackie’s face like a hypnotist’s watch.

Jackie blushed. “N-No, I never said . . .”

Remi lifted his cock with one hand—more than three-quarters of the limp cannon sticking out from his fist. Then he smacked it hard against Jackie’s forehead again, another harsh slap
 echoing through his room.

Evelyn suppressed a moan. Her fingers escaped underneath her business skirt as she prepared to watch her baby boy ruin this poor, naïve girl with his giant fuckstick.

“I can tell you’re a size queen, Jackie, or you wouldn’t be here,” Remi said, swinging his cock against her forehead again. She yelped as he smacked her around with his dick.

Also, while he played fisticuffs with her face, his dick started to harden. It thickened at the base and down the middle of the shaft, and his cockhead flared and engorged to an unreasonable size.

“F-Fuck,” Jackie said.

Remi reached down and took his giant nutsack in his left hand, while he started stroking his thick shaft with his right. His fingertips didn’t even connect around the middle, it was so thick now. It seemed to keep growing and growing, until the boy’s hard rod throbbed in the air, jutting out and curving up from his pelvis.

Next time when he cockslapped Jackie, it wouldn’t be a light, giggling affair—it would be like swinging a baseball bat against a pillow.

And Jackie seemed to know that.

Remi cupped the base of his balls with his hand, but they simply drooped over his palm like a cup filled with too much water. He lifted his big dangling nuts and dropped them on Jackie’s face, chuckling as he did.

Jackie snorted as Remi’s balls covered the entirety of her little face. The boy’s testicles moved on her face like a couple of pool balls, and Evelyn could tell that Jackie had started to move her tongue underneath that smothering sack.

Evelyn yanked her damp panties aside and plunged her fingers into her pussy, spreading her legs further so she could dig deep into herself. She started to sweat in the closet, beads of perspiration building on her forehead and upper lip.

Remi was good at foreplay, she knew, but she also knew that he was vicious when he wanted to be. He was toying with this taller, pretty girl, so when he finally did destroy her, the ruination would be even more humiliating or punishing.

Currently, he seemed to enjoy having his giant fleshy nutsack planted on her uptilted face, while she licked and tongued his sack like a cat licking its fur.

Remi pressed down on his nuts with one hand, smashing them into Jackie’s face. A strange gagging sound erupted from underneath his balls, and Jackie’s whole body started to writhe. Her knees rocked back and forth in front of Remi, and Evelyn noticed that she was truly getting smothered now, and probably couldn’t breathe.

It turned Evelyn on. Her pussy leaked sticky juices, which she lapped up with her greedy fingers.

Her mind went wild. Come on, Remi, break this little bitch wide open! Wreck her haughty ass with your stupidly big fuckrod!
  

Remi grabbed the back of Jackie’s head and lowered his body down, until he was practically sitting on her face. He laughed and said, “Come on, babe, get in there good! Lick my sweaty nuts until you’re gurgling!”

It didn’t take long for Jackie to start gurgling. The sounds coming from underneath Remi’s testicles became more and more desperate. She needed relief from the smothering package, or else she’d pass out from asphyxiation.

Evelyn had never seen Remi knock a woman unconscious with his hefty balls before, but she loved the idea of it.

Jackie’s neck veins started to protrude. Blue ropes stuck out as she struggled. But even as she struggled, she kept her hands firmly planted on Remi’s little hips, pulling him forward—forcing
 his unit down on her face.

She was loving the erotic asphyxiation, and those choking, gurgling sounds were proof of it. She could have pulled herself away at any moment—she was clearly stronger and more muscular than Remi. But she opted not to.

Finally, Remi pulled back and pushed Jackie’s head away at the same time. At the moment of release, Jackie unleashed a full breath of air, like she’d just come up from a 100-foot free dive in the ocean.

She gasped and tears tracked down her red face. Her eyes were wide in either fear or lust or both. 

“That’s enough of that,” Remi said, grinning. He was fully erect now, and as he stepped back his massive cock swayed in the air like a flagpole.

“G-Good God,” Jackie muttered, still dazed, her eyes still widened. “That was amazing!”

Remi kept grinning. He lowered his shorts completely, then kicked them away to give himself full mobility. He was naked from the waist down, but he kept his t-shirt on.

The boy backed up to the edge of the bed, taking a seat, his cock throbbing in the air. As he lowered himself back, his cock leaned against his stomach and the bottom of his chest, and if he lowered his face just a few inches, he would’ve been able to lick his own enormous cockhead.

Instead, Remi suddenly spun around on the bed, moving like a monkey. It was an absurd thing to watch, seeing such a hung, skinny boy move so quickly, because his balls and cock bounced around like crazy.

A moment later, Remi had turned himself around and was on all fours on the bed, his little asscheeks looking at Jackie’s stunned face. Her nose and tongue was less than a foot from his sphincter and asscrack.

The boy wiggled his butt, which caused his hulking nuts to swing and smack against his thighs. They hung so low that they almost swept the ground near his knees. Bunched together, his ballsack was as big as one of his little bony buttocks.

“What are you d-doing, Remi?” Jackie asked stupidly.

The boy glanced over his shoulder with a grin on his face. He reached back and parted his asscheeks with his hands. “What do you think?” he asked in a singsong voice. He wiggled his butt again, which made his nuts sway and made Evelyn lose her mind. 

“Come on, Jackie,” Remi urged. “Eat my balls and suck my ass!”
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Chapter Four
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J
 ackie was a trooper
 . Evelyn couldn’t believe how degrading her son had become, ever since he’d found out that he held the key to a woman’s heart between his legs. He was a bully in the bedroom, but Jackie seemed to have no problem with it.


I guess being awed by such a huge cock will do that to you,
 Evelyn thought as she continued to fingerblast herself in the closet room, spying through the hole in the wall that looked in on Remi’s bedroom. Girls will put themselves through a lot if they know the endgame will have their pussy stretched and filled. I know that firsthand . . .


Evelyn watched as Jackie stuffed her face in between Remi’s asscheeks and rimmed him. The boy groaned and pushed his butt back, so Evelyn’s tongue would reach deeper down his anus.

The boy’s fat balls jumbled between his legs as the gymnast ate him out and his body jolted with shocks. Evelyn assumed it was from Remi’s prostate getting caressed.

She wondered if Jackie had ever done something so disgusting and kinky before. She doubted it. She couldn’t even see the poor girl’s face anymore, it was so far lodged between Remi’s little butt.

Evelyn’s son reached back with both hands until he had hold of the back of Jackie’s head. He squished her lips and chin and nose deeper into his crack, so there was no escape.

The girl gagged and snuffed fruitlessly. Evelyn noticed that Jackie’s hands had retreated inside her gymnast tights, and the moving bulge at her crotch showed that she was fingering herself.


That makes two of us,
 Evelyn thought, licking her lips as she struck a particularly sweet spot in her pussy. She spread her legs far apart and lifted them until her bare feet were pressed against the wall. It had the effect of opening her pussy wider, so she could stick more fingers down there. She massaged her clit with her left hand as only she knew how, while her right hand plunged four fingers to the last knuckle inside her sloppy, wet pussy.

“Hnngh,” Remi grunted, biting his bottom lip as Jackie sucked on the tender flesh around his asshole. He rocked back and forth on the bed, until his heavy balls were swinging like a pendulum and knocking into Jackie’s neck and chin with wet, sweaty slaps.

“I love how deep you’re burying your tongue in my tasty asshole, Jay!” he yelled, smashing her face deep in there. “Now why don’t you milk my fat cock-tail and gargle my huge sweaty nuts while you’re at it?!”

Evelyn gasped. She struck her G-spot and clenched her muscles, her toes curling on the wall. Her business skirt was hiked up past her hips, exposing her long, powerful legs.

Hearing her son talk like that set her off. The sloppy, lewd slapping sounds echoing through her boy’s room also made her wetter than a rushing river.

As Remi let the girl’s face go so she could come up for air, Evelyn came. She clapped a hand over her mouth to stay quiet. Her eyes screwed up, one clenching shut and the other bulging.

Remi’s mother kept viciously jamming her fingers into her cunt even as she came, until she could control herself no longer. She unclenched her muscles and watched as she squirted a projectile blast from her pussy. It arched in the air and splashed against the wall in front of her, hitting the stucco hard.

Meanwhile, Remi either ignored or didn’t hear the soft thud that his mother’s ejaculate made from the other room. He swung his big ballsack into Jackie’s face and relished in the pleasure of having his asshole licked and wetted and probed. A tingly feeling had started to envelop his lower half—starting at his sphincter and then ripping through his insides. 

Evelyn’s eyes stayed peeled on the action in Remi’s room. She was sweating like a man trapped in the Sahara, the claustrophobic closet starting to close in on all sides. Her tits heaved as she inhaled sharply and tried to regain steady breathing. Her orgasm had taken a lot out of her.


I can’t believe I’m watching this girl rim my boy’s little asshole and fondle his giant backsack!
 she thought, the shame creeping in.

It always happened after she took part in a voyeur event and then came—the inevitable crash of endorphins, her pleasure center sinking.

So she pulled her tits out of her shirt and started groping them while she stuck the fingers of her other hand back into her dripping pussy.

She decided to fight through the crash, hopefully to cum again. Plus, it was just too erotic and hot watching this girl get dominated by her son—like a train wreck, she couldn’t turn away.

Jackie’s hands had shot through the crevice of Remi’s parted legs and had hold of his cock from behind. Her smooth fingers jerked him off seamlessly, clutching the base and the middle section of his girthy fuckrod and working their way down. She gave him such a vigorous reach-around handjob that Remi’s cock pointed down between his legs, the oversized cockhead brushing against the soft sheets of his bed.

As the boy’s cock jerked and moved, dollops of precum stained the sheets, like a painter throwing dark splashes on a canvas.

Remi had his face in a pillow as he moaned. He was getting his massive cock pulled and milked like a cow, while Jackie slurped on the back of his bulbous nuts and stuck her nose into his tight rosebud.

“F-Fuck that’s good, Jackie!” the boy cried, his voice muffled in the pillow. His fingers clenched fistfuls of sheets at his sides.

Suddenly, his head reared up like a horse about to gallop away. Drool dripped from his lips and down his chin. His eyes were half-lidded, like a near-comatose drug addict who’d just gotten his fix.

Clearly, it all felt too good. Evelyn knew that her son was on the verge of bursting and blowing his load right down into his comforter. She’d seen her son explode before, and it was nothing short of amazing and spectacular.

Those giant balls of his have so much fucking cum in them, it’s insane! I’ve never seen a man erupt so violently as my son.

She could only imagine the tangy, musty smell and taste coming from her boy’s beautiful asshole and damp ballsack.

“All right, Jackie, put your head between my legs!” he shouted.

The girl lurched her head back and wobbled on her knees, her face a messy mask of smeared makeup and trickling eyeliner. She looked dazed and confused, finally coming up for air.

“W-What?” she asked.

“Turn onto your back and get your head under my heavy nuts. I’m gonna skullfuck your silly face!”

The girl groaned in defiance, but did little else to dissuade Remi’s command. She turned so her back was to the edge of the bed, then slithered her way up between Remi’s skinny thighs.

She moved effortlessly, snaking like a proper gymnast. As she ducked under Remi’s body, the boy’s long cock brushed across her face and his saggy balls tickled her chin.

“O-Okay, I guess I’m in position . . .” she muttered, taking a deep breath and a gulp of fresh air. She sounded apprehensive, but Evelyn knew that Remi wouldn’t give a shit. He was lost in his depraved desires, and he wouldn’t let the girl leave until he was satisfied.

And that could take hours, as Evelyn well knew from spying on him in the past.

Remi smiled and scooted up like a dog, further on the bed, so his legs weren’t hanging off the edges. Also, so he could yank Jackie by her hair, kicking and screaming, so her neck wasn’t oddly angled against the 90-degree edge of the bed.

Now she had more than half of her back on the bed as well, as she waited patiently for Remi to do his worst. Her legs kicked out off the edge, but she used her powerful core muscles to keep them lifted, rather than dangling uselessly.

Then Remi attacked. He brought his hips down with a fierce, powerful stroke. Jackie mumbled something and then her eyes widened as the boy’s ridiculous cockhead punched her lips.

Jackie scoffed, trying to keep her mouth shut for as long as possible. But the boy’s hip thrusts were too strong, and he eventually parted her lips with the sheer force of his mammoth slab of meat.

Jackie’s jaw distended, stretching so far that it looked like her face would break from the absurd girth of Remi’s glans and shaft. Tears fell from her eyes as her cheeks were filled with Remi’s hefty meat.

The boy surged four or five inches of cock directly down her gullet, and his cock must have curved as it kissed the back of her throat and plugged her esophagus.

Jackie snorted and gagged, a strange mewling sound escaping her lips. Her eyes were so wide that it looked like she’d either pass out or explode from the sheer thrill of having her neck inflated and stuffed by Remi’s absolute unit.

Evelyn’s jaw dropped at seeing the cock-shaped bulge that slithered down Jackie’e neck, puffing out her skin until she looked like an undersized snake feasting on an oversized alligator.

Once he had his cock good and lodged down her throat, Remi started to move his hips up and down. He created a rhythm for himself, not caring about the dangerous, sloppy noises coming from his prey’s throat.

Snot bubbles popped out of Jackie’s nostrils. Her eyes became bloodshot from exertion, and Evelyn had no doubt that her neck muscles were aching and burning, asking to be freed.


Remi’s corking this poor little bitch like a wine bottle!
 Evelyn thought, feeling another powerful orgasm coming on.

As the boy picked up pace, his pendulous balls started to jump into the air and then careen down against Jackie’s bloated neck. The effect was a multitude of gross sounds that continued to ring out: the gurgling struggle of Jackie’s throat trying to take the young man’s girth, and the swishing plap
 of his large nutsack against her neck.

Remi was indeed skullfucking the hell out of poor Evelyn—there was no other way to describe it. The facefucking continued for eons, until Evelyn was sure the girl was going to fall unconscious without Remi even knowing, so he’d just be plunging down into a wet, ragged hole.

But Jackie kept herself conscious. Even as Remi’s nutsack battered her neck and bruised her skin purple, she continued to take his ramming cock. It was an odd, painful looking angle in which Remi fucked her mouth, but he either didn’t notice the pain or he fought through it.

He started to laugh as he brought his hips down and pounded her face from above. It looked so easy for him—he only needed to wiggle his little body a little bit in order to shove his girth down the girl’s throat, while she struggled for dear life, kicking and making wet gurgles in her plugged esophagus.

Evelyn couldn’t believe the sheer joy showing on Remi’s face—he giggled with glee like a kid happily bouncing on a medicine ball.

Evelyn’s mind went wild. She came again from observing the violent throatfucking. Who would’ve thought that my son, who was teased all throughout middle school because of his size, would be slamming his big bouncy balls on this pretty girl’s face just a few short years later—shoving his massive cock down her throat while she foams at the mouth and has her neck inflated by his ridiculous girth?


Evelyn had always hoped that her son would have a growth spurt, if only so the teasing and bullying would stop. But she had never expected that he’d have a growth spurt like this,
 his cock and balls ballooning in such a gargantuan way . . . and that he’d use his newfound abilities to punish the same sort of people who used to tease him.

It had been heartbreaking to learn about Remington getting beaten up at school. She thought he’d grow up to be a sour apple—a bad seed. And in a way, he had, but not how she’d ever imagined it . . .

And the strangest part was that these people he dominated, they wanted it.
 They begged for it.
 They couldn’t wait for the exhilarating experience of having their throats bulged and their pussies split wide open. 


A bunch of horny teenagers, that’s all they are—this is totally normal!
 Evelyn told herself. She knew there was nothing normal about Remi upside-down facefucking a senior gymnast from his high school, though.

But she didn’t care. She much preferred this type of behavior to Remi getting thrown in a locker or coming home with a black eye.

Now, Remi would send these awful sluts home with black eyes . . . and they’d have to lie about how they got them.

Jackie here could never tell her mother that her neck was bruised because my son’s thick, heavy testicles slammed into her over and over again. No, she’ll need a much more mundane excuse . . .

While Evelyn had been lost in her reverie, Jackie had lifted her legs from over the edge of the bed, even though she couldn’t see her feet due to her sloshed, blurry face and the balls pouncing all over her.

Remi stopped fucking Jackie’s mouth when he realized what she was doing.

Being the limber gymnast that she was, it was easy for the girl to bunch her legs up so her knees were almost touching her little tits. She spread her legs and lifted them further, until her feet were dangling on Remi’s shoulders—but upside-down.

The boy glanced over his shoulder, his brow furrowed, and a shocked expression overcame him.

From his angle, when he turned and pulled his cock out of Jackie’s mouth with a lewd schlorp,
 Jackie’s tights-covered pussy was staring right at him.

She was the kind of girl who could stretch her legs back over her own shoulders, and Evelyn thought that the girl could probably lick her own pussy, if she wanted.

I guess there are definite perks to being a gymnast . . . so limber and flexible . . .

Evelyn shook her head. She had stopped masturbating for the moment, to watch what Jackie was doing.

The girl planted her bare feet on Remi’s face. He licked the soles of her feet and sucked on her toes for a minute, and Evelyn grimaced at the sight.

Then the boy crawled over Jackie like an eager puppy. His dangling balls and waving cock dragged over the girl’s face again, going the opposite way this time.

Jackie’s knees were parallel with her tits now.

Remi grinned and dove in between her thick thighs. He grabbed her fleshy hamstrings and pushed them apart, squeezing his skinny body inside her legs.

Though Jackie’s tight suit stretched against her body, it still covered her pussy.

Evelyn wondered how Remi would get in there, because it would be impossible to disrobe the girl from this awkward position.

Snarling like a beast, Remi simply reached forward, grabbed two fistfuls of the rubbery cloth in his hands, and then gritted his teeth as he pulled her tights apart like the Hulk.

There was a sharp ripping sound as Jackie’s tights tore apart in a jagged, haphazard way. The rip only uncovered her pussy, while the rest of her torso and most of her ass remained covered.

But what a beautiful, slick pussy it was.
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Chapter Five
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T
 he strange yoga position
 that Jackie found herself in meant that her pussy was upside-down, her clit at the bottom. She had folded herself like a lawnchair, into a ball, with Remi sitting on her tits, each of his enormous testicles nearly as big as her small breasts.

Juices drooled from Jackie’s pussy, dripping down to her tummy and bellybutton.

Remi ripped her tights further, widening the hole and exposing her fat, toned asscheeks.

“D-Dammit, Remi, these are expensiiive!” the girl whined.

Remi answered her by lunging forward and shoving his face between her asscheeks. He motorboated her buttocks and squeezed them together around his face, making lewd sucking sounds as he sloppily tongued her anus.

The girl’s complaint turned into a high-pitched squeal. Her body flailed, her legs going rigid on the boy’s shoulders.

On the other side of the wall, Evelyn furiously fingered herself and came for a third time. After watching the girl succumb to the pressures of eating her son’s ass out and taking his gargantuan cock down her throat, now it was time to observe some serious pounding, and it was too much for her.

She couldn’t believe that she’d already climaxed three times and there hadn’t even been any vaginal penetration yet! Her own pussy was a sopping mess, with her piss and fluids staining the wall in front of her, and even more wetness leaking down onto the closet floor between her legs. It started to pool around her and soak the nearest shoes in the dark closet.

Evelyn wasn’t the only girl in the house flowing like the River of Babylon, though. Jackie was drenched in her own sticky juices, which coated her stomach—or the purple fabric of her tights. Lakes of sweat had stained the bedsheets, creating a chalk outline around Jackie like she was a murder victim.

Remi pulled back and smacked his lips, in that “Mm-mm good” way that people do after tasting something delicious. He hoisted his fat cock and straightened his back, so he could have direct access to the girl’s flexible cunt.

He slapped his heavy cock down on her pussy lips and Jackie cried out in surprise.

The next weighty smack made Jackie yell “Ooof” and her body jolted from the sensation. The soft skin around her cunt turned red.

Then Remi was guiding his huge cock inside her, separating her pussy lips like she was giving birth. The girl moaned and wailed as he entered her slowly, inch by inch, giving her the orgasm of her life from the penetration.

Jackie’s legs shook wildly, until they almost fell off Remi’s shoulders. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she squirted the moment that half of her lover’s cock plunged into her slippery vagina.

“Ohh fuck, fuck, fuck!” she yelled. “It’s so goddamn big!”

The next words that came out of her mouth were unintelligible, and they were coupled with frothy drool sputtering from her lips.

Evelyn’s mouth fell open as she watched her son gouge the poor girl open, until it looked like Jackie’s tiny pussy would split in two. It was waxed and smooth, like all the girls kept their vaginas nowadays, but it would never be the same after taking such an enormous beating.

Remi pushed down on Jackie’s butt, folding her even further in on herself. Her legs fell off his shoulders and landed around her head.

He started to swing his hips into her, back and forth, until his balls were swaying in rhythm and smacking into Jackie’s chin with the backswing.

The gymnast’s tongue fell out of her mouth, lapping like a dog as Remi fucked her in that strange, reverse-mating press position.

The girl’s pussy was stretched to its limit.

“Fuck, Jay, for having such a loose body, your pussy is so fucking tight!” Remi shouted. He grunted and dug his hands deeper into her fleshy buttocks, gathering up handfuls of ass so he could better ram her pussy.

It was a violent, rough fucking.

Evelyn had seen the like before. She’d taken rough fuckings in her day—had her own pussy stretched out—but to see someone so nimble and in control of her body getting so thoroughly wrecked . . . it was flabbergasting.

Not to mention how reasonably inexperienced both participants were, in the grand scheme of things. They were both hardly over the legal age, but looked like masters of the Kama Sutra thanks to their ridiculous position.

Evelyn had never seen two lovers embark in such an ambitious position—Jackie’s body rolled back on itself, her feet kicking near her own head on the bed, with Remi slamming into her from above, into her upside-down muff.

There was a noticeable bulge that appeared every time Remi punched his cock into her cunt, as if his massive size was pressing against her womb and inflating her stomach.

Jackie started to bleat like a goat as Remi continued to batter her poor insides. His balls kept clapping against her chin every time he pulled back, and it looked like she was stuck in a perpetual state of bliss.

Her body wouldn’t stop trembling from the near constant orgasms she was being subjected to.

The gymnast had clearly never had something so big inside her before.


Where did he learn this?!
 Evelyn wondered, her mind screaming for more release. He’s only a high schooler! My baby looks so happy smacking his gigantic nuts against this girl’s chin and face—and so does she!


I think the girls at his school were made just to please my sonny’s stupid thick dick.

“Pleeease, you little monster!” Jackie wailed, her body jumping on the bed from the heavy movements. “I’m sorry I doubted you! I have to be limber for practice tomorrow! Please don’t break meee!”

Remi just chuckled. Even though the girl tried to resist, and begged not to be abused any longer, it didn’t look like Remi was showing any signs of slowing down.

And she didn’t want him to, either.

“Should I stop?” Remi asked, making sure.

“NO! Fuck no! Ram the life out of me!” Jackie replied breathlessly, immediately contradicting herself.

The brutal fucking continued. At one point, Remi tore into her so hard that she squirted straight out, showering herself and her young lover in piss and ejaculate. The clear liquids drenched the both of them, raining onto Jackie’s stomach and tits and splattering on Remi’s sweaty, swinging nutsack.

They both laughed wordlessly. Remi’s was deep and throaty, pleased with himself that he’d made the girl cum so hard that she lost control of her bowels, while Jackie’s laugh was high and hysterical, like she was on the verge of losing her mind.

She’s going to turn into Remi’s brain-dead cumdump if she isn’t careful. I’ve seen that look before! She’s going to get addicted to him!

Evelyn’s body seized on her stool. She pulled her fingers out of her pussy and stopped pinching her hard nipples.

She tried to hold it in, grimacing and clenching her eyes shut, but it was too much. She lifted her legs off the wall and leaned back, then let out an “Ughhh” as a towering orgasm racked her body and left her defenseless.

When she was finished with the massive climax, which lasted nearly 45 seconds, she slumped back and almost fell off her stool.

She was beat—exhausted—and drenched in sweat. She breathed shallow breaths, barely able to remain conscious herself.

And I wasn’t even part of the fucking!

She couldn’t imagine how Jackie must’ve felt in that moment. She took one last peek through the hole to see what was going on.

Jackie was still twitching like a seizure patient having a grand mal. Remi was still sliding his massive fuckstick into her pussy and swinging his balls into her face. The sounds that were coming from the room were like churning butter, and Evelyn could only imagine the reeking smell wafting around that enclosed space.

Cum, piss, and sweat.

Remi white-knuckled against Jackie’s butt and grit his teeth.

“I’m gonna explode inside you, Jay!”


Oh no!
 Evelyn immediately thought, her eyes going wide. He’s gonna impregnate this stupid little slut!


“Oh fuck yesss!” Jackie hissed, huffing and puffing, her face red from overstraining. “Let’s see how much cum you have stored up in those huge swollen balls of yours! Unload this fucking horsecock and creampie my silly pussy! Shower my guts with your thick seed!”

She was yelling like a madwoman now, completely losing her vocal faculties.

Remi didn’t need to be told twice. He was on the verge of exploding.

Evelyn actually leaned back from the wall, as if his eruption would shower the whole room and drown everyone in it.

She doesn’t know what she’s asking, the dumb bitch!

Evelyn was panicking. But that panic quickly turned to arousal as her son groaned and heaved.

Remi’s body bucked. His cock swelled up and the veins protruded all over it, making half of the log that stuck out from Jackie’s pussy look even more intimidating.

His big weighty balls contracted and pulled up to his crotch, hanging against his taint.

“GAHHH!” he screamed.

“YES!” Jackie yelled back. “Come on you big hunt brat, pump me fuuull!”

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head again as she was packed with Remi’s load.

It was a tremendous, voluminous load—Evelyn could tell by the way her son’s body seized and all the muscles clenched up. He held the position for a long time, ramming his hips and flinging spunk into the girl.

Jackie’s stomach slowly inflated, too, as if her womb had overflowed and pushed against her bladder and belly.

A river of backwash poured out the sides of Jackie’s corked pussy.

After nearly 20 seconds of straight cumming, Remi suddenly pulled out and his cock flung into the air like a doorstopper. More cum shot out and rained down, all over Jackie’s ass, the bed, and even past the bed onto the carpeted floor.

For a moment, Evelyn had the perfect view of Jackie’s gaping cunt. It was a dark pink hole filled with white, like a custard donut, and her pussy lips seemed to flap and breathe with a life of their own.

Her gaping pussy slowly shrank in size, the O becoming smaller and smaller, but it was then that the excess of Remi’s load came pouring out of her. The thick white jizz globbed out and slowly dripped down her pussy and onto her stomach, like a thick wad of spit.

Jackie groaned as she moved her legs, lifting them into the air and then letting them fall forward so her feet hit the floor. A rainbow of cum shot out as her legs arched, forced out like a pressure washer.

Her bloated tummy flattened as a stronger flow of spunk rushed out of her pussy—now right side up—and spilled onto the floor. Her little tits lifted and fell with her quick, exasperated breaths.

Remi heaved and exhaled through a small O that his mouth had made. He was still crouched on top of the girl. 

Jackie said, “That was unbeliev—”

Remi sat down on her face and shut her up, his huge sagging balls enveloping her eyes and nose and clogging her mouth. The only sound that came out of Jackie’s face was a wet gargle and gag.

The boy chuckled. “I know, Jay, I know. But I don’t want to hear your voice right now.”

“Mmmph!” Jackie complained. She twisted her head left and right, trying to get out from under the boy’s volleyball nutsack.

It was useless. She was trapped until further notice.

Luckily for her, Remi stood up rather quickly, after his cock had softened and turned into a swinging baguette.

The young man rose from the bed, keeping Jackie marinating in the spunk and sweat and piss, her arms outstretched, her eyes wide open like she’d just seen God.

She was a complete wreck, utterly ruined.


Jesus, what an adventure,
 Evelyn thought from her spy room—her own arousal finally wearing off.

“I’ll get you a towel,” Remi said. “Then we can get something to eat and have round two.”

“R-Round two?” Jackie murmured, her voice a staccato jab of fear. “Isn’t your . . . mom gonna be home soon?”

Remi simply shrugged. He walked over to a nearby table and grabbed something from it—something that had been out of Evelyn’s eyesight throughout the entire endeavor.

His door creaked open and he walked out of eyeshot of Evelyn.

The boy’s mother stuffed her big tits back into her dress and closed her legs. She stood and cautiously stepped over her puddle of urine and ejaculate that was pooling at her feet.

Just before Evelyn exited the closet, she heard her room’s
 door open and she froze where she stood—inches from exiting the closet, but still hidden by it.

Her heart stopped in her chest.

She was looking straight ahead to her bed—the sheets still made up and flawlessly tucked.

A black object landed on the bed, arching down from the direction of her door.

It was a cellphone. It bounced and rolled to a stop.

Evelyn was still unseen, her eyes wide, her mouth fully open.

“There you go, mom,” Remi’s voice said from the doorway of the room.

Oh my God! He knows I’m here?!

Remi’s voice was low and confident. “There’s some better angles in that video there. Just make sure you give me back my cellphone when you’re done with it.”
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“I
 want to hear more
 about your son,” Penelope Dalton said. The sex therapist sat back in her chair, a legal pad resting on her lap, one hand angled and ready to start writing. She sat with one leg draped over the other, as if she was trying to squeeze her dirty thoughts away and hide her damp panties.

But Evelyn knew better. She assumed that all of this talk about her crazy sex life was getting the therapist hornier than a bitch in heat. It definitely was making Evelyn aroused, at least, but that was normal. She was an incredibly sexual creature, despite being in her early 40s and the mother of two children.

The fact was, as ashamed as she was to admit it, it was her children that made her that way.

“M-My son? Why do you want to talk about Remi?” she stuttered, her fingers nervously twiddling in her lap.

“Well, you seem to talk about him the most,” Penelope continued. “And you clearly spy on him the most. It seems you have a natural attraction to watching him have intercourse with his female companions. I want to find out why.” The therapist flipped her straight chestnut hair out of her face, over her shoulder, and fixed Evelyn with a half-smile.

Evelyn wanted to walk over and either kiss those big full crimson lips, or smack that self-righteous smirk off her face. It was her second session with the sex therapist—who was trying to get to the bottom of her voyeuristic ways, in a psychological sense—and Evelyn had already dreamed nasty dreams about the younger woman.

Penelope was hot, young, fit, smart, successful . . . all very attractive things. One night, Evelyn had imagined the doctor getting railed and dominated by her little boy, Remi. In the dream, Remi managed to shut down that smug look on the woman’s face by clapping his big nuts all over her cheeks and then impaling her on his massive fuckstick. She ended up a brain-dead little cumslut, just like all the others, and was no better or worse than the young man.

It made Evelyn incredibly wet to think about that. BDSM and domination was a big part of her life, and seeing successful, affluent people getting put in their places and knocked down a peg was a big turn-on.

“I think the ‘why’ is pretty evident, doc,” Evelyn said. “I told you how well-endowed he is, right?”

“Only ten or so times, yes,” Penelope said, her smile widening. “But I think there’s more to it than that. Plenty of people have big penises—”

“Not plenty of people his size. It’s ridiculously disproportionate.”

“Even so. That might be part of the allure, but tell me this: When did you first realize your son was . . . you know . . .”

“Hung like an elephant? Well, he came from my womb, so I’ve always known, I guess.”

Penelope’s brow furrowed. “You mean, he’s always been the way he is now?” She cleared her throat, her fair cheeks turning rosy.

“Pretty much. Even as a kid he was always bigger than the rest, despite his height. When he was younger, I had to buy him custom-made underwear to fit inside of, as embarrassing as that was. I still do, sometimes . . .”

Penelope scribbled on her legal pad. “Buy him fitted underwear? Interesting. Please, continue.”

“Well, you know how kids are—they don’t care about any of that shit, especially when they don’t know what sex is. So when he’d dance around naked with his friends, you know, after swimming in the pool or something, that’s when I’d . . . see it.”

Evelyn could only see the top of Penelope’s head, the therapist was writing so fast. Without looking up, the doctor asked, “Is this making you uncomfortable, Evelyn?”

Evelyn shrugged. “Talking about my boy as a child? Uh, a little. It just feels wrong.”

“Yes, but it might lead us to now
 , you see? I’m trying to get a historical background—like an investigator, I suppose.”

“Right,” Evelyn said. She leaned back in her seat and massaged the back of her neck. She felt tight, even though she was feeling loose and wet down below. She shrugged off the tightness and just went for it, laying it out for the therapist to make of it what she would.

“Ugh,” Evelyn continued, “if you want the truth . . . even as a kid he was so fucking hung. His balls would slap and clap against his thighs when he ran around with his friends . . . it would get loud and obnoxious. When I took him to the doctor one time for a physical, and the doc held his huge nuts in his hands, I asked, ‘Is there something wrong with him? Does he have a condition?’ And you know what the doc said? He laughed, Penny, then he said, ‘Something wrong? No, ma’am, he’s just blessed.’ Can you believe that?”

Penelope raised her eyebrows. “Sounds a bit unprofessional, yes. But it also sounds like he was trying to build your son’s self-esteem and confidence—to show Remington that he had a fruitful life ahead of him . . .”

Evelyn ignored the comment. “Remi was never ashamed of his size, but he didn’t brag about it, either. He’s always been a quiet boy.”

“That’s understandable. Perhaps he was self-conscious about it, or thought he was different.”

“Maybe,” Evelyn said with a shrug. “But that didn’t last for long. He was made fun of all through middle school and most of high school, but then one day the jocks made a big mistake and that set the tone for the rest of his teenage years.”

Penelope finally looked up, one eyebrow quirked. “Oh? Do you care to tell me about that incident?” 

Evelyn felt nervous. She shifted her weight on the couch, trying to get more comfortable, but it was impossible. Finally, with a sigh, she said, “Fine. One day, I was at work when I got a call from the principal’s office. The principal said she had Remi and another boy in her office. I asked if Remi was in trouble for something, and assured her that my boy would never instigate anything. The principal told me to come down to the school, so I did.”

Evelyn’s eyes darted left and right around the room, away from the intense stare of the therapist in front of her. She folded her arms under her bosom and leaned back in a defensive pose, then continued. “She told me that Remi wasn’t in trouble, but the other boy was, but I needed to pick up my son anyway. Confused, I rushed down there. The other boy was named Jack Lang, and he was a star football player—a big, mean jock.”

“I know the type.”

“Yeah, well, apparently he ‘pantsed’ my boy”—Evelyn made air quotes around the word—“as Remi was innocently walking through a locker room hallway between classes.”

“I’m guessing that bullying tactic backfired in a big way,” Penelope said, tilting her head.

Evelyn nodded and flashed a smile. “I appreciate your humor—it did backfire in a big way.
 My son’s giant cock flopped out for everyone to see, his hulking nuts swaying in the breeze with his pants around his ankles. He was deathly embarrassed, of course, but no one pointed at him jokingly, at least. Everyone watching—a good 20 kids or so—was stupefied.”

As Evelyn paused in her story, Penelope continued writing. She found it interesting that Evelyn always added adjectives when talking about her son’s unit—huge, big, massive—like she simply couldn’t stop thinking about it. The therapist asked, “What happened to Jack Lang?”

“He was suspended for a day for bullying, but he could continue football practice, so he didn’t give a shit.” Evelyn smirked, shaking her head, remembering the past. “He was more pissed that my sweet son was way more hung than him, I’m sure. No doubt he immediately regretted doing what he did.”

“Good riddance, right?” Penelope said.

“Exactly. Fuck that kid. He tortured my son—shoved him into lockers, gave him wedgies, the whole nine yards. So, for this to blow up in his face, I was happy with it.”

“What happened after that? Was that the first time you’d heard of Remi’s endowment in a public setting?”

Evelyn nodded. “It definitely got my juices flowing, you could say. At that time, a few years ago, I was in the midst of my cuckolding extravaganza—learning more and more about my own sexual proclivities. I was a horny minx, doc.”

Penelope smiled, her crimson lips slightly parting. “There’s nothing wrong with that. More than half my clients would love to have a libido like yours, Evelyn.”

Evelyn shrugged. “It’s a blessing and a curse.” She stopped, then laughed at herself. “That’s funny . . . my son says the same thing about his meat and potatoes sometimes.”

There was a small pause as Penelope’s scrawling pen was the only sound in the room, besides the fan. The therapist lifted her head to say something, but then shut her mouth. “You were going to continue with the story?”

“Oh, yes,” Evelyn said, snapping out of her daydream. “Well, after that, things changed for my son. Word of his hugeness must’ve gotten out to the little sluts at his school. That’s around the time that I gave him and his older sister ‘the talk,’ about having sex at the house, rather than in shady places.”

“Good.”

“And that’s when Remi started bringing multitudes of young women home.”

“How old was he?”

Evelyn narrowed her eyes. “I don’t think I should say, Penny, because you’re obligated to report things that are out of society’s boundaries, right?”

“Fair enough. I’ll assume he was under 18.”

Evelyn waved her hand at the therapist. “Assume away. Anyhow, shortly after the pantsing incident, Remi fucked Jack Lang’s girlfriend. I knew it was going to be a problem, but I couldn’t stop it.”

“You couldn’t, or wouldn’t?”


Evelyn shrugged. “Both, I guess. Maria was hot as hell—tall, spunky, sassy. Even so, she wasn’t ready for my angel’s giant girth, and I walked in on her in a pool of cum and piss, on the floor next to my son’s bed. I remember dropping the tray of orange juice I’d been holding and spilling it everywhere—Remi had said he and Maria were just going to watch TV in his room.”

“That must have been quite a shock.”

“That’s an understatement, doc. I’d never seen so much cum on a person’s body before! It was insane! I remember my eyes went from the ground, looking at the poor naked girl breathing heavily, spunk leaking from her little tits and between the crack of her fat ass . . .” Evelyn shifted in her seat again, moving one leg over her knee in the same way that Penelope sat. “And my eyes went up to the bed and I saw Remi sitting there on his knees, his stupid fat cock in his hands. That’s the first time I’d seen it fully engorged. It was menacing and scary and, obviously, gigantic. Even his testicles were oversized. He looked like a toy that had had the wrong pelvis attachment, you know? It was the first time I’d seen how much his cock had grown, exponentially, since hitting puberty.”

Penelope chuckled. She’d been intensely studying Evelyn as the woman droned on and on about her son’s manhood, and she found it interesting how red-faced and shy the mother got when talking about it. It was clear that Evelyn was incredibly aroused now, and Penelope made sure to put that in her notes.

“I slapped a hand to my mouth in utter shock, while Remi just smirked at me and continued to jerk himself off, his cock leaking cum that dripped down onto Maria’s prone body. From that day on,” Evelyn added, “Remi did whatever he wanted. Other girls found out about him and Maria, and so did Jack. The jock beat my son up, left him with a black eye, and got suspended again. His girlfriend broke up with him. Remi and Maria kept fucking, but Remi had a stable full of girls that he cycled through—and he still does to this day.”

“Fascinating.”

Evelyn shrugged. “Mix hormones and teenagers and big dicks, and that’s what you get, I guess. Everyone’s curious, Penny. Even the young little lushes who are trying to figure themselves out.”

“It sounds like you don’t hold these young ladies in high esteem, Ms. Coolidge.”

Evelyn sighed. “I guess not. I just feel like, if they weren’t all over him, and didn’t just see him as a piece of meat, I’d treat them nicer. But they’re so distracting to my boy—that’s all he thinks about. Not college, not his future . . . just girls and which wet hole he’s gonna plug with his massive fuckrod next.”

Penelope nodded and finished scribbling. When she looked up, she rubbed her chin. “What would Remington do if he knew we were talking about him right now, in this way, at such length?”

Evelyn barked a laugh. “To me? Nothing. To you? He would probably bend you over his knee, spank your big bottom, then hike that skirt up and hotdog your plump asscheeks with his rugged cock. Then he’d rail you so hard that your big tits would bounce out of your skirt and you’d be screaming his name while you came buckets. That’s probably what he would do, doc. No offense.”

Penelope blushed and looked down at her pad, though she didn’t write anything this time. “Uh . . . n-none taken. That was quite graphic, Evelyn.”

Evelyn smiled darkly. “As you pointed out last time, Penny, I have a pretty active imagination.” She liked this back and forth with the therapist, which was why she’d agreed to come back for another session. The power dynamic often shifted between the two, and it was clearly now in her favor. Plus, it always got her horny as hell talking about her family like this. “Want to hear what else he’d probably do to you?”

Penelope shook her head fervently. “N-No, that’s okay, I think I get the gist.”

Evelyn shrugged. “All right. Your loss.”

“Besides,” Penelope said, looking at her wrist watch, “we’re running out of time. Shall we continue this little talk next week? Perhaps we can learn about your daughter and husband a bit more . . . all of this is truly enlightening.”


Yes, I’m sure it is, Penny,
 Evelyn thought, squinting. No doubt you’ll be fingerblasting yourself to the moon the minute I step out of this room! I can tell what a horny slut you are, therapist, despite your proclaimed professionalism . . . I’ve tattooed the image of Remi’s mammoth meatslab right at the forefront of your mind . . .


And I don’t feel the least bit sorry.

“Sure, Penny,” Evelyn said with an innocent smile, standing. “Let’s continue this talk later.”
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E
 velyn was soaking
 wet on her drive home. She’d never gotten into such an in-depth conversation about Remi’s manhood with another woman—or person—before. As Penelope had put it, it was “enlightening,” and also blisteringly hot.

Evelyn shifted between feeling ashamed and feeling horny about watching her son bang these girls, but she was starting to feel less ashamed the more she talked about it.

Perhaps that means the therapy is working?

She’d never had too many girlfriends to hang out and gossip with. Not to mention, even if she did, this subject was far too taboo to broach with friends, no matter how close they were.

She desperately needed to change her panties. She kept squirming in her seat as she drove, feeling the warmth of her own juices lubing up her inner thighs and pussy. She wanted to get home before that lovely warmth turned into cold clamminess.

She knew that Remi had gotten a ride home from school already. She hadn’t heard from Jessica, her daughter, all day, so she assumed she was out doing something she didn’t want her mom to know about. Evelyn’s husband, Grant, was working late at he office, so he wouldn’t be back until dinner time.

That meant Evelyn had plenty of time to rub these horny thoughts out of her mind. She wondered who had given Remi a ride home—either Tyson, his best friend, or maybe the gymnast girl who’d gotten gaped and stretched a couple days before. Maybe it would be someone new?

You never knew when Remi was concerned. He could be sitting on the couch innocently watching TV or playing video games, or he could be making some young bitch scream bloody murder in his bedroom.

She figured she’d find out soon.

Thinking of Remi on the couch brought a memory to Evelyn’s mind—a dirty, filthy memory that she hadn’t thought of in a long time.

She remembered coming home one day to find Remi on the couch in the living room. His shorts had been ringed around an ankle, and both of his legs were hooked over the back of the couch, so he was hanging upside down like a bat. His head was curled off the edge of a cushion. Evelyn remembered the shocked gasp she gave out as she stepped into the house—which she thought had been empty.

Remi’s giant curved cock was in his hands, fully erect and pointed at his face. One hand was wrapped around the base of his thick shaft, while the other was near the top, just below his flared cockhead. His big heavy balls had fallen around the base of his cock, hanging off to the sides and dangling toward his flat tummy, forced by gravity.

Remi had had the bulbous head of his cock in his mouth, stretching out his lips like an unhinged snake jaw. He let out soft moans as he slobbered on his broad knob, while his dainty hands moved up and down his enormous fuckstick. He was jerking off and sucking himself off at the same time, with hardly any effort at all—except to widen his little mouth enough to stick that monstrous dicktip in his maw.

The boy’s precum had been leaking down both sides of his lips, down his cheeks and into his hair, before dripping off his face and onto the floor.

The boy had been so focused on his auto-fellatio that he hadn’t even noticed Evelyn had walked into the house. His hooked legs—the knees bent at the top of the couch-back—pumped his knees down toward his body, forcing more of his monster dick down his gullet, until he throated himself and seemed to bulge his own neck.

Remi had barely needed to bend his body at all to reach his own cock with his mouth. But he put forth a lot of effort in fitting extra inches down his throat, and Evelyn had wondered if this was the first time he had tried sucking himself off.

She thought that maybe he was bi, or just curious what the other girl’s felt when they tried to give him a blowjob. He finally realized how difficult it was to fit his massive size past lips.

The sounds coming from Remi’s throat had turned lewd and gross. He let out sloppy gurgles as he choked himself on his cock cannon and then started to knead his billowing nuts with both hands, while forcing his cock deeper into his mouth from the base by pushing up on it.

“Oh fuck!” Evelyn had finally gasped aloud, her knees growing weak at the sight of her adorable boy with his face full of his own monster cock.

That’s when Remi had lowered his head off the edge of the couch, his squinted eyes darting over to the doorway. He stared at his mother in that upside down position. His mouth had seemed like it would tear—like his jaws would pry apart and break at any moment.

But even with Evelyn watching in horrified fascination, Remi had just continued. His cock engorged even more, the thick corded veins protruding as he got closer to a climax. He ran his hands over his big thick balls, gently squeezing them, then up and down his broad shaft, until he was basically hugging his own cock against his body.

His eyes became bloodshot as he stared at Evelyn and blew himself at the same time. Snot bubbles popped near his nose as he tried to breathe through his clogged airways.

Then his eyes had widened. Evelyn’s did too.

Remi exploded in his own mouth, and a heavy froth of cum leaked out the sides of his clogged lips. Ropes of sticky semen shot out from both nostrils, then tracked down his face like mis-aimed wads of saliva.

After cumming down his own throat, Remi leaned his head back and tilted his cock upward, out of his mouth. A spider-web of sticky wetness drew his cockhead away from his widened mouth, and he tucked his head in and pushed his cock up.

He erupted again, his cock expanding and his balls contracting against his shaft. An upside down load of thick jizz shot out from his cock and arched over his head, splashing onto the ground in front of the couch. The next jet of lumpy spunk mortared even further, smacking against the glass table sitting in front of the couch—spraying across it like thick, white rainfall. The splatter created a domed pattern across the glass as his final spurts dripped down onto his own face.

Then the boy had let out a loud, relieved sigh, and his arms fell to his sides, outstretched. His cock slowly softened and rested against his stomach and chest, the dark underside red and raw from his intense masturbation.

Evelyn had been speechless. Her knees had nearly knocked together, they felt so weak. That had been the first time that she’d seen Remi sucking his own cock, but it wouldn’t be the last.

In fact, she made a point to secretly spy on him sucking off his gargantuan cock whenever she could. And after that first time, once he learned how he tasted and how fun it was, the boy seemed to do it more and more often. If he couldn’t find a girl to plow or stick his big tool inside of, he would just stick it inside himself.

Sometimes, when Evelyn spied on him, he would be sitting in his rolling computer chair, his bare legs spread far apart, his cock jutting up toward his computer screen. He would be talking to the computer, and Evelyn realized he was actually talking to people.

It seemed that Evelyn wasn’t the only one who liked to watch her son go at it, and the smart boy had found people to help monetize his talents. He joined Chaturbate and some other lewd video websites and he gained a following.

Evelyn had checked his web browser history one day to find out. She saw some of the titles of the videos he named: “Hung little dude blows himself,” “Small guy swallows his own monster cock and eats his load.” She had been appalled, of course, but also insanely curious.

She had spent an entire afternoon fingering herself as she watched the videos that Remi had posted, blowing himself and shooting heavy ropes of cum into his face. He always laughed hysterically as he came on his cute face and then leaned forward into the camera to show everyone, before licking it up.

As Evelyn had watched the videos, she got a front-row, straight-on view—rather than from the side spy hole in the wall—and he had looked even bigger that close up . . .

Evelyn blinked and shook her head. She realized she was sitting in her driveway. Her lurid thoughts had brainwashed her and brought her all the way to her house from the therapist’s office, by muscle memory.

With a sigh, she recognized that she needed to start paying more attention to the road . . . and not as much attention on her boy’s genitals.

But it was so difficult. So hard. Even being in her early 40s, she was incredibly hot and bothered all the time! Maybe even more than when she was younger.

Hell, she’d just had an entire hour-long conversation with her sex therapist with Remi as the subject of the session, and even after that she’d thought about her son the entire ride home!

I’m so hopeless. All this nasty shit is going to get me in big trouble one of these days, I just know it . . .

Evelyn got out of the car and flattened her skirt against her curvy legs. She stretched her neck by tilting her head left and right, trying to work out the kinks that had formed while she’d been white-knuckling the steering wheel and reminiscing on the first time she’d spied her son giving himself auto-fellatio.

Then she walked to the front door of the house. She let herself in, closed the door behind her, and stood in the living room for a moment, her eyes scanning the empty household.

She breathed a sigh of relief. The leather couch sat empty to the left—that fateful leather couch that Remi had been draped over like a bat going to sleep.

She walked down the hallway toward her room, eager to get out of her soggy panties and into some dry ones.

Then she heard sounds coming from the bathroom to the right of the hallway. While Evelyn and Grant’s master bedroom had its own bathroom, this hallway restroom was for Jessica and Remi to use. It was obviously much less secluded and private than Evelyn’s, but that was by design.

The light was on inside the restroom—she could tell by the flood of yellow peeking out through the bottom crack of the door.

And, the door was partly ajar, just an inch or so.

As she neared the door, her eyes narrowed. She stood back, her head unconsciously tilting to the right.

At first, she heard light whimpers and lewd, wet slapping sounds emanating from the room. Then those whimpers stopped altogether—a gargling sound replaced the doggie whimper, and then flat-lined. That’s when Evelyn became concerned.

The wet slapping sounds picked up pace, until they became more and more grotesque—like the sound of churning butter or ladling through a perfect pot of macaroni and cheese. 

Evelyn knew it was none of her business, but she was so damn horny that she couldn’t stop herself. Plus, the door was ajar, and what if someone was in trouble or injured?

With her excuse made up in her mind, she opened the door with her foot, pushing it forward.

The toilet was at the back of the bathroom, facing the door.

On it, Remi sat on the closed toilet seat, facing Evelyn’s surprised face.

A naked girl was on Remi’s lap, her big round asscheeks drooping over his skinny legs. She bounced on his cock in an incredibly awkward position.

Remi had the girl’s thick thighs lifted toward his own body, his little arms hooked around them and holding them up. Her knees were bent and her feet kicked out toward Evelyn with every vicious bounce on Remi’s titanic cock.

The girl’s arms were stretched out to her sides, in the shape of a T, with Remi’s hands blocking them near the biceps as his arms wrapped around the back of her neck and pushed her head forward.

The nude, sweaty girl was folded up in Remi’s lap, her head tilted down, her legs pressed up until her knees were smashing against her heavy tits. The little folds of her body jiggled with every bounce.

The boy had the girl in a full nelson position, his girthy cock wedged in her stretched pussy.

Remi’s giant balls jumped up and down, smacking against the toilet seat with loud thuds before lifting into the air and plapping against the girl’s muff and the boy’s shaft.

Their bodies moved as one.

It took Evelyn a long befuddled moment to realize what was happening, but when it registered in her mind, she yelped.

The poor girl getting absolutely destroyed on her son’s lap was unconscious!

Evelyn recognized the girl as Megan—one of Remi’s ex, short-lived girlfriends. She was a bit bigger and rounder and curvier than the gymnast from the other day. At this point in time, she was simply a booty call—not attached to Remi in any significant way.

She had gotten fed up with his constant need for new pussy, and had broken it off months ago.

But here she was, bouncing on her ex’s gigantic cock like a brain-dead whore, literally unconscious from the pleasure of his fat rod impaling her.

The girl’s stomach bulged from Remi’s cock every time her ass slammed back down on his thin bird legs. Her head bobbed aimlessly, her tongue lolling out of her mouth like a good little bitch.

Her eyes were closed and she drooled incessantly, on her own big jiggling tits and body.

If Remi had not been pushing her head forward and locking it in place, it would have been rolling around and she could’ve been in actual danger. 

Remi’s little face appeared from other right shoulder of the naked girl. He had a smirk on his face as he watched his mother watching him devour this young woman. 

“Remi, she’s unconscious!” Evelyn yelled, horrified, unable to take her eyes off the red pounding that Megan’s cunt was taking. She was so damn stretched,
 the poor thing.

After Remi, she probably had never been able to find anyone else to satisfy her again. That’s why she always kept crawling back to the big-dicked little devil.

“I know, isn’t it great? She makes such a perfect cocksleeve!” Remi said nonchalantly, beads of sweat dripping down his forehead and cheeks.

“No! You can’t do that!”

“Are you just gonna stand there watching me like this, mom? Shouldn’t you be ashamed?”

Evelyn’s color rose, her face flushing pink. She looked down at the ground, but she couldn’t un-hear those lewd, disgusting sounds that kept coming from the toilet seat: slapping balls, clapping asscheeks, wet pussy thrusts.

“Y-You . . .” Evelyn began, but trailed off, too embarrassed to talk.

“Don’t worry, mom,” Remi continued. “The last thing she said was, ‘I think I’m gonna pass out, but keep going until you pump my womb full of your nasty, thick cum!’”

Evelyn just gasped.

“I swear.”

Megan’s head drooped to the left, then right. She looked so vulnerable—so used and abused.

Evelyn had known that Megan was kinky—she’d seen it firsthand when spying on her and Remi in the past—but she’d never imagined the girl would give the OK to get inflated and plowed while passed out on his cock!


It was all too much for Evelyn. She obviously couldn’t stop her son from doing what he was doing, and she didn’t dare try.

Things were already screwed up enough between them . . . Evelyn liked to keep her distance from Remi’s sex life and watch from the shadows . . .

So, maybe it’s a blessing that Megan is passed out . . . so she doesn’t know I’m seeing her naked body getting totally wrecked.

It was only the other day that Evelyn had found out her son knew she’d been spying on him. After demolishing that cute gymnast and leaving her on his bed like a punished doll, he’d come into Evelyn’s room and thrown his cell phone on the bed, telling his mom to “Enjoy the movie,” basically.

Evelyn had been flabbergasted. She’d been caught red-handed. But how? She didn’t know.

Juices flowed involuntarily down her legs. She was too horny for her own good, and watching her son ragdoll poor Megan wasn’t helping any.


The video . . .
 she thought, remembering back to that day.

She’d transferred the video to her own phone, before returning Remi’s cell phone to him.

Without another word, Evelyn fled the bathroom and closed the door behind her, to go to her room before Remi noticed how wet she was. The echoes of the boy’s chuckles and eager fucking reverberated behind her:

Clap-clap-slap . . . clap-clap-slap . . .
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Chapter Three
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E
 velyn ran into her
 room and slammed the door shut behind her. The obscene noises from the bathroom echoed after her, as if her son’s huge cock was chasing and tormenting her. The whole house smelled like sex and nasty body fluids, now that Evelyn had let out the tepid air from the restroom.

Once she was safe in her room, she leaned against the door, resting her head back, and took in a few deep breaths. When she closed her eyes, the image of her little boy bouncing that big hot bitch on his donkey dick played in her mind. The way his balls jumbled and sloshed in the air . . .

Had the toilet seat been up, Evelyn was pretty sure she would’ve been hearing splashing sounds from Remi’s low-hanging nuts plopping into the toilet water.

Eww . . . do they really hang that low?

Of course they did.

Once she regained her breath, Evelyn stumbled over to her bed and sat on the edge. She kicked off her high heels and lifted her legs into the air, then ripped her panties away and flung them aside. She hiked her skirt up, past her big bulbous asscheeks, and crawled onto the bed on all fours.

She searched through her purse for her phone, found it, and immediately went to her saved movies. She knew the video she had in her possession could get her in serious trouble, but she didn’t care . . .

She didn’t know what she was going to do with herself, now that Remi knew she’d been watching him. He obviously didn’t give a shit—if anything, he seemed lackadaisical about the whole affair—but inside, Evelyn was panicking. She needed
 to watch her loved ones having sex with people. It was her kink, her taboo, her fetish, and she needed to continue being that dirty little voyeur.

But now it seemed like Remi was torturing her. On one hand, her son knew that she couldn’t go to anyone with her issue, because she’d be seen as a freak. She couldn’t stop him from fucking every girl he brought home on every piece of furniture in the house, because she couldn’t tell anyone what was going on in her household. On the other hand, the boy probably knew that it turned Evelyn on like nothing else—watching the boy she raised devour these women like a barbarian.

So, maybe he thought he was doing her a favor?

In a way, he was.

Evelyn clicked on the first video that showed up—the most recent one—and the side-angle shot of Remi with Jackie the gymnast popped up.

The two young lovers were on Remi’s bed. Well, Remi was on the bed, and then he made the taller girl get onto her knees and pull his shorts down.

Evelyn bit her bottom lip as she watched her son’s giant floppy cock spring out from his shorts and pelt Jackie in the face with an audible thud.



So meaty . . . so thick and juicy . . .
 Evelyn thought, her hand instinctively sifting between her warm thighs. She still lay on all fours on the bed, like a dog, with her fat naked ass facing the closed door.

She put the phone in front of her, letting her dirty blonde hair fall all around her face. Her hang slid up her thighs and she plunged two fingers in her aching pussy. She let out a soft moan, and at the same time, Remi smashed his heavy ballsack onto Jackie’s face in the video.

“Hnng, fuck,” Evelyn said to herself, her voice going raspy. She couldn’t take her eyes off the video, because she knew it was just coming to the good part.

Remi smothered the surprised girl for a while with his hulking nutsack, pushing those thick balls into her face, rubbing them over her eyes and cheeks and nose and mouth.

The girl snorted and snuffled, gargling Remi’s balls as they choked her and cut off her airways. His scrotum was so wide and fleshy that it covered the circumference of Jackie’s face, so she couldn’t be seen at all.

The girl in the video fingered herself as she gurgled and choked on Remi’s heavy testicles.

Then Remi hopped on the bed on all fours—much the same way as Evelyn was positioned now—and stuck his little butt back toward the girl. His dangling nuts hung so low they almost brushed against his bedsheets.

Jackie’s face was a dazed and confused mess. She was cock-drunk, without even having tasted an inch of cock yet—she’d only tasted the boy’s big sweaty nutsack, but she clearly loved it.

Evelyn did too. Juices ran down the lengths of her fingers, coating her entire hand in stickiness as she felt herself.

A twinge of pleasure shot through her body as Jackie stuffed her face into Remi’s dark asscrack, and the boy reached back and pressed his butt even harder on her.

Jackie sniffled some more, tasting and devouring Remi’s butthole like an expert. She rimmed the skin around his booty and tongued his anus as far as she could, until she was practically licking Remi’s prostate and massaging it with her wet appendage.

Meanwhile, Remi’s cock grew incredibly hard. It pointed straight down at the bed and wagged in the air, swaying left and right between his skinny thighs.

Evelyn continued to bite her bottom lip as she watched the scene play out on the video screen. She wished she had a huge big-screen TV in her room, so she could connect the video from her little iPhone screen to something more watchable. She wanted to see Remi destroying this flexible little bitch in HD, dammit! In full render!

Evelyn’s pussy juices dripped down the insides of her thighs. She moaned aloud, not caring anymore if her boy could hear it. She doubted he could, also, because he was still busy in the bathroom putting the hurt on the unconscious body of Megan.

There was some hardcore shit going on in the Coolidge house, and no one outside of the house was any the wiser.

What would my neighbors think if they walked in right now and heard my boy plowing that wrecked girl in the restroom, before walking in on me furiously fingering myself to a video of him doing the same thing to a different girl?

We’d be ostracized as a family.

Which is why we have to stick together . . .

Evelyn just hoped that her kink never got out of hand—that it never reached an incestuous level. She hadn’t even thought of anything like that in the past. It had never occurred to her to try fucking
 her son, God forbid. She just loved watching him rip through other women like an animal!

Was that so wrong?

In society’s eyes, yes.

But in Evelyn’s eyes, she didn’t care. She couldn’t even see past her own dazed tunnel vision, locked on the phone screen. Now Remi had the girl under him on the bed, sitting over her on all fours. He plunged his gargantuan fuckstick down her gullet and her neck immediately inflated from the effort of pushing that thick shaft down her throat.

The asphyxiation continued for poor Jackie, and Evelyn wondered how that
 little chick hadn’t passed out from her son’s cock, too!

Megan certainly wasn’t the first person to gobble Remi’s horsecock until she passed out. It seemed that more and more girls these days loved to live on the edge—when Evelyn was younger, this sort of thing was unheard of.

Why do all these young pretty things enjoy getting dominated and punished so badly? Do they all have such bad daddy issues?

Or little brother issues? I mean, hell, Remi is younger and shorter than most of the chicks he brings home . . .

She couldn’t think about it anymore, as a jolt of electricity shot through her body. Her endorphins were running wild now, her pleasure center on full alert.

Her hands moved effortlessly between her legs, both of them now, and she was forced to lean her head forward against a pillow to keep her ass lifted in the air.

She fingered herself and felt the wetness grow. She plunged three fingers from each hand in her gaping pussy, spreading it wide as she imagined a thick cock doing the same.

Not her boy’s thick cock . . . of course . . . but a stranger’s.

Finally, even that wasn’t enough. Even though her hands were beyond sticky, like she’d just shoved them in a jar of jelly, she needed more.

She curled the fingers of her left hand into a fist, and then stuck that fist into her stretched cunt. She punched her pussy slowly, until her fist was lodged in her pussy tunnel and spreading her pussy wide open.

She let out a scream then, unable to contain herself. Luckily, she screamed into the pillow, then bit down on it like it was a puffy nipple.

Evelyn came just a few moments after fisting herself for the first time in weeks. She usually didn’t get so carried away, but she couldn’t stop herself. Her mind was blank with raw feelings—and all she could think about was dick.


I need a fat cock to split me open, dammit! I need someone to put me in
 my place, like Remi is doing to that girl in the bathroom!



Jesus, I wish I had a video of
 that! I’d love to see how Megan got into such a precarious position, and how Remi talked her into it.


Had it taken much to convince her to ride his cock in the hallway bathroom? Probably not. She probably figured: Hey, he’s huge and ready to plow me, how can I resist that?

Fucking size queens . . . we’re all just a bunch of nasty sluts looking to get dicked down good and filled until we’re screaming nonsense and blubbering like cock-addicted babies.

Evelyn clenched her jaw as she felt another orgasmic wave rock her body. She tightened all the muscles in her body, then let the climax overtake her.

She knew it was going to be a powerful one, now that she’d gotten the first orgasm out of the way.

Her fist hurried down her cunt, jabbing deeper and deeper, until her pussy swallowed her entire hand to the wrist. It was wet and gooey and made her feel like a terrible slut, which is exactly what she wanted.

Her right hand slid between her buttcrack, and she stuck her thumb up her asshole. Now she had both holes sufficiently plugged, but the fluids just kept leaking out.

Her thighs were absolutely caked in clear, sticky juices, and she thought she might explode at any second.

Then the door to her room opened, and her heart sank, but she couldn’t stop herself—not now
 . She was past the point of no return. 

“Whoa, holy shit, mom!” Remi’s voice sounded from the doorway, taken aback. “You can probably take a fat dicking just like these sluts!”

“Ahhh!” Evelyn cried, absolutely mortified that she’d forgotten to lock her door. Her ass still faced the door, and there was no turning her body now—all of her muscles were taut and on edge.

Her fist sunk deep into her gaping cunt again. Her thumb probed her anus like a baby sucking on a finger.

“Gahhh! Nooo!” Evelyn cried, shutting her eyes closed and trying to forget everything.

Like she’d thought, the crazy climax rocked her body and made her entire being do a little dance—that cumming dance that can’t be stopped no matter how hard she tried.

An insane flow of pleasure swept through her body.

Then she plunged her fist out of her pussy with a loud suction sound—schlorp—
 and she squirted like a fire hydrant directly behind her.

Piss and fluids shot out from her wide-open pussy like a rushing river. It jetted straight back in a steady stream—a thick flood of liquids that had nowhere to go but straight back . . .

. . . and all over Remi.

Her ejaculate and piss splashed against her son and showered him in stickiness.

“Jesus fuck!” Remi cried, absolutely startled. “Mom, you squirted all over me!”

Still mortified and slightly deaf, Evelyn fought off another wave of delight, eager to be done with this terrible situation.

I just came on my own son! Oh my God! I just pissed on him!

Her body deflated and she flopped forward onto her stomach and tits, which were still clothed from her business skirt. The hem of her dress flicked over her big bum and settled near the base of her naked buttocks.

A steady stream of excess urine and fluids seeped out of her opened pussy and soiled her bed in darkness. Her pussy lips seemed to breathe in and out, like a living, breathing thing. Then her cunt slowly started to shut.

But Remi was left standing there, stupefied, staring into the cavernous black hole of his mother’s gaping vagina as it leaked. Evelyn’s fire hose backwash dripped off her son’s arms and legs and chest. He wiped at his face to rub some of his mom’s juices away, shaking his head the entire time.

Evelyn finally managed to tilt her head so she could look over her shoulder, and she got a view of Remi’s perplexed face. The boy looked scarred. Like he’d never recover from what he’d just seen.

After all of the sexual shenanigans and debauchery he’d subjected those poor high school girls to, this was the last straw that would set him off: seeing his mother cum her brains out, her squirted delivery raining all over him, while she watched a video of him banging that folded lawnchair of a girl, Jackie.

“I’m . . . I’m so . . . sorry, honey,” Evelyn croaked, unable to find the right words. What could she say? “Sorry, honey, but this is your fault. You shouldn’t have gotten me so riled up with your massive fuckrod, banging away at that voluptuous girl in the bathroom!” Or, “You shouldn’t have walked into my room, sonny. Didn’t you hear my ecstatic moans? Didn’t you know I’d come running in here to immediately rub one out after catching you in the act, yet again?”


“W-What are you doing . . . in here?” Evelyn asked, trying to work past the awkwardness. Her boy only wore an oversized shirt, but that didn’t do anything to really cover him up, and now it was soaked in his mother’s ejaculate and piss.

His big swinging shlong peeked out far below the bottom of the shirt, snaking down his thighs. His fat horsey nuts pushed his legs apart, the bottom of his sack showing beneath the shirt.

He looked ridiculous.

“I was just coming in to ask you when dinner would be ready,” Remi finally said, his eyes wide with amazement and wonder. “I wore myself out wearing Megan out like that. I need something to eat.”

“What did you do with her?” Evelyn asked, concerned.

“I dragged her to my bed, where she’s . . . resting.”

No doubt in a pool of your cum and her own sweat.

“Did she come to? Does she know what happened?”

“Oh yeah,” Remi said, scratching the back of his neck. “She woke up in a stupor. But I’ve never seen her happier, to be honest, mom. She’s caressing her bloated belly like I just gave her the best gift on the planet.”


Your thick, virile, young seed? Yes, maybe that is the best gift on the planet,
 Evelyn thought. She tried pulling her skirt down over her ass, still unaware that Remi was staring at her pussy and asscrack.

“I’ll . . . give me a minute, sonny,” she said, exhaling. “I’ll cook something up for my big strong boy.”

Remi smirked. He wagged his legs reflexively, and his long flaccid cock swayed against his legs, the overgrown cockhead brushing the tops of his knees. Little dabbles of cum still dripped from his pisshole.

“Good,” he said, once his cock had come to a stop. He grabbed it by the base and gave it a good shake for his mom. “I’m a growing boy, after all.”
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Chapter Four
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E
 velyn spoke to her
 husband on the phone after the ridiculous debacle in her room. She threw on a robe and wallowed in self-pity for a moment, shaking her head with her face in her hands.

Then she called Grant.

“Are you going to be home for dinner?” she asked.

“I don’t think so, babe. Sorry, running late. But it’ll be worth it.”

“Worth it? How?”

Evelyn paced around her room, door closed, wondering if she should tell Grant what the hell just happened. She ultimately decided against it, because it definitely skirted the line a little too closely than she was comfortable with. Watching her son bang some nasty little babe was one thing, but showering him in her spunk? However “accidental” it might have been, it was still too much.

“I’m at a bar, meeting with some guys right now,” Grant informed her. “Meeting with . . . potential recruits.”

“Oh?” Evelyn raised her eyebrows. She had been wondering when the next sexcapade with her husband was going to happen, so this was welcome news. After a trying night like tonight, she desperately wanted to cuck the fuck out of him and punish him for her own misdeeds.

She wanted to lock Grant’s little weenie in a chastity cage and step on his balls while he groaned and watched her get railed by two perfect strangers. She wanted to mention how grand and incredible his son’s cock looked compared to his baby dick—which actually wasn’t that small, but it was all part of the humiliation play—and make him suffer.

They had an interesting marriage, you could say, but it made both of them happy.

Especially Evelyn, when she had a cock filling her ass and another plunging into her cunt, their thick shafts rubbing against each other as they clapped their meaty nuts against her wobbling buttocks and made her scream their names.

Grant would have to watch all of that after getting his “new recruits” to join the fray, and he would love every second of it.

Eventually, if she felt sorry enough for him, she might let him have a taste of her sweet, wet pussy, but only after the big dicked strangers pumped her full of smelly jizz.

Grant would get sloppy thirds, and he’d be happy with it, or else he’d get no release at all. It was common that Grant would go to sleep with incredible blue balls, and Evelyn would feel sorry for him in the morning and give him a little reacharound handjob or blowie to set him straight for the day.

He would thank his mistress, then get his dick slapped as a final punishment, before going to work.

“I showed them pictures of you, babe,” Grant said.

“And?”

“They like what they see.”

“Bring them over, then.”

“Tonight?”

“I need to get railed, sweetie. Have you seen what they’re packing? Can they satisfy me?”

“One of the guys is sporting a pretty mean bulge, yeah. The other, I’m not so sure about . . . he’s short but wiry.”

Evelyn snorted. “Yeah, well that doesn’t mean much. Look at our lovely son, and the beautiful meatslab that swings between his skinny legs.”

She could almost feel Grant’s frown on the other end of the line. “Eve, stop. Come on.”

He was serious. Despite all his depraved proclivities, Grant didn’t like bringing up his son in their cuckold sessions. He liked being bullied and messed with, but didn’t like crossing over to that world of mentioning his son’s godly endowment.

Evelyn thought he was just jealous, but it probably went deeper than that.

Hey, maybe he needs a session with Penelope to work out his inadequacies! It’s not our fault that Remi was born blessed with a ridiculous unit, even though he’s shorter than both of us and skinny as a rail.

“Sorry,” she said, but didn’t mean it. She didn’t say that very often to her husband, and felt like she needed to follow it with something. She cleared her throat. “That’s the last time you’ll be hearing that word tonight, honey.”

“Good. I can’t wait.”

“Come home as soon as you wrangle the troops,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I have the cage all ready for you.”

“Call you soon.”

Grant hung up.

Evelyn smiled to herself, imagining the dicking she would receive later that night, and then left her bedroom. Cock was still on her mind as she made spaghetti and meat sauce—something simple for the horny kids resting in Remi’s room.

At least she hadn’t heard prolonged moans coming from behind his door, so she figured they were sleeping off their torrid bathroom session.

After the food was done cooking, she went and knocked lightly on Remi’s door.

“What’s up?” the boy called from the other side.

“Dinner’s ready. Come on. Is Megan eating?”

“Yes!” the girl’s voice said excitedly. “I’m so famished, Ms. Coolidge!”

“Well, come on then, kids, food’s getting cold.”

She went back to the kitchen and prepared the dinner table, setting out three plates. She hadn’t heard from Jessica all day, and started to get worried—mother’s instinct. She hoped that Jess was just busy getting her own cocking, and that she wasn’t in any serious trouble. The girl knew how to handle herself—she was raised by Evelyn Coolidge, after all.

Still, Evelyn decided she’ text Jess after dinner.

Remi and Megan came running out like two kids in a candy store. It was like Evelyn had rung the dinner bell outside of the family farm, and all the workers came in to feast.

Luckily, Remi was dressed in something more appropriate this time: baggy sweats that almost hid his swaying bulge—but not quite—and a fresh t-shirt that wasn’t jizzed on. Megan wore a tight tee that hugged her big bouncing titties quite nicely, and showed a bit of muffin top coming from the tops of her jeans.

Evelyn wondered if that little bump in her belly was from natural living, or if Remi’s huge spunk-load still sloshed around in there.

Evelyn sat at the head of the table, with Remi and Megan sitting across from each other.

For the first few minutes, no one spoke. There was a whole lot of embarrassment to be shared, no doubt, and everyone kept it to themselves. Megan’s face was downcast, eyes on her plate the whole time as she twirled spaghetti in her fork. Her face was mucked up and makeup-less, probably from all the sweat that had drenched through her foundation, or maybe because Remi had blasted his wad all over her pretty face.

She was a cute blonde—a little overweight, Evelyn thought—but those wide hips and voluptuous curves would drive any man wild.

After a few minutes, Remi opened his mouth to speak, and all eyes turned to him. Then his mouth closed and he went back to eating. He looked tense—his neck muscles bunched together, the veins jutting out, off and on, pulsing.

Evelyn narrowed her eyes on her son. She wondered if Megan knew that she’d been caught in the restroom, since the girl had been blacked out, after all.

No doubt Remi had filled her in.

Remi let out a little gasp—a cute, almost silent sound that sprang from his lips like an angel.

Evelyn took a bite of spaghetti and leaned forward on the table, elbows on the tabletop. She rested her chin in her palms, then stared directly at her son.

Remi couldn’t meet her eyes. He squirmed in his seat, shifting his weight.

“Remi . . .” Evelyn began, then trailed off.

“Y-Yeah?” the boy said in a choked voice.

“What’s going on here, son?”

Remi gasped, closed his eyes, and dropped his fork with a clatter onto the plate. He bunched his little hands into fists on the table, clearly trying to hold something back.

“I . . . I-I’m sorry, mom.”

“What is it, honey?”

“S-She’s toying with my big fat nuts under the table!”

All the breath left Megan’s mouth in a loud exhalation. Her eyes widened and her body stiffened.

“Oh my God!” Evelyn cried out, leaning back in her seat in astonishment. She slapped a hand to her mouth. “You’re disgusting, Remi! We’re eating!”

“I-I didn’t assssk her to!”

Megan snickered.

Evelyn’s deathly gaze turned to the girl. “You, young lady, are hopeless! Where’s your shame, girl?!”

Megan bit her bottom lip. “I’m s-sorry, Ms. Coolidge, I’m just so . . . horny when I’m around your son.”

Evelyn turned her stare back to her son. “Why do you think you can do this in front of me and not your father, Remi? What makes you think you can get away with being so . . . gross
 around me?”

Remi opened one eye, his other still shut. “Because I know it turns you on.”

“Nooo!” Evelyn wailed, her eyes bulging. “It’s not true!”

But at the same time, Evelyn couldn’t help herself. In her leaned-back state, she took a quick glance under the edge of the table.

Sure enough, Megan’s foot was stretched out across the way, pushing and prodding Remi’s lap. The boy’s sweatpants were lowered at the waistband.

Evelyn could tell that Remi’s long cock was still slapped against his leg, tucked away by the pants. But the boy’s heavy ballsack was exposed and sagged down over the edge of his seat. They hung a few inches off the edge and Megan’s little toes played and poked them like a piñata.

Evelyn thought she was going to be sick and lose her dinner. Either that, or start leaking juices again.

Separated from his body like this, drooping over the chair and hanging in midair halfway down the seat toward the ground, Remi’s monstrous thick alpha nuts looked even bigger than usual.

She couldn’t believe how much cum that boy must have stored in there . . .

“Y-You can’t keep doing this, Remi!” she shouted, her voice cracking with disbelief.

“See, I knew it!” Remi replied just as loudly. “Stop staring, mom!”

But Evelyn couldn’t. Megan must have known that she was a voyeur—no doubt Remi had told her and spilled the family secret.

There was no going back to the way things were.

“T-Tell me how you guys met up again. You’ve been apart for months now, haven’t you? Why the sudden change?” Evelyn was trying to change the subject to something less drastic. Anything to get her mind back on her meatballs and away from Remi’s meatballs.

“I found him in the girl’s bathroom at school today trying to give himself a blowjob!” Megan giggled. Both of her legs were stretched out now, kneading Remi’s scrotum and hulking nuts.

“I needed somewhere to sit to get this raging boner down!” Remi proclaimed. “And the guy’s stall was taken!”

Megan snorted. “What, you don’t want to tell your mom that I caught you with your big fat cock in your mouth, Remi? Your cute little lips could barely get around that huge flared ridge!”

Megan reeled her head back and cackled. She was so pleased with herself.

Evelyn wanted to reach over and smack that devious smile off her stupid pretty face. “Dammit, Remi . . .” she murmured.

“N-No, I don’t care!” Remi complained, but he wasn’t fooling anyone. “She’s already seen it!”

“Still, you can’t go spreading secrets, son!” Evelyn roared. She spun on Megan and thrust a finger in her direction. “You can’t go telling anyone
 about this, young lady, do you understand me?! I’ll make your life a living hell!”

Megan’s smile vanished. Her face went slack, and the color drained away. She gulped loudly. “O-Okay, Ms. Coolidge . . . I understand. I’m s-sorry . . . I was just jokin’ around.”

“Get your foot off my boy’s testicles and finish your dinner, missy!” Evelyn finished.

“Yes, ma’am.” The girl’s bare feet plopped onto the ground with a smack.

“You need to be disciplined after this . . .” Remi muttered under his breath, shaking his head. His face was as red as a tomato.

“Yeah, well, if you didn’t have such a big cock I wouldn’t let you get away with any of this!” Megan cried, tears coming to the corners of her eyes.


So the truth is out. Guys with huge dicks really
 do get whatever they want, even if it’s crazy, horny sluts like this one.


Remi growled—actually growled—like an animal. He banged his fists on the table and the plates clanged. He stood up suddenly, pushing his chair back with his butt. One of his balls hung loose in front of his waistband, exposed in the air for everyone to see. The other was tucked back into his pants.

The bulge at the boy’s thigh was growing and sticking out at an obscene angle, making it look like the guy was sporting a veritable tripod.

“Fuck it,” he said darkly. “Mom, are you finished eating? You should leave for this . . .”

Evelyn frowned. She made a point of leaning forward and picking up her fork, then twirling a few spaghetti noodles. She tried to keep her eyes on her plate, rather than on her son’s growing bulge.

She took a bite, chewing slowly and nonchalantly. Tilting her head and facing her son’s angry mug, she said, “I’m not finished eating yet, Remi.”
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Chapter Five
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R
 emi marched around
 the square table, to Megan’s side. The girl looked up at him with a bewildered expression on her face, her eyes wide, her mouth slightly parted. She had no idea what she was in store for—or maybe she had an idea, but she still wasn’t prepared.

Meanwhile, Evelyn just watched from the sidelines, like she was used to—like she was comfortable doing.

Remi stood beside Megan and pulled his pants down, letting them fall around his ankles. His fat cock billowed from his leg, springing up like a pole vaulter. The top of his shaft smacked against the bottom edge of the table, and he had to grab his unwieldy cock with his hands and reposition it.

He smacked his giant cock down on the table next to Megan’s plate. It made the silverware and plates clang just like when he’d punched the table with his fists.

Megan’s eyes went wide. “R-Right here?” she gasped, eyes flickering over to Remi’s dubious mother.

Evelyn said nothing. She simply leaned back in her seat and crossed her legs like a proper lady—like it was normal watching her son whip out his monster cock and slam it on the table like an angry drunkard.

Remi frowned down at the girl. “You want to play with me? Then play with this. You’re done eating spaghetti, slut. You’re eating my cock from now on.”

“B-But—”

Remi grabbed the back of the girl’s head and pushed, forcing her head down to the tabletop. Megan yelped and cried out, but didn’t resist. She let her face press into the top of Remi’s engorged cock, and within seconds she was licking the big blue top vein and had her face moving up and down Remi’s shaft like a corncob.

“Mmmph!” she cried as she licked and slobbered on Remi’s stupid big dick.

Jesus, I guess the girl wasn’t lying. No complaining, just straight to work. If my sonny boy didn’t have such a monster cock, she probably wouldn’t let him get away with this . . .

“Can you still taste your juices on that slab, babe?” Remi asked.

Evelyn tried to mask her face, but it was hopeless. Ugh, help me Lord, but I can’t help it! It’s so fucking hot watching my angel’s giant flesh slab flop around and plop on the table like that!


Megan gave it her all, but it wasn’t enough for Remi. After his cock grew to its hardest potential—the glans turning dark red and blossoming like a sunflower, the shaft thickening at the middle and base like Popeye’s biceps—he pulled his hand away from the back of Megan’s head.

She lifted her face with a loud wheeze, trying to catch her breath.

Remi pulled the chair out from under her, and she yelped as she stumbled backward and almost ate shit trying to stand. But Remi caught her big body with his wiry arms, the muscles bulging, and he pushed her forward on the table.

“M-Ms. Coolidge, are you j-just going to . . . watch?” Megan cried, tears tracking her cheeks.

“Would you like help, Megan?” Evelyn asked matter-of-factly.

The girl frowned.

“Or would you rather get punished right here, right now, by Remi’s monster horsecock?”

“N-No . . .”

“No, what? Which is it?” Evelyn asked. She was glad that all the spunky attitude was gone from the girl.

Remi yanked down Megan’s jeans, even as she pleaded with Evelyn. Her fat ass ballooned out, and Evelyn wondered how all that fat, flabby junk had fit into those skintight jeans. It was a sight to behold, especially for a girl so young and still in high school.

“I . . . I want to be disciplined, Ms. Coolidge. I need to be taught a lesson. I’ve been a bad girl, haven’t I?”

Evelyn nodded. “You have, Megan. But you’ll learn your lesson, I’m sure . . .”

Secretly, elusively, Evelyn’s fingers crept underneath the edge of the table and slithered up her thighs, so she could start to finger herself again. Her juices were flowing once more.

Remi slapped his cock on Megan’s ass and it bounced with a loud, delightful clap. He thrust his hips forward and hotdogged the girl’s bare buttcrack, the oversized cockhead poking out and rubbing against her tailbone.

Even though Megan wanted it, she still had her head bowed in shame. She still wept, but silently, to herself.

Remi didn’t give her anymore time to think about it. After getting his cock all sweaty from the girl’s crevice, he spread her asscheeks and went on his tiptoes. He pushed Megan’s butt down with both hands, his dainty fingers embedding in her fleshy buttocks.

Then Megan screamed and her head reared like a whinnying horse.

Remi grunted as he entered her, thrusting a few inches of his cock down her widened pussy. “You’re not as tight as earlier, but we can still work with this,” he said, demoralizing the girl even more.

Maybe Remi has learned a thing or two from listening to me chastise his father so often . . . I thought we’d kept that a secret, too.

Looks like all the secrets are out of the bag!

Evelyn wondered what would happen if Jessica or Grant walked through the door right now, and saw her nonchalantly fingering herself while she watched her son bend this blonde beauty over the table and clap his massive nuts against her bouncing asscheeks.

It would probably call for a family meeting, at least.

But everything was up in the air now—all the boundaries, the taboos, the secrets. Nothing was sacred anymore.

Remi growled as he pumped his hips and flexed his little buttcheeks. His buttocks together were probably not even the size of one of Megan’s dummy thick ass pillows. But his balls came careening between his legs and more than made up for his lack of having a bulbous butt. They swung back in and slapped lewdly against Megan’s fair skin.

Plap, plap, plap.

The noise reverberated through the kitchen and dining room. The spaghetti had long been forgotten, growing cold as Megan was plowed like a common whore next to her dinner.

The girl’s big arms started to shake as she held herself up. Her knees weakened. It wasn’t long before she leaned forward and could barely hold herself up.

Having such a fat thing lodged inside her was too much, and it looked like she might pass out again.

Remi reached forward and wrapped his hand around her neck, lightly choking her with his palm.

She gurgled and looked up at the ceiling, her eyes rolling around aimlessly in her head. Her tongue fell out like a cute cat about to lick itself. Her cheeks turned red—the ones on her face from lack of air, and the ones below from getting slapped by Remi’s eager hand.

Remi reached down and pulled the girl’s top down from the collar. Megan’s big, wobbly double D tits spooled out in front of her and clapped against one another as her body jiggled from the massive fucking she took.

“Yesss!” Megan croaked. “Dick me down with your big stupid horsecock! God, I love your meaty fuckstick!”

Evelyn smiled deliciously. Her fingers twiddled below the table, where no one could see. She was incredibly wet once more.

Remi moved in jerky rhythms—fucking out of anger, it seemed, rather than any need to please the girl in front of him. Even though she was clearly very
 pleased.


He moves like someone who doesn’t know how to use his huge dick,
 Evelyn noticed, narrowing her eyes. Because he’s so small . . . but he still makes everyone cum their brains out. Shit, some of them, like this one, even pass out after getting filled to the brim and fucked so roughly.


She could only imagine what might happen once he got even more experience. He would be a terror in the sack, no doubt.

Evelyn knocked her knees together under the table.

At the same time, Remi started sweating. He scooted his skinny body between Megan’s fat asscheeks and demolished her, ramming into her cunt over and over again, sending more and more inches of himself into her cock cave.

It didn’t take long for him to cum. It almost seemed like he was punishing Megan out of necessity, more than because he wanted to. Like, he needed release,
 or else his boner would never go away.

And maybe that’s how it was. Maybe that’s why Remi sucked his own cock so much and jerked off whenever a woman wasn’t around. He was still at the far end of puberty, after all.

Evelyn came within minutes, too. Being this close, this personal, to where she could smell the sweat emanating from Remi’s smooth body . . . the smell of his swinging ballsack and musty cock . . . it drove her batshit crazy.

She flexed every muscle in her body at the same time as her son did.

Megan pressed her face on the table next to her spaghetti plate—in the same spot where Remi’s cock had been slapped down just minutes before.

Remi held her head down, smooshing her cheek against the wood. He tensed up, then released his load inside of her. He filled the girl for a moment, then pulled back and his cock came swinging out. It jumped wildly in the air, spraying cum all over the place.

Evelyn backed up in her chair so she wouldn’t get rained on.

Remi’s cum splattered onto Megan’s back, onto her face, and onto the table. His cum landed in his plate, mixing with the spaghetti sauce of his own plate, and Megan’s.

Dinner was ruined.

Or it was saved, depending on how you looked at it.

Evelyn excused herself after watching Remi cum. She jumped up from her seat after ejaculating, her senses rushing back to her, and ran to her bedroom.

At the same time, Megan slid off the table like a used up mess, curling into a ball with her jeans halfway down her legs.

Evelyn didn’t need to wait for the aftermath of that little soiree. She closed herself in her room and changed her panties for the third time that day.

Then she called her husband.

“Grant, what’s your status?” she asked, panic in her voice.

“Why, what’s wrong? I’m just leaving the bar.”

“Hurry up, hubby.”

“Are you that eager, babe?”

“Yes. I need some dick. Pronto.” 

~
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“A
 nd when during your
 marriage did you begin cuckolding your husband?” Penelope Dalton asked her patient. The sex therapist leaned back in her comfy chair, crossed on knee over the other, and set her pen to her legal pad.

Evelyn Coolidge ran a hand through her dirty blonde hair, then flipped the majority of it to one side of her head. “Uh, let’s see.” She glanced up at the ceiling. “Pretty early on. I mean, we enjoyed it before we even got married.”

Penelope scribbled something on her pad. “And when did your marriage become an ‘open’ marriage, as you say?”

“It’s always been that way,” Evelyn said. “Truth be told, neither of us subscribe very heavily to the idea of marriage. We tied the knot for the benefits—for the kids. But we both enjoy screwing other people, and don’t think that humans are meant to be monogamous.”

“There are many people who believe that.”

“I know.” Evelyn raised an eyebrow. “Do you believe in marriage, doc?”

Penelope looked up from her legal pad. Evelyn could tell that she slightly tensed at the question—most therapists don’t like patients delving into their own lives. They want to be the ones asking the questions.

But Penelope and Evelyn had built a rapport with one another—an open understanding, of a sort.

Penelope shrugged. “Sometimes. I’m not married right now, but I could see it happening.”

“You’re still young,” Evelyn said, relishing the way that Penelope squirmed from her prying questions. She believed that the therapist was much hornier and looser than she was letting on. Penny was in her early 30s, had a tight, fit body, and always wore hip-hugging skirts and high heels and dark red lipstick. She often had a “come fuck me” look in her languid eyes, as far as Evelyn could tell.

“Are you seeing anyone now?” Evelyn asked, prying further.

Penelope gulped, her eyes darting away from her patient’s glittering gaze. “That’s, uh, none of your business, Evelyn. No offense.”

Evelyn pouted, sticking out her bottom lip. “Aw, you’re no fun.”

“Let’s try to steer the conversation back to you, shall we? That’s what you’re paying for, isn’t it?”

Evelyn sighed. “I suppose. What else do you want to know about our kinky relationship, doc?”

Penelope scratched her cheek and lowered her pen, but kept her eyes on her legal pad. “Well, the more sessions we do, Evelyn, the more I feel I’m getting to know what makes you tick. But at the same time, the more I learn, the less I know, and the more questions I have. If that makes sense.”

“I’m a complicated individual, is what you’re saying,” Evelyn answered.

Penelope nodded. “Exactly.” She raised her pen, poising it once more. “Would you say your husband enjoys the humiliation as much as you do?”

“Yes. He gets off on it.”

“Why do you think that is?”

Evelyn tilted her head. “I don’t think it’s very complicated, if  that’s what you’re getting at, Penny. In his line of work, he’s sort of a big shot. He’s a powerful broker. He spends most of his time bossing people around. So, when he wants to let loose, he goes the opposite way with it.”

“Interesting. He enjoys being the submissive one in the bedroom.”

“Yep. And me, being the hot trophy wife who spent most of her days raising our children, like to hold the power when I can. Grant needs to be knocked down a peg every once in a while, to remind him who holds the authority in the household. That would be me, by the way.” Evelyn shifted her weight on the couch, repositioning herself.

“What are some of your sexual proclivities involving your husband?”

Evelyn thought for a moment, caressing her chin. “Domination, discipline, humiliation. Sometimes I’ll strap on a big dildo and peg his tight ass. Usually I’ll stick his cock in a chastity cage so he can’t get an erection until I allow him to. And then there are the other men . . .”

Penelope was writing furiously on her legal pad. She said, “Tell me about them, the other men.”

“Grant usually finds them. often go on the prowl after work, looking for the right kind of man. When he finds them, he brings them home.”

“And what kind of men are you looking for, exactly, Evelyn?”

The patient shrugged. “All sorts.”

“Do you have a criteria for your . . . applicants?”

Evelyn chuckled. “Mostly blue collar, gruff types. Big, strong men with big, strong dicks. Men who are polar opposites of Grant, who can fuck me well and embarrass him. They’re often younger than him, too.”

“Why do you think you look for younger men?”

Evelyn shrugged again. “They’re virile and energetic. They can toss me around without breaking into a sweat, and put me in all sorts of tangled positions. The more hot and bothered I am, the more Grant gets off.”

“Do you think your son has something to do with why you seek out younger men?”

Evelyn’s head lurched back in the couch. Taken aback, she said, “Remi? I . . . I don’t think so.”

“Are any of the men you invite into your bedroom as well-endowed as Remi?”

“No one has a bigger cock than my sweet boy, doc. No one I’ve been with, anyway.” She struck a more relaxed pose. “But I’ve been banging big-dicked idiots since before Remi even reached puberty.”

Penelope flipped through her legal pad. “Didn’t you tell me that your son was well hung even when he was young, though?”

Evelyn frowned. She’d forgotten she’d mentioned that in a previous session, when she’d been lost in one of her lusty daydreams. “Yeah, that’s true. His cock has always dangled about halfway down his thigh. Shit, little Remi was bigger than Grant when he was 10 years old, and Grant isn’t tiny, mind you.”

Penelope pursed her lips. “That’s . . .” she trailed off, not sure what to say.

“Impressive, I know.”

“I was going to say, that had to have been emasculating for your husband, to know that his prepubescent son was walking around with such a large penis, putting his to shame.”

A delicious smile curved on Evelyn’s face. “That’s very well said, doc, and super hot. I think you’d be pretty damn good at this whole humiliation cuckolding thing.”

Color brightened Penelope’s cheeks. “T-Thanks, I guess.”

“Would you like to join us sometime? I bet you’re a mean bitch in the sack, aren’t you?”

Penelope’s eyes bulged. Flabbergasted, she clenched her jaw and stared at Evelyn. “Uh, Evelyn, that’s a bit of a conflict of interest. I appreciate the invitation, but I’ll have to cordially decline.”

Evelyn shrugged nonchalantly, as if she hadn’t even asked the question. “Your loss.”

“I’m sure—”

“But, yes, you’re right, it was a bit unmanning for Grant to pick up his son in his arms and feel such a fat tool pressing against his chest, I’m sure.” Evelyn watched as Penelope continued to squirm from her explanation of events. Evelyn wasn’t even sure if what she’d just described had ever happened before, but she loved tearing this sexy therapist down a few notches.

It was part of Evelyn’s behavior—Grant wasn’t the only one she liked to embarrass and cuck. She could see the way that Penelope’s eyes danced when she had asked the woman to join them . . . Evelyn figured, in another couple of weeks, she’d have Penny right where she wanted her—naked, in bed, pegging Grant’s supple bum with a thick dildo, double penetrating the poor sap.

Evelyn hoped that she could rub her clit up against Penny’s slick pussy someday. She wanted to bump cunts and twerk her fat ass against the therapist’s tight, firm butt. She wanted their sweat to mingle together as they made out and pressed their curvy bodies against one another, while Grant watched and jerked off in the corner of the room, moaning like a little bitch.

Or, perhaps Evelyn could convince Penelope to show up at the house to get a firsthand glimpse of how Remi operated. Hell, the girl had so many questions about her domineering boy, Evelyn had no doubt that the therapist wanted to get reamed and railed by her huge-cocked son. 


All in due time,
 Evelyn figured.

“Bringing it back to your own sex life, Evelyn, when is the last time you had one of your orgies in front of your husband?”

“Last week,” Evelyn said, without skipping a beat. “Grant brought a couple rough-and-tumble dudes home from the bar and they dicked me down good. Battered my pussy and creampied me in the living room while the kids were out. Grant kept whining about his caged cock, whimpering as the guys did their worst to me.”

“And what did you do when he complained?”

“I stepped on his cock and smothered his package with my bare feet. He whined some more, then obliged and kissed my toes.”

“Fascinating. And is this a weekly occurrence? Daily? Monthly?”

Evelyn sighed. “Before last week, we had gone through a bit of a dry spell. It had been nearly a month since he’d brought anyone home. I’d been having to get my orgasms from watching Remi bang all of his high school sweethearts.”

“Does your son bring home new women often?”

Evelyn laughed. “What do you think? Word’s gotten around at school about his absurd unit, ever since the football players pantsed him and revealed his blessed gift to his peers.”

“How many women has he been with?”

With a snort, Evelyn shrugged. “Half the school? Hell if I know. But he brought home no less than three last week, and he’s on pace to beat that number this week.”

“Wow.”

“You can say that again. The kid’s got a libido like the Energizer Bunny. Did I tell you that I walked in on him in the hallway bathroom the other day, and he had a girl impaled on his lap, passed out with her head lolling around like a balloon?”

“N-No, you didn’t tell me that . . .”


I don’t even know if that’s legal,
 Evelyn thought, regretting opening her big mouth about the unconscious slut who’d gotten her pussy stretched while she snoozed.

“It was consensual,” Evelyn finished. “The girl wanted it. She even had dinner with us that night.”

“Oh? How did that go? Did she know that you’d seen her—her lover’s mother—in such a state of disrepair?”

Evelyn broke into a laugh, reeling her head back. “You have a way with words, Penny. No, at first she didn’t know, I don’t think. But then she started playing with my son’s heavy nutsack underneath the table with her feet!”

“Wow. Amazing.”

“Yep. I peeked under the table and saw Remi’s nutsack dangling about halfway to the ground, with Megan’s stubby toes kicking it around like a soccer ball. She was a chunkier girl, but Remi seemed to enjoy all that extra cushion.”

“How do you know?”

“Because he bent her over the dinner table and fucked her right in front of me. Ended up spewing cum all over the table and the plates of spaghetti I’d made.”

“Jesus Christ,” Penelope said, eyes widening. “Your son engaged in intercourse right in front of you?”

“He was closer to me than you are now, doc. The loud slaps of his balls smacking against Megan’s flabby asscheeks rang out through the house.”

“That’s . . . crazy. Do you think he’s getting bolder?”

“Oh, absolutely. He knows how much I like watching him fuck these silly girls. He told me as much at the dinner table. I think he enjoys torturing me, in a way.”

Penelope leaned forward, rubbing her chin. “You’re skirting a fine line between a taboo fetish and . . . something much darker, Ms. Coolidge.”

Evelyn scoffed and turned away. “I’m not trying to fuck my son, lady.” Although I do get incredibly wet when I watch his giant fuckrod slide in and out of clogged pussies. But that’s not the same as wanting his monstercock clogging up
 my pussy!


After a short silence, where Penelope continued to write, the therapist finally looked up at her patient. With a glint in her eyes, she said, “I think your son has more to do with your sexual depravity than you care to admit, Evelyn. I think Remi is on your mind all the time—whether consciously or subconsciously—even when you’re making love with strangers in front of your husband.”

Evelyn frowned. “That’s your diagnosis?”

“It’s the truth. I think. I still don’t know everything about you—or what secrets you’re hiding—”

“I’m not hiding a thing, Penny. Do you think I’d still be here if I was?”

“I’m not sure. But I do know that you need to be very careful about your sexual proclivities around your son. You don’t
 want to cross that line . . .”

“You don’t have to tell me twice, doc. I know that.”

“Good.” Penelope looked at her wristwatch. “Do you have any idea when your next session with your husband will be?”

Evelyn frowned. “Two new guys are coming over tonight, actually. Remi’s going out to a movie with some friends, and Jessica . . . I don’t know what Jessica will be doing. But we should have the house all to ourselves.”

Penelope narrowed her eyes. “Even though you fancy watching your son have sex, you don’t appreciate him watching you, do you?”

With a frown, Evelyn shook her head. It was a slow shake, like she was unsure why that might be. “No . . . I don’t.”

“Any idea why?”

“Because I’m his mother
 for Christ’s sake!”

“You use that term very loosely in most cases, Ms. Coolidge.”

Evelyn scoffed again, shaking her head. “You might just be as bold as I am, Penny. We really would get along . . .”

“Pardon?”

“In the sack. I’m sure we could show each other a thing or two . . . some tricks we’ve learned . . .”

Penelope clicked her tongue. “Have you ever considered attending Sex Addicts Anonymous, Evelyn?”

Another smile crept up Evelyn’s face. “Would you look at that, Penny, seems like we’re out of time.”

“I’ll take that as a ‘no.’”

With a wink, Evelyn added, “You have my number, doc, if you decide to change your mind.”

Penelope rolled her eyes. She couldn’t believe that her patient would be so persistent . . . Or that I would actually be considering obliging the horny MILF!


Come on, Penny, get a hold of yourself! This is a patient you’re talking about here. You could lose your license to practice!

But she couldn’t block out her morbid curiosity.

Before the embarrassment showed on her face—which she knew Evelyn would pounce on like a tiger—she stood from her comfy chair. “Enjoy your night, Ms. Coolidge. And I’ll see you next week.”

Evelyn smiled and winked. “Not if I see you first, hot stuff.”
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Chapter Two
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T
 heir names were Tony
 and Michael. Strong, manly names for strong, manly men. They were a couple of Italian stallions, and Evelyn thought they could have been brothers, though they swore that they weren’t.

It was nighttime, a little past 7 o’clock, and the house was empty. Grant had come home from work after five, before leaving for the bar to meet up with some pals, where he then cozied up to Tony and Michael. It took less than an hour for Grant to make his proposition, show the men pictures of his wife, and get the OK from her.

Tony and Michael were both game, of course.

They were both built like tanks and spoke perfectly good English, but that’s where their similarities ended. After looking them over, Evelyn realized that they couldn’t be brothers because they looked too different.

Tony was a wiry man with broad shoulders and a thick ass. He was shorter than Michael by about five inches—bringing him to 5’7” or so—and he looked like an Olympic swimmer. He was nearly hairless, but his skin was that perfect tone of dark brown that came from hours in the sun, or naturally from being born in the Old Country. He had a goatee and slicked back hair in a ponytail that was braided down his back. His button-down shirt hugged his bulging biceps, but Evelyn knew that the shirt would be coming off soon.

She couldn’t wait to caress those strong arms, to fall into them while she got pummeled. His tight jeans showed a noticeable bulge, and it made Evelyn’s mouth water. His thighs were thick and sturdy—nearly as thick as Evelyn’s own curvy legs.

Michael was taller, over six feet, and had a bit of a dad bod. His belly was pronounced and his skin was the same hue of brown as Tony’s. He’d clearly let himself go a bit, but that made sense, seeing as that he was
 a dad to three children. He was happily married, but only happily because he had an arrangement with his wife where they screwed other people. He wore a wife beater under his plaid longsleeve shirt. Evelyn hoped he was as good at beating up pussy as he was at slugging beers.

Michael looked like a bear—big, in charge, and hairy all over.

Tony was easily 10 years younger than Evelyn and Grant, while Michael seemed to be about the same age as the cucky couple, judging by his salt-and-pepper hair that was nicely cut and formed to his head.

The festivities began on the couch in the living room, watching a movie. Evelyn sat on the three-cushion black couch, with Tony and Michael bookending her on either side. She sat with her hands on both of their knees. Grant sat on an Ottoman, separated from the trio, watching the three of them out of the corner of his eye.

They watched something on Netflix, but Evelyn didn’t even get to catch the movie’s name before she became lost in her own thoughts.

Her hands caressed the strong men’s knees, over the fabric of their jeans. There was a light on in the kitchen behind them, to give a sort of ominous ambiance, and so Evelyn could see what she was working with once she got down to business. 

Before the opening credits of the movie had even started, Evelyn’s hands were sliding down the inner thighs of both men—Tony’s left thigh, and Michael’s right.

Tony, the shorter man, let out a grunt and his hand shot over to her thigh. While his eyes remained on the TV, his hand roughly ran down the length of her thick thigh, moved inside, and then he roughly cupped her big left tit in his hand.

“Heavy,” he said, weighing Evelyn’s breast like it was a sack of potatoes on a scale.

Evelyn licked her lips.

At seeing Tony getting frisky with their new friend, Michael also started running his hand down Evelyn’s leg.

Before long, all three of them had their hands busy, while their eyes didn’t move from the film. They were playing it cool.

Grant’s knees bounced up and down like a rabbit’s as he watched from the other side of the living room. His hand ventured into his pants, sneakily, and he thought no one noticed that he was starting to play with himself.

“Uh-uh,” Evelyn tsked, noticing Grant in the darkness beyond the fringes of the kitchen light. “I didn’t give you permission to touch yourself, did I?”

Grant frowned. “S-Sorry.”

“Sorry?”

“I apologize, madam,” Grant said, bowing his head.

“Stand up and take your pants off. Show these men how pitiful your pasty skin looks compared to their golden bodies.”

Grant did as he was told. He stripped off his slacks and kicked them away, revealing a pair of tighty-whities that clung to his pale, hairy legs.

“Guy’s barely even got a bulge,” Tony said in a deep voice.

“And that’s in ball-huggers,” Michael added, chuckling. “Imagine if he wore boxers like a real man. Wouldn’t show for nothing.”

The two Italians laughed, and Grant bowed his head again.

“It’s sad, I know,” he said, nervously clasping his hands around his back and pumping his pelvis out to try to create some sort of mound to show his wife and the two men sitting next to her.

Evelyn leaned forward to grab something from her purse on the table in front of the couch. As she did, her heavy tits slumped forward, and Tony’s hand moved with them.

She rummaged around in her purse, found what she was looking for, and tossed it to Grant.

Her husband fumbled, startled, and nearly dropped the object. Then he looked at it with a twinkle in his eye.

“Take your panties off and put that on, hubby,” Evelyn demanded. 

“Yes, ma’am.” He slowly peeled his tighty-whities from his pants, and his cock popped out. From his nervousness, it was smaller than its usual flaccid state. It wasn’t hard for him to fit his cock and balls into the chastity cage that Evelyn had tossed him.

With a click and another whimper, Grant’s twig and berries were caught inside the cage. He looked down at himself and shook his head.

Tony and Michael laughed again.

Evelyn smiled darkly. “Now sit back down and enjoy the movie like a good bitch.”

“W-What are you going to do?”

“I’m gonna let these beautiful men ravage me, husband, but that’s none of your business. I don’t even want to see your eyes glancing in this direction, understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Grant sat back down on the Ottoman. He looked ridiculous, naked from the waist down like Donald Duck, with his dress shirt still on.

Evelyn’s hands dipped to the apex of the men’s jeans—to the mounds between their legs. Tony and Michael both grunted in their primal, guttural way.

Michael took his plaid shirt off, then wrapped a hairy, bare arm around Evelyn’s neck. She leaned over until her head was caught in the nook between his shoulder and armpit. He had strong arms like Tony, and Evelyn couldn’t help but pat him on his big belly.

“Get these men a beer, Grant,” Evelyn said.

Grant stood up and wandered into the kitchen.

When he returned a minute later, Tony had his shirt off, exposing his wiry, vascular biceps and arms. Michael had thrown his tank top aside, too, and his hairy chest and stomach startled Grant. The man looked nearly pregnant, but still incredibly manly.

Evelyn’s hands were inside the men’s jeans.

Grant placed the beers on the table, then retreated to his Ottoman. “C-Can I see?” he begged.

Evelyn fixed him with a stern stare. “You want to see how hung these Italians are compared to your weak little weenie, hubby? Is that what you want?”

“Y-Yes, please.”

Evelyn smiled. She zipped both of the men’s trousers down, then bit her bottom lip as she reached into their pants. She groaned as she grabbed at their crotches, then hoisted their penises in her hands.

Tony’s fat cock flopped out and swung in the air before resting on his lap. Michael’s dick was girthy enough that Evelyn’s hand didn’t even wrap all the way around it—which was to be expected from such a broad, wide bear of a man.

But Tony, the shorter one, had the bigger cock.

Both of the men had dark, thick fucksticks. They started to grow hard in Evelyn’s hand, and as they did, both men tugged their jeans and underwear down and kicked them off. Tony had some fat alpha nuts that put Grant’s to shame, while Michael’s sack was big and tight against his thighs. The two men sat naked next to Evelyn, who was still fully clothed.

Evelyn gazed at Grant, a twinkle in her eyes, as she stroked both men in either hand. Tony leaned his head back as his cock hardened in Evelyn’s grip.

“Ah, you’ve done good picking such well-hung studs, cucky boy,” Evelyn told her husband. “For that I might even let you ejaculate, at some point.”

“That would be lovely, madam . . .”

“Now hush up and let these men do their work.”

Without needing another word, Tony and Michael leaned in and groped at Evelyn. Their rough, callused hands caressed her body and snatched her dress. Tony pulled apart the dress at her cleavage and Evelyn’s round tits spilled out.

The shorter man craned his neck and sucked greedily at Evelyn’s nipple, until it hardened in his mouth and Evelyn leaned back against the couch with her eyes facing the ceiling.

She moaned as Michael bowed his head to her other tit and fondled it, before he too came in to suckle it like a needy baby.

Evelyn jerked the men off as they slobbered on her tits and ripped the rest of her dress off. The dress was ruined and torn, but she didn’t care—Grant would buy her a new one.

All three of them were naked now. The couch grew damp with their sweat.

Evelyn’s hands moved up and down the men’s thick shafts, both of their cocks poking out from her fists.

Tony’s cock was at least eight inches long, while Michael’s was shorter and thicker, but still as big as a Coke can.

She thought for a moment and wondered which dick she’d prefer in her ass—probably the longer one . . .

“Let’s see how much of this fat cock you can fit between your pretty lips, woman,” Tony said. He cupped the back of Evelyn’s head and forced her from her leisurely position with her back against the couch.

Evelyn folded over and reached for Tony’s cock. She took it in both hands—neglecting Michael for the moment—and widened her mouth like a snake.

The man forced her head down while pumping his hips up, and together his thick brown cockhead shot into her mouth.

She gurgled and wheezed from the initial shock of having a big dick rip into her throat. It punched the back of her throat and sunk down, making her gag.

Evelyn’s eyes immediately watered. She squinted, trying to force more of Tony’s length down her gullet, and she eventually managed to get about six inches of it past her taste buds without gagging.

Her body was twisted in a weird way on the couch, to suck Tony’s cock, and it meant that her big toned ass was lifted and exposed to Michael on the other side.

Michael licked his lips and spanked Evelyn’s asscheeks, watching as they rippled from his harsh slaps.

“Mmph!” Evelyn protested, her eyes widening at the sudden shock of flesh against flesh.

Michael looked over the bobbing head of Evelyn and smiled at Grant. “Your wife has a nice, fat ass,” he said. “I could see why she’d want a couple big dicks to plug it up, since you could never do it justice, eh?”

Grant frowned. “No . . . you guys are perfect for her. My wiener is too pathetic to satisfy that hungry asshole and cunt.” As if to make his point, he gestured down at his caged cock, which was still flaccid and hanging. It was trying to grow, but the steel of the cage forced it to stay limp.

Michael spanked Evelyn’s bum again. In response, Evelyn backed up and repositioned herself, so she was on all fours on the couch. Her head continued to bob up and down as she exposed her asscrack and butthole for Michael to see and play with.

The burly man started in at once, licking his fingers and plunging two of them into Evelyn’s sweet, wet pussy.

Evelyn cried out again. She couldn’t speak past the cock she throated, but she wanted to tell Michael how nice it felt to have such rough, stubby fingers spreading her pussy.

Tony started moving his hips more rapidly, while pushing Evelyn’s face down. He facefucked the woman and grunted as his long dick grew wetter and the blowjob grew sloppier.

“Your wife sure can take a big cock!” Tony said, delightedly. “Makes me wonder what she’s doing with a twerp like you, Grant!”

“I wonder the same thing sometimes.”

Evelyn tapped on Tony’s thigh, but his hand wouldn’t move from the back of her head.

“She wants to come up for air, Tony,” Grant said, a bit frantically. “Look how red her face is. Your thick fuckrod is choking her.”

“Nah, she loves gobbling this big beast, man,” Tony assured him. He thrust his hips a few more times.

Evelyn’s hair was damp against her forehead and neck. Snot streamed out of her nose, and her eyes were bloodshot. She was getting dizzy from how quickly her head whirled up and down, everything fading around her.

“You’re gonna make her pass out!” Grant whined.

“You’d love that, wouldn’t you! Maybe then you could fuck her without getting your dick stepped on!” Tony laughed.

Michael removed his fingers from Evelyn’s pliable cunt, then wrapped his sticky hand around his broad slab of manmeat, lubing up his cock with Evelyn’s juices.

A second later, Michael pressed the tip of his dick against Evelyn’s little pussy lips.

She cried out. “Mmmph! Grck! Gluuuck!”

“I think she said she wants it, Mikey,” Tony said, looking over the planked back and spine of his prey.

“Don’t have to tell me twice,” Michael said. He grunted and thrust his cock into Evelyn’s pussy, stretching her lips and forcing most of his cock into her cunt tunnel in one fell swoop.

One of Evelyn’s eyes twitched and squinted, while the other bulged. She had a completely fucked-silly look on her face, and the fucking had only just begun.

Finally, Tony pulled Evelyn’s used and abused head up from his cock.

Evelyn coughed and snorted, her body racking with dry heaves. She spit on the couch, slobber running down her chin and cheeks.

Her body jiggled from Michael’s thrusts, which pummeled into her aching pussy.

“F-Fuck, you’re suck a thick boy!” Evelyn cried out, rearing up like a horse.

“Let me get in there, man,” Tony urged, scrambling onto the couch and turning so his cock faced Evelyn’s head. He slapped her across the face a couple times with his baseball bat cock.

She whimpered and cried out. “Such a thick, hard monster,” she whined. “You don’t want to use my face anymore?”

“I want to fill you up, woman. I want you screaming my name.”

Evelyn leaned forward on the couch, still on all fours. Her head bent forward as Michael placed weight on her spine, then slapped her ass. Her whole body rocked back and forth from the big man’s brutal hip-thrusts.

“Do you want to use my husband as a footstool?” Evelyn asked.

“Maybe later. For now, he can just watch us tear you apart.”

“Oh my God, yes, please!” Evelyn cried.

Michael grabbed both of her arms and pulled back hard. With another bark, Evelyn went flying backward, still skewered on the man’s thick cock. She pissed herself at the suddenness of the move, letting her bowels go, and her pussy cascaded clear fluids across the couch and Tony’s thighs.

Her heavy tits jiggled relentlessly from Michael bouncing her up and down, doing her doggystyle with her arms pulled back toward him. The big flesh boulders swung and clapped against each other.

On his knees on the couch, Tony inched himself forward, grabbing Evelyn’s tits so they wouldn’t smack him in the face. He played with her boobs and scooted his cock forward, but Michael’s dick was fully plugging her up.

“Take her asshole, Mikey!” Tony said. “Gimme a taste of that sweet pussy!”

“Nooo!” Evelyn wailed, her eyebrows arching. “He’s too thick! He’ll break me in two!”

“That’s the idea, honey!” Michael laughed, then slowly lifted her from his jutting cock.
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Chapter Three
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E
 velyn clung to Tony
 for dear life, her arms wrapped around his neck as she bounced up and down on the handsome man’s big dick.

She wailed and screamed, her voice carrying all throughout the house. They hadn’t moved from the living room, but they had at least stood up from the couch.

Now Michael and Tony had her smashed between their bodies, carry-fucking her like she was little more than a toy.

Michael had her lifted from the back, the bigger man carrying more of her weight by lifting her thighs under her arms. She sat planted on his broad shaft, her asshole impaled by his thickness. What had started out as painful had quickly morphed into something orgasmic, and Evelyn couldn’t make it more than a few minutes without her body shivering and twitching while she blew her load.

Her legs swung forward, also wrapped around Tony, who faced her front. He had his cock protruding up into her leaking pussy, her juices splashing around their crotches and legs, spilling to the ground.

The two Italians seesawed her, their cocks too big to both plunge into her caverns at the same time, without the undersides of their shafts rubbing together. Not that the men cared about their swords crossing, but they were already lifting the big cougar and wanted to make her defilement as comfortable as possible.

Evelyn loved being airborne and having two sturdy, strong men pounding her out. Her lower half was all but numb from Michael’s girthy fuckstick tearing her asshole apart, while Tony’s nearly poked her cervix from its extended length.

Both of the men’s balls swung up and under their legs, pelting into Evelyn’s bouncing asscheeks and sloppy pussy. Every once in a while, when their thrusts were just right, the men’s nutsacks would slap against each other and they’d grunt in either pain or pleasure.

The two men seemed very comfortable being so close to each other while they double penetrated poor Evelyn. She wondered if this was a regular occurrence for them—dominating women with their fat cocks—or if they sometimes railed each other’s asses when no one was looking.

She thought of that for a moment—two hairy, confident Italians sweating all over each other while they fucked the daylights out of one another, before Michael went back to his wife and children, and Tony went back to whatever family he had.

Drool slid from the corners of Evelyn’s mouth. She couldn’t stop herself from cumming over and over again—it felt too good. And she was losing her verbal faculties, too.

“Fucking feels so good getting gangbanged by you sturdy-cocked meatheads!” she wailed, screaming in Tony’s ear before she leaned forward and bit his earlobe.

Grant stood from the Ottoman.

“Crawl over here, bitchboy!” Evelyn commanded, her tits jumping to smack her in the face. Her voice lilted from the way her body constantly bounced and seesawed on Tony and Michael’s cocks.

Grant went to all fours like a good doggie and crawled over, his hands and feet shuffling sadly along on the carpet.

Evelyn groaned, then continued. “Get under us so all this precum and piss splashes on your back! Feel the heat and sweat coming from these big alpha nutsacks, you whiny beta!”

Grant whimpered.

“Bark like a dog, Granty!” Tony laughed.

He did. Then he nestled his way between the two men’s legs, until he was getting hit in the sides by their knees. He grimaced from the pain, but kept his position.

It took a few seconds before he felt the first droplets of cum or piss splatter on his pale back. Evelyn’s fat ass hovered just above him, and her crotch and legs were caked in sticky liquids.

Every time Evelyn came from the brutal carry-fucking, she would piss herself and let it run down her legs, dripping from her thighs down to Grant’s lower back, where it pooled.

“I don’t think my husband could even carry me if he tried, it’s been so long since he’s hit the gym!” Evelyn sneered.

A particularly vicious thrust sent her body into another spasm. Her eyes screwed up in her head, rolling wildly. She let out a “Gah!” and felt another tremor approaching.

Curling her toes, Evelyn hugged Tony tighter.

“I love the way your fat belly rubs against my back as you assfuck me, Michael!” she cried.

The big man behind her just chuckled and continued pumping into her. “And I love how your tight asshole squeezes and swallows my thick cock, bitch!”

“Creampie me, you angry barbarians! I want to feel your fat loads filling my tummy! Let your stinky seed spill all over Grant!”

After a few more thrusts, Tony said, “C-Cumming!”

“Wait a sec!” Michael answered.

They came in unison a minute later, both of them hilting their cocks inside Evelyn’s wet anus and pussy.

All three of them yelled, trying to outdo one another with their volume.

“Fuck yessss!” Evelyn screamed. “So much stupid fucking cummm!”

Tony and Michael were unintelligible with their outbursts. Jizz shot through their expanding cocks, like a hose gulping water, and then jetted into Evelyn’s holes. They filled her to the brim, until the backwash flooded out and around their cocks and drizzled onto Grant’s back and body like a heavy rainfall.

Before long, Grant’s entire backside was painted like a canvas, lathered with the cum of the men he’d invited to rail his wife—to give her a good dicking.

He whimpered some more and said, “Babe, my dick hurts so baaad!”

“What are you, a goat? Baaa!” she chastised. “Get the fucking key from my purse then, bitchtits!”

Grant scurried over to the table, still on all fours, and tore open Evelyn’s purse. He found the key, unlatched his cock cage, and his wiener immediately sprung out and hardened. It was red and veiny from the torture it had taken—from being forced to stay flaccid.

“On the couch, hubby!” Evelyn yelled. “Put me down!”

Tony and Michael gingerly lifted her off their planted cocks, slid out, and let her crumble to the ground on watery legs.

She stumbled, then jumped onto the couch on top of Grant.

Her husband was on his back, his cute, pale face in a horrified expression as he stared up into those hungry, bloodshot eyes.

Sweat dotted Evelyn’s face. Her hair was a soaking mess around her head. She reached down and grabbed Grant’s ankles, then pushed them back.

Grant stiffened even more. His cock lay against his stomach, growing to its full length, which was nothing to write home about.

Evelyn grinned evilly. She reached down and placed her giant ass over Grant’s trembling body, over his hard cock. She lifted his dick so it was sticking straight up, while still pushing forward on his legs, until his calves and hamstrings strained from the pressure.

Evelyn lowered herself on Grant’s dick and pulled his legs toward her at the same time.

She stayed crouched as Grant’s cock reached up into her cunt.

Then she fucked him like he was a helpless animal, which he was, at that moment.

Grant’s body jumped and rocked on the couch as Evelyn hopped up and down. She had him in the Amazon position—a perfect power move for a bigger, stronger woman—and he had nowhere to go.

Grant’s mouth fell open. It felt so good having his cock poked into her warm pocket, even if that pocket was slimy and still filled with cum.

“Come on, hubby, feel that virile, lumpy spunk squishing against your cock? How does it feel to have two alpha loads mingling with your pitiful weenie?!”

“So goood!” Grant squealed.

His body wouldn’t stop bouncing, and it took less than five minutes for his cock to be on the verge of exploding. The cock cage, if nothing else, was the perfect edging tool.

And he couldn’t edge for much longer—not with his sexy, authoritative wife dominating him from above, pulling his body up into her cunt and slamming her fat ass down on his legs and cock.

Grant didn’t have to move a muscle. He didn’t have to thrust or penetrate or do anything other than sit there uncomfortable as Evelyn had her way with him.

This was usually how it went. If he was a good boy during Evelyn’s ridiculous orgies, and he didn’t speak too much while she got banged from both sides, then she would often reward him with a demoralizing position just for him—one that made him cum buckets.

He spurt out a line of weak, watery jizz into Evelyn’s pussy, unable to hold on any longer.

“Hah, the preemie blew his load already!” Tony laughed, taking a seat on the Ottoman and wiping his long limp dick down.

Michael watched from in front of the TV. Even though he’d cum already, he was still jerking off. It seemed that the man was superhuman—he could cum twice in a row before growing soft. Maybe it was because there was so much blood rushing through those veins to fill that thick, girthy shaft.

Either way, Michael moved forward while he stroked himself, until he was positioned alongside Evelyn and Grant on the couch. His thick cock leaked in his hand, cum dripping down onto Evelyn’s legs.

The crouching wife slammed her hips down one last time, planting her pussy deep down Grant’s cock, and let him explode inside her. In a way, she used Grant as a sex toy—she made the same up and down motions with her dildos, whenever she needed to get off in a hurry.

Except the difference between the dildos and Grant is that one of them didn’t complain when it didn’t get its way.

Evelyn grunted as she felt Grant’s pathetic load surge through her, then spilled out of her pussy and all around the man’s cock and balls.

Her husband covered himself in his own jizz.

Then Evelyn backed up and stood from the couch.

Michael grunted and laughed, still jerking himself off. He aimed his thick cock directly and Grant.

Evelyn cheered him on. “Yeah, blow that thick load all over the poor bitch’s face, Michael!”

Michael’s cock erupted for the second time, sending a slightly smaller blast of cum—but still more than Grant’s—splashing onto the prone husband’s face and neck.

Grant screwed up his face. “Gaaah,” he said, disgustedly, clenching his eyes shut as Michael’s spewing wad glazed his gaunt cheeks and trailed up his nostrils.

The couch was covered in stinky jizz and sticky piss and girly fluids.

Evelyn, Tony, and Michael stared down at Grant like he was a useless object of their amusement.

“He might be a little bitch,” Evelyn said, lifting her foot and stomping down on her husband’s softening cock. “But at least he brought me you two.”

Grant grimaced and mewled from Evelyn’s foot smashing his genitals. He recoiled and grabbed her toes, trying to lift her, but it was like lifting the Hulk.

Finally, he gave in, and simply let her rub his sticky dick with her sweaty foot.

Evelyn turned to Tony and Michael, noticing that they were putting their clothes on already. She frowned. “Leaving so soon?”

Michael said, “Gotta get back to the wife and kids.”

“I’ve got another appointment,” Tony said.

Evelyn sighed. She tuned out Grant’s struggles and pathetic cries. She gently stroked both men’s forearms, feeling those strong muscles beneath her fingertips.

“Call this little wimp again if you ever want to come split me open again, boys.”

Tony and Michael both nodded, smiled, then left the house, leaving Evelyn alone with her cucked husband.
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Chapter Four
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R
 emi showed up late
 that night as Evelyn was on her hands and knees in the living room, sponging and wiping up the cum and piss staining the carpet and couch.

When the front door opened, Evelyn glanced over her shoulder and saw Remi stumble in. Then she went back to her task at hand, seething a bit that Remi had come home late on a school night. It was almost midnight.

Remi walked into the room, his gait a bit awkward and wobbly.

Evelyn dabbed the sponge on the carpet, then turned to him and sat back against the couch. “You’re drunk,” she announced, narrowing her eyes on her son. He looked a bit disheveled: shaggy hair, half-lidded eyes, his t-shirt was ruffled, and his belt was partly undone. It looked like someone had just jumped his bones, or thrown him in the dirt.

“A little,” the boy replied, his eyes darting around the house. “It smells like sex in here.”

Evelyn frowned. “Your pants are about to fall off, son.” She nudged her chin to the loose belt buckle.

Remi checked himself, his eyes going down, and he chuckled. He noticed his belt wasn’t looped correctly around his waist. “You would like that, huh, mom?”

“Shut up, Remi,” Evelyn snapped, crossing her arms under her bosom. She wore a dark robe and still felt a bit tingly from getting thoroughly pounded a few hours before. Her pussy and asshole still felt stretched, and all she wanted to do was take a bubble bath and climb into bed.

But she couldn’t have her teenage son showing up drunk, late at night, on a school night. This couldn’t become a habit.

“You can’t be coming home this late, drunk, when you’ve got school in the morning,” she said.

“Oh whoop-de-doo,” Remi drawled. “School. I’m sorry that the girl I was with didn’t want to get spied on in my house, so she fucked me in her car.”

Evelyn felt struck. She had missed out on an opportunity to watch Remi work his magic with his magical cock, and she felt left out. She tried to hide her disappointment. She was also unnerved that Remi would talk so openly about sex with her—it was becoming the rule, rather than the exception.

“How much did you drink?”

“Just a little. That joint put me over the edge though . . .” he trailed off, shaking his head. “Almost made me puke in her car.”

“How romantic, Remi.”

The boy shrugged his bony shoulders. “She was still screaming my name and drooling like a brain-dead hospital patient by the end of the night.”

“I’m sure. Don’t they all?”

Remi smiled, but it looked a bit sickly. “Of course. Anyway, if you’re not going to lecture me, I’m gonna head off to bed.”

“Will lecturing you help?” Evelyn asked honestly. “You’re an oversexed teen with a one-track mind. What can I possibly say—”

“Nothing you say will calm my raging libido, mom,” Remi said, then snorted. “That’s a funny word: libido
 .”

“Just don’t make a habit out of staying out this late and coming home drunk, son, okay? I don’t want to have to get your dad involved.”

With a scoff, Remi started walking toward the hall. “Dad’s a bitch. We both know it.”

“Remington Coolidge!” Evelyn spat, standing from the carpet. “Take that back, this instant! He puts food on the table for us, and is the reason you have such a cush life! Show some respect for your father.” Not to mention he’s sleeping in the other room . . . I hope he didn’t hear his son talk that way about him.


Remi froze, his muscles flexing. He scratched his cheek and turned to her. “You’re right, sorry. I’m just tipsy. But maybe if you didn’t humiliate him all the time I wouldn’t think that way, ya know?”

Evelyn wanted to tell her son that it was all part of their depraved sex play, but she didn’t. He wouldn’t understand. Or, if he did understand, and knew what sort of kinky shit mom and dad got into, it would only diminish his respect for Grant even more.

“J-Just . . . go to sleep, dammit,” Evelyn said, frustrated that she couldn’t defend her husband. After all, just a couple hours earlier, she had his cock and balls buried beneath her toes, squirming as she crushed the life out of him, with him bleating like a pathetic lamb.

Remi muttered, “Sorry,” then disappeared down the hall.

Ten minutes later, Evelyn was finished cleaning. She texted Jessica, wondering where her daughter had run off to, and found out that she was sleeping over at her new boyfriend’s house again. That was the third time this week.


She’s probably sick and tired of the degenerate lifestyle of this household,
 Evelyn figured. She wants a normal life, I bet . . . not one where her mother and father embarrass each other and she has to listen to her little brother fucking high schoolers all day long.


I don’t blame her for wanting to get out of this weird place.

* * *
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T
 HE NEXT MORNING, UNSURPRISINGLY
 , Remi was slow to start. His alarm didn’t wake him up, so Evelyn had to take action.

Grant had already left for work. It was just past 7 in the morning.

Evelyn crept down the hall and opened her son’s bedroom door, then flinched at the sight that waited for her.

Remi was sleeping on his back, softly snoring and mumbling to himself while he slumbered. He had kicked his sheets off and seemed to be slightly sweaty.

But that’s not what made Evelyn recoil.

It was the fact that Remi was only wearing an oversized t-shirt—his pajama shirt that he often wore that only went halfway down his thighs.

With his pale, slender legs slightly crooked and exposed, Evelyn’s eyes immediately beelined toward the middle of his body.

Remi’s giant testicles were spooled out between his legs, just lying peacefully on the comforter, pushing his thighs apart with their bulbous size. The boy’s shirt wasn’t long enough to cover up all of his package, even though Evelyn couldn’t see his cock.

Her son’s smooth balls looked shiny and full—like two pristine pool balls—and sweaty like the rest of him. It smelled like stale booze and teenage boys in the room, with a slightly tangy waft to the air. 

“R-Remi, wake up,” Evelyn stuttered, put off and taken aback at the sight. She tried to not think sexual thoughts, but it was almost impossible due to the sight she was presented with.

At the sound of her voice, the boy murmured some more and groaned, his body stirring, but he didn’t wake.

Evelyn rolled her eyes and walked into the room. She couldn’t back down from waking him up—no matter how lewd he looked. He needed to go to school.

Remi couldn’t be rewarded for his bad behavior from the night before with a free staycation day.

She crept into the room and stood over his bed, trying to veer her eyes from her son’s tremendous nutsack. It was nearly hairless and so big, and Evelyn had no doubt that her son’s beautiful nuts would be in some pretty girl’s mouth before the day was through.

She leaned over Remi and tapped his shoulder, saying, “Come on, son, you have school.”

Again, nothing. He just groaned, his eyes remaining closed. His pupils darted around beneath his lids, like he was either having a nightmare or an exciting dream.

Finally, Evelyn put a hand to his belly, knowing that he was slightly ticklish and a little tummy scratch would probably wake him up.

When her hand landed on his slender stomach, she noticed something odd and different—it felt a bit fleshy and hot and . . . protruded.

Remi moaned in his sleep. His legs twitched, bouncing his big balls in the air.

Evelyn’s eyes widened as a monstrous thing leaped up from Remi’s stomach like an Alien bursting through his chest, pushing his shirt up and straining against the fabric. 

Remi’s eyes clenched tighter and Evelyn heard a squirting sound—the sound a ketchup bottle makes when you squeeze out the goods.

A white liquid mass shot up through the neckline of the boy’s shirt. The wave splattered Remi’s neck, the underside of his chin, up to his ears. It didn’t take Evelyn more than a second to realize that the fluid was thick, gooey cum.

Remi’s body bucked and he groaned again. With another gross squirt, another gout of semen surged past the collar of his shirt, onto his face and the pillow around his head, until he was sufficiently painted by his own lumpy seed. 

Evelyn slapped a hand over her mouth, mortified. She quickly realized that she had just put her hand on her son’s massive cock, unknowingly, with only the thin fabric of his pajama shirt to separate their skin touching, and she’d caused him a nocturnal emission. And because he was so hung, he didn’t just jizz on his chest or tummy, but it splurged up and shot into his own face. 

Oh my God! What have I done! I should have noticed why I couldn’t see his big swinging cock when I could see his balls! It’s because he had a boner under that shirt! Ahhh!

She freaked out and scurried out of the room before Remi could wake up. Now that he’d climaxed, he was awakening, dazed and confused.

“School!” she shouted on her way out, then shut the door behind her.

Remi’s voice echoed down the hall for Evelyn to hear:


“Eww, w-what the
 fuck happened here? Moooom!”


* * *
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E
 VELYN HAD A LITTLE
 part time job at a nonprofit that she usually went to during the day, to pass the time, but decided to stay home that day. She still needed rest from the vigorous night before, and she hadn’t gotten to take her bubble bath before she’d gone to sleep.

So, she took a bath, relaxed, drank a glass of white wine, and pleasured herself in the warm water.

At around noon, she heard the front door of the house open. She was dressed in her robe again, feeling fresh and clean and content from her bath.

She quirked her eyebrows and wondered if it might’ve been Jessica finally gracing the household with her presence—when she thought it would be empty.

Rather than go out to greet her daughter, Evelyn stayed in her room, the door shut, and waited.

She listened with her ear to the door for footsteps and voices. She heard them a few moments later . . .

A young man’s voice—decidedly not
 Jessica’s.

Groaning to herself, she recognized Remi’s voice.

He’s fucking ditching class! That little brat!

She was about to burst out of her room and catch him red-handed (hopefully not with his pants down), when she heard another voice and the soft pitter-patter of feet.

The voice was high-pitched but odd sounding. Girly . . . but not.

She heard the two youngsters retreat into Remi’s room, giggling, and then shut the door behind them.

Evelyn went to her closet, to her spy hole. She gazed into the hole and waited, then saw Remi and another person come into view. The person was small like Remi, clothed in a pretty dress with roses and flowers on it. She had short brown hair that didn’t even reach her shoulders. She was skinny and, when she turned and Evelyn got a view of her face, she noticed the girl was cute, if not a bit young looking. 

Evelyn had never seen this girl before.

“Do you think we fooled them with the dress, Remi?” the girl asked in her singsong, high-pitched voice.

“I don’t think you’re fooling anyone, Laney. Now come here . . .”

Remi moved close to the girl and wrapped her up in his arms. They were of the same height—5’4” or 5’5” on a good day. They looked adorable snuggling and kissing in each other’s arms.

The girl backed up with her hands on Remi’s shoulders. Her knee-length dress swayed as she moved. She stared up at Remi’s face.

Evelyn bit her bottom lip.

“All right, let’s see it,” Remi said in a low voice.

Laney sighed. “So eager . . .”

Remi grinned.

She took another step back, then lifted her dress to her hips, revealing her little white panties. She had a small bubblebutt, Evelyn saw.

“Don’t freak out,” she said.

“I promise.”

The girl lowered her panties, slowly, then shimmied out of them. One hand was still covering her crotch.

When she moved her hand, she raised them to her sides, as if in celebration.

Evelyn stifled a gasp, clapping her hand to her mouth for the second time that day.

A long, fat cock swung down between the girl’s skinny thighs, a pair of hefty testicles following them, dangling beneath Laney’s dress.

Both Remi and Evelyn’s eyes bulged, but Remi’s had an undeniable twinkle to his stare.

“Ta-da!” Laney said with a victorious chuckle.
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Chapter Five
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“H
 oly wow!” Remi exclaimed
 , eyes focused on Laney’s surprising package. “For such a little girly femboy, you’re hung as fuck!”

Laney giggled. “Hehe, thanks! You should see me wearing a skirt!”

“Where do you hide that monster?”

“Well, I like to hide it in pretty boy’s mouths . . . but I tuck it back near my asshole so my bulge isn’t too noticeable.”

That’s when Evelyn noticed what was off about the trap’s voice—high-pitched and girly, but not female.

Evelyn was struck dumb. She’d never expected this, not in a million years. My son’s . . . bi?


“It’s funny to see the faces of the big football players when they make fun of me, only to find out I have a bigger cock than anyone on the team!” Laney said cheerily.

Remi grinned. His eyes were still stuck on the boy’s long, floppy cock, which reached halfway down his thighs.

“That’s the last time they pants me, I bet . . .” Laney finished, trailing off.

Remi chuckled. “Yeah, same thing’s happened to me. I ended up fucking the quarterback’s girlfriend as revenge for them being so mean to me. Backfired, huh.”

Laney jumped on his toes, unable to contain her excitement. “Same here! That girl’s such a slut.”

“Such a hot slut, though.”

“Yeah.” Laney scratched his fair, hairless face. “I ended up fucking the quarterback too, actually. He grunted like a gorilla when I shoved this bad boy up his ass.” He took hold of the base of his cock with one dainty hand, wagging it in front of Remi’s hungry eyes. “Now come on,” he said, “pants off dance off, sweetie!”

Remi was out of his jeans and underwear in a heartbeat, his huge cock springing forth. He put his hands on his hips, a bit arrogantly.

“Oh my God!” Laney cried, mouth gaping. “You’re even bigger than me! Awesome! Look at us hung little pixie fucks.”

Remi snorted. “Speak for yourself, trappy.”

Laney frowned, but it was a playful frown. She lunged forward and kissed Remi again, but this time their hanging dicks pressed against one another when they embraced.

Despite herself, Evelyn had her robe opened and her hands fooling around near her pussy. Seeing her son’s big donkey dick sliding against this new little guy’s honking fuckwand set her off.

She’d never know that her son was so . . . open-minded.

So horny that he’ll literally fuck anything . . . even a guy. Although this is probably the cutest boy I’ve ever seen, and he could’ve fooled me with his femininity.

Laney leaned back and glanced down. “Mmm that feels nice. Ooh, you have big yummy balls, just like me! I wish we had someone’s face we could sandwich between our thick nuts!”

Remi laughed at the boy’s innocent lewdness.

Laney continued. “I want to smother my face in that massive nutsack and sleep on it like a pillow. Can I slobber all over your fat sack, honey?”

“Be my guest.”

Laney went to his knees. His cock swung between his little legs and nearly swept the floor. It started to harden as he pressed his face against Remi’s groin and kissed the tip of his cock.

Remi grunted and lifted his cock with both hands, then moved a step forward so his upside down heart-shaped nutsack was full in Laney’s face.

Laney slurped and snuffled Remi’s balls, taking a testicle in each hand and sandwiching his face around them. He played with Remi’s sack, fondled, caressed, and kissed. Then he got more intense and licked the crease between Remi’s scrotum. One of his hands disappeared beneath those massive balls, between Remi’s legs, and he massaged the boy’s taint.

Remi moaned, his eyes going skyward. His cock was draped over Laney’s head, poking out the back like a slithering anaconda. It started to lift from Laney’s skull and stiffen as his balls were played with.

After a few minutes, Laney leaned back and let Remi’s hardening cock plop onto his shoulder. “Wow, that thing’s giant,” he said, eyes wide. “I so badly want to sit on that stiff horsecock, but I’m afraid I’ll die. You’ll rupture my internal organs.”

“Nonsense,” Remi said, smiling and grabbing his cock like a baseball bat with both hands. “I’ll make it work. I always do.”

Remi backed up to the edge of his bed, and Laney stood and followed. Then the girly boy pushed Evelyn’s son and Remi landed on his back with a snicker, his cock swinging wildly in the air and slapping back against his tummy.

Laney was hard as hell now, too, his cock protruding out and lifting the bottom of his dress, so the dress fell over his shaft like a royal cape. He unlooped the spaghetti straps of his dress and tossed the garment away, until he was naked. His long dick was dark and thick against his pale body.

“Look at us, two huge-dicked little peas in a pod!” Laney squealed delightedly. He clapped and stood over the prone Remi, beginning to straddle him on the bed.

Remi lifted his cock from his stomach with both hands, holding it up like a jutting spear. As he did, Laney skirted over it, the femboy’s bulbous, dangling nutsack gliding across Remi’s flared cockhead.

“Mmm,” Remi said dreamily. “I want to split open that big bubbly girly butt, you trappy little fairy fuck!”

Laney smiled and leaned forward, until his face was inches from Remi’s. In a low, seductive voice, he said, “What would you do if a cute little girly boy just walked over to you and slammed a huge heavy cock right onto your face, covering your eyes and nose and mouth with its hefty girth?”

Remi was speechless.

“You’d suck it like a silly whore, right?” Laney asked. “That’s what I said to the quarterback before tearing his asshole apart.”

“Swing that massive fuckrod over here, you little femboy cutie,” Remi smiled. “And let’s find out what I’d do . . .”

Without further prompting, Laney planted his big butt on Remi’s stomach, making the other boy grunt.

Laney slid his cock forward, propping his hips, and put his hands on Remi’s shoulders.

Remi opened his mouth and let the femboy’s long cock push past his lips. He sat there stunned, letting Laney pump his hips and fuck his face. 

Good Lord, my boy’s getting facefucked by a little slutty twink with a huge fuckrod. Look at these two horny elves! They’re insatiable!

Never in a million years . . .

Remi gagged and sputtered while Laney skullfucked him and continuously bucked on his chest. At one point, Laney reached down and grabbed the back of Remi’s head, then pushed his cock forward at the same time and choked Remi out with his fat meatstick.

This little guy’s cock is bigger than both of the Italian stallions from last night—but still not as big as my sweet boy—but he’s hairless like a newborn, short and skinny. Where are all these little monsters coming from!

It looked ridiculous watching Remi throat this other boy’s big cock, Laney’s fat bitch nuts sliding across his hairless chest.

“Nngh, your mouth is so warm and tender, Remi honey!” Laney exclaimed, forcing his boytoy’s face further down the length of his shaft. He had Remi’s head stuck between his palms, using it like a watermelon, relentlessly fucking his face. The lewd, wet sounds coming from Remi’s railed face were growing nastier and sloppier.

“Guh, grck, gaack, mmph!” Remi replied.

The entire time, Remi’s giant cock swung back and forth, his whole body wobbling. His cock ran up Laney’s asscrack and curved along the boy’s elegant backside.


You’re gonna make my poor boy pass out, you hung little slut!
 Evelyn cried out in her mind.

Finally, Laney relented. He slid back, his cock pulling out of Remi’s mouth with a lewd slop.

“Okay, I’ll be your little bitch now,” Laney said, peeking over his shoulder at the tree branch smashed against his back. “That huge dick will open up my ass nicely.”

The femboy lifted his bubblebutt from Remi’s chest, then positioned himself high and above Remi’s footlong. He wiggled his butt in preparation.

“Fuck my ass until I squeal like a cum-filled little piggy!” Laney cried.

Remi reached up and cupped both of Laney’s buttcheeks. He pushed down and shoved his cock up at the same time, gorging Laney’s asshole like a bull in a bullring.

The femboy screamed. His hands went to the sides of his face, shocked at the sudden penetration. Evelyn could see that his cute, pink asshole was spread far and wide, getting separated by Remi’s insane girth. His butt was hairless, like the rest of him, and he had one of the nicest sphincters that Evelyn had ever laid eyes on—a clean rosebud that belonged on a statue in Rome. 

Evelyn furiously masturbated, her fingers darting in and out of her sopping wet pussy.

“Fucking hellfire!” Laney wailed. Remi pushed his ass down further on his cock, until it got to the thick midsection of his shaft.

Evelyn thought she heard a tearing sound as Laney’s supple anus was ripped open.

But even though the trap screamed, he didn’t relent. In fact, he pushed himself
 further on Remi’s cock, until almost half of it had disappeared into his asshole.

That’s when Remi started moving, thrusting his hips up from the bed, powerbottoming Laney’s stationary bum.

Without lube, the going was tough. Remi’s cock slid and grated against the walls of Laney’s asshole. The femboy bit his lips and grunted, his eyes rolling around madly in his head.

Remi didn’t give up. He clutched Laney’s bubblebutt with both hands, grimacing, and embedded his fingers deep in those fleshy buttocks. His cock grew sweaty and wetter as it naturally penetrated Laney’s anus.

“Fuuuuck!” Laney cried. “I love being used like a cocksleeve for huge dominant dicks! It feels so amazing to have my little body stretch and bulge to make room for it to fiiiit!”

Remi grunted and groaned as he lifted his hips and slammed Laney’s butt down at the same time. He couldn’t get more than six or seven inches of his titanic cock into Laney’s ass, but he didn’t need to.

Laney’s diamond-hard cock flopped up and down as his body moved, swinging in the air and then smacking down against Remi’s stomach and chest.

Before long, Remi would have a giant dick-shaped bruise from that big monster slamming so weightily and hard against his body.

The slaps rang out. Remi’s balls jumped and collided with Laney’s backsack.

The femboy rode Remi cowgirl, then leaned forward and hugged his boytoy, keeping his butt raised like a stretching gymnast.

Evelyn had the perfect angle of the brutal assfucking. The penetration was deep, her handsome boy’s meatslab lodged inside the little twink’s butthole.

When Remi finally pushed Laney off of him, Evelyn saw the dark cavern of Laney’s gaping butthole, breathing and trembling from the intense fucking.

“Come on,” Laney urged, “I’ll bend over so you can beat my ballsack up with your huge cock from behind. I want you to engulf my package with your giant moose nuts!”

He hopped off the bed, doing a pirouette and then bending over and presenting his asshole once more. His hard dick-tail protruded down the length of his thighs, and his balls hung sturdily.

Remi was up and out of bed in a second flat. He stood behind Laney, rubbed his wet cock over the boy’s pretty asscrack, then lowered his dick.

Remi up-swung his monstercock, slapping Laney’s balls and cannon.

“Fuck yesss,” Laney wailed, his knees almost buckling from the way Remi slapped his package. “Slam that giant beast on my clitty! Bounce those balls around good, Remi!”

Evelyn’s son continued to play tetherball with Laney’s dangling testicles for a few more minutes, then he stuck his cock back into Laney’s gaping hole, before it could shrink.

He doggy-style fucked Laney and slapped the boy’s rippling bubblebutt as he tore into him.

“Fuck my guts! Pound my insides into jelly!” Laney screamed. His arms shook on the bed, barely able to hold him up.

Evelyn imagined that his entire bottom half was losing feeling—Remi’s horsedick had a tendency to put anyone out.

“Ram your little elf fairy fuckdoll you merciless barbarian!” the femboy continued shouting.

Remi didn’t need to use any words. His actions spoke for him. He ripped the little trap apart, at one point grabbing his arms and pulling them back in the same way that Michael had done to Evelyn the night before, to get her prepared for the DP event.

Remi fucked like an expert. The entire time, Laney mewled and screeched, his cock swinging up and battering against the edge of the bed.

Remi’s massive nuts did engulf Laney’s balls, too, until they were clapping against each other and creating even more lewd, lurid sounds.

Clap-slap—clap-slap—clack-clack-clack-clack.

Laney came within minutes, and then a second time shortly after. The first explosion shot his load straight down against the side of the bed and the carpeted floor. It was another torrential downpour that Evelyn had no doubt she would have to clean up, once these two horny devils were gone from her house.

Laney had a huge load, just like Remi, and it impressed the hell out of Evelyn. She came at nearly the same time, for the third time, her fingers slick and wet inside her widened cunt.

Laney’s spraying cum started to look like a snaking waterhose, because his dick was wobbling and bouncing so much.

Remi laughed as his feet were splashed with gooey jizz. His colliding balls became webbed with excess cum as they smacked into Laney’s constricted nuts.

A moment later, Remi grunted and flexed his muscles. He pulled back hard on Laney’s skinny arms, trying to hilt his cock in his little prey’s asshole.

“Gahh, you’re such a good cum-slut cocksleeeeeve!” Remi yelled, then groaned as he let go and all his muscles relaxed. His huge bout of cum waded into Laney’s asshole and sprayed back at him like a broken fire hydrant.

Evelyn’s son came into Laney’s intestines, the jizz swirling over his prostate and through his colon, causing Laney to cum for a third time in as many minutes.

Evelyn wasn’t sure she’d ever seen so much jizz in one place before, once Remi extricated his cock from his beau’s butt and she watched his goopy spunk run out of the trap’s asshole and down his legs. The carpet was completely soiled in a pool of powerful, stinky seed, the two boys’ loads intermingling.

Then the two of them collapsed on Remi’s bed and snuggled in each other’s arms.

Oh my, Remi, my gay little sweetheart with your big fat monstercock . . . have you met your match in this trappy little slut? Look at the way your horsedicks swing over your skinny bodies and rest on your tummies.

So cute! So fucking adorable, you two!

Evelyn nearly kicked the wall as she came a fourth time. Her whole body seized up as she tried to stifle her moans and keep her secrecy hidden.

“I was born in the wrong skin,” she heard Laney say. The boys were draped over Remi’s bed, covered in cum, like star-crossed lovers, staring into each other’s eyes. “I should’ve been born a girl.”

Remi smiled. “A girl with a huge cock, huh?”

Laney shrugged. “Even better.”

“Should we go back to school?” Remi asked hesitantly.

After a moment, Laney shook his head. “Mmm, nah. Let’s eat something and then fuck like bunny rabbits all day. Doesn’t that sound more fun?”

“When you put it that way . . .” Remi said, trailing off. “I just don’t want my mom to find out about this.”

Laney frowned. “Are you embarrassed to be with me, honey?”

“No. I’m just worried she’ll try to jump your bones and steal your big fat dick away from me.”

Evelyn’s eyes widened.

Laney laughed. “She sounds like a promiscuous slut herself, eh?”

“She likes to get double-teamed by guys and humiliate my dad.”

Oh no!

“Wow, sounds kinky. And hot.”

“It is.” Remi backpedaled, his eyes widening. “I mean . . . not that I’ve ever watched . . .”

“Suuure, honey.” Laney leaned over and kissed Remi’s cheek. “Keep telling yourself that. You can want to fuck your mom all you want, Freud, as long as you don’t act on it.”

“I don’t want you fucking my mom either . . . I want you all for myself.” Remi rolled over on top of Laney’s skinny, naked body, and pinned the boy’s arms down against the bed.

Evelyn turned away. You know, I hadn’t thought of trying to steal this little cockfiend from you, sonny boy, but now that you mention it . . . he looks like he could climb right on top of me and demolish my ass . . .


And maybe it would be stand-in for what your giant cock feels like!

~
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Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont, such as the Little Big Man series:
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Book 1: Professor on the Prowl
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Or, if you like sweet, lewd stories about cute chicks with huge dicks, check out The Futa Girl’s Journey series:
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Book 1: Rose Filled with Love
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If you like strong women doing anything to get the big fat results they want—even blackmail—check out the Taming Ms. Steele series:
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Book 1: Punished by the Stud
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How about a hot college girl and star athlete who falls for her dorky stepbrother once she realizes the heat he’s packing? Try the Forbidden Lust series:
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Book 1: Played By Him




The Author



B
 ella Beaumont is from
 San Diego, California, and currently lives there.

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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