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“H
 ow do you feel about
 watching your son have sex with another boy, Evelyn?” Penelope asked, her legs crossed. She tapped her pen on her legal pad and closely observed her patient.

As usual, the sex therapist, Penelope Dalton, looked too hot for her own good. It distracted Evelyn, who was already deeply lost in her own thoughts.


How do I feel? What do I think? I’ll tell ya, doc, it was, unexpectedly, one of the hottest things I’ve seen, watching those two fat cocks smash against each other!
 Evelyn thought, sighing from the couch.

That little trap really knows how to put on a show.

“I, uh, I’m not sure,” Evelyn replied, opting not to unveil her lewd thoughts. “I guess I’m more shocked than anything, but I really shouldn’t be.”

“And why is that?”

Evelyn’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t have children, Penny, so you don’t know what it’s like to watch your son slide a big hefty cock past his supple lips, and then eagerly slurp on it until he’s choking and gagging. Those are the same lips I’ve kissed time and time again, since he was a baby!”

Penelope frowned, her face reddening. “Y-You’re right, I don’t know what that’s like . . . but you do, don’t you? Haven’t you said that he frequently performs auto-fellatio on himself? Isn’t this something you’ve seen before?”

“Well, yeah . . .” Evelyn said, trailing off. “But it’s different. That’s his own penis, and this is a stranger’s. Well, I guess they’re not strangers anymore. They’re quite intimate now.”

“So, you’ve had clues that your son enjoys . . . male genitals in and around him, yes?”

Evelyn shrugged. “I always figured that was just a way for him to get off—to drain his dragon, so to speak. I never took it as a hint for homosexuality.”

“And it might not be.”

Evelyn frowned. “Seemed pretty gay when he had that twink’s long dick down his throat.”

“Your son is young, Evelyn,” Penelope said, scribbling something on her legal pad. “Perhaps he is just experimenting and still figuring out what he likes, sexually.”

“He’s known what he likes for a long time, and I think I have, too,” Evelyn replied. “I’ve just probably been in denial.”

“Denial? How so?”

Evelyn settled back in the couch, getting comfortable. She thought back on years gone by, at the signs she’d seen but ignored. Folding her hands onto her lap, she shrugged. “Remi has always had a monstrous libido, suitable for his monstrous unit. He’s been promiscuous since he was young.”

“Oh?”

Evelyn nodded. “Ever since I first walked in on him sucking himself off, he’s gotten bolder, as we’ve discussed. Even when he was young—but still incredibly hung, of course—he would always fuck everything and anything in the house, once he found holes big enough to fit his fat girth into.”

“Oh my . . . could you give me an example?”

Evelyn smirked. “Is this for therapeutic reasons, Penny, or do you just want to hear the nasty details for yourself?”

Penelope flushed, her cheeks turning the color of her red lips, and quickly looked down at her legal pad. She stammered to say something, but Evelyn cut her off with a raised hand.

“I’m joking, Penny. Ease up. You want examples? Well, he used to cut holes in things and fuck them, before he found his first girl to split open. We once had a pumpkin-carving thing at my house, and he ended up carving a big, round mouth-hole in one of the poor pumpkins. I caught him furiously fucking it later that night, swinging the big orange thing on his donkey cock.

“There have also been numerous times that I’ve walked in on him fucking a pillow in his room, and every time I just stood there, dumbstruck, watching his heavy balls swing between his pale legs while he moans and pumps.” She gulped, feeling herself growing wet at the memories. “And that was when he was a teen,” she continued. “I remember . . . well, I probably shouldn’t say.”

“Please, continue,” Penelope said, clearly caught up in the moment. She scrawled ruthlessly on her legal pad, jotting down every torrid detail that Evelyn was saying, and probably more.


You slutty, horny little minx,
 Evelyn thought. She noticed how the doc’s legs were tightly crossed, as if she was trying to hide her own arousal at the lurid stories.

Evelyn hesitated. “Okay, well . . . I remember holding him as a kid in my arms, when he was young, and I could always feel his fat bulge pressing against my bosom. You have to understand, Penny, that even as a kid he had a big slithering dick and fat saggy nuts bigger than most adults’. I remember one time, when I was holding him, his hips started moving on their own and I could feel his massive bulge sinking between my tits . . .”

Evelyn trailed off, her eyes faraway. She was feeling parched. She reached to the table in front of her, grabbed a cup of water, and gulped it down. Then she cleared her throat. “I think he was trying to titfuck me, doc, even then. But I could be imagining things.” Then stopped talking and looked up at the therapist with searching eyes, as if asking for confirmation or justification.

“That’s . . . fascinating,” Penelope simply said, shaking her head. “I’ve never heard of something like that.”

“So, as you can see, he’s been sexually curious ever since he was young. As for myself, I didn’t start sexualizing his huge endowments until I first saw him ripping girls in two and using them for his enjoyment—making them into his cum-dumpsters.”

“It doesn’t sound like your son has had much respect for women as . . . people,
 Evelyn. It sounds more like he treats them like objects.”

“Maybe,” Evelyn said, sighing. “But it sure seems like that’s what they want. That’s part of the problem, you see? When anyone sees his giant cock and dangling alpha nuts they just want him to wrap his skinny legs around their face and smother them with his soft pillowy sack. It’s so sweet but menacing at the same time, the way he drags those things around, pelting them off chins and asscheeks and . . . other balls, I guess.”

Penelope’s eyes had widened. Evelyn Coolidge still never ceased to amaze her with her candidness. She was the most extreme and perverted patient that Penelope had ever had, but it was a great learning experience—listening to her—which is why she jotted down so many notes.

Evelyn caressed her chin, her eyes tightening. “But, now that I think about it, it didn’t start when I first spied Remi plowing his little slutty friends. It was before that.”

“You can pinpoint the time when your son’s penis first turned you on?”

“It must’ve been when I walked in on him throating his own cock,” Evelyn said, slowly nodding. “How he cradled and fondled his balls when he jerked himself off . . . the way he cupped and fit each bulging testicle in either palm of his dainty little hands. He whimpered as his fingers closed around his oversized balls, then he gave that mammoth sack a two-handed squeeze and blew a fat steaming load right into his own face. It was . . . intense.”

She stopped talking to let Penelope recover and write. The therapist scratched her cheek and looked up when she was finished. “It almost seems like you’re more aroused by your son’s testicles than his—”

“You’ve never seen how manly they are, Penny. How smooth and bouncy and thick . . . fuck, I’m getting wet just thinking about them . . .”

“That’s probably something you should keep to yourself, Evelyn,” Penelope said, fighting off the urge to bite her bottom lip.

Evelyn looked suddenly conflicted, her face twisting and wincing. “Oh, doc, I know it’s wrong, but I think I want to gargle my boy’s huge oversized nuts in my mouth!”

Penelope’s mouth dropped open. “T-That’s an absurd admission, Ms. Coolidge!” she said, reeling back in her seat. Evelyn seemed like she was on the verge of tears. Her head was bowed, her shoulders slumped.


I think I’ve wanted to admit that for a long time,
 she thought drearily. And now I’ve just blurted it out to this poor sex therapist who probably thinks I’m the freakiest, nastiest person she’s ever had the displeasure of meeting.


That’s definitely no way to get Penny in the sack!

“I know,” Evelyn said, her voice low and raspy, “I’m going to Hell. But I can’t help it.” She glanced up with a hopeful look in her eyes. “At least I don’t act on it . . . right?”

“It sounds like you wish to, Evelyn, and that’s scary,” Penelope said. “Incest is no joking matter.”

“Is it incest to love watching him skewer girls with his huge dick?”

Penelope shook his head. “As I’ve said before, it’s skirting a line, for sure. But since you aren’t partaking in any of the sexual activities—other than fantasizing—I don’t think so. That being said, I wouldn’t share this type of information with anyone else outside of this room, of course. Ever.”

Evelyn sighed. “I’m hopeless.” She hoped that Penelope was right. Her brain had been so scattered and addled recently, finding it hard to think about anything other than her son. She’d nearly forgotten that she had a daughter, Jessica, who was hardly around anymore.

And cucking her husband, Grant, was starting to lose its luster. She needed something new—fresh meat to dick her down properly and turn her into a screaming mess. But she knew it couldn’t be Remi’s.


It can
 never be Remi’s!


“God,” she continued, “I can’t even watch porn anymore without thinking of my sweet boy’s giant swinging cock—bigger than all those pornstars online—sitting in my very house!”

“How far have your thoughts deviated, Evelyn, when you try to watch porn? Do you put yourself in the women’s shoes, hoping that a male pornstar will do to you what they’re doing to the women on the screen?”

Evelyn clicked her tongue. “It’s worse than that, doc, if you want the truth. I’ve started imagining barging into Remi’s room, just like one of these hokey porn videos, and sitting my fat ass on his massive cock, letting him tear me apart and slap my asscheeks like there’s no tomorrow. That’s what goes on in my fucked up head, Penny.”

“T-That’s . . . quite graphic, Evelyn.”

“Hey, you asked for the details. You know I don’t hold back.”

“No,” Penelope muttered, “you don’t.”

“The problem is that I’ve seen what he can do, and that makes it easy to imagine, you know? He might be little and young, but he’s virile and lithe and more experienced than most his age. He would absolutely destroy my big round butt. He’d tear me apart and probably cum in my ass like a merciless barbarian if he was given the chance.”

“You can’t give him that chance,” Penelope demanded sternly. “You can’t even bring this up with him, Evelyn. You know that, right?”

The patient nodded profusely. “O-Of course. But it’s so hard . . . I’m so wet all the time. Is there medication for this?”

“Short of a lobotomy . . .” Penelope said, then trailed off. Hiding her smirk, she added, “I’m sorry, that was mean. I shouldn’t joke about these things.”

“N-No, it’s okay,” Evelyn said, chuckling to herself. “It’s all so crazy and bizarre, I could use the lightness. That’s why I appreciate you, doc. That, and your sexy little body and beautiful face, of course.”

Penelope blushed and turned away. She blinked rapidly, trying to let the nearby fan cool down her hot face. “That’s . . . nice of you, Evelyn, but I’m your therapist. You know that. It’s not good to mix business with pleasure.”

“It might be bad, Penny, but that doesn’t mean it’s wrong.” Evelyn winked at the younger woman.

“You’re incorrigible, Ms. Coolidge.”

Their eyes locked for a moment. With their stares held, it was impossible to say what was going on between their sharp minds, but Evelyn’s was going down a dark, taboo path.

She had wanted to peg this foxy little sex therapist since the first time she’d laid eyes on the girl.

But Penelope Dalton was playing hard to get. She was a 30-something professional, after all, and didn’t want to lose her license to practice for doing something stupid.

Evelyn understood that, but that didn’t make it any easier. She was used to getting what she wanted—from her husband, from the strangers who fucked her silly.

A girl can dream . . . 

Penelope said, “Changing tracks a bit, how does it make you feel to know that your son likes boys, now, as well as girls?”

Evelyn blinked, her face blank. She paused for a second, trying to think of the right response. Finally, she said, “I just want Remi to be happy, doc. Bottom line. I don’t care who he screws, as long as he’s safe and comfortable with himself.
 He’s been teased and bullied all his life, and I feel like this might be another thing to tear him down, if it gets out, you know?”

“Absolutely,” Penelope said. “Teenagers can be very cruel.”

“That’s an understatement if I’ve ever heard one,” Evelyn muttered. She stroked her chin, staring at the table in front of her. “But when you ask ‘how does it make me feel’? Well, I’ve always been pretty left of the aisle, if you know what I mean. So, I don’t mind if my son is bi, or gay, or whatever. It’s his decision. He’ll be attracted to whatever he’s attracted to. My husband, on the other hand, might not be as understanding. But I can handle him, and if he finds out and gives Remi a hard time, I’ll squash his little cock and humiliate him by showing him how much more of a man Remi is—and how much more endowed his skinny little son is. Then I’ll bury him
 .”

Penelope gulped at her patient’s last statement, which came out spiteful and filled with seething rage. “M-Maybe it’s best if you keep this tidbit from Grant. At least for the time being.”

Evelyn chuckled and waved a hand at Penny, seemingly snapping out of her dominatrix daydream. “Perhaps you’re right! Ha.”

“I’m to report cases of domestic abuse, Ms. Coolidge, you know. And it goes both ways . . .”

Evelyn snorted. “Don’t worry, Grant will love it. And besides, we’re just spitballing here, right? I’d never actually
 hurt my husband.”

Penelope narrowed her eyes on the patient, as if to say, “Wouldn’t you?” But she said nothing. She let sleeping dogs lie on that one.

Evelyn said, “Besides, as I said earlier, this is something I should’ve expected.” She saw Penelope check her wristwatch, so she eyed the screen of her phone lying next to her on the couch.

“I’d like you to explain that before we get out of here,” Penelope said. “One more lurid tale, I’m guessing?”

Evelyn smiled. “You know me so well.” Her smile quickly vanished as she remembered what she was going to say. “I remember there was a time that Remi was playing video games in his room, online with his friends, you know? Call of Duty
 or some other ultra-violent game like that.”

Penelope nodded, listening intently.

“I could hear him yelling and joking with his buddies, a headset on as the kids do nowadays—whatever happened to hanging out after school at a friend’s house? Everything’s online now . . . but anyway, that’s neither here nor there.

“I didn’t think much of it, so I was bringing him some juice from the kitchen. It was strangely quiet coming from his room—I couldn’t hear the yelling or bombs exploding from his video game.

“I walked in and saw Remi—still seated on his rolling chair—with his giant cock jutting up from his lap like a javelin, stuffed into his mouth. His head was slightly bent and his eyes were focused on the screen in front of him as he vigorously sucked himself off and struggled to fit his girthy cockhead between his lips—both hands wrapped around his thick shaft.

“Then I heard howling and gasps coming from the speakers—his friends, hooting and jerking themselves off as they watched. I dropped the juice on the carpet, utterly shocked, and that stain on the floor still reminds me of that day. Here was my boy, his stupid horsecock lodged in his throat and puffing his cheeks out, while his friends watched and cheered him on and masturbated. They were all boys watching, mind you—so it seems that his friends knew about his unearthly size before I even did . . . and his proclivities.

“I took away Remi’s video games after that, before things became a nasty online orgy with my son’s fat cock as the main attraction.”

Evelyn finished and leaned back in the couch, sighing loudly and shaking her head.

Penelope was speechless.

“Wild, huh?” Evelyn asked, unashamedly.

Penelope slowly started to nod. “Erm, yes . . . I, uh. Now I see what you meant when you said the signs were there earlier, Ms. Coolidge. I think I have a lot to think about before our next session.”

Evelyn slowly grinned, her mind returning to the present day. “That you do, hun. My offer still stands, by the way, if you want to meet in secret before our next official meet-up.”

Penelope bowed her head. “How thoughtful,” she murmured. “But with that bombshell, I think it’s time we end the session. There’s too much there to unpack, and we don’t have time for all of it . . . unfortunately . . .”
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Chapter Two


[image: image]








E
 velyn felt lost heading
 back home. She knew she had divulged too much info about her little scandalous predicament to Penelope Dalton, but she couldn’t help it.

At the moment, Penny was her only outlet. The only person she could vent her frustrations to and not feel judged—or at least not too
 judged.

But Evelyn felt lost for another reason entirely. She was noticing the dark path that she was going down, and how much darker it seemed to be getting, day by day. More taboo.

In the past, even when she’d spied on Remi, it had only been as a means to getting off—to relieve stress and to cum. She’d never actually fantasized about doing anything sexual with her son. Her voyeurism was just an addiction, in a way, and she liked keeping the hands-off approach.

But now, as she had told Penny and let the cat out of the bag, she was starting to daydream about things she never thought possible. She was starting to see her son as something else . . . a sexual tool that could conquer her and put her in her place.

It would be one thing if Remi was a stepson or something, but the boy was her flesh and blood. She knew she could never
 act on her depraved thoughts, or even mention them to anyone other than her therapist. Even then, it was sketchy and a bit dangerous: Penelope had sworn to uphold an oath, which meant that domestic abuse or anything along those lines could be reported.

The last thing that Evelyn ever wanted was for the FBI to bang her door down and arrest her in front of her family and neighbors. Or for social services to come and take Remi away from her—even though he was of legal age, he still lived under her roof.

If Penelope thought that Evelyn’s lewd details and ideas plunged beyond that line of domesticity, into actual action, she wouldn’t be against calling up the proper authorities and putting Evelyn in her place in a much
 different way than she wanted.

Evelyn was simply horny all the time. She might’ve been in her early 40s, but she felt like a teenager at times. She wanted sex more now than when she was Remi’s age.

All she ever wanted was for a big hung cock to stretch her open and fill her with that infinite goodness that comes from being railed like a ragdoll and cumming indefinitely. It was the best feeling in the world—one she chased constantly—and it wasn’t a crime to want sex all the time.

It might’ve been taboo in society, but it wasn’t illegal to want to fuck her brains out, or to get her brains fucked out.

The problem was that she was starting to compare her partners to her son. She was beginning to scoff at strong men who were smaller than her overly hung son, comparing their penises to her boy’s. No one could ever compare, she knew.

She was not only a voyeur, but a size queen. And the biggest man in the land lived in her household, under her roof, eating her food, fucking girls in the room right next door to her.

She could hear the squeals of the girls getting their pussies blasted open by Remi’s huge dick—she could see their pleasure-pained faces as their mouths dropped open in pure ecstasy and they gave in to the constant orgasms that Remi was capable of providing.

And that was a dangerous thing—being a voyeur and a size queen with such delectable offerings so close to her at any given moment.

It seemed only natural that Evelyn’s naughty progression would lead her to begin daydreaming about Remi and his absolute unit.

She used to swear off the very thought of having sex with her son, thinking it disgusting and perverted and depraved. And it was. But she couldn’t stop her mind from going to those places . . . imagining the boy’s hulking balls drooped in her mouth, his wide and lengthy cock filling her to the brim and stretching her out wide.

As she pulled up to her driveway, she realized something.

She needed a new outlet. She needed new dick—different from her husband’s meager package, different from the strangers that came to double-team her but always failed to live up to her expectations.

She needed something new and exciting that would take her mind off Remi.

Perhaps my disease, or addiction, or whatever you want to call it . . . can be healed?

Maybe I just need to find the right person to heal me.

* * *
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W
 HEN EVELYN WALKED
 into the house, Remi was already home from school. To her amazement, he didn’t have his fat cock exposed or in his mouth or hands or anything like that, for once.

She had been walking in on him masturbating and blowing himself so often lately that it was becoming more of a surprise when he kept that damn monster in his pants!

Instead, Remi was seated at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal, kicking his legs out as he ate.

Evelyn immediately suspected that there was a reason Remi wasn’t playing with himself right now—which had become so common because he simply needed to drain his huge cum-filled balls more than anyone she’d ever known. It made sense that Remi was constantly horny and always able to get an erection: he was young, virile, healthy (if not a bit too skinny), and he had a constant influx of semen building up inside of him.

But, the reason that the boy had his package firmly packed away, Evelyn deduced, was because his sister was actually home.

Jessica was sitting at the table with Remi, also eating a bowl of cereal.


They actually look like a family,
 Evelyn thought with a smile as she spied from the corner of the room near the front door. She put down her purse and kicked her heels off, then sauntered toward the kitchen.

“Ah, the prodigal child returns,” she said as she approached, drawing the eyes of both children. She had her eyes on Jessica.

The girl couldn’t have been more different than Remi—she was tall and leggy where he was short and thin, and she had large hips and thick thighs like her momma, plus an ass that wouldn’t quit, also like her momma. She was a buxom young woman in her early 20s, and she definitely took after Evelyn more than Remi, whereas the boy took after his father, unfortunately, in every measure except what was swinging between his legs.

In that singular case, Remi took after Evelyn’s side of the family, because she had been scarred as a child into remembering that her own father had a big long cock, just like the boy sitting in front of her with milk dripping down his chin.

“Hi, Mom,” Jessica said flatly, then returned to her cereal. She flicked her dirty blonde hair out of her face—hair the same color as her mother’s—and slurped up some milk from her bowl.

“Long time no see, Jess,” Evelyn said, nonchalantly poking another barb at the girl.

Jessica was much more independent than Remi, it seemed, and she was never at the house for long. In fact, Evelyn couldn’t remember the last time that she and Remi ate food together, even if it was only Cheerios. She hadn’t even seen her two children in the same room
 over the past month, much less at the same table.

“I know, I know,” Jess said after swallowing her food. “I’ve been a bad daughter by not being around or staying in touch, yadda yadda.”

“There’s no need for a ‘yadda yadda,’ Jess. I’ve just been worried about you.”

“Well, you don’t need to be.”

Evelyn smiled and leaned against the kitchen counter. “I can see that. You look good.”

“Uh . . . thanks?” Jess screwed up her eyebrows, as if the compliment was completely unexpected and almost offensive.

“Almost . . . glowing,
 ” Evelyn added.

Jessica’s eyes flashed wider, but it was quick enough that only Evelyn saw it, and only because she was intently observing every reaction coming from her daughter’s face.

“Is that supposed to mean something?” Jess asked, a bit snidely.

Evelyn shrugged. “You tell me.”

“Tell you what?”

“Where’ve you been?”

Jessica sighed. She leaned back from her cereal and crossed her arms underneath her ample tits. “Do we have to do this here, in front of Remi?”

The boy peeked up at his sister with an alien, surprised look, as if he had thought he’d been invisible up until that point. He almost looked like he wished he were invisible.

“Do what? No need to get defensive, hun, I’m just asking simple questions here,” Evelyn said, throwing her arms out wide.

“Your simple questions always have other things attached to them, Mom. Like, hard answers.”

Evelyn cocked her head to the side. She’d never taken her daughter as a philosopher before, and Jess’ words almost made her giggle. “What’s that supposed to mean? What’s so hard about answering, ‘Where’ve you been’? Seems pretty straightforward to me.”

“You wouldn’t understand, Mom.”

“Try me, Jess.”

After a momentary pause, a slow smirk crept up Jess’ beautiful, fair face. She was darker than Remi, but still had a pale sheen that made her look like Sleeping Beauty. Whereas Remi’s paleness had made him a “nerd,” “geek,” “dork,” and every other bad connotation in the book at school, Jess’ paleness was sought after and made her a princess.

It wasn’t fair, Evelyn thought, the double standard that came with the opposite gender’s looks. Short guys always had trouble getting girls, because girls wanted tall guys, Evelyn knew, but short girls never had the same problem.

If you were hot, as a girl, you were hot. It was as simple as that. And you’d be chased and preyed upon like any other hot piece of ass, no matter how hard you fended against it.

Such was the curse of being good looking, and it was a curse that Evelyn and her daughter both lived with.

“I’ve been living with Greg,” Jessica blurted out, a smug expression on her face.

If she was expecting a shocked reaction from Evelyn, she was sorely disappointed. Evelyn gave her nothing—not so much as a flinch.

In fact, Evelyn’s face remained stone-cold, and it was almost off-putting to her daughter.

After a long, awkward pause, Jessica furrowed her brow. “Uh, did you hear me, Mom? Say something.”

“I know,” Evelyn said, shrugging. “I’ve known that for a while. That’s all you got?”

Jessica scoffed, her head lurching back. She appeared as though she’d been struck and wounded. “You did? When did you find out?”

“When I started asking around about your whereabouts, Jess. You are my daughter, after all, and I worry about you. Your friends aren’t as tight-lipped as you might think, honey.”

Jessica’s eyes narrowed. “Dammit, Sylvia. It was Sylvia, huh? That bitch can’t keep a secret if her life depended on it.”

Evelyn smirked. Seeing her daughter’s big reveal backfire and make her flustered had an alarmingly pleasing effect to the mother. There was nothing like catching your offspring unaware, after they thought they were being so sneaky and smart.

Still, Evelyn tried to hide her own growing smugness from showing on her face.

“And what else?” she asked.

“Oh, you want another jaw-dropper?” Jess asked sarcastically.

“Well, I’m guessing there’s a reason you’re living with Greg, and I’m guessing it has more to do than you two getting close.”

“Yeah,” Jess spat, “I’m pregnant.”

Remi’s spoon fell from his hand and clattered on the tabletop. His mouth fell open, milk dripping down his chin like a toddler that didn’t know how to eat.

Evelyn, though, hid the surprise from her face, yet again. She felt a pang of torment rise through her body, but she didn’t play her hand. She kept a blank expression, retaining her stoic visage.

At that, Jessica’s eyes widened. “T-That doesn’t surprise you either? The fuck, Mom?! There’s no way you could’ve known that!”

Evelyn shrugged matter-of-factly. “No, honey, I didn’t. But I did say your skin was positively glowing,
 did I not?”

Remi scoffed. “Yeah, read between the lines, sis. Come on.”

“Shut up, twerp,” Jessica snapped.

Remi’s head slumped, the self-satisfied smirk gone in an instant, and he returned to his cereal. He knew an un-winnable battle when he saw one, and this one between his sister and mom was definitely that.

“Also,” Evelyn added, “it would give you a good reason to be gone so much lately. So, you could say I deduced something along those lines, sweetheart, but yes, I am still very surprised.”

“You don’t look it.”

Evelyn sighed. “Nothing much surprises me anymore.” She almost glanced under the table to see if she could see Remi’s bulge in his shorts, but she tore herself away from that thought.

There was another lull in the conversation. Then Jessica became suddenly timid, as she realized that her secrets were out and her dirty laundry had been aired.

“So . . . you’re not, like, mad?” she asked meekly.

“No, honey,” Evelyn said. She could be stern when she wanted, but she also knew this wasn’t the time for that. There was no doubt in her mind that Jessica was probably freaking out already—she didn’t need her mother piling on.

“I just wonder,” Evelyn continued, “do you have a plan? Are you going to keep it?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“Does your father know?”

“Of course not. I wouldn’t tell him before you, Mom. You know that.”

Evelyn did know that, but she still wanted to hear it from her daughter’s mouth—it made her feel good, knowing that she was more important to her children’s lives than their wealthy, bread-winning father.

She still had a role to play in this family, after all, and it was as the nurturing spirit. That’s why she wasn’t being so hard on Jessica. Plus, she had her own worries, and she was exhausted from her sex therapy session and the untenable thoughts running through her head.

If anything, this conversation with Jess was a welcome relief from the dirty, scandalous thoughts roaming through Evelyn’s brain. She was thankful for the distraction.

“So, then, why are you here?” Evelyn asked softly, not wanting the question to sound like an accusation.

Jessica shrugged. “I needed a break from Greg. He’s gotten clingy. I think he’s going to propose to me.”

“How does that make you feel?”

Jessica tilted her head and screwed up her face. “How does that make me feel?
 The hell, Mom, did you become a psychologist while I’ve been gone?”

Evelyn smiled. You have no idea, Jess.
 “I’m just trying to help, sweetie. Come on.”

Jessica sighed, her body deflating. “I know, I know. I’m just stressed. It’s probably the hormones. I don’t know if I want to marry Greg—I’m still in my early 20s, Mom. I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“Then you might not be ready for a child, either, honey.”

“I know.” Jessica shook her head. Then her face twisted as some type of understanding came to her. “You know,” she said, “you’re being very . . . cordial about all of this, Mom. I don’t know what it is, but I didn’t expect it.”

“I’m just trying to help.”

“Well, thank you. But could we talk about this later? I think I need a nap. I’m exhausted.”

Evelyn’s eyes glanced over to Remi, who was still oblivious and finishing up his cereal. The boy raised the bowl to his face and slurped down the rest of the milk.

“I know the feeling, hun.”

* * *
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A
 FTER JESSICA WENT
 to her room for a nap, Evelyn’s attention turned to her son. The boy’s eyes were big in his head, and he had a cute, innocent expression on his face.

“W-What?” he asked, his face flushing slightly. “Why are you looking at me like that, Mom?”

Evelyn crossed her arms over her chest. “Oh, no reason. Do you have any big plans coming up, sonny?”

Big plans involving that big dick . . .

Remi shrugged. “I guess. I got invited to a pool party-slash-barbecue thing by a friend.”

“Which friend?”

Remi stuttered. “His or her, uh . . . Laney.”

“A new friend?”

“You could say that.”

“Are you going to go?”

“I was going to, but they, uh . . . apparently Laney’s mom invited you, too. There are going to be other adults there, I guess.”

“Oh?” Evelyn said, slightly confused, but also deeply enticed. “That sounds like fun. Do you not want me going?”

Remi scratched the back of his curly head. “I don’t care, Mom. You can go if you want. As long as you don’t butt in . . .”

Evelyn feigned mock innocence. “Me? I wouldn’t dare.”

Remi snorted. “Right . . . You’re a terrible liar, Mom.”

Evelyn grinned. “When’s the party?”

“Tomorrow afternoon.”

“Great. I’ll drive you. Us. I’ll drive us.”

Remi still seemed apprehensive. “O-Okay,” he stammered, “but, uh, Mom . . . just a fair warning. Laney is a bit, uh, different
 than my other friends. Promise you won’t make a big deal over it?”

Evelyn smiled deliciously, her eyes narrowing. Oh, honey, I know how different Laney is. I know how that skinny little girly boy has a fat strong cock stuffed inside those panties. I know how you ate that big dick like a popsicle the other day, sweetie, and how much you enjoyed reaming his tight, pink little asshole with your giant cock, while his long trap dick bounced and smacked on your chest.


I know . . .

“Mom?” Remi said, snapping her from her thoughts.

“Don’t worry, honey,” she said slowly, “I promise I won’t embarrass you . . .”
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Chapter Three
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T
 he pool party ended
 up being a birthday celebration for Laney’s mom, Trisha Haverford. The Haverfords were a wealthy family who lived in the hills in a big, sprawling mansion that reached out over the cliffs of La Jolla and looked out into the brilliant Pacific Ocean.

The next day was a beautiful, sunny Saturday—perfect weather for a pool party and BBQ.

Trisha had told her son to invite as many friends as he wanted, and just as many adults showed up for the free beer and wine and good food.

Despite being different than all his friends, Laney had a strong support network of mostly girls his age. And then there was Remi, of course, his newest lover that Trisha had only recently heard about.

On the car ride over to the Haverford estate, Evelyn learned a few things from her son: first, that Trisha was divorced. When she asked how the family got so wealthy, Remi shrugged.

“I think she’s a real estate agent or something, and she got a lot of money in the divorce from her husband.”

“Any idea why they got divorced?” Evelyn asked, curious as to the state of this new family in her son’s life. She was so used to seeing Remi hooking up with girls for the sheer satisfaction of sex—seeing them as little more than playthings for his amusement; toys that he could use and ream and never talk to again after he punished their poor pussies and got what he wanted.

But it seemed different with Laney, like he actually cared about the femboy.

“Laney told me that his dad used to beat him because of . . . who he is. Or what he is. Whatever. I think his mom found out and divorced and sued him.”

“Oh my God,” Evelyn exclaimed, “that’s awful!”

“I know.”

“That poor baby.”

That poor, hung, sweet baby . . . probably so confused in his own skin.

She honestly felt for the young man or woman—she wasn’t sure how Laney identified in his day-to-day life.

She said, “I know this might sound insensitive, dear, but I’m just trying to learn, I promise.”

“What’s up?” Remi asked.

“How should I . . . refer to Laney? As a boy? A girl?”

“It depends on how they’re feeling that day,” Remi said, nodding. “They’re genderfluid, so some days it’s a ‘he,’ other times it’s ‘she.’ It’s usually ‘he,’ though.”

“I guess we’ll figure it out when we get there, then, huh?”

Remi smiled. “Yep. I’m excited for you to meet him.”

Evelyn returned the smile. Honey, I’ve already met him. I’ve already seen all I need to, Remi.


* * *
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E
 VELYN WALKED BEHIND
 Remi through the mansion, her eyes darting all over the place. There was a large crystal chandelier hanging in the foyer, beautiful bookcases and tapestries against the walls, and priceless paintings that brightened up the place. It was a new, modern house, but with an old-timey feel.

Evelyn would have loved to live in such a house.

They were led by a maid through the house—a quiet, quaint young lady in a white apron who was completely professional. She was also cute as a button and Evelyn kept spying Remi’s eyes glancing up and down the young woman’s body. She could see the disappointment on Remi’s face, that the maid wore a frumpy dress that did nothing for her curves.

Given the opportunity, Evelyn knew that Remi would fuck anything in the house that had a hole where he could stick his cock. He was so damn horny, perpetually.

They made it outside to the backyard, which reached far toward the edge of the cliffside. It was big enough to fit another house onto, with a grassy play area and a cemented pool area with a cabana and BBQ pit underneath it.

People were already gathered, soaking up the sun in their bikinis and board shorts. The men all seemed middle-aged, huddled around the BBQ and swapping war stories, while the moms lingered with white wine in their hands, toasting and laughing to each other.

Swarming around the pool were a handful of beautiful young women—teenagers from Remi’s school, Evelyn assumed—who bounced around gleefully and cannonballed into the pool, splashing each other.

The older men at the BBQ often glanced in their direction, with perverted, lecherous gazes aimed at the girl’s behinds and bouncing tits.

Evelyn nearly scoffed at the sight of so many cute girls parading their assets around. She wasn’t sure if these innocent young ladies knew what they were doing, or if they were trying to turn on the older men, but it was a bit disgusting, in her opinion.

Then again, it wasn’t the girls’ fault that they were so cute, with perfect skin and two-piece bikinis that barely covered their lithe, nubile young bodies.

Remi led Evelyn around the pool, a spattering of water splashing over to lick their feet as another girl jumped in.

Music was playing from an iPhone underneath the cabana, blaring across the yard in all directions and over the cliffs.

The view from the top of the hillside was beautiful and ravishing, of course, and Evelyn was immensely jealous at the people who lived here.

A woman about Evelyn’s age approached the two as they neared the BBQ. A few stares from the men worked their way over to the newcomer—the fresh meat—that was Evelyn.

The woman in front of Evelyn was beautiful—skinny but with a large round ass that seemed disproportionate to the rest of her. She was definitely bottom-heavy, with thick curves down low and small perky tits that bounced in her bikini as she sashayed over to Evelyn. She had a big smile on her pretty face, long strawberry blonde hair that swept past her boobs, and the fine features of someone of Eastern European descent.

“Hi there!” the woman said in a high, happy voice. She moved her wineglass from one hand to the other, then stuck her hand out. “I’m Trish. You must be Remi’s mom?”

Evelyn smiled and shook her hand. “Yes. Evelyn Coolidge, Trish. Nice to meet you.”

“Such a pleasure! Laney has said such nice things about Remi, and I can only imagine that he got it all from you!”

Evelyn’s smile stayed plastered on her face. “That’s too sweet, really.” She wanted to say more—to talk up Trish’s son—but she really didn’t know much about the young man.

“Hey, Trish, where is Laney, anyway?” Remi asked, eyes darting around the yard.

“Oh, he’s somewhere inside getting changed I think, hun. Go ahead and try to find him if you can. Call for Martha if you get lost!” Trisha giggled. She and Evelyn watched as Remi smiled and wandered off back toward the house.

“Wow, he seems eager,” Evelyn muttered, not quite under her breath.

“I think your boy is good for Laney,” Trish said, shrugging. “He seems sweet.” She gestured with her hand to the pool. “And, as you can see, Laney tends to surround himself with girls, so it’s nice to have a male presence in his life.” Her eyes veered to the BBQ pit and she snapped her fingers. “Hey, eyes on your own work, Paul!” she spat, noticing that the guy manning the grill had gotten distracted by a young bouncing booty that flitted across his vision. “Pick those tongs up and flip those burgers!”

The handsome older man saluted Trisha. “Yes, ma’am,” he said, blushing as he returned to the grill.

Trisha swung back to Evelyn. “Anyway, as I was saying . . . it’s been hard for Laney to make friends, as you can imagine.”

Yes, especially friends that you like to fuck wildly while you slam your dicks together. Fuck buddies, really.

“Yeah, I assume it would be,” Evelyn said, scratching her cheek. “Teenagers can be awful.”

“No kidding. Hey, you want some wine?”

Evelyn smiled. “Absolutely.”

I could get used to this . . .

* * *
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I
 NSIDE, REMI ROAMED
 around the mansion. He wore board shorts that really did nothing to hide his bulge, and at one point he walked across an almost-camouflaged maid—Martha—and saw the young lady’s eyes zero in on his mound, then quickly veer to the floor.

He grinned. “Don’t worry,” he said as he passed, “I’m used to the attention.” He winked at the blushing girl and continued on.

He walked up a set of spiraling stairs and found Laney’s room, the door slightly ajar. He pushed it open and smiled at the sight before him: Laney bent over, his big round bubblebutt thrust in Remi’s face as he shifted through a pile of clothes and underwear.

Laney was wearing a bikini, but it was a bit classier than a thong bikini. The backside of the bottom covered almost half of his ass, to Remi’s disappointment.

Remi walked up and put both hands on the boy’s asscheeks, then squeezed.

“Oh!” Laney exclaimed in his girly voice, straightening like a board. He slowly turned around, a horrified look on his face, and then melted when he saw that it was only his lover.

“Remi, you made it!” he said excitedly, and jumped in Remi’s arms.

As he turned, Remi got the first look at the front side of Laney, and his eyes widened.

The bikini was a one-piece that stretched at the bottom near his crotch area. The poor trap’s fat bulge stuck out like a sore thumb, every crease and outline available for the naked eye to see.

It left little to the imagination.

Remi could see how Laney’s long cock snaked around his hips—he didn’t tuck it this time, because that would’ve made his bulge worse—but instead pulled it back against his body to make his groin as flat as possible. His big balls swelled the bottom of his bikini, though, and his trick wasn’t working.

“Holy shit,” Remi muttered, left temporarily speechless.

Laney’s cute face reddened. “I know, it’s too much . . . that’s kind of why I’ve been hiding up here.”

“Hiding? Why? You look amazing.”

Laney’s frown curled upward, slowly at first. It looked like tears were coming to his eyes. “Jeez, you’re so sweet, Remi . . . I could just eat you up.”

Remi leaned forward and kissed the boy on the lips. They stood like that for a moment, and Laney moved his body closer, until his protrusion was pressing against Remi’s.

They both grunted.

Finally, Laney backed away. “N-No, I have guests downstairs. We can’t do this right now. I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. Is there anything I can do to help you? To make you feel more comfortable? This party is as much yours as it is your mom’s, you know.”

Laney rubbed his chin, examining the boy before him. Slowly, his eyes narrowed to slits, and a sly smile splayed on his face. “Actually, I have an idea . . . but you might not like it.”

“Why not?”

“It might be a bit . . . embarrassing.”

Remi shrugged. “I won’t be embarrassed to be with you, Laney. I promise. Just tell me what you want me to do . . .”

* * *
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E
 YES TURNED AS LANEY
 and Remi made their way out from the mansion to the pool yard.

Most of those eyes ended up doing a double take, and then the people were murmuring to each other, giggling and whispering sweet nothings in each other’s ears.

Evelyn felt her own face flushing when she witnessed the sight before her. The sight was a reflection of her, in a way, and she felt incredibly embarrassed, but at the same time she felt a new pride for her son that she hadn’t felt before.

He wouldn’t have done that if he didn’t truly care about this boy . . .

And what he’d done was this: Remington Coolidge had somehow managed to stuff himself into a tight speedo that Laney had left lying around, but hadn’t had use for since he started dressing like a girl.

On Remi, the speedo was the most absurd thing anyone could’ve laid eyes on.

“J-Jesus, what the . . .” one man at the BBQ muttered.

Another said, “Kid’s smuggling a gopher in here, or what?”

That brought a few chuckles and head shakes.

“Eyes on the prize, gentlemen,” Trisha demanded, snapping at them again so they returned to their BBQ. She snuck closer to Evelyn and grabbed the woman’s hand. “My lord, Eve, you didn’t tell me your son was . . . like mine.”

“H-How so?” Evelyn asked, stuttering and feeling like a red-hot tomato.

“Oh, don’t be coy with me, girl.”

The effect was obvious. While Laney wore his bikini and shyly crept in the shadow of Remi, the other boy didn’t mind marching through the grassy yard, onto the cement, while he let the bright sun bask him in glory and warmth.

His massive bulge swayed with his movements, making the entire stuffed package bounce while he walked toward the pool. His body was pale and thin and nearly hairless, it seemed, but between his legs was an absolute mountain that was impossible not to look at.

Evelyn could tell from the swollen outline of the speedo that Remi had tucked his cock into the waistband, which made the whole thing seem even more absurd. His balls weren’t even completely covered, though he didn’t know it—the sides of his wooly mammoth nuts were pinched and creased by the crotch of the speedo, smashing his skin against his thighs.

“He really, uh, fills that speedo out nicely,” Trisha murmured, more to herself than to Evelyn.

Looking out the corner of her eye, Evelyn could see that Trisha was blushing and seemingly awestruck. Ah, girl, so you’re just like me . . . addicted to fat cocks, no matter where they come from.


I think we could become the best of friends . . . us horny older lushes.

Evelyn sipped her wine and shrugged. “I think that’s what Laney really
 likes about my son, Trish.”

“That’s understandable . . . my God.”

“Enough staring, hun. They’re getting close.”

“R-Right,” Trisha said, then turned.

To say that Remi’s bulge was noticeable in the speedo was the understatement of the century. Even though he was short and wiry and lacked much muscle definition, there wasn’t a pair of eyes in the entire yard that didn’t lock on his ridiculous bouncing mound for at least a second or two.

“Hi there, Laney,” Evelyn said as the two approached. The femboy was still utterly timid and flushed, his big gorgeous eyes blinking rapidly. But Remi had a look of utter confidence on his face, and a smug smirk splayed across his face.

Evelyn either wanted to slap that smug smile from his maw, or get on her knees and stick her face in between her son’s lovely sack.

Given the amount of people around, she simply smiled. “Are you two going to get in the pool?”

“Yeah, once everyone stops staring,” Remi said, shaking his head. He put his hands on his hips, drawing even more attention to his jutting crotch, albeit unintentionally.

“Just forget about them and have fun,” Evelyn said, waving him off.

“Right. Thanks, Mom.”

The two youngsters turned to the pool.

As they were walking away, Evelyn saw Remi lean close and overheard him muttering to Laney.

“Jesus, Laney, how is anyone supposed to fit inside such teeny underwear? Or a speedo or whatever? It’s cutting off my circulation!”

To which Laney responded: “Well, hun, not everyone has monstrously fat balls that clang together and a huge heavy dick to stuff in!”

Evelyn snorted to herself. Amen, honey. Amen.
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Chapter Four
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A
 fter an hour or so
 in the pool, things seemed to be dying down. People ate under the cabana, the men watching the young women prance and dance and swim and laugh. The moms shook their heads and eyed each other with knowing looks, as if they were silently plotting their husbands’ doom when they returned home.

At a certain point, Evelyn looked around and noticed her wineglass was empty for the third time. She was feeling a bit tipsy, which meant she was also feeling a bit frisky.

Her eyes narrowed on the pool, the cliffs, and the sun as it was beginning to set on the distant horizon.

That’s when she noticed that Trisha Haverford was nowhere to be seen. Creasing her forehead, she asked the nearest woman, “Have you seen Trish?”

“Hm, no, hadn’t even noticed she’d left. But I’m pretty drunk.” The woman giggled and went back to her conversation with the man next to her.

Evelyn stood up from her seat and walked over to the pool, looking for Laney and Remi. Her eyes searched and searched, but they weren’t around either.

What the hell?

Rather than raise a scene and ask where the two hung kids had gone, Evelyn took it upon herself to figure out where the three people she knew had run off to. She didn’t want to hang around the lecherous men and skimpily-clad women whom she’d never met before, so she headed for the mansion.

Her sarong blew across her bikini bottom in the breeze.

It was going to be a bit of a chilly night.

Martha was standing at the wide doorway, hands clasped in front of her stomach.

“Excuse me, Martha, have you seen Trisha? Or Laney or Remi?”

The woman nodded, her face stoic. “Lady Haverford went upstairs, ma’am. I believe Laney did as well. I’m not sure about your son, however.”

“Thank you. I’ll help myself.”

“Please do.”

Evelyn walked past her and headed for the spiraling staircase. She held onto the railing so she didn’t fumble or fall. She was feeling tipsier than she’d initially thought.

How am I going to drive us home? Shit. I should’ve thought this one through. Maybe I’ll Uber us . . .

She made it to the upstairs hallway, adorned with a beautiful shag carpet made from Turkish materials, and started across it.

She came to the first door on the left, which was slightly ajar, and peeked half of her head in, opening it a little bit more.

Laney was in the room, alone, near his bed. He was shimmying out of his tight one-piece bikini.

Evelyn couldn’t help but stand, awestruck at what she was witnessing, her mind racing a million miles a minute. The booze in her brain was swirling and giving her lewd thoughts.

Laney’s bikini hit the floor around his little feet. His back was turned to Evelyn, but that didn’t matter.

Evelyn could still see the boy’s long cock swing out from its confine, where it had been packed and stuffed all day, the silhouette flopping to dangle between his legs. The youngster’s healthy ballsack came tumbling free too, lowly hanging below his thick bubblebutt.

Evelyn’s eyes bulged. Her mouth dropped open and she forced a hand over it to keep from making a peep.

The young femboy was getting dressed, trying to pick out a pretty gown or skirt to wear that would hopefully impress Remi, no doubt. It looked as though Laney wanted to thank Remi in the best possible way, after he had gone out of his way to put on the speedo and steal the spotlight from the shy trap at the pool.

Evelyn’s eyes perused the young, supple body in front of her, naked as the day he was born. Laney had somehow managed to strike a girlish, feminine figure, despite having the bone structure of a man.

Perhaps he took hormone pills.

It didn’t matter. Evelyn was getting wet, and her sarong was bunching around her crotch.

She bit her bottom lip, then slunk into the room like a shadow, slowly closing the door behind her.

When she shut the door completely, Laney spun around, his hands bunching a dress up against his torso, but leaving his enormous package unguarded.

Evelyn’s eyes had focused between Laney’s legs, and she nearly moaned at seeing the boy’s manly cock helicopter around from the velocity in which he turned. His balls came swinging quickly after, banging against the insides of his thighs and then settling to a slow roll as they dangled like two ripe plums.

“Ms. Coolidge!” Laney exclaimed, voice high and distraught. His face immediately flushed in embarrassment.

“My lord, Laney, I knew you were hiding a big secret . . . but I never expected . . .”

“What are you doing in here?”

“I was looking for your mom, and my son. Know where they are?”

Laney shook his head profusely. He still stood naked, his cock draped down the length of his thigh, at least six inches of flaccid cockmeat dripping down.

Evelyn could only imagine what that thing would look like hard, in person, in front of her face . . .

“I don’t know where they are,” Laney said. “I—I thought they were at the pool still.”

Evelyn shook her head but was momentarily unable to say anything. She gulped, then said, “Nope.”

“Well . . .”

“Come here, Laney. Do you know how cute you are?”

Laney’s eyebrows arched up his forehead. “E-Excuse me? Uh. Remi says the same thing . . .”

“Yeah, I know, before you stick that big thing down his throat, huh?”

“W-Wha—”

“Or before he spreads your asscheeks apart and impales you with his gigantic, girthy cock. Oh, how I remember you squealing the first time he speared you like a shish-kabob.”

A horrified expression came to Laney’s face. “Ms. Coolidge . . . you . . .”

She nodded. “I know all about it, honey. I watched, in secret. It’s what I do. I’m surprised Remi didn’t tell you—”

“He did. But he thought you weren’t home that day . . .”

“He was wrong. He was so, so very wrong, sweetheart.”

Laney gulped. The young trap’s cock was beginning to harden, probably involuntarily, but Evelyn couldn’t be sure. “I . . . I think you should go back downstairs, Ms. Cool—”

“Call me Evelyn, please.”

“Evelyn. Uh, this isn’t very appropriate . . .”

Evelyn took a step forward, wobbling on weak legs.

“See?” Laney said. “You’re drunk. I can tell.”

Evelyn came to stand over the trap, her eyes lowering to meet the poor boy’s big eyes. Laney looked scared. Evelyn towered over him, at least five inches taller than the skinny naked femboy and holding all the power.

Laney shuffled his feet, shifting his weight.

Evelyn reached out without moving her eyes, keeping them locked on Laney’s. With her underhanded grab, she clutched Laney’s fat cock. It was warm and soft in her hand, big and broad like a roll of Pillsbury dough. Her hand worked up and down the smooth shaft, until it thickened and stiffened even more.

“Hnng, E-Evelyn . . . what . . .” Laney chirped.

“Just let it happen, honey,” Evelyn said. “I’ve been needing something fresh . . . something new.”

Laney blinked rapidly. “Remi told me—he told me something like this might happen.”

“And you didn’t believe him.”

“I didn’t want to.”

“Yet here we are.”

Laney nodded. He glanced down, at the sight of his smooth hard cock lifting away from his thighs, to stick straight out as it extended and lengthened. When his eyes turned up to Evelyn again, he had a different expression on his face—not one of embarrassment and shyness, but . . . something darker.

“Yet here we are,” he echoed, his voice lower in his throat.

Evelyn quirked her eyebrows.

Suddenly, Laney pressed forward with his body, getting close enough to Evelyn that he could feel her breath bearing down on his face. 

He slipped his cock between her bare thighs, pushing into the woman’s sarong.

Evelyn gasped. She instinctively closed her legs around the warm shaft brushing against the insides of her warm, fleshy thighs.

Laney started to move his hips, a slow smile building on his luscious lips.

“Oh my, you’re just as eager as my baby boy,” Evelyn murmured, feeling her breath catching in her throat.

Laney’s smile widened. “It’s why we’re so perfect for each other. But I guess he won’t mind . . .”

“Won’t mind?”

Laney reached up with his frail little hands and ripped Evelyn’s bikini top away.

Evelyn’s huge tits spilled out, bouncing to a stop in front of her. The air left her lungs again and she held her breath, tensing her muscles and neck.

“Wouldn’t mind me punishing his mother for being an awful slut,” Laney finished. Then he shoved his head forward and bit down on Evelyn’s left nipple.

She cried out. “Ah! Shit!”

She tried to take a step back, but Laney was latched onto her like a leech. His little hands fondled her tits, squeezing her roughly and playing with her funbags like they were his own. Her tits dwarfed his little palms and fingers.

“God, I’ve always wanted a set of these,” he said under his breath, then went back to sucking on Evelyn’s nipples. He squeezed her tits together, licking and slobbering on her areolas.

Evelyn felt her knees getting weak. And above that, she felt the constant pressure of Laney shoving his cock between her legs, thighfucking her like an eager little rabbit.

It didn’t take long for Laney’s cock to grow to its full length, stuffed in between her lusciously thick thighs.

Evelyn could feel the veins from that smooth shaft and she pressed her legs together even harder, trying to suffocate Laney’s long cock.

Then she felt the topside of his cockshaft brush against the bottom of her bikini, right along her wet slit. Laney’s cockhead nudged her asscrack as it poked out the back of her legs.

Evelyn felt helpless to stop the big-dicked little fairy.

It felt too good, having her tits played with and molded to Laney’s precious fingers. She reached down and unclasped her bikini bottom, letting it fall away as she opened her legs for a second.

Then Laney’s cock was shoved up against her wet pussy again, sliding and gliding along, and she moaned.

Evelyn lifted her head and stared at the white stucco ceiling.

Laney spun around the bigger woman, his smaller frame moving like a spider. Evelyn was momentarily awestruck, unsure what the trap was doing.

All Evelyn knew was that she was naked now, with the exception of her see-through sarong. A second later, that too was flung away.

Her tits were wet with the trap’s warm saliva. Her pussy was soaking and she wanted to feel that cock up against it again.

Laney answered her prayers, coming at her from behind to stick his long dick between her thighs once more. This time, the cockhead poked out between the front of her legs, just under her cunt, until it looked like she was sporting her own massive cock.

“My my,” she said, “I love it when a big-dicked guy just sticks his cock between my legs so I can see what’s about to ruin me . . .”

Laney chuckled. His hands wrapped around Evelyn’s curvy body and grabbed at her tits again. Then they moved to her ass and pushed forward.

Evelyn let herself go, giving in to the bliss. She yipped as her body was forced forward onto the bed. Her tits smooshed against her chest and her face smothered into the bedsheets.

Laney slid his cock over her long asscrack, hotdogging her and moaning to himself. His moans were joined with hers, and even without penetration it seemed like both of them were on the verge of cumming.

“Come on, I want to engulf every inch of your big beautiful cock!” Evelyn shouted.

She heard a thudding sound against the wall in front of her but paid it no attention.

Laney giggled, then said, “Your ass is so gigantic, Evelyn! I can’t wait to have such a big butt!”

“It’s big and flabby . . .”

“Nonsense, it’s perfect!”

Laney spread the taller woman’s butt apart and scooted himself between her strong, sturdy legs. He made cute little sounds in his throat that made Evelyn even wetter. He was clearly preparing for something drastic . . .

God, he’s so adorable, I just want to bend over and tussle his hair. But then he’ll yank me down with a fistful of hair and mush his fat bulge in my face . . .

So good!

“Ahhh!” she screamed as she felt Laney’s bulbous cockhead push into her slippery pussy. The young trap’s cock plunged down her cunt tunnel and inches disappeared inside of her.

She felt every waking inch as it dove deeper into her, and as he started moving she started groaning and wailing. 

“It must be 10 inches long, fuck!” she cried.

“Just about,” Laney said proudly, “but there’s little more than half inside you, Evelyn . . .”

“Stick it deeper! I want to feel you punching my womb with that stupid long donkey dick!”

Laney did as he was told, thrusting his hips vigorously, until his low-hanging balls started smacking against her legs and ass.

“Keep railing me you fairy fucker! You little thick-cocked pixie!”

Laney giggled as he mercilessly fucked Remi’s mother, slapping her butt and drawing red bruises on her sweaty flesh.

It didn’t take long for Evelyn to cum—she’d been ready to explode ever since her meeting with Penelope Dalton the day before. She’d never gotten any release on Friday night, so now she wanted it double-time.

And Laney gave it to her. The smaller twink railed into Evelyn and didn’t care how loud she was.

The thudding from the wall in front of Evelyn continued.

“W-What the fuck is that?!”

“Don’t worry about itttt!” Laney cried. He tensed up, flexing his body as he growled and plunged deeper into Evelyn’s stretched pussy. “I need to discipline you for Remi, so you’re not such a bad lady!”

“Yes! Punish my aching pussy! Fuck me silly, girly boy!”

The loud sloshing coming from Evelyn’s lathered cunt continued. She could feel her pussy leaking fluids onto Laney’s cock and balls, which he sent flinging back at her as his nutsack swung and slapped against her legs.

She was sweaty and dripping and could hardly hold on to her sanity through her inebriation.

Laney grabbed her arms and pulled back, continuing to doggy-style fuck her over the bed. “This is what you get for barging into my room!”

Her body was immobile, skewered by Laney while he held her up, pulling back on her arms. Her fat tits jumped wildly in the air and clapped against one another. “Yes!”

He thrust again, balls slapping. “This is what you get for stealing your son’s boytoy! A big dick lodged inside you!”

“Ahhh! Fuck! Cum inside me, fairy boy! Split me open so I can’t walk straight!”

Laney was so much better than any of the men that Grant brought home to fuck her. Perhaps it was because of his lithe, sweaty body—fair and clean and smooth. Perhaps it was his long cock, which almost put Remi’s to shame (but not quite).

Whatever it was, Evelyn’s initial assessment seemed to be correct: He’s a fantastic stand-in for my boy’s giant cockrocket! Ahhh, I don’t think I’ve ever had such a big tool stuck inside meee!


She came a third time, and at that point she was leaking so badly that she almost didn’t feel Laney’s cock expand inside of her.

Then it exploded from the tip and filled her with hot, gooey cum. Her whole body shook.


Thud—thud—thud—
 came the sound from the wall in front of her.

It sounded like a headboard banging against a wall.

But Evelyn couldn’t pay it any more attention. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as she came the hardest she had in weeks. Her tongue fell out of her mouth like a panting dog.

Laney screamed and jumped on top of her, his light weight being held up by her sturdy hips and legs.

She nearly crumpled under him on weak legs, but maintained her balance.

Laney’s body was pushed onto her big round ass, and he swung his hips even harder, his balls careening to batter against her buttcheeks.

He came again, another spurt that mingled with his first load.

Evelyn thought she would pass out.

But when the thudding continued in earnest in front of her, unseeing, unknowing, she realized she had to find out what was happening in the room next door . . .
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Chapter Five
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E
 velyn heaved, breathing
 raggedly on top of Laney’s bed. Her legs dangled off the edge. She was on her stomach, trying to catch her breath, but it was difficult.

Her body still twitched from intermittent orgasms.

Laney had worked her over quickly, and she could’ve never imagined that such a young lover would be so adept at making her cum her brains out.

It was everything she’d hoped for and more.


I think he’s cured me, the fat-cocked little elf,
 she thought, shaking her sweaty head. She moved the sticky hair out of her face. I don’t think I’ll imagine fucking my son anymore, so long as I have this trap’s monstercock to fill me up every once in a while.


Laney was like a drug, Evelyn realized. She finally understood why Remi liked him so much.

Gay or not, he was a great lover—a giver.

Evelyn just hoped that Remi would share, once he found out what she’d done—and she had no doubt that he’d find out. Laney wouldn’t be able to keep such a secret.

Bang—bang—thud!

“What the fuck!” Evelyn shouted. She rolled onto her back and examined the naked boy in front of her. Laney still hadn’t dressed, and was simply staring at her, arms crossed. His limp cock hung low, still slightly engorged and veiny from the blood rushing through it.

Evelyn couldn’t be sure, but it seemed like he’d be able to get hard and have another go at it in less than five minutes.

Extraordinary.

Laney shrugged. “I dunno, let’s go investigate, eh?”

Evelyn nodded. She jumped up, got a head rush that nearly sat her back down, and wobbled. She found her bikini top and bottoms and put them on quickly, but didn’t bother putting on the sarong. She could feel Laney’s cum dripping out of her pussy and down her legs as she walked. It was gross, but also satisfying in a strange, dirty way. It made her feel like a proper, nasty slut.

“All I know,” Laney said as they left his room, “is that the walls in this house are thick. So, no one probably heard us.”

“Which is probably why we can’t hear voices, either.”

“Right,” Laney said.

Evelyn finally realized that the trap was walking around the halls of his house completely naked. His cock swung wildly between his legs, sounding out little claps and slaps that turned Evelyn on again.

“Do you know whose room that is?” she asked, her eyes following the mesmerizing, bouncing, bubbly booty sashaying in front of her. “Where the noise is coming from?”

“Of course.”

“Whose?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

Evelyn frowned. She didn’t like being kept out of the loop.

They made it down the hallway and turned a corner, Evelyn closely following on Laney’s naked footsteps. Both of their bodies were still sweaty from the exertion of their sudden fucking.

When they came to the door, they heard voices. The room was in a different hall, but the back walls of both rooms were clearly attached.

The voices were loud and boisterous and . . . laughing?

Or maybe crying. Evelyn couldn’t tell.

She took a deep breath, expecting the worst.

Laney opened the door.

Trisha Haverford was on her back on the bed, legs raised to the sky, her knees pushed back until they almost compressed against her little bouncing titties. The young mother was naked, just like Laney.

Standing over her, also on the bed, was Remi Coolidge. His knees were bent, straddling the screaming woman, and his feet were on either side of her overly large ass.

Remi’s gigantic cock was pointed down in an awkward position, and he dipped his hips swiftly and mercilessly. Every time he dipped, his cock sunk deep into Trisha’s impossibly stretched pussy, diving down like a plunger in a clogged toilet.

Trisha’s eyes were closed shut.

Remi had her in a mating press and got his body awfully close to hers. From his position, he could penetrate as deeply as he wanted—he could potentially hurt her with his huge fuckstick, too, because there was no limit to how far down he’d go. He would either stop at her cervix and womb or . . . he wouldn’t.

The way Trisha was screaming, Evelyn and Laney couldn’t be sure that she was writhing in pain or in pleasure.

Perhaps both.

The two new arrivals both gaped at the sight—Evelyn watching her son split open this hot older woman, and Laney watching her mother getting completely reamed by her boyfriend.

It was a complete mirror image of what had just taken place in Laney’s room, and it was so absurd that no one could complain or say a thing.

All Evelyn could do was laugh. It came out like a hysterical sound, so she clapped her hand over her mouth to stop herself from breaking out in a fit of unbridled giggling.

Her son was absolutely destroying this poor woman, and he had the happiest smile on his face while he did it. Their bodies were stuck together like glue. It would’ve taken a hurricane to whisk Remi off the prone body of Trisha Haverford.

It looked like the two of them were connected by Remi’s huge cock—like a rod that kept two currents flowing together.

Remi’s gigantic nutsack also dipped with his body and smacked against her flesh. He fucked her so hard that the whole bed shook, which shook the headboard against the wall, and that was where the thudding sound had been coming from.

“My God, Mom!” Laney exclaimed, his cock betraying him and growing hard at the sight. It still dripped with excess cum. “Remiiii!”

Remi glanced over his shoulder, then grimaced. He buckled again, dipping his body down onto Trisha’s.

“You’re gonna get my mom pregnant if you fuck her like that!” Laney cried.

“Hnnnng!” Remi replied unintelligibly. His body was sweaty and slick. For the first time, he noticed who was standing next to Laney—his own mother. Despite her standing right there—or maybe because of it—he pushed himself a bit harder, bucking his hips more viciously, making Trisha cry out louder.

And, also, he noticed that Laney was obviously nude, while Evelyn wore her bikini but without the sarong. The shiny, slick cum-smears that dripped down her leg were obvious to see.

“Laney, y-you fucked my mom?!” he asked aloud, but it only made his cock harder at mentioning it.

“You’re fucking mine as we speak!” Laney shouted in his high-pitched, whiny voice.

It was comical. Morbid, but comical.

Evelyn burst out laughing again. She couldn’t hold it in anymore. It was hot to watch her son ruin this fair lady—the woman whose house they’d been invited to. But it was insanity to think that they were both doing the same thing, rooms apart, walls knocking together.

Evelyn had been getting a taste of Trisha’s son’s fat cock, while Trisha was getting a taste of Evelyn’s son’s fat cock.

Yes, we’ll definitely be good friends, me and Trisha . . . especially if I get another crack at her hung little pixie boy. 

Like Laney and Evelyn, Trisha was taller and leggier than Remi. He was the smallest but the biggest guy in the room at the same time. His cock was absurdly engorged as it struck down into Trisha’s widened pussy like someone fracking oil into the bare earth.

I guess there’s just something incredibly hot about a little guy with a huge cock pounding a bigger girl silly. Incredible.

“Fuuuck!” Trisha cried, eyes still shut. “Laneyyy, I’m sorryyy honeyyyy!” she wailed like a valley girl as Remi fucked her. “It’s my fault! I chased him up here and cornered him!”

“Remi’s mom did the same thing to me!” Laney exclaimed. His cock was rock-hard now. “Should I come split his asshole open for using you like that, momma?” He ran both of his hands over his thick, swollen cock.

“J-Just punish Remi’s mom like he’s punishing me, sweetie!” Trisha cried. By the way she slurred her words, it was obvious that she was either cock-drunk, alcohol-drunk, or both.

Remi reached down and grabbed hold of Trisha’s thin arms. He sat over her like a frog, plunging his cock into her over and over, until the sloppy sounds coming from her cunt sounded like the splashing of someone doing a cannonball in the pool.

And, so it was, that the two big-dicked youngsters fucked their lovers’ respective mothers, at the same time, without the other knowing.

It was something that Evelyn couldn’t have made up. None of them could have. It was their horny, natural inclination to fuck . . . and they’d chosen their partners by doing the only thing they knew how—picking the biggest cock in the bunch and sitting on it.

Meanwhile, the partygoers were downstairs enjoying themselves at the pool, completely oblivious to the harsh, lewd shenanigans happening upstairs in the mansion between the birthday-girl-hostess and her son.

“W-What a big fucking birthday giiift!” Trisha wailed, her head bouncing up and down on the bed. 

Evelyn tore her bikini bottoms off and bent over a table, presenting her giant round ass for Laney. She didn’t want to see Remi get his asshole torn open and bleed all over the place, not while he was enjoying fucking Trisha Haverford so much.

So, she sacrificed herself for her son’s sake.

“Hey there, tree trunk dick, stick that elephant cock up my pussy and stretch me out some more, why don’t you?” she said, then alluringly shook her ass in Laney’s face.

The trap didn’t need any more coaxing. He tore his eyes away from his dominated mother and slid over to Evelyn, so he could fuck her while Remi fucked and came inside his mom.

They all seemed to be linked and came at nearly the same time. Remi’s load shot deep into Trisha’s pussy and bloated her tummy with its volume. She wrapped her legs around the young man, pulling him closer, and took it in stride, her whole body writhing like a seizure patient.

They screamed each other’s ears off while fucking like silly rabbits. Their libidos were impossible to keep in check.

Even Martha the maid watched from the shadows for a while—like she had so many times before—and fingered herself under her apron as she watched Lady Haverford get her just desserts. She’d never seen the older, stingy woman getting so thoroughly dominated, especially by a man so young.

It was a ridiculous taboo orgy, but Evelyn wouldn’t have had it any other way. At least it wasn’t incestuous . . .

Though Evelyn knew she’d have to talk with Penelope Dalton about the technicalities of that statement . . .
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“S
 o, you said you had
 a lewd, shocking dream about your son, Remington, the other night?” Penelope Dalton asked Evelyn Coolidge. The sex therapist leaned back in her seat, ready to take notes on the undoubtedly disgusting incident in her notebook.

Evelyn nodded. She was feeling a bit apprehensive and shy, which was very odd for her. It was probably because her sexual dreams involving her son were becoming more frequent and more lurid in detail. They were outlining a very troubling pattern that she couldn’t seem to shake—that she didn’t even seem to want to shake.

“And would you explain this dream to me, Eve? Perhaps it will enlighten us to your state of mind involving Remi.”

Evelyn ran a hand through her dirty blonde hair, flipping the messy mass to her left shoulder. She melded back into the couch to get comfortable, leaning so far back that it seemed she would get engulfed by the couch cushions. She wanted to disappear.

Her face was pink when she spoke, but it was clearly turning redder the longer she went on.

“And I’m guessing you want the dramatic details, doc?” she meekly said.

“That would be fine.”

Yes, fine for you . . . probably so you can detail your own torrid sexcapade with my boy, you hot little slut.

“Okay, well, it was morning . . . in the dream, I mean.” Evelyn looked up to see Penny writing in her notebook. She turned her gaze back to the glass table in front of her and ignored the scrawling sounds of the therapist’s pen on paper.

“I walked into Remi’s room to wake him for school. He was sleeping facedown on the bed, on his stomach, arms tucked above his head under the pillow. He wore a T-shirt and the covers were hiked up to his midsection.

“Without saying anything, I walked over to him and pulled the covers down. His skinny legs were splayed apart and he wasn’t wearing any pajama bottoms or underwear, as usual. I was startled but not surprised.

“Then I noticed what was keeping his legs spread apart—his big heavy balls were pushing against his inner thighs, forcing his legs apart so he didn’t crush himself. They hung low between his legs, resting beneath his small butt. His meaty cock was also sticking out from between his legs, folded upside down by the way he slept on his stomach. It was long and thick and leaking precum on his comforter, but it wasn’t yet hard.”

Evelyn paused and leaned forward, taking a sip of water from a glass on the table. She wiped a bead of sweat from her upper lip, then plopped back into the indentation of her body on the couch. Penelope was just finishing her furious writing when Evelyn began again.

“With my eyes wide, I crawled onto the bed—I’m not sure what I was thinking in the dream, or doing, but that slithering cock-tail and spooled-out scrotum called to me. I came up underneath him and cupped one of his big juicy balls in either hand, fondling and lightly squeezing them. Remi’s testicles were as big as my palms, if not bigger, like he was an oversized bull. They were smooth and slightly damp and smelled incredible. I don’t know how I remember that, I just do . . .

“After playing with his giant nuts for a bit, I dipped my head forward and ran my tongue along the underside of his exposed cock, all the way from the bulbous cockhead, down the thick shaft, up to the base where I still held his balls in my hands. Even soft, his cock was longer than my head. I distinctly remember that.”

Evelyn shivered, recalling the insatiable situation in her dream. She crossed one leg over the other, hiding the wetness she was feeling—hiding it from Penelope and from herself—as she told her story.

“I heard him murmur then—a cute little sound. He smacked his lips together a few times and squirmed in the bed, but I had a strong hold on his balls. I continued to lick him, from the broad base of his shaft, up to the crease between his ballsack I held. He tasted tangy and sweet. I darted my tongue around his scrotum, licking rapidly and plopping his balls back and forth in my hand. His legs were moving now and his cock was growing, even as it sat underneath his body.

“His cock extended down past his thighs, toward his knees, as it stiffened. My eyes widened even more—my little boy was so fucking huge. I almost couldn’t handle it. His ballsack was wet with my saliva, and the smooth dark underside of his cock was growing veinier. It grew thicker as it engorged—not just longer. Before long, it was thicker than my wrists, then it was as wide as his own skinny biceps. Remi never had much muscle definition because he didn’t work out, but he more than made up for it by the mammoth love muscle between his legs.”

Evelyn bit her bottom lip and shook her head. She took another sip of water.

“What’s wrong?” Penelope asked, her one completely professional.

Evelyn couldn’t imagine that this wasn’t turning the therapist on—in the past, it clearly had. Has she really gained control of her horny emotions that much since our last session? Impossible.


“N-Nothing,” Evelyn said, feeling squeamish. “Should I continue? It gets worse.” Or better, depending on how you look at it.


“Whenever you’re ready, please.”

Evelyn nodded and took a deep breath, preparing herself. “Remi started to groan in his sleep—the poor boy was being tortured by having his cock growing in such an awkward way underneath him. It must’ve been incredibly painful, but thankfully this was just a dream . . . remember.”

“Right.” Penelope raised an eyebrow, as if for the first time questioning whether this was actually a dream or if it really happened in real life. Obviously, if it had, this would be appalling and Penny would be obligated to report the incest to the proper authorities. But for now, she just listened, trying to hone in on clues that Evelyn might be saying whether she knew it or not.

“Anyway,” Evelyn continued, “as he became more aroused and bigger, his heavy balls tightened in my hand. His sack wasn’t as stretchy any longer—the testicles contracted together, into a giant ball that was as big as either one of his little buttcheeks. It was alarming.

“At that moment, I noticed his pale little butt for the first time—how cute and supple and small it was compared to the other side of his genitals. So, I let go of his balls, letting them bounce off the underside of his hard shaft, then stuck my head in between his asscheeks. I spread his cheeks apart and licked his asscrack, then punched my tongue into his asshole and started probing his anus. As I gingerly tongued his butthole, Remi groaned more in his sleep and started wiggling his butt in my face. It was pretty cute. He tasted sweet still, and I couldn’t believe I was tongue-punching my own boy’s asshole!

“I moved my hands under his thighs—under the front of them—and started to lift them. Without much resistance, Remi propped his legs up, lifting his bottom half by his knees. As he did, his cock swung out from underneath him like the pendulum on a grandfather’s clock. It dragged along the carpenter, leaving a snail-trail of precum in its wake. His heavy balls were propped low against his dangling cock, still smooshed against his thighs.

“While I ate Remi’s ass out, rimming his butthole and sticking my nose deeper in his crack, I took a whiff and then grabbed hold of his big meaty clankers again, feeling the weight of each testicle in my hands—like I was balancing or measuring them.

“I pried his asscheeks apart even more and dove deeper in there—I couldn’t get enough of tossing his salad I guess. Thank God it was just a dream. When I’d had enough of playing with his plump nuts, I moved on to his massive cock. It was just hanging there between with bent legs, jutting out like a tail that reached his knees. I gripped his shaft with both hands and started working that monstercock. I stroked him up and down, until his groans and moans were turning louder and more earnest.

“His cock seemed to grow even more in my hands—I couldn’t even reach all the way around the middle of his shaft, and his cockhead bulged and became a shiny red helmet that glistened with precum. That’s when the dream took an even darker turn—”

“Darker than licking your son’s rectum and masturbating his cock for him?” Penelope exclaimed, another eyebrow raised.

Evelyn gulped and slowly, meekly nodded. She twiddled her thumbs on her lap, fidgeting nervously, then said, “In my dream, my daughter, Jess, burst into the room after hearing Remi’s moans. She screamed at seeing her mother with her face shoved into her brother’s ass, milking his big long cock.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“I know. It was bad. Remi started rhythmically moving his hips, wagging his ass in my face, bouncing my nose off his butthole. Jess came running over and pushed me aside, as if his swinging ballsack had mesmerized her. She opened her mouth and licked his nutsack, taking each testicle on her wet tongue one at a time—that’s all she could fit in her little maw.

“I stared in horror as she took over my milking duties, jerking Remi off from behind and gargling his nutsack. With a hand over my mouth, I was awestruck and couldn’t move. My two kids were lewdly playing with each other. I knew I had to stop it, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it—they both seemed to be enjoying it so much.

“Remi was asleep—a dream inside of a dream. It was like a horny, over-the-top Inception.
 I eventually got a hold of myself and shoved Jess away just like she had done to me. Now, we were fighting over Remi’s oversized anaconda and low-hangers, but my boy chose me. I think he was awake at this point in the dream, but everything was moving so fast I couldn’t be sure.

“I put myself on my back and lowered my head under him, so his knobby cockhead dragged over my face and leaked precum all across my forehead and nose and cheeks. Then Remi dipped his hips and everything went black as he put his soft heavy nuts on my face and over my eyes. I truly felt underneath him and totally submissive then, like a common slut who was being put in her place. I hadn’t felt that way in a long time . . .

“I remember Jess yelling at me angrily, trying to get Remi to move on to her, but he loved his mom too much. He wanted to either smother my face with his nuts for all of eternity or he wanted me to deepthroat his gargantuan cock until my throat bulged. Truthfully, that’s what I wanted, and I finally knew how all these other girls felt.”

“What do you mean by that, Eve?” Penelope asked, interjecting and snapping Evelyn from her constant, horny babbling. “That you finally knew how these other girls felt?”

With a flushed face, Evelyn said, “Well, I always wondered how he found these girls he brings home and bangs. They’re lining up to get a chance to lick his big bouncy sack and heavy cock—believe me, I’ve seen it. He loves smothering people with his oversized nuts, and even the apprehensive girls, they all end up slurping and gargling his balls and loving it. I’m convinced that he just goes around sitting his huge droopy sack on everyone’s faces, and whoever takes it the best goes home with him.”

Penelope snorted, unable to contain her laughter or astonishment. “You can’t be serious, Eve. You actually think that? Isn’t that a bit . . . outlandish?”

Evelyn shrugged. “You laugh now, Penny. But if my boy was here right now and he whipped out his giant cock and slammed it on this glass table, you’d be drooling. I guarantee it. No matter how professional you might act, you’d want to stuff that elephant trunk in your tight little twat and feel it stretch out your insides.”

“P-Please don’t tell me how I would think in that situation, Ms. Coolidge, that’s gross,” Penelope said, shaking her head. She spoke in one way, but her face was slightly flushed and Evelyn knew she’d gotten to the therapist. There had to have been at least a kernel of truth to her statement, to elicit such a reaction.

“Anyway,” Penelope added, “let’s stop talking about me and continue with your story, shall we?”

Evelyn jokingly frowned. “You’re no fun, doc.”

“So you’ve told me, Eve.”

With a sigh, Evelyn embarked on her obscene story once more. “There’s not much more to say. I woke up pretty quickly after everything went black from my boy’s wooly mammoth nutsack planting on my eyes and face. He did end up pushing his dick down my throat, and it immediately clogged my windpipe and I started choking.

“He laughed gleefully, like a child, as he wound up and started thrusting his cock into my mouth, skullfucking me while his big nuts pulverized my tender face. My eyes were open at that time, but I was only getting a momentary view of his balls rising up on the backswing before they came slamming down on my face and nose, plopping loudly. My throat bulged from his cock lodging itself in my gullet, and I was asphyxiating.”

Evelyn shrugged. “Before I passed out in the dream, I woke up with a start. I was covered in sweat. The sheets around my legs and pussy were slick with my fluids. I took a shower and forgot about the dream for a bit, and it wasn’t until I stepped into this session today that it started to come back to me.”

“I wonder what it is about our sessions that recalls such vivid details of your dreams and inner thoughts regarding your son?” Penelope asked, putting her notebook aside on the table next to her. “After all, that was the most detailed explanation of one of your lewd acts you’ve ever given me, Evelyn.”

“I don’t know, doc,” Evelyn said, narrowing her eyes and smirking. “Maybe it’s because you’re so fine that you bring out these dark images in me—because I want to see you in the same positions that I find myself in.”

Penelope’s face reddened. “P-Please, Eve, that’s not appropriate.”

“I know, Penny, but you know I’m not an appropriate person. You should’ve learned that by now. I also know that my stories turn you on, whether you want to admit it or not.”

Penelope said nothing, opening her mouth but then deciding to just shake her head. She looked down at the floor, finding something interesting to take her attention away from the jibing Ms. Coolidge.

“One of these days,” Evelyn continued, “I’m going to have you squirming in that seat, unable to contain yourself. You’re going to spread your legs for me and part those pussy lips—”

“Okay, okay!” Penelope shouted, losing her cool for the first time that Evelyn had ever seen. She waved her hands in front of her face. “Jesus, that’s enough! You’re out of line, Evelyn.”

Evelyn simply shrugged.

Her voice calming, Penelope said, “What about your husband or daughter—have you told either of them about this dream?”

Evelyn’s face screwed up. “Why in the absolute fuck would I do that?”

“I don’t know. Why do you do anything you do?”

Slitting her eyes again, Evelyn realized what Penelope was getting at—this was simple a diversion, trying to change the topic. It was an obvious deflection.

But Evelyn didn’t mind. She’d talked about Remi for long enough, and wanted to move onto something else, if only to get the addictive thoughts about her son out of her mind.

Whatever happened to simple, fun voyeurism? Why am I like this?

She was starting to think that this sex therapy wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. It didn’t seem to be changing her. If anything, she looked forward to unloading her salacious, X-rated stories on Penelope Dalton every week.


Are these sessions making me . . .
 worse somehow? God forbid. It is true that I’ve never had as obscene thoughts about Remi as I started to have after first coming here . . .


“Did you hear me, Eve? We’re out of time. We’ll have to unpack that absurd dream next time you come in.”

“If there is a next time . . .” Evelyn murmured.

“Pardon me?”

Evelyn shrugged. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe this therapy isn’t working out after all. It doesn’t seem like I’m getting any better, does it? If anything, it seems I’m getting . . . worse.”

“That’s not true,” Penelope promised. “You’re just a bit lost, Eve, and you’re trying to unpack all of these dark thoughts for the first time. It’s completely natural for you to feel this way. I think we’re making progress.”


Yes,
 Evelyn thought as she stood from the sweaty couch. Progress toward getting dominated and fucked silly by my son, perhaps.
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Chapter Two
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A
 s if Evelyn Coolidge
 wasn’t already feeling confused and troubled enough by her thoughts regarding her son, when she came home from her sex therapy session, she found Remi lazing around on the couch, watching TV in the living room. It was the first thing she laid eyes on when she walked into the house.

The problem was, Remi had his knees drawn up to his chest, his feet resting on the edge of the couch cushion, and his cock was out. The massive member protruded out from between his knees, curving and jutting up like a genetically modified banana.

It was as hard as a rock and Remi’s dainty little hands caressed the wide shaft like he was feeling for sand dollars on the ocean floor. The boy’s overgrown nutsack was spooled out in front of him, the saggy scrotum dangling a few inches off the edge of the couch. His enormously heavy balls were so cum-filled and weighty that they sunk almost halfway down the front of the couch, like two avocados tugging on the rest of his small body.

Evelyn immediately recoiled at the sight. Remi was staring at the TV with a glazed look in his eyes, the blue reflection of the screen playing shadows on his face. He was nonchalantly jerking himself off, naked from the waist down.

It looked absolutely obscene seeing him sitting there like that, massaging his giant dick as it speared through his knees.

“Jesus fuck, Remi!” Evelyn shouted from the doorway, both of her hands going to slap against her mouth.

Remi’s half-lidded eyes shot over to her. He sucked a bit of drool from the corner of his mouth and looked like a total horny zombie, his face slack. His eyes bulged a bit at the sight of his mother in the doorway, but then they quickly settled back into self-indulgent relaxation.

“Oh, hi mom,” he said matter-of-factly. His hands squeezed his cockshaft, pinching the skin in between his fingers.

Evelyn had to force herself to tear her eyes away from the god-awful, incredibly lewd scene playing out on her living room couch.

The boy was alone, and had obviously thought he had the house to himself for a little while. Seeing how heavy and bloated his hanging nuts were, she didn’t fault him for wanting to choke his chicken and relieve some tension, but couldn’t he have done it in his room?

Remi was getting more and more brazen with his actions. Ever since he’d fucked that girl over the dinner table and blown his load all over the plates of spaghetti Evelyn had made—fucked Megan right in front of his mother—he strutted around the house like he owned the place.

His father couldn’t stop him because Grant was scared to even try. Although he was the breadwinner of the house, and he was taller and stronger than his son, Grant wasn’t nearly as hung as his young son. Remi put him to shame. And besides, Grant loved humiliation and getting cucked—he practically lived for it—so it made sense that he wouldn’t want to have anything to do with trying to stop Remi from swinging his knee-slapper while he marched through the house.

But the boy clearly needed some discipline. And he wasn’t going to get it from Grant, his father, or Jess, his sister, who was hardly ever home. Besides, how could Jess do anything? The reason
 she was never home was because she didn’t approve of Remi’s lax attitude toward showing his gargantuan cock to everyone, and she didn’t approve of Evelyn and Grant’s lifestyle of cuckolding, gangbanging, and swinging.

Jess was easily the most normal person in the household, and Evelyn envied her beautiful daughter for that.

Together, the four of them had a very fucked up familial relationship, Evelyn realized.

“You can’t just keep doing this, Remi,” Evelyn snapped, flabbergasted that her son would continue to masturbate directly in front of his mother. Yes, definitely more brazen. He needs to be taught a lesson, just like I teach Grant a lesson all the time . . .


But what would that lesson be? The lesson I teach Grant is that I’m a size queen, he’s inadequate and can’t satiate my constant desire for huge dicks in my cunt.

Grant gets turned on at seeing my pussy stretched open and my throat bulging from hefty cockmeat.

How can I teach Remi a lesson when he’s the exact thing I’m always on the prowl for? He’s that forbidden fruit—the hung stallion I can never have because he’s part of me, borne from my blood.

“What’s wrong, mom?” Remi asked. He looked oblivious to the fact that Evelyn’s face was red with embarrassment at watching her son jerk off on the couch.

“You need to put that nasty thing away when you’re around me, son. I know you’re constantly horny, and I see why . . . but this is just too much.” Evelyn tried to sound as cordial and calm as possible, but she was growing incredibly wet beneath her business skirt. “What if it was your father who had walked in, instead of me?”

Remi shrugged. “Then he’d get super embarrassed, just like you, except for a different reason.”

Evelyn frowned. “And what reason would that be?”

“Because I outclass him in every way. He can’t stop me, mom, and neither can you. You’re embarrassed because you want what you can’t have”—he wagged his hard cock in the air, grabbing it from the base—“but dad would just be ashamed because I’m so much bigger than him.”

Evelyn’s eyes widened. She’d never known that her son had realized so much—the truth, really, of the situation. It shocked her to the core. She shook her head, trying to hide her surprise, and stormed past the couch while Remi continued to play with himself.

“You’re impossible, Remi,” she muttered as she marched by, heading down the hallway to her room.

She heard the boy’s chuckle echo in the distance as she disappeared into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her.

She began by peeling off her sticky business skirt and throwing it aside, then letting her fat tits fall out of her bra and shirt. She was naked within a minute and felt liberated.

She looked at herself in the full-length mirror near her bed, at her big sagging tits that naturally pressed together, and her wide hips and fat ass that boomed out behind her.

She was getting older, but still had the figure of a much younger, healthier woman. She always wore a bit of makeup to look younger than her 40-something years, but she usually didn’t need it.

Many people believe that she and Jessica were sisters when they arrived together at places—or at least they lied and said nice things like that.

Evelyn hopped onto her bed and spread her legs in front of the mirror, watching as her wet pussy lips opened up in the reflection. She groaned and slid her fingers inside her cunt, working her vagina in circles with the middle and ring fingers of her left hand. With her right hand, she nudged her clit, and it only too a few moments for her to feel a massive orgasm building up.

She’d been holding in her horny feelings since the beginning of sex therapy, and it had become almost unbearable when she walked in on Remi gripping his fat cock in both hands.

She couldn’t hold on any longer. She leaned her head back into a pillow and stared up at the ceiling. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as an orgasm washed over her and took control of her body. It spasmed through her, making her feet jolt and her toes curl.

Her legs trembled, the flabby skin of her thighs wobbling in the air. She lifted her feet higher, until her toes were pointed toward the ceiling.

She was still much more limber than most 40-year-olds, and could almost reach her legs behind her head. It was a great position to be in when she was getting skewered by a massive cock, so she could watch it do its damage to her poor pussy, but at the moment she was on her own.

She debated reaching into her nightstand for a dildo or vibrator, but quickly noticed that she didn’t need it.

The fingers of her left hand were already drenched in sticky sweetness, down to the second knuckle.

After the first orgasm, a rush of liquids left her body and seeped down her asscrack, until it soiled the bed in dark splotches.

She continued to feel herself, sending intermittent jolts of electricity through her body as the orgasmic aftershocks racked her entire being.

She bent her legs at the knees and brought them to her big tits, until her hard nipples were pressed against her kneecaps. She was in a position that made her look like a turtle: on her back, forearms arm-barred across the bottoms of her thighs, pushing her legs into her torso while she rummaged around with her wet fingers inside her soaking pussy.

Another few minutes of fingering herself brought her to another climax. She yelled out loud this time, barking in surprise as the incredibly good feeling washed over her.

It was nighttime and her son would need food soon. He could obviously feed himself by heating up some ramen noodles or something, but she liked to pamper him, no matter how much he tortured her. At least then she could get him to stop thinking about his cock for a few minutes, while he ate.

Who knows what he would do if it was up to him to fend for himself and make food—he’d probably saunter around the kitchen with his huge hanging cock slapping against his thighs, his puffy ballsack swinging and pelting his legs . . .

“Ugggh fuck!” Evelyn cried out. Her body writhed as another small orgasm tore into her. The thought of her son wandering around the house, pantsless, dick swinging, was too much for her.

She’d cum three times in about three minutes—it must’ve been a new record for her.

Then she heard the front door of the house creak open and a squeal of shock followed shortly after.

Eyes bulging, she jumped from the bed and threw on a robe, covering her slick, wet body to go investigate what had happened in the living room.

When she entered the hallway, she muttered, “Oh, no,” to herself at the sight she saw.

Jessica stood in the doorway in utter disbelief—almost the exact same expression on her face that Evelyn had had when she had walked through the doorway and her eyes had fallen on Remi and the couch.

But Jessica was more innocent than her mother. She wasn’t used to walking in on her younger brother pleasuring himself right in front of her. Yes, she had heard him fucking people on multiple occasions in his room—the shouts and cries of pain and delight had echoed through the halls of the house on many occasions.

But she probably hadn’t seen the boy’s oversized cock in quite a while.

Jess said as much, thrusting a finger in Remi’s direction as she yelled at him. “Goddammit, Remi! I don’t want to see your big fat stupid dick all the time!”

The boy merely chuckled.

Evelyn was still out of sight from the both of them, hidden in the shadows down the hall. Jesus, what a dysfunctional family dynamic we have . . .


“And why is that, Jess? Because it makes you wet?”

“You’re so gross, fuckhead! What if Greg was with me?!” Jess screamed. Her face was red with fury—or embarrassment, or both.

From Evelyn’s angle, she couldn’t see Remi—she could only see the back of the couch and the top of his head poking out—but she could see the flabbergasted, confused expression on Jessica’s face. Her fair hair flowed down her shoulders and waved around wildly as she shook her head. She seemed to be shaking, she was so angry.

Or horny . . . like me. Like mother like daughter.

“If you don’t want to see it all the time, then why don’t you get over here and help me relieve some stress?” Remi quipped.

Evelyn gasped, her eyes widening. She stormed down the hall.

“Eww!” Jess exclaimed, both hands holding her head in surprise, as if trying to cover her ears from the blasphemous, taboo sentence that Remi had just uttered. “I’m your freaking sister, for Christ’s sake!”

Evelyn saw her son shrug his shoulders, his head bobbing up and down.

“You’re just another sack of pretty meat, sis—”

“Remington Coolidge, that’s enough!” Evelyn screeched as she reached the living room. She waved her hands frantically in the air, giving Jessica the motion to escape.

Jess didn’t need to be told twice. She ran down the hall, past her mother, tears nearly welling in her eyes.

“How dare you talk to your sister that way, Remi!”

“W-What?” Remi said, his cock growing softer in his hands. It was still hard and utterly large, but not at its maximum capacity. Clearly, he didn’t like getting yelled at like Grant did. Maybe he wouldn’t become a cucked little clown like his father, after all—God knew he didn’t approve of his father being so weak-willed.

“What’d I do?” Remi asked, feigning innocence.

“You can’t just talk like that, boy! Go to your room! You’re grounded!”

Remi crossed his arms over his chest. His cock was now at half-mast, no longer a curved right angle, but rather in the shape of a protractor—jutting outward at about a 45-degree angle.

“Fine,” Remi said, surprising Evelyn. “I’ll let you ground me, but I have friends coming over.”

“W-What, at this hour?”

Remi nodded firmly.

“Who do you think is coming over, your little femboy friend?”

“You mean the same trappy twink who skewered you full of meaty cock and left you a wailing mess at Trisha Haverford’s house? No, it’s not Laney.”

Evelyn blushed like a tomato. She had no defense for that—she had come onto the well hung trap and let the skinny femboy fill her and fuck her silly, it was true. At the same time, at the same pool party, Remi had been in the room across the way, their walls and headboards connected, fucking Laney’s
 mom, Trisha, like a common slut. He had mating pressed her and plunged more than half of his footlong Subway dick down her cunt tunnel.

It had been one of the nastiest, more absurd sexual events of Evelyn’s life—getting dominated by a trap while her horse-cocked son dominated the trap’s mom in the other room.

“Who is it, then?” Evelyn asked. She had almost forgotten that she’d just grounded Remi. She wished Grant was here at the moment, because he could at least enforce her ruling.

“Tyson and his girlfriend. We’re going to watch a movie, but if I’m grounded . . . I guess we’ll have to watch it in my room.”

“Fine. But you aren’t leaving your room, dammit.”

“Fine. For how long?”

“At least the night. Until Jess leaves again.”

Remi scoffed. “That shouldn’t take long at all. She’s always running away.”

“Running away from you
 and your constant horniness!”

Remi’s head lurched back against the couch, as if he’d been wounded. He was fully soft now, his long cock draped over his feet and drooping down the edge of the couch. Somehow, he looked stricken at his mother’s words—he didn’t like to be called out for being the problem in the family, it seemed.

Evelyn immediately regretted her outburst.

Remi stood up and stormed past her, cock flailing wildly as he melodramatically walked past her.

“W-Wait, Remi, I didn’t mean . . .”

“No, you’re right,” Remi muttered, well on his way down the hallway. “I’m a freak of nature and a fuckhead. I won’t bother you anymore, mom . . .”

Evelyn frowned. “Remi . . .”

Then a cold look came onto the boy’s face as he spun around at the end of the hall. “Though you should probably spray your room with some Fabreze, mom. It reeks like heavy sex in your room, and it’s wafting down the hallway.”
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Chapter Three
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J
 ess and Evelyn were
 in their respective rooms when Tyson and his girlfriend, Mary, showed up. Tyson had been one of Remi’s best friends since they were kids. They had played soccer together when they were young, and were present at each other’s birthday parties for many consecutive years in a row.

As puberty struck, Tyson grew in height, while Remi didn’t. Of course, Remi grew in other places, which were a mystery to Ty. But Ty kept playing soccer on the high school team, became somewhat of a big shot, while Remi wallowed in obscurity.

Until Remi was pantsed one day by the football quarterback, and his giant cock came flopping out and everyone stood their dumbstruck. The quarterback quickly realized his mistake—he had inadvertently turned everyone on to a secret that Remi would have never revealed by himself. He had done Remi a huge solid in terms of popularity, and it came to bite him in the ass. Big time.

Remi started getting female callers all over the place and at random times. He became so popular with the ladies at school that he even ended up fucking the quarterback’s girlfriend—one of the cheerleading sluts who was quickly learning that she loved big dicks. Laney, the shy trap who was also hiding a big secret, also became one of the cheerleading captain’s favorite go-to sources for cock.

The popularity paradigm shifted—the quarterback losing his girlfriend to the hung little twerps he used to pick on, while he managed to get a scholarship to a nice college up north. No doubt the quarterback couldn’t wait until the school year was up, so that he could flee the ridicule that was constantly barking behind his back: “Isn’t that the guy who picked on those dorky kids and then lost his girlfriend to them in a gangbang?”

“Oh yeah, Jackson the Jackass. He really got his, didn’t he?”

“Serves him right for being a jerk.”

In this day and age, bullying was becoming a thing of the past, as much as some parents wanted things to stay the same. It only made matters worse when the people you were picking on ended up having fat cocks bulging out of their boxers that all the girls wanted to slurp on.

Tyson used to be in the former crew—a jock through and through—but he turned his ways around. He was a nice kid at heart, and quite handsome. At least Evelyn had always thought he was handsome: tall, built well with strong legs from years of soccer and working out; a chiseled face and dark, tanned skin from being in the sun all the time. Mary was cute too: a bit thicker and much shorter than Tyson’s six-foot frame, glasses that stood at the tip of her cute button nose, long black hair.

No one had ever seen Mary getting together with Tyson. She wasn’t a popular girl—she was one of the smart ones. But everyone assumed she was a sex fiend, and Tyson looked like the kind of guy that could give her a good dicking.

When they arrived at the Coolidge house, Remi met them at the door. He hugged both of his guests and then said, “My mom grounded me, so I guess we gotta go to my room to hang out.”

“Ha,” Tyson said, scratching the stubble on the side of his cheek. “What are you, man, 12? What’d she ground you for?”

“You don’t want to know.”

“We were gonna probably end up there anyway, right?” Mary said, winking at Remi and Ty.

The boys both shared a look and slightly blushed. Remi had to almost crane his neck to look up at Tyson. “Uh, I guess,” he said awkwardly.

They retreated to the room and Remi turned on his TV and his Roku. He booted up Netflix and started sifting through the channels, sitting on his rolling chair. Both Ty and Mary sat on the edge of his bed. Tyson had one arm wrapped around Mary’s shoulder, and the girl couldn’t seem to take her eyes off Remi’s backside.

“Anyone ever tell you how cute your little butt is?” Mary said with a giggle.

“Mare, come on . . .” Ty said, face going red with embarrassment.

Mary shrugged and pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “You’re right. I’m not as interested in the back as I am in the front . . .”

Remi turned on an episode of The Office.
 He knew that 90% of girls his age (and older) loved that show. “What do you mean by that, Mary?”

“I’ve heard the rumors, kid,” she responded. “That you’re . . . not so much of a kid where it counts.”

Now it was Remi’s turn to blush. He sat down on his rolling computer chair, in front of his guests. “Oh.”

“Sorry, man, she’s been horny all day,” Tyson said.

Remi said, “No worries. So have I.”

Tyson’s mouth nearly fell open. It wasn’t the response he’d been expecting. There had never been anything sexual between him and his friend, though things had changed in record-setting time for Remi over the past few weeks.

Besides laying pipe on some of the hottest chicks in school, he’d also boned Laney the femboy. Everyone was talking about it at school, he knew, because they all knew that Remi showed up at Laney’s pool party as the guest of honor, so to speak.

No one really
 knew what ended up transpiring at that party—with Remi fucking Laney’s mother, the hostess whose birthday it had been. They kept that little tidbit to themselves.

But, gossip was a vicious thing, and everyone saw Remi as swinging for both teams now.

So when Remi shared half-lidded looks with both Mary and Tyson, neither of them really knew how to respond.

Tyson quickly looked away.

But Mary locked eyes with the young man. Then she said, “Well then, what do you have to say for yourself? Are you really such a young stud?”

“Do you want to be the judge of that?” Remi asked.

Mary glanced over at Tyson. He was sort of shaking his head, but also had a curious expression on his handsome face. He brushed a hand through his short brown hair, then petted Mary like she was indeed a mare.

“I’ll tell you right now, Remi, me and Ty . . . we have a . . . ‘hall pass’ agreement, of sorts.”

“Oh?”

Mary nodded. “I’ll give you one guess who my pass belongs to.”

Remi gulped.

Mary smiled, showing pearly white teeth on both rows of her wide grin. “This mare is looking to get bucked by a bronco, kid.”

“Jesus,” Ty muttered under his breath.

“And what does Ty think of that?” Remi asked, shifting his focus to his friend.

Tyson leaned back on the bed, on both elbows. He shrugged. “Let’s see what all the fuss is about, I guess.”

From the other room, Evelyn watched with fascinated anticipation through the spyhole in her closet. Her robe was open down the middle, exposing her nakedness, and she was quietly waiting to start fiddling about again. She had never thought in a million years that Remi and Ty would ever get like this . . . but they were still teenagers going through strange hormonal changes. Experimentation was natural at that age, she knew.

Without another word, Remi stood from his chair. Even standing, he was only about the same height at Tyson when he was sitting on the bed and leaned back.

Remi’s shorts came down, to reveal his underwear, but only for a split second. The pronounced bulge was alarming, to say the least, as it looked like he was smuggling a rodent in his underwear, but after a moment of staring, those came down, too.

His huge soft cock flopped out, springing forth from its tight confines, and swung between his legs.

“Fuck,” Tyson was the first to say, “it looks like a package of salami.” His face was as red as if he’d just gotten a serious sunburn.

Mary’s mouth was agape and she was rendered momentarily speechless. She didn’t have anything to say. Finally, as she examined the boy’s large, hanging nuts, she said, “Um, guys your size are supposed to have tiny little shrimp dicks.”

“Sorry to disappoint.”

Mary paused, eyes lingering on his flesh monster. “My oh my, Remi . . . the rest of you looks so cute and innocent, but that thing is monstrous!”

Remi slowly smiled. “Same could be said about you, Mary. I know there are some fat cow udders hanging out under that sweater.”

“Hey, what the hell, man,” Tyson said, sitting up.

Mary put out a hand to stop her boyfriend. “No, it’s okay, Ty. Let this happen.” She lifted her sweatshirt above her head and threw it aside, revealing a thin T-shirt that was accentuated by two hard nipples and a pair of big tits. She took the T-shirt off just as quickly, and those big tits came tumbling out and resting in front of her. Little goosebumps rose on her pronounced flesh as Remi stared lustfully at her.

“All right, then,” Remi said, taking a step forward. His cock swung. “Get on your knees, Mary, so I can flop it on your face and bury you in my fat, sweaty sack.”

Mary blinked. She fought the urge to look over to her boyfriend, sitting just inches away. He wasn’t exactly teeming or shaking with anger, and she noticed a bit of a bulge in his own shorts—either at the sight of Remi’s big donkey dick or her own large hooters, though she didn’t know which was getting him riled up.

“Fine,” Mary said, a bit discouragingly. She went onto her knees in front of Remi, with Tyson behind her. Then she looked up and watched as Remi lifted his cock with both hands. It was still soft, but heavy like a loaf of bread.

“Ugh, fuck,” she muttered. “Come on, go ahead,” she urged, “I need some huge smelly balls on my face, kid!”

“You might want to take your glasses off . . .” Remi said, swinging his dick in his hands, pounding his open palm with loud claps from the oversized cockhead.

“I’ll be the judge of—”

Remi smacked her in the face with his cock, or, rather, he let his cock drop on her face. She yelped in surprise as the heavy appendage draped over her mouth, nose, eyes, and forehead. It was longer than her face and almost as wide, even soft.

“Fuck!” she muttered, her voice muffled as it came from underneath his shaft. “So heavy!” Her tongue darted out and licked the heavy ballsack that was swinging right in front of her chin.

From the spyhole, Evelyn was fervently fingerblasting herself. She thought, Go on, horny bitch, worship my sonny’s huge balls!
  

Remi groaned. He took hold of the back of Mary’s head and pushed his balls into her face, smothering her, as he liked to do. Tyson just sat on the edge of the bed, flabbergasted and aroused. He was pitching a tent in his jersey shorts, but it wasn’t nearly as big of a tent as Remi would have been pitching had he been wearing the same thing.

As Remi smashed his heavy cock and balls on Mary’s face, smearing his stinky sweat all over the lenses of her glasses, Tyson clutched his cock through his shorts. His hand shaped the outline of his cock.

“Ha, Ty, you like watching your girlfriend getting owned by a bigger, stronger guy, don’t you?” Remi said crudely. “You’re just like my d—er, never mind.”

Tyson tilted his head. “Bigger and stronger? In one department, maybe. You might have a giant cock, little man, don’t forget I’m stronger than you! I can still fuck you up if you go too far!”

Remi’s cock started getting hard on top of Mary’s face. He grabbed a fistful of hair and rubbed the underside of his shaft over her forehead. His cock jutted out from behind her skull as it grew in length and size.

Then he pulled back and took hold of his dick with one hand, near the tip, as if he was aiming a fire hose.

As Mary stared at her impending doom, at the enormous cock staring her right in the face, her eyes went wide. “What the fuck, kid, it’s as long as my forearm and as thick as my bicep!” She raised her arm alongside it, in comparison, and it was indeed almost the length of her forearm.

“I used to like you because you were small and cute . . . but that stupid fat thing will never fit. No thanks.” She said, closing her mouth and pursing her lips.

Remi snorted and shook his head. “It’s a little late for that, don’t you think? Try to mouth my balls, Mary, see how far you get . . .”

Evelyn watched as Mary leaned her head forward—guided by Remi’s hand—and struggled to fit her mouth around even one of her son’s big balls. She almost laughed and blew her cover while she masturbated furiously in the closet.

Mary slurped and gargled Remi’s nuts, her tongue and lips vibrating on the massive orbs, then she instinctively grabbed his shaft and stuffed her face even deeper in his sack, smothering herself.

She was getting into it.

When she pulled out to come up for air, she had a weary smile on her face and her eyes were small in her head. “Huuuuge balls!” she laughed, then lifted a hand and slapped the sack from left to right. It made Remi squirm as she smacked his massive, tender ballsack. “It doesn’t get any better than that,” she laughed, slapping them left to right. “You’re right, Remi, I can’t wait to feel those huge things bouncing off my asscheeks and chin.”

Remi smiled. “I like this Mary much more than the timid, shy one at school!”

Tyson said, “Mary, maybe you should keep slapping those fat nuts around until he shoots his load all over the place . . .”

“Ha, you wish, Ty!” Mary chuckled. She stared at the flared, broad cockhead aimed at her face, then said, “Wow, I could just tongue-fuck that tip, it looks so good and wide. How much cum can you blast out of that thing? I bet your loads are enormous!”

Remi laughed again. He couldn’t believe the indecent things that innocent Mary was saying, and neither could Evelyn from the other room. Remi’s mother had already came once, and she was on the verge of blowing another load.

“Come on, Mary, don’t you think you’re being—”

Mary interrupted her as Remi’s cock hovered closer to her face. “Oh no, boy, are you gonna force me to gag on your huge cock?”

Remi shrugged. “Let’s find out how you do, shall we?”

“Yes!” Mary exclaimed, the fear leaving her face as a sly smirk overtook it. “I want your throbbing cock exploding in my throat. Force-feed me that delicious cum!”
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Chapter Four
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E
 velyn’s mind screamed
 . Oh yes, honey, make that little slut’s throat bulge! Choke her on your big fat dick!


She watched with utter attentiveness, unable to take her eyes away from the spyhole. Her voyeurism was in full form and she’d already jolted with at least three full body orgasms over the past few minutes. Ever since her sex therapy session with Penelope earlier in the day, she’d felt tender and ready to explode at any moment. She’d fingered herself raw, and ached for the real thing—a huge cock to fill her pussy and dump a fat load in her womb.

But for now, she would make do with watching Mary getting demolished by her sweet boy. She felt bad for grounding him, but figured that she had nothing to worry about . . . maybe she should even ground him more often, if this was the outcome: Remi taking out his anger on his best friend’s loose “girlfriend,” while his best friend watched and jerked off on the bed.

Ty had pulled his shorts down to reveal his own cock—a normal, mundane tool that didn’t excite Evelyn in the least. For how tall he was, she was quite disappointed with his equipment, especially compared to her boy.

Evelyn wondered if Mary thought he was inadequate, too, which is why she turned to a life of big dicks, even if they were attached to shorties like Remi.

Mary gobbled Remi’s cock relentlessly, but after a while of throating and seesawing her head back and forth along his thick shaft, she started to lose control of the rhythm. Remi took over, his savage, bestial attitude taking form as he grabbed the back of her head and roughly thrust his hips in her face.

His cock broadened her lips until it seemed her jaw would snap. Her glasses were clouded over with steam from the hard breathing through her nose, which was getting more and more difficult to do.

Remi’s huge nuts clapped against her chin as he roughly skullfucked her.


Jeez,
 Evelyn thought, she’s got such a small mouth for such a huge cock! I don’t even see how it all fits in there. What a trooper.


At first it was clear that Mary enjoyed the rough, forced facial fucking, but once her head started bouncing back and forth on a limp neck, it was clear that she’d lost her enthusiasm. Remi had her by the back of her head, gripping two fistfuls of hair as he pumped his hips and drove his cock deep into her gullet, punching the back of her throat and bulging her neck like a stork. Evelyn imagined the poor girl’s teeth scraping against the topside and underside of Remi’s shaft, her mouth was spread so far apart.

“Grr,” Remi growled as his balls smacked home against Mary’s sweaty, fluid-streaked chin. “I love having kissy marks on my big fat balls before swinging them in your face! Thanks for gargling my sack, Mare!”

Tyson and Mary both grunted in reply—Mary because she was unable to speak with such a big dick lodged down her throat, and Tyson because he didn’t quite approve of Remi talking to his girl that way.

But how he could disapprove of that, but approve of her getting absolutely demolished via loud facefucking, Evelyn had no clue.

Mary’s head kept lurching back with every swing—Remi’s dick was too powerful for her, and the muscles and veins on her neck popped, as well as the skin ballooning in front, every time he shoved his huge cock deeper down her esophagus.

Evelyn wished she was in that room, watching without the boundary of a wall between her. In truth, she just wanted to be squatting over a thick, throbbing piece of manmeat and letting that enormous slab wreck her guts while she spread her fat asscheeks and let him fill her up as much as he could.

She wanted Remi’s huge horsecock in between her heavy round tits, punching her in the chin and face.

Seeing Tyson meekly jerking off in the corner of the room, and Remi ruining his girlfriend’s breathing tube showed Evelyn something. It’s not the big, muscle-bound jocks that you got to worry about, I guess—the steroid users and such. It’s the shy, unassuming guy who’ll unexpectedly knock you out with his huge cock!


Remi finally relinquished his hold on his prey and took a stumbling step back. His long cock was wet and glistening, and it slid out of Mary’s mouth like an oversized ballpark hotdog. The girl gagged when he pulled out with a wet squelching sound. A trail of sticky saliva followed the reflective helmet of Remi’s cockhead, his pisshole leaking precum all over Mary’s face and glasses. Her frames looked screwed up on her face, like she’d been put through the wringer—which she absolutely had—and Evelyn saw her eyes were bloodshot and barely open.

Mary wobbled in place on her knees. The carpet beneath her legs was stained with dripping wetness from her pussy. Evelyn hadn’t noticed before, but the girl had been fingering herself while Remi used her little face like a cocksleeve.

Remi bent down, his hard cock swinging down and accidentally smacking Mary in the face. The girl let out a simple bark, like a dog, but didn’t back away. The shorter boy took her by both shoulders and lifted her, until she stood on unbalanced feet. She stumbled for a moment as Remi guided her to the bed where Tyson sat.

Tyson still had his cock in his hand. His wasn’t a two-hander by any means, and his pecker had almost completely disappeared in his fist. “A-Are . . . you all right, babe?” he asked as he saw the slushy mess that Remi had made of her face. Saliva and precum and snot covered her pretty features. Her bloodshot eyes and wobbly gait made her look drunk—cock-drunk, for sure.

Mary simply nodded. She reached up and took her glasses off. She’d seen enough—now she would just feel.


“Remi . . . what are you doing?” Ty asked, seeing how his friend was guiding her to the bed.

Abruptly, Remi shoved the girl’s backside and Mary toppled over, face first on the bed. Her body bounced on the comforter and came for a stop. Her ass was raised up near Remi’s hard cock and narrow hips.

Remi flipped her skirt up and revealed her big white ass, which was just as pale as the rest of her, if not more so. She clearly hadn’t seen the beach or sun as much as her hunky boyfriend, but maybe that’s what made them so cute together—the contrast.

Evelyn hoped that, for Tyson’s sake, no one at school would learn of this little gangbang . . . if that’s even what it was going to turn into. At the moment, it seemed like Remi would be having all the fun.

Which made Evelyn realize another startling fact. I suppose I could say that Remi’s learned all of this domination stuff from me. Shit. He’s watched me get gangbanged by strangers, and as he grows into a young man, he’s trying it out for himself . . .


And he’s learning that he loves it!


I’ve created a monster,
 she finished with a chuckle.

Tyson reminded Evelyn of her husband, Grant, as he watched and got cucked by the bigger dicked boy. But at the same time, Tyson was right about what he mentioned earlier—he was physically stronger and faster than Remi. He didn’t have
 to put up with any of this, which made Evelyn wonder why he was.

Had the boy learned cucking at such a young age? Had he become addicted to humiliation just like Grant, after years of being the bully, he reverted to a weakling himself?

Either way, Remi had Mary’s ass exposed and was hotdogging her crack with his huge cock, literally a foot from Tyson’s face, and the soccer player was doing nothing about it. Remi was spanking the girl’s fair buttcheeks and rippling her buttocks with inertia, her whole thick body bouncing with movement. Her asscheeks were turning red with handprints.

Remi felt around between the girls legs and caused her to moan when he plunged his fingers into her slick pussy. “Oh,” he said, somewhat surprised, “you’re more groomed than I’d thought you’d be. It’s like a slid-n-slide down here, Mare. Did Ty make you do that?”

“Hey, man, I’m warning you . . .” Ty said, trailing off with a dark tone in his voice.

Remi chuckled. “Sorry.” He spread Mary’s vagina with his fingers and crammed his cock inside her, slowly pushing his ridged cockhead past her lips.

The girl screamed as Remi slowly penetrated her. That scream turned into a drawn-out, low-toned wail, and then an “oof” that went silent. The O on her face was evidence that she couldn’t believe the size of the thing pushing its way inside her tunnel, spreading her cunt and snaking its way to her cervix and womb.

“Tooo big!” she cried, tears streaming from her eyes. She shut her eyes and tried to forget everything, only focusing on the pain and pleasure.

Remi started moving his hips and got into a slow rhythm once he had about five inches of hefty cockmeat inside the poor girl. From Evelyn’s angle, it looked like the skinny boy had stabbed her in the crotch with a wooden log or a two-by-four.

Evelyn was proud of her son—he was so hard. He always got what he wanted and she loved to see him happy as he ruthlessly fucked these girls into submission.


He’s so fucking thick!
 she thought, seeing the way he planted his cock inside of Mary’s tight twat. He’s stretching that lucky slut’s pussy lips so wide! I could slide my fist in there like a glove when he’s done with her!


She’ll probably never be able to go back to little dicks like Tyson’s again, after today. Once you learn you’re a size queen, you’ll always be one. I would know.

That is, unless she hates getting ruined so hard and ruthlessly. Then she’ll shy away from big cocks for the rest of her life!

But Evelyn doubted that. The more Remi started moving and swinging his heavy balls to slap against her legs and muff, the more Mary seemed to be getting into it. As a matter of fact, she swore that Mary was backing her own ass into Remi after a while, twerking her big booty on Remi while the young hung stud split her in two.

“Fuuuck, Remiii!” Mary cried, her voice echoing through the house. “Just grab me by the waist and ram that monster deeper into me!”

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I don’t give a fuck what you want!”

“Mare . . .” Tyson croaked. He was starting to feel the heat.

Evelyn hoped that Jessica was playing music really
 loudly in her room, so she couldn’t hear the amount of fun that Remi was having so nearby. After walking in on her brother jerking his massive cock on the living room couch, she probably didn’t want to hear about his sexual endeavors anymore that day—especially hugely successfully ones.

“What, Ty?! I want him to fuck me silly like a brain-dead little cock-whore!” Mary added, further aggravating her boyfriend as she looked over at him. Her face was smooshed into the bed, Remi’s hand on top of her neck as he pushed down on her and battered her from behind. Her whole body shook on the bed from the big movements.

“He’s already made me cum four times, Ty! Can you believe it? You’ve never been able to do that with your little ween!”

Tyson frowned. “Come on, babe,” he said ashamedly, “it’s not that small.” He looked down at himself and shook his head. To make matters worse, the humiliation was making his cock smaller and softer in his fist.

“Suuure, but Ty! You’ve got such a shrimpy babydick compared to your hung little friend here!”

Evelyn could tell that Tyson was at the end of his rope. Mary was getting into the role and Tyson had never expected to be so humiliated by his shorter, dorkier childhood friend. He’d also never expected Remi to be packing so much damn heat underneath his tiny boxer briefs!

Just the way that thing had flopped out was menacing!


It must be completely demoralizing when someone so much shorter and skinnier has such a bigger, fatter cock than you . . . and can just make women scream and cream and become mindless cock-sluts with a snap of their finger or a thrust of their hip,
 Evelyn thought aimlessly.

It’s like a magic trick!

My cute little boy is a huge cocked magician.

Mary basically echoed Evelyn’s thoughts shortly after. Her feet lifted up from the ground and curled back to wrap around Remi’s skinny torso, trying to pull him closer.

Evelyn’s son grabbed two handfuls of rolling side flesh in his hands and watched as Mary’s buttocks rippled some more from his powerful thrusts. He grunted and bared his teeth like an animal.

“Mary, you’re leaking so badly,” Tyson said helplessly. “Don’t you think . . . don’t you think you’ve had enough? You’re not even going to be able to walk out of here!”

“Then you’ll just have to carry me, bitch!” the formerly timid girl shrieked. She clutched sheets in both hands, squeezing for dear life as she squeezed her pussy muscles and they contracted around Remi’s cock.

The hung boy moaned in disbelief.

“Excuse me?!” Tyson said, befuddled at his girlfriend’s reprimanding tone.

“I don’t care how little and skinny he is, Ty! When he’s got a cock this massive, he can do whatever he wants to me! He deserves to have those fat nuts and alpha cock worshipped! Crawl over me, Remi, mount me, ride me around like a horse for all I care! Just impale me on that meatstick and gape my cute little pussyyyy!”

Evelyn’s mouth fell open. There it was. Mary had turned into Remi’s sex fiend slave. She had gone over to the dark side—the big dick side. She’d never return. What had started out as pain had morphed into utter, unquestionable, insatiable pleasure.

She would never be able to match that pleasure again, after having something punching her pussy so deeply.

“Fuck that,” Tyson grunted. He stood from the bed, his cock waving left and right. It was hard again—perhaps the way Mary had spoken had turned his gears on once more.

“It’s my turn with my girl, Remi,” he growled, putting his hands on the boy’s sweat-lined shoulder.

Remi turned to Tyson like he didn’t recognize him. He looked up at that handsome, distraught face, and saw an enemy. He saw someone trying to take his woman. Remi had turned into a barbarian, born for pillaging and having women for his own need.

Evelyn had seen that savage look in his eyes before.

Luckily, before it came to blows, Mary spoke up for both of them.

“Sorry, baby, I’m only letting kids with huge cocks fuck this tight pussy! Only big boy dicks allowed from now on!”

Tyson’s mouth dropped open again, unhinged. He was ready to explode—smoke was ready to billow out from his ears.

“Oh, yeah, you little slut?!” he yelled. “Then how about this!”

Tyson stood behind his much shorter friend—Remi’s backswing brought his careening nutsack smacking into Tyson’s own cock—and then put his hands underneath Remi’s armpits.

“W-What the—” Remi started, but was cut off when he was suddenly lifted into the air, off his feet.

Tyson yelled in a singsong voice. “I told you, Remi, I’m stronger and better than you!”

Remi’s cock popped out of Mary’s gaping pussy with another wet squelch, and Evelyn could see far enough into the girl’s cunt to get a look at her insides. Evelyn could have fit a soccer ball in there, almost, if she wanted . . . but her eyes were locked on her airborne son, and the tall friend who held him up. Her son’s cock kept swinging.

Remi yelled, “What are you—woooahh!” and then his face went red with exertion as he was slightly lowered in Tyson’s hold.

Evelyn wasn’t sure what had happened, but it wouldn’t take long for her to find out.
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Chapter Five
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“S
 o, Mare, you like
 to get fucked senseless until you make a stupid face and have your guts rearranged by a massive fuckrod?!” Tyson yelled furiously. He still held Remi up in the air. “Let’s see if your little lover does, too!”

Remi’s eyes were bulging, his mouth open in an O, as if ready for a dick to be stuck in it.

That’s when Evelyn realized that her sweet angel was planted on Tyson’s cock. Remi’s childhood friend was buttfucking him in the air, a few inches from Mary’s leaking, gaping pussy and red-rimmed ass.

Evelyn stared on with a horrid look on her face. She was hypnotized by the way Tyson lifted Remi off the ground with his strong, muscular arms and had his way with him. At the same time, she felt totally dirty and embarrassed for her son.

But Remi didn’t seem to care. At first, he was surprised and his eyes popped out of his head in alarm. But then his groaning turned into moaning and he actually lifted his legs.

Tyson grabbed him underneath his skinny pale thighs and carry-fucked him over the bed. He thrust his hips upward and Remi bounced on the stronger boy’s cock like a ragdoll.


Oh my God!
 Evelyn thought, her mind rushing like a river. My poor boy, he’s got such a huge cock and is usually so dominant, but this just shows that anyone can really put him in his place and manhandle him because he’s so much smaller . . . and cuter!


Remi’s red face stayed the same hue for quite a while. His giant cock was violently swinging up and down, until Tyson took a step forward and brought his quarry over Mary’s lifted ass off the edge of the bed.

Then Remi’s cock started hammering down and smacking against her bum with every vicious thrust that Tyson subjected him to.

Tyson arm-barred Remi’s thighs and brought his long arms up around the back of Remi’s head so that the boy was completely immobile—all except for his wildly swinging cock.

The claps that the massive slab of meat made against Mary’s ass were loud and lewd, and would definitely leave bruises all over the girl’s fat ass.

Ty had caught Remi in a full nelson and made it so he couldn’t move. He punished Remi for everything that he’d just made Tyson sit through and watch. The entire time, Tyson had been demoralized but not defeated. That demoralization turned into righteous horniness of his own.

He was using Remi’s energy against him. He was giving the boy a taste of his own medicine.

And Evelyn was completely engrossed in the sudden turn of events. She watched with transfixed eyes as the bigger boy railed her son’s asshole and then reached around to grab hold of the giant swinging cock protruding out from Remi’s skinny waist. Tyson stroked Remi’s rock-hard shaft while the boy’s eyes were squeezed shut in blissful harmony.

Tyson jerked Remi off furiously, only able to see what he was doing by looking over Remi’s shoulder. The taller boy had clearly never had such a huge cock in his hand before—if he’d ever had any cock other than his own—and he was playing with it like it was a toy. He ran his hands up and down Remi’s shaft so fast, Evelyn was sure she would’ve been able to smell burning flesh if she’d barged into that room.

She had a mind to burst in there, too, before she saw that Remi was enjoying the assfucking.

If there was any doubt before, with Laney the trap, now it was certain: Remi went both ways and had no qualms about it. He loved to take it just as much as he loved to receive it.

Tyson’s cock might not have been big, but it also wasn’t big enough to hurt the poor boy’s tight asshole. He plunge into Remi’s sphincter and massage his prostate without tearing his buttcheeks apart and causing any damage.

Laney probably wouldn’t have been able to do that—the big-dick twink was too hung.

So, in a way, Tyson was perfect for this job.

The taller boy eventually lifted Remi off his cock, lowering his hips at the same time, and then shoved Remi forward on the bed so he was facedown right next to Mary. The two of them faced each other with shocked expressions.

Then Tyson scooted forward and spread Remi’s asscheeks apart once more.

Evelyn loved the look of the two submissive youngsters—Mary with her big round ass, red and bruised and demolished by Remi, and Remi with his skinny, bony butt and that giant cock-tail that hung down between his legs, skirting down the edge of the bed. His giant balls also rumbled along the edge every time Tyson pressed into him.

Ty walked up close, separated Remi’s rosebud with his fingers, and growled as he launched his cock back into the young man’s asshole.

Evelyn couldn’t take her eyes off the way their balls kissed while Tyson anally reamed him. Even though her little boy’s thick nuts absolutely dwarfed the taller man’s balls, it was Tyson who was beating his testicles into Remi’s massive backsack.

Wet claps emanated like thunderbolts every time Tyson thrust forward.

Mary craned her neck and watched her boyfriend punish Remi. She looked between their legs and saw the sticky wetness—Remi was leaking precum at an alarming rate, and his swinging donkey dick was banging harshly against the bed.

“Oh my Lord, Remi, your big boy balls are just too much!” she exclaimed.


No kidding, bitch!
 Evelyn thought. Honey, if you only knew how powerful you are against anyone with those low-hanging, cum-filled orbs! Or how weak people are against them . . .


Who am I kidding? Of course Remi knows that! He stuffs them in people’s faces and bounces them off fat asses all day long, every chance he gets!

“Guuh, Ty, if you k-keep—” Remi began, but was cut off as another thrust made him mindless. His eyes rolled around in his head aimlessly. “If you keep slapping my balls over and over like that I’m gonna cum all over the place!”

“Good, you little shit!” Tyson grunted. He didn’t sound very angry—it was almost impossible to sound angry when he had his cock lodged in a soft asshole, no doubt.

“That’s the spirit, babe!” Mary cried, urging her boyfriend on. “Don’t let that little twerp boss you around just because he has huge moose nuts he wants to bounce off your chin!”

Tyson pulled out and flipped Remi over on the bed. The boy didn’t weigh much, so it looked effortless as Tyson’s muscles strained.

Remi took it in stride. He lifted his legs in the air and squeezed them together, showing his pretty asshole for a split second, until his giant balls flopped down to cover his hole and his huge cock slithered out between his legs, jutting at an obscene angle. It softened and draped over his asscrack, spooling down onto the bed like a fat python.

Tyson lifted that massive flaccid cock with one hand—his manly paw was big enough to actually reach around the damn tube steak—and then he stuffed his face toward Remi’s rectum. He pushed aside the boy’s dangling ballsack to reveal Remi’s pulsating asshole.

As Tyson flicked his tongue into Remi’s asshole, the shorter boy grew hard again in an instant. His cock inflated like a balloon animal and punched Tyson in the face.

Tyson rimmed Remi for a moment, then crawled onto the bed as he pushed Remi further on top of it. He inched closer to Remi on his knees, then settled himself on top of the boy. Tyson took hold of Remi’s huge nuts in both palms, then squeezed the oversized testicles against his own hard cockshaft.

Remi’s ballsack became an appendage beyond his control. While his hands squeezed sheets with white knuckles, Tyson laughed hysterically as he gave himself a balljob. He slid his smaller cock between Remi’s nutsack crease and grinded the sweat between them.

“Fuck!” Tyson said. “I never knew how much I loved getting my cock squeezed between such thick nuts until now!”

“What a day for learning!” Mary exclaimed happily, her voice high. “Now, come on, babe! Fuck him until he’s an unusable mess and a mind-broken slut!”

“What, just like you?” Tyson snapped back, shooting her a dark glare. “Don’t think you’re out of the woods yet either, hun. Not after what I’ve seen!”

Mary gulped.

Tyson had had enough of the smearing nutjob and stuck his cock back into Remi’s asshole.


God, I could’ve expected to see Tyson getting gaped and ruined by my ridiculously hung son . . . but I never expected it to go the other way! And for Remi to enjoy getting his asshole and balls played with so much!
 Evelyn thought.

Remi’s cock swung wildly in the air once more, except now it was coming back to smack him against the chest, drawing red marks on his skinny body.

Evelyn came again, her body writhing. The seat she sat on was wet with sweat and juices, and a puddle of piss and fluids surrounded her feet on the closet floor. God, I can’t help it . . . it’s so fucking hot watching Remi’s giant flesh slab flop all over the place!


Tyson took hold of that colossal cock with both hands this time, like a joystick for his amusement, and kept jerking Remi off.

“Fuckkk . . . pretty close!” Tyson yelled.

“Not in my ass!” Remi begged. It was the first time Evelyn had seen him completely losing control—other than when he was with Laney, perhaps. But this was different because it had been so sudden and unexpected.

Remi had not planned to have his own asshole plumbed this day, not like when he’d invited Laney over and undressed the trap to reveal that fat cock springing out of those panties. And even then, Remi had done the demolishing, for the most part—not the other way around.

Tyson laughed. “You’re in no position to make demands, Rem! Shut up!”

At that, Tyson folded Remi like a lawnchair and pressed down on the backs of the shorter boy’s thighs. Remi’s huge cockhead dove down toward his face and punched him in the mouth.

“Open up, buddy!” Tyson snarled. He reached down and forced Remi’s mouth open, and a second later Remi’s flared dicktip slid past his lips with some snagging, then the top of his shaft dove into his gullet.

Evelyn gasped at seeing her son sucking himself off. This time it was different than before, because he was being forced to, and his face was crimson and bloated. I wonder if he enjoys being forced to suck his own cock as much as he does when he does it alone?


“Ty!” Mary shouted. “That’s enough! He can’t even breathe with that giant thing wedged in there, clogging his throat!”

Tyson grunted at that cry for help. He pulled his cock out of Remi’s asshole—albeit reluctantly—and pulled the boy off the bed by his arms, also removing Remi’s cock from his own mouth. Slobber and precum now smeared Remi’s lips and cheeks. 

Remi went along with Tyson pulling him, his body moving like a ragdoll. He probably didn’t even have feeling in his lower half, or face, Evelyn figured.

Tyson forced Remi off the bed and onto his knees, just like Remi had made Mary do at the beginning of this absurd orgy. As Tyson stuffed his cock into Remi’s throat, Evelyn was dismayed to find her son choking himself on the other boy’s dick—fervently, enthusiastically. Like he had been waiting for it.

After having Laney’s cock in his gullet before, Tyson was nothing for him—he could deepthroat the taller guy’s entire five- or six-inch cock, and he hardly even gagged when he did it.

But Tyson was rough, pulling on Remi’s curly hair as he pumped his hips and flexed his butt.

Remi’s head sawed back and forth and, worst of all, he had a raging boner that jumped and bounced down below, where his legs were spread. His long fat cock swung frantically in the air and then slapped down onto the floor with loud, heavy thuds as he eagerly throated Tyson’s smaller cock. His gigantic ballsack similarly bounced on the ground between his thin legs.

Mary sat up on the bed, turned herself around, and wrapped her legs around Remi’s back. Her feet slithered over and grabbed Remi’s wild cock, then her toes moved up and down on the slippery mass of flesh.

She gave Remi a reach-around footjob while Tyson smashed the back of his head and plunged the entirety of his cock down Remi’s throat.

Tyson let out a loud “hnnghh,” but that was all the warning he gave before he exploded down Tyson’s gullet, sending his hot, warm load into Evelyn’s son’s belly.

At nearly the same time, Remi snorted and cum shot out from his nostrils as he also came, from Mary’s soft-but-heavy footjob.

Remi’s load was enormous, causing his huge balls to lift off the ground and tighten against his pelvis as his volcanic eruption sprayed into the air. His thick load of splooge showered his entire room, getting on everywhere and everything, including all over Tyson’s legs.

Tyson laughed as he pulled his softening cock out of Remi’s throat. A gout of cum followed and spurt out of Remi’s mouth, drooling down the sides of his lips and chin.

Remi’s eyes were half-lidded.

At the same time as they came, the telltale opening soundtrack for a new episode of The Office
 began behind the trio. It was the fourth episode to start playing since their shenanigans had begun.

Evelyn let herself cum a fifth or sixth time since sitting down—she’d lost track—and then she kept watching the scene through the spyhole.

“Well, that was fun,” Mary said nonchalantly.

Remi leaned back against the bed’s edge as his cock softened and slithered in front of him, still leaking ropes of jizz. He simply nodded, then closed his eyes.

“Okay, well,” Mary said, putting her hands on her lap. “Now I feel disgusting. But, tomorrow, I want you to wear my panties and miniskirt, Remi, so I can see your huge cock snap my underwear and lift up from the skirt. Okay? That would be so hot.”

Remi spat on the carpet next to him, getting Tyson’s cum out of his mouth. “You’re obscene, Mare.”

Mary simply clapped gleefully. “I’d love to see a huge cock and some hefty balls bulging out of some tiny panties. Wouldn’t you, Ty?”

The taller boy shrugged. He seemed ashamed, and was unable to meet either of their eyes.

“And I’ve got a new nickname for you at school,” Mary continued, chuckling to herself. If anything, she seemed to be more energized than when the frantic fucking had begun.

Remi raised his eyebrows.

“I’m gonna call you Arby,” she said with a grin. “Because you’ve got the meat.”
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“S
 o, Eve, any new developments
 in your lewd, ridiculous life?” Penelope asked, crossing her legs. The sex therapist tapped her pen on her legal pad.

Evelyn Coolidge realized that their professional relationship had been sliding into something more personal lately. The fact that Penny could call her life “lewd” and “ridiculous”—as well as calling her Penny—was evidence that they had a relaxed rapport.

Evelyn didn’t know how to feel about that. On one hand, it made it easier to talk about all the dark, disgusting things going on in her household on any given day. On the other hand, it seemed a bit . . . loose.

The hot 30-something therapist wore tight, hip-hugging jeans and a flowy black blouse. It reminded Evelyn of the time she spied her son trying on a pair of skinny jeans before going to school. She had stopped him before he left, took one look at the huge snaking cock outline running down the length of his thigh, and said, “Jeez, son, are you trying
 to call attention to yourself? You can’t wear that to school.” The bulge as especially prevalent in the triangle separating his thighs, where his huge balls pushed the fabric to its limit.

Remi had scoffed. “I’ve noticed a couple girls at school eyeing my package, so I’m gonna give them a little show. The one who drools the most over this fat sack”—he grabbed his crotch with both hands to illustrate his point—“gets to go home with me.”

Evelyn had rolled her eyes and shaken her head. There was no stopping the young, horny teen. He would do what he wanted, whether she liked it or not, and then he’d explain it all to her in lurid detail, embarrassing her beyond belief.

Evelyn had let Remi walk out of the house—or waddle and limp, really—and he later brought home a slightly chunky girl that he railed for the next few hours or so. Evelyn had watched from the spyhole as Remi climbed on top of the bigger girl, embedded his hands into her large, flabby asscheeks, and impaled her with his giant fuckrod. It had been nice to see Remi fucking girls again—Evelyn could only take so much of seeing her baby boy getting reamed in his asshole by his guy friends.

Remi fucked the ever-loving hell out of the poor girl, appreciating her extra cushiony body, then left her a drooling, gaping mess on his bed, spread-eagled and used up.

The big girl took a nap, then awoke once all the thick cum had dumped out of her pussy and leaked onto the bed. Remi had made her leave before dinner, and Evelyn had been forced to clean the boy’s sheets, as she usually did.

But, back to Penelope, she looked good. Her dark hair was up in a ponytail that swished around her shoulders and ran halfway down her back. Her lips were almost crimson in hue, so deep and luscious and dark.

Evelyn had had feelings for Penelope for weeks now. She wanted to lunge at the younger professional and feel those wet, sticky lips. She wanted to twist tongues with the sexy young thing. She had never had very many lesbian thoughts before, that she could remember, but Penelope was bringing out something in her—an inner, deep desire that she’d never known she had.

It was Penny’s beauty, intelligence, shyness . . . the way she blushed when Evelyn told a particularly smutty story. All of those things endeared her to Evelyn’s heart.

She also had an itching desire to watch Penelope’s cunt getting stretched open wide by her well-hung son. But that was a given. After all that Evelyn had seen—the expertise that Remi showed in the bedroom, the way he wielded his massive cock and huge nuts on the girls and boys he plowed—the first thing she usually thought of when looking at a hot woman was, “Hmm, I wonder how good her pussy would look wrapped around my boy’s cock, sucking at it like a sticky suction cup. How much of his incredible length could she take?”

But Penelope was an anomaly. She often looked quite eager and turned on at Evelyn’s stories, and other times she scoffed and snorted and waved the stories away as ludicrous.

Evelyn wanted to show the woman that she meant business. Plus, Remi was starting to get curious where she was going every week, and why she was often coming home with a flushed face and a waddle in her own steps—due to the wetness between her legs from getting turned on by the sex therapist.

“There are always new developments in my life, Penny,” Evelyn said at last, leaning back into the couch cushion. “It never stops.”

“Give me an example, then—a recent example.”

Evelyn wondered if this question—which Penelope usually started their sessions with—was a way of gauging where Evelyn was at with her voyeurism, or if she just wanted the nasty details so she could tuck them away into the spank bank and fingerblast herself to the vulgar tales later on when she got home from work.

With a shrug, Evelyn realized she didn’t care. “My son was manhandled by his childhood best friend this last weekend.”

Penelope raised her eyebrows expectantly.

“Don’t worry, baby bird, I’ll feed you,” Evelyn said with a smirk, drawing color to Penelope’s face. “I grounded him for talking shitty to his sister. Then he invited over his friend Ty and his girlfriend—”

“Ty’s girlfriend?”

Evelyn nodded. “I didn’t know Remi and Tyson had anything sexual going on—actually, I don’t think they did before that night. But the rumors at school had reached both Ty and Mary, and they both wanted to see if they were true.”

“The rumors about your son’s . . . endowments, yes?”

Evelyn nodded again. “Keep up, doc.”

“Sorry.”

“Anyway, they found out the gossip was true, of course. Mary got a face-full of thick shaft shoved right down her little bird gullet, and I thought she’d pass out. Remi facefucked her right in front of her boyfriend, while he jerked off on the bed and watched.”

Penelope blinked, her eyes wide.

“I know, kids these days, right?” Evelyn said to Penny’s expression of disbelief. “But the girl asked for it and ended up digging her nails into Remi’s little bum and pushing his cock deeper down his throat—she took more than half of it down her throat, which was impressive. Her face was an absolute wreck afterward—makeup, mascara, snot, saliva, all running down her cheeks and chin.

“But then Tyson had had enough. He noted that even though Remi’s cock was giant, he was still a little dude. After Remi started railing Mary on the bed, bending her over his bedsheets, Tyson got up, walked behind him, and lifted my son off the ground! Then he stuck his little cock in my boy’s asshole.

“As you can imagine, my heart was racing. I’d seen Remi with other boys, sure—that trap Laney, first and foremost. And that girly femboy was hung like a fucking horse, too, unlike Tyson. But Tyson was more dominant . . . he bounced Remi on his cock and had him in a full nelson in the air. Remi’s skinny legs were raised up near his neck, and I felt bad as Remi wailed and moaned. But I couldn’t run in and stop them, of course.”

“Why is that?” Penelope asked, stopping Evelyn mid-story.

Evelyn cocked her head to the side. “Uh, because I was furiously masturbating in my closet. Duh.”

“So, seeing your son become the receiver of another boy—being ‘manhandled,’ as you put it—that turned you on?”

Evelyn shrugged. “I didn’t think it would, but, yes, it started to. Before long, the three of them were fucking like rabbits. They were unstoppable. Remi gaped Mary some more, turned the girl into a brain-dead cum-dump, and Tyson shot his load deep down Remi’s asshole. Cum was flying in all directions, doc. And all along, my poor daughter was probably in her room with the pillows of her ears, trying to drown out the disgusting sounds of her little brother having his fun.”

“Sounds hectic. Where was Grant during all of this?”

“My husband? He was either at work or at the bar picking up on guys for our upcoming cuck session.”

“Speaking of that,” Penelope said, leaning forward in her seat. “It sounds like Remi cuckolded Mary in front of her boyfriend, yes?”

Evelyn nodded.

“Do you think there is any correlation, or significance, to Remi cuckolding his best friend? Has he ever seen you cucking your husband—his father—for instance?”

“Yes, he’s walked in on us before,” Evelyn said, her face falling a bit with shame. “He once walked in on us and saw his father in a chastity cock-cage, on all fours, watching while I was double penetrated by two hefty dicks. Remi ended up laughing and walking out, and I think that was when he lost all respect for his dad. Not to mention he noticed that he was far more endowed than his father, which is probably a measure of respect right there.”

“True,” Penelope said. “So, you’ve thought of what I’m saying, then?”

“That the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree?” Evelyn said. “Yes, I’ve thought about it. I thought about it while it was happening—while Remi railed Mary and was railed by Tyson. I thought about it while Tyson’s smaller nuts clapped against Remi’s huge backsack and got engulfed by my son’s big boy balls.”

“Do you think there’s any truth to that idea?”

Evelyn shrugged. “Probably. I’m sure he learned all about cuckolding from me—and the internet, of course—even if he doesn’t realize it. He’s young, his mind is still impressionable, I think.” Evelyn scratched her scalp, feeling a bit timid all of a sudden. It wasn’t like her to lose her edge, but she was feeling anxious at the thought that she’d created the monster that was her son.

If he’d never seen me cucking his father, would he have turned out this way? Would he be such a smart-ass, always talking back, undressing around me and showing off his huge lovepump?

Evelyn scoffed. Horseshit. Of course he would. The internet is a dark place! There’s much worse porn than cuckolding out there—bestiality, snuff, all that crazy shit. I should be so lucky that he’s only out here experimenting with domination and not something worse.


“So, you’re saying you think in his subconscious mind, he learned everything he knows in the bedroom from you?” Penelope asked directly.

“Well, I’m not a cocksman, doc, so not everything.
 Maybe he learned how to use that mammoth tool of his from porn, I don’t know.”

“That’s doubtful, Eve. Most people who try to emulate porn do a terrible job of it—it’s not educational in the least.”

“So I’ve heard,” Evelyn said. She thought she read something along those lines in a Cosmopolitan
 article at some point. “Anyway, I don’t know where Remi gets his mean streak. I just know it’s there. And I can’t blame myself all day long for his depraved proclivities, or else I’d never get anything done.”

Penelope was impressed by that, nodding her head with a surprised look. “Wow, Evelyn, I think you’re growing.”

Evelyn slightly blushed. “Shut up, Penny.”

“No, I’m serious. That’s the first time I’ve heard you understand that you can’t change everyone’s problems. You can only focus on changing yourself.”

“That sounds like something someone in Alcoholics Anonymous would say, doc.”

Penelope chuckled. “It probably is.”

There was a bit of an awkward silence as Penelope finished scribbling some notes on her legal pad. When she looked up, Evelyn was staring at her strangely.

“W-What?” the therapist asked.

“Just admiring how beautiful you are right now, with the sun shining in through the window on your side . . . that sexy lipstick. Where’d you get it?”

“I . . . I don’t remember.”

“Come on, Penny, don’t be coy. I’m not trying to fuck you here.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” Penelope quipped. Her face immediately tensed and Evelyn’s mouth fell open.

“Oh . . . my.”

“S-Sorry!” Penny said, waving her arms and backtracking. “I spoke without thinking! It’s just that . . . you know, you always say some pretty outlandish things.”

Evelyn crossed her arms over her chest in a pouty expression.

“And it’s not that I don’t think you’re beautiful, too, because I do,” Penelope said, still trying to recover from her quick jab. “But I’m more interested in . . . men, Eve. Not to mention, it’s a massive conflict of interest, you and me. I could lose my license to practice.”

“So you’ve said before,” Evelyn said. She still pouted, but an idea was forming in her mind. A sly look overcame her, which she quickly tried to hide. “It’s Friday, Penny. What does a single, gorgeous girl like you do on Fridays?”

“Why?”

Evelyn shrugged, her mind whirling to come up with a proper response. “Because I’m thinking of doing some hunting myself, and I don’t know where to prowl these days. My husband is usually the one doing the searching.”

“Ah.” Penelope smiled. “Well, it might be a bit of a young crowd for you—”

“I’ll be the judge of that, Penny. I like them young.”

“R-Right. Well. Personally, I’ll probably be going dancing tonight.”

“I love dancing!”

“Evelyn . . .”

“I know, I know,” Evelyn said, waving the therapist off. “I’m not trying to invite myself to your little dance. What kind of dancing are we talking, though?”

“I take dance lessons on Friday at The Facility—in Pacific Beach. Then I’ll probably go to a club downtown.”

“Fun.”

“I hope so.”

“Well, Penelope, I hope you get lucky tonight . . .”
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E
 velyn left the sex
 therapists office and walked out into the parking lot. To her utter surprise, she found Remi sitting on the curb next to her car, facing away from her.

She furrowed her brow as she approached her car, her heels clacking on the pavement. “Remi?”

The boy’s face shot up, his eyes wide. He shielded his eyes from the sun and looked up at his mom, then stood.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Evelyn asked, placing her hands on her hips. “Did you . . . follow me here?”

The boy shrugged. “Maybe.”

“You’re supposed to be in school.”

“I got suspended,” he said nonchalantly.

Evelyn clenched her jaw. “You . . . what? And the school didn’t call me?”

“I told them that it would backfire and that you’d yell at them for suspending your little angel.” Remi flashed a smile, disarming his mother and stealing away her anger in an instant. “They’ve pretty much given up trying to call you after suspending me.”

“What did you do?”

Remi looked struck. He feigned surprise, lurching back and placing a hand on his chest. “Why does it always have to be my fault?”

Evelyn lowered her face, narrowing her eyes on her son. “Come on, kid, spill the beans. What did you do? Who
 did you do?”

Remi’s face reddened. He wasn’t good at keeping secrets, and he was easily embarrassed outside of the bedroom—despite his insane antics under the sheets. It was one of the more adorable features of the young stud.

“Her name’s Delilah.”

“Oh God,” Evelyn said, shaking her head. “Don’t tell me you’re going to write a song about her, now. What, is she one of your new star-crossed lovers?”

“Nah, just a slut I banged in the bathroom. She’s sort of a bitch, actually.”

“Remington! What have I said about talking like that to me?”

Remi snorted. “Come on, enough games, Mom. I know how you are. We’re alone here.”

Evelyn wanted to be angry—she wanted to yell and berate her son. She wanted to ground him again, but she remembered how well that worked out last time—cum-ridden sheets and gaping pussies and assholes. Lock the boy up in his room, and he simply had the fun come to him.

There was no getting around his monstrously horny proclivities.

“So . . .” Evelyn finally said, bashful. “What did you do? How did it go down and how did you get caught?”

Remi’s face darkened, knowing that his mother wanted the gruesome details. He knew it was only a matter of time before she asked that question—hell, she’d seen him bend a girl over their dinner table right in front of her and thrust balls-deep into the screaming girl’s cunt, or at least as balls-deep as he could go without ruining her forever.

“It wasn’t my fault, I swear,” Remi said, the lie dripping from his words.

Evelyn rolled her eyes. “Explain yourself.”

“Okay, well, I was in the bathroom, minding my own business—”

“Boys’ or girls’ bathroom?”

“Boys’, Mom! Jeez! But then a girl followed me in there while I was taking a pee.”

Evelyn bit her bottom lip. That didn’t sound right. The hell, could this
 actually not have been Remi’s fault?
 “Go on,” she muttered.

“Well, Delilah saw me with my cock in my hands, pissing, and I said something like, ‘I was just coming in here to pee, but I’m guessing you’re not gonna let me leave until I dump a massive load down your throat, are you?’ She was staring right at it.”

Evelyn knew all about that—staring at Remi’s low-hanging cock as it dangled in his dainty hands. It was an unwieldy weapon, thick and veiny and overgrown, like it belonged on a horse. But it was incredibly floppy when it was soft, also, like an elephant’s trunk waving around . . .

Erhem, anyway . . .

“She wouldn’t take her eyes off me, Mom. She said something like, ‘I don’t think I could stop myself from getting on my knees and sucking your huge cock if you asked.’ So, I told her to get in the stall.”

“Did it all start from that? A girl randomly
 walks into the men’s bathroom, spies your penis, and drools?”

Remi looked away, scratching his rosy cheek. “Well, no . . . I guess not.”

“Start from the beginning then.”

The boy sighed. “Fine. I was in class—she sits behind me. I was cycling through my phone’s pictures when I landed on a naked selfie. I was posing, I guess . . . I was gonna send it to Laney’s mom.”

Evelyn nodded. Or Laney himself—I know how much you like that little twink, sonny. No need to hide from me.
 “I’m guessing the selfie had you . . . exposed?”

“Oh yeah, I had a huge fucking boner. Had my cock resting on my stomach and chest.”

Evelyn gulped.

“Anyway, the girl, Delilah, I guess she saw it. I heard her snicker and like, bark at me. She was spying over my shoulder! Then she said, ‘There’s no way that’s real, twerp.’ She thought my cock was Photoshopped.”

“Yeah, I could see that.” If Evelyn didn’t know better, she wouldn’t have believed that her short son was sporting a footlong in his little pants, either.

“Anyway, that’s when I went to the bathroom, and I guess she took the hint and followed me. I flopped out my giant fuckstick and railed the life out of her in the restroom stall. She cried and wailed like a brat, saying that she was sorry she doubted me, that she was tapping out and giving up . . . she didn’t want her poor little pussy ruined. All of that sort of stuff.”


Jesus Christ,
 Evelyn thought, her pussy growing damp. She wanted to squeeze her knees together, but knew it would look odd standing in front of Remi. Plus, they were still out in broad daylight in the parking lot together.

“Someone must’ve heard her moans and reported it—”

“Fucking snitches.”

“Right!? One of the Vice Principals came in, yanked the door open, and caught me with my pants down. I got one more good thrust in, though. It felt so nice bouncing my nuts off that fat ass—”

“Okay, Remi, I get it. What then?”

The boy shrugged. “That was it. I was suspended.”

“Was Delilah?”

“No, I heard her on the phone with her dad or mom later—it was bullshit. I heard her sniffling and fake crying about getting fucked by a big bully in the bathroom.”

“Ha! Big bully. Big bull, perhaps.” What a little slut. She instigated the whole thing, and my boy was the only one who got in trouble. What double standards!


“Yeah, see, so she’s a bitch.”

“Okay, I guess I agree with you. Can we go home now?”

Remi was looking past Evelyn now, over her shoulder. His eyes seemed to narrow and his mouth fell into a little O.

“Is that her?” he asked, nudging his chin in that direction.

Evelyn looked over her shoulder. Penelope Dalton was walking out of the therapist’s office, a few folders tucked under her arms. Her hips sashayed smoothly as she walked away from the office and parking lot. She seemed to be heading toward the nearby Starbucks, but Evelyn couldn’t be sure.

Either way, she didn’t notice Evelyn and Remi still standing in the distance, watching her walked away.

“Who?” Evelyn asked, her voice frail.

“Pfft,” Remi scoffed, “your therapist, silly. Of course it is. Look at he way you look at her!”

“Stop it, Remi. Yes, that’s her. Her name’s Penelope Dalton, and she’s a nice lady.”

“A hot lady, too . . .” Remi said, trailing off. “Does she have a boyfriend?”

Evelyn shook her head and hid her smile. “Oh, sonny, she’s way too old for you. And too established—no offense.”

“Hey, that’s not nice. Remember, I took down Laney’s mom—she’s too old for me too, right?”


Fair enough, you little brat.
 Evelyn couldn’t believe how nonchalantly they had talked about Remi fucking a fellow student in the school bathroom, and then segued to him lusting about Evelyn’s therapist.

We truly are nuts!

“Come on, Remi, let’s go home . . . I’m beat.”

“Yeah, and I’m sure you want to watch me beat my meat.”

“Remington Coolidge, what the fuck!”


Remi took a step back, raising his hands in surrender. “J-Just kidding, Mom, jeez. I mean. I have a ride—how do you think I got here? I’ll meet up back at the house later, before dinner.”

Evelyn frowned. She glanced around the parking lot, but didn’t see any cars she recognized. She wondered if Tyson or Laney or someone else was hiding off in the shadows, watching them. Realizing she wasn’t going to find the person, she shrugged and said, “Fine, suit yourself. But don’t make me ground you again.”

Remi flashed another smile. “Yeah, because we know how well that worked out last time for ya.”

* * *
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E
 VELYN DROVE AROUND
 the block and then circled back. When she came at the parking lot like a Miami Vice sting operation, she hunkered down in her seat and looked around until she found Remi.

Her son was walking away, toward the nearest bus stop.

“I should’ve known,” Evelyn said to herself. He had taken the bus to follow her, it seemed, or else had gotten dropped off.

But why didn’t he want to go home with me? Am I an embarrassment to him?

Then she noticed that Remi had walked past the bus stop. He wasn’t going there at all . . . he was continuing to walk on.

Evelyn’s brow lifted. She started her car and crept forward, following her son at a distance.

It took her a moment, but she eventually realized what he was doing—his eyes were focused in one direction, and he wouldn’t have noticed Evelyn following him if his life depended on it.

About 20 or so yards ahead of Remi walked Penelope Dalton. Her hips kept moving in that alluring way that drew stares in her direction—she couldn’t help being so attractive.

And Remi was following her.


He wasn’t following me to my sex therapy class at all!
 Evelyn thought, as guilt dawned on her. He’s trying to find out more about my therapist!


“Has the inevitable day finally come?” Evelyn said to herself, giggling. She was feeling giddy and a bit crazy.

I need a nap.

Penelope walked into the Starbucks and Remi followed her in a few short minutes later.

This is ridiculous—shadowing my son as he shadows my sex therapist.

She felt like she was part of an undercover operation—trying to pounce on her son for his depraved thoughts. But, really, she was just as curious as he was. Even though she said that Penny was too old for him, she really didn’t know how her tastes swung. She just knew that Penny liked men.

But, young men? Tall men? Hung men? Who knew?

Evelyn parked across the street from the Starbucks and settled in her seat. She was prepared to wait as long as it took—until one of them walked out—to see what transpired.

Luckily for her, it didn’t take long.

Remi surprised the hell out of her by grabbing an iced coffee and almost immediately taking a seat at Penny’s empty two-top. First, the young man stood over her, bulge pressed against the table, and said a few words—Evelyn could see his mouth move.

Somehow, he made Penelope chuckle, and she motioned at the seat in front of her.

And before long, the two of them were getting along and chatting.

Of course, Penny had no idea that she was talking to the subject of all of Evelyn’s lurid tales during their therapy sessions—the same boy who had caused Penny’s cheeks to blush and her face to brighten like an apple whenever Evelyn mentioned his huge cock.

Penny didn’t know that she was talking to Evelyn’s very own son. 
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Chapter Three
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T
 hat night, before
 Remi came home, Evelyn did her son a huge solid. She knew she should have grounded him for getting suspended, but that was all bullshit anyway—child’s play. He was doing fine in school, and he’d still graduate.

That’s all that mattered.

Instead, Evelyn went the other way with it. Her mind was so preoccupied with Remi trying to seduce Penelope, that she couldn’t even fall asleep when she tried to take a nap.

She rolled around in her bed for a while, then opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling.

Grant called. “Should I find some boys to join us for some fun tonight, dear?”

Evelyn replied, “Not tonight, honey. I’m not feeling well.”

“Ah, well, I’m sorry to hear that. I might be out late tonight, if that’s the case, so don’t wait up for me for dinner.”

No doubt he’ll be trying to get his cock sucked by some slut eager to win over his wallet. Lord knows his little cock won’t do the trick.

“That’s fine, babe, I’ll see you when I see you.”

“Okay, kisses.”

They hung up.

Truth be told, Evelyn was feeling great—if not a bit antsy. But she wanted to see how tonight played out, and she was going to do everything in her power to make sure she got her wish.

The thing she’d been hoping would happen for weeks now was finally on the verge of actually happening. She couldn’t miss that for the world.

A double penetration cuckolding session could wait—that was old news. This was new and exciting.

So, she got up from her bed, threw on a robe, and wrote something down on a little Post-It note. Then she snuck into Remi’s room and stuck the note on top of his computer, prominently.

This was a last measure of defense, she knew, if Remi came home empty-handed. He would undoubtedly be dejected, but hopefully the sticky note would raise his spirits.

That’s all Evelyn could hope for, short of calling Penny and trying to seduce the woman herself—for her son’s sake.

After placing the Post-It on Remi’s computer, front and center, she started cooking dinner and waited.

Remi came home a short time later. It had been two hours since Evelyn had been home. Night had fallen, she hadn’t gotten a wink of rest, and Evelyn didn’t bother turning when she heard Remi enter.

She tried to play it cool. She didn’t want Remi to know that she had followed him following Penelope.

Remi sighed as he entered the house, but said nothing more. He walked down the hall and immediately went into his room.

“Dinner will be ready in 10,” Evelyn called. Her daughter, Jessica, was nowhere to be seen, which was perfect. She was probably with Greg, trying to patch things up with him. She was pregnant, after all, and needed to work on mending their relationship if they were going to start a family together.

The house would be empty tonight . . . well, short of Evelyn herself hiding in the closet, hoping for the best for her son.

A few minutes later, she heard footsteps padding down the hallway. She stayed at the kitchen sink, washing dishes, preparing the ground taco meat she’d made.

Without even turning, she could feel Remi’s eyes boring into her. He standing behind her, at the other end of the kitchen, watching her.

Evelyn felt her cheeks flush. She didn’t know if Remi was staring at her ass, her hips . . . or if he just wanted to murder her.

Then she heard a crinkling of paper. The paper dropped to the ground with a soft scuffle.

Remi said, “I’m actually headed out for the evening, Mom, if that’s cool? I forgot I told some friends that we’d see a movie.”

Sure, son, whatever you say.

Evelyn feigned a hurt expression as she turned around. She didn’t bother looking down at the note on the ground—she wanted to act like it was invisible, that she hadn’t written it.

Remi knew better, though. He knew that she knew what he was trying to do, but they left it in the air, floating between them like a deep, heavy secret.

“Okay, Remi, that’s fine. Just be safe, okay?” she said innocently.

The boy nodded and wandered out of the house. For someone who should’ve been punished for getting suspended from school that day, he sure was getting away with a lot . . .

But Evelyn didn’t care. 

Evelyn was throwing the ground beef into the fridge mere minutes later. She was pulling off her robe and putting on street clothes.

She was ready for another voyeur adventure.

Before leaving her house, she swept the crinkled Post-It note off the ground in the kitchen and read it, a smile twisting her lips.

It read:

The Facility – dance class – 8pm tonight in PB.

* * *
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A
 FTER REMI LEFT THE
 house, Evelyn got back in her car and started heading to Pacific Beach.

PB was where the college kids came to party for the weekend, and it had the largest congregation of police in town on any given Friday and Saturday night. Fights happened all the time outside the bars, usually started by sexually frustrated young men who weren’t getting laid that night—or men trying to prove something and show off for their girlfriends. There was lots of military in PB, lots of bros, backwards San Diego Padres hats, flip-flops and board shorts from guys coming up from the beach to scam on the girls; lots of heels, slutty outfits, and basic bitches. There was even an axe throwing place that recently opened up—seemed like a great
 idea for a place catering to completely hammered college students. 

It was a paradise for young people trying to get fucked up and dicked down. By midnight or so, the place got pretty sloppy, typically, but it was still early enough to have some semblance of order.

Plus, Evelyn wasn’t going into the “heart” of PB, where all the bars and tattoo shops and weed stores were located. She was going to the outskirts, just before the zoo began, to The Facility.

It was a new establishment with wide, full-body windows to show passersby on the outside all the bouncing booties and hot people dancing around inside, hoping to draw in more of a crowd and more clients.

Evelyn had only learned that day that Penelope Dalton was a member there, and when she pulled up across the street and parked next to the closed-down Papa John’s, she gazed through the windows and saw Penelope warming up and stretching inside.

She wore yoga pants that perfectly accentuated her big bubbly ass and tiny waist, plus a tight-fitting shirt and a sports bra that pushed her little tits together nicely and made them jump every time she moved more than an inch.

Evelyn actually got to the place before Remi showed up, at about a quarter ‘til eight, and just waited, watching Penny getting limber and loose. The girl did jumping jacks that swung her ponytail around, and leg stretches where she bent completely over and showed the whole world her fat ass.

Evelyn loved it.

Then Remi sauntered in, hopping out of an Uber. Penelope looked at the door as the young man walked in, went back to her stretching, then did a double-take.

“The moment of truth,” Evelyn thought to herself, biting her bottom lip.

Somehow, Eve’s awkward son played it off nicely—he acted surprised and shocked to see Penny there, opening his arms wide to her with a big cute smile across his face.

They hugged, then Remi went to the front desk and bought himself some dancing pants. He looked at the tight fabric in his hands for a moment, shrugged, then disappeared into the bathroom around the corner, out of Evelyn’s view.

When he came out, he looked ridiculous, and drew more than a few quick glances and lingering stares in his direction, all aimed at his crotch.

The hung cutie’s bulge pressed hard against the gray fabric of his stretchy pants, protruding out like he’d snuck a hamster in his underwear. The fat, long cock outline was visible to Evelyn from outside, across the street.


She snickered to herself and watched as Penelope’s eyes went wide at the sight. When Remi turned around from Penny, the sex therapist actually clapped a hand over her mouth, turned to one of her girlfriends, and whispered something in the chick’s ear.

Then they both shared another giggle.

Dance class started and Remi embarrassed himself, but no one cared. There were about six girls and three guys present—two of whom were probably gay, or three, if you included Remi—and everyone just wanted to watch Remi’s cock mound bounce around as he awkwardly tried to learn the dance steps.

He was given “hands on” guidance a few times by some girls, who showed him where to place his hands on a woman and where to move his feet.

By the end of the hour, he had gotten the hang of it a little bit, and was dancing to the hip-hop tunes a little less shamefully.

But every time he twisted his body or bent over a little bit, there were a few sets of eyes that watched his oversized cock snake this way and that, and swing from thigh to thigh, slapping home.

Evelyn thought she saw more than a couple of the girls drooling at the sight, but it was Penelope who had Remi’s attention.

Since he had basically broadcasted what he was working with, and what Penny had to look forward to, she seemed much more interested in him after the dance class. And why not? They’d met earlier that day, and had happened to run into each other again, across town?

Perhaps it was fate.

Penelope didn’t seem to mind that Remi was more than 10 years her junior—or perhaps Remi lied and told her he was older than he was.

Either way, class ended and they walked out side by side. As people spilled out of the dance hall, Penny and Remi slowly meandered down Garnet Avenue—the main drag in Pacific Beach—and didn’t seem like they had any plan of where to go.

Evelyn could imagine how the conversation went:

“Sooo, how did you get here, Remi? Did you drive?”

“Nah, I took an Uber. Trying to do my little part to save the world from emissions, you know?”

Evelyn snorted. She felt a bit crazy having the dialogue in her head, but she had nothing better to do.

“Oh, so . . . what’s your plan for the rest of the night?”

“I dunno, babe, I was hoping to hang out with you some more. It seems like fate that our paths crossed again today.”

“Yeah. Maybe. Do you want to go to a bar?”

“Oh, I’m not actually old enough to—I mean, I have a better idea! Why don’t we go back to my place?”

“Okay, but I don’t put out on the first date . . . just so you know.”

And then Remi, under his breath, “That’s what they all say.”

The couple made it about a block away from The Facility, then stopped on the sidewalk. Penny was looking around, as if trying to find her car, then her hand shot out and pointed to the other side of the street—the side of the street where Evelyn was parked, but at least 10 car-lengths up. Evelyn was in no worry of being discovered. She was an expert spy, after all.

It seemed like another pivotal moment in the couple’s night was coming up, and Evelyn leaned forward in her seat, gazing through the windshield.

“Come on, sonny . . . go for it.”

She must have telepathically sent her words into her son’s brain, because less than a minute later, Remi lunged forward and closed the gap with Penny. She was caught by surprise, took half a step back, and then craned her neck down—she was at least four or five inches taller than the young man—and took in Remi’s kiss.

They locked lips and Evelyn pumped her fist, punching her steering wheel.

“Fuck yes!”

Remi reached up and cradled Penny’s neck, gently stroking her hair and bringing her head closer so he could continue to French the hot lady.

They were stuck like that for a moment, lips pressed together, tongues entwined, and then they parted. They both had dazed looks in their eyes.

Then they both smiled bashfully. To Evelyn, it was adorable.

Penelope pointed across the street again, shrugging.

Remi shrugged, too, and then took the taller, older woman’s hand.

They dashed across the street together once the traffic cleared.

Evelyn peered down Garnet Avenue, at the passing brake lights and street lamps lighting up the boulevard every 20 feet or so. A couple cop cars passed Evelyn’s parked car, zooming by to get into the heart of PB before the ruckus started.

It would be a busy night in PB, it seemed.

And Evelyn hoped it would be an even busier night back at her house . . .
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Chapter Four
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E
 velyn made it back
 to her house before Remi and Penny did, just as she thought she would. She was already feeling jittery and aroused before she stepped inside. As she got out of the car, she realized her panties were wet and she needed to change to get more comfortable.

Inside, the house was dark and empty of people. She took a deep breath at the front door, then turned on the lights. She wanted it to be bright.

Luckily, because Remi lived with a responsible adult, the place didn’t look like some loser’s man-cave or a bachelor pad. It was prim and proper and Evelyn kept the place tidy.

She immediately stormed down the hallway, wrapped her arm around the door hinge or her room, and launched herself inside. She was humming the entire way in—feeling in an absolutely chipper mood.

The fact that Remi had been suspended from school earlier that day was the furthest thing from her mind . . .

She changed out of her street clothes, threw on her robe and decided to forego the panties. She went naked underneath the pink fuzzy robe.

She dashed into the kitchen, poured herself a glass of wine, then skipped back into her room.

About 10 minutes later, the front door opened.

From her closed doorway, she heard the heavy footfall of high heels on wood, then the softer planting of Remi’s shoes. They drew nearer, inching down the hallway, and Evelyn heard Penelope’s voice for the first time that day since their sex therapy session.

“Wow, Todd, this is a nice place. I’m pleasantly surprised,” she said.

Evelyn stifled a snort. Really, Remi?
 Todd?! That’s the best you could come up with? Well, I at least commend you for not giving your actual name, knowing that Penelope would’ve recognized it. Smart thinking, son.


“Thanks, I try to keep it livable,” Remi said, taking credit for all of Evelyn’s hard work. “Do you want some wine, Penny? Maybe watch a little TV in the living room?”

Evelyn could hear the laughter in Penny’s voice as she said, “Are you trying to ‘Netflix and chill’ me, Todd?”

Remi chuckled. He managed to sound a lot more mature than Evelyn knew he actually was.

“You might’ve caught me there . . .” he said, trailing off.

They both shared a laugh.

“I’ll take a glass,” Penelope said. Their footsteps echoed into the kitchen, and a moment later Evelyn heard clinking glasses.

Wow, Remi, it’s not like you to drink. Color me shocked. I guess for special occasions . . .

Their feet wandered into the living room and then made no more sound as they must’ve reached the carpet. Evelyn silently swore to herself—she really hoped Remi wasn’t trying to do the whole couch sex thing . . . that would put a serious damper on her spying game.

But Remi wasn’t selfish. There was no doubt in Evelyn’s mind that he knew she was there, in her room, door locked, listening to every word and toast and laugh between the two. She had practically set them up, after all, by writing that Post-It note with Penelope’s whereabouts that night.

Evelyn wondered how Remi might try to get the woman into his room, but she made it easy for him—she actually made the move.

“Yeah, we could watch Netflix or something,” she said lazily. “I mean, if you don’t want to show me your room for some reason . . . What, is that where you threw all your dirty clothes and old food before I came over?” Her voice was confident and languid, like she was hinting at something.

Remi laughed at her little joke. “Yeah, that’s where I keep the dead bodies. Nah, I don’t mind at all . . . come on.”

Their footsteps knocked on the floor again, grew louder, and then Evelyn heard the telltale creaking of Remi’s door opening.

Then it closed.

Evelyn retreated into her closet and gazed through the spyhole that looked into Remi’s room.

“Nice, PlayStation, computer. I’m surprised you don’t have a race car bed,” Penelope said.

She was dressed in a slim black dress that showed her curves off much like her yoga outfit had, and high heels that made her quite a few inches taller than Remi. He looked casual in his street clothes next to the beauty. Her hair was still in a ponytail, similar to how she’d looked at sex therapy.

Remi scratched the back of his neck. “Hey, gimme a break, I’m still a guy, all right?” he said, half jokingly.

Yes, and quite a young guy, son. It seems that Penny’s not such a fool—she’s caught on to your little charade.

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Penny said, “I’m just teasing you. How old did you say you were again?” She ran a hand over Remi’s narrow shoulder, down his thin bicep . . .

“Old enough to do this,” Remi whispered, then leaned in, tilted his face upward, and kissed her. He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her closer.

Penny put her glass of wine down on the boy’s dresser and fell into his arms, pushing her hips into him.

When they pulled away, she said, “Y’know, I noticed something in that dance class . . .”

“Yeah, most people do,” Remi said, showing off a bit of his arrogant side. Then again, he had every reason to be arrogant, with what he was packing.


All the girls learn that he can do whatever he wants with a cock that fucking big,
 Evelyn thought, shaking her head. God knows I’d love to worship it if he wasn’t . . . my son. This is the closest I can get, though.


Penelope bit her bottom lip, her face inches from his, but said nothing. She simply blinked, her eyes getting smaller and narrower in her head.

Remi said, “That didn’t look too . . . young and underage for you, did it?”

Penny snorted. “No, not quite . . . but I might have to get to the bottom of it to make sure it’s not too sma—”

Remi took a step back and lowered his jeans. His custom-made underwear clung to his body and pushed out against his pelvis, the mountain of cock and balls straining against the thin fabric.

“What were you saying?” Remi asked, putting his hands on his hips.

“J-Jesus,” was all Penny could manage. Her eyes widened at the massive bulge.

“Yeah, your eyes are telling me that you want all the meat bulging out of this low-slung, barely contained underwear . . .”

“N-No, I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t need to. You’re practically drooling.”

“Hey, it could still be an illusion—a mirage or something—”

Remi lowered his underwear just to take away any doubt. His huge flaccid cock swung down from his hips like Tarzan swinging through the jungle. His fat juicy balls plopped down between his thighs, dangling low like two ripe pears.

Penny put a hand to her stomach. It was as if she was trying to gauge how far that thing would go before it bulged her tummy and bloated her womb. Even soft, it looked like it would reach up and smack against the bottom of her tits, if it weren’t for her internal organs.

“Fuck, you’re one huge boy,” she muttered, dazed.

Yes, Penny, after all this time, you finally see what I drag on and on about in therapy! You see what I have to deal with every day!

Remi’s dick seemed to pulse against his thigh, the large, bulbous cockhead nearly reaching his knee. He sat down on the edge of his bed and his cock drooped over the lip as he spread his legs, reaching almost halfway down to the ground.

“Why is it that skinny punks always have big meaty cocks?” Penelope found herself saying, her voice amazed. “My last boyfriend was a skinny little musician that I liked to boss around, then he’d whip out his fat floppy donkey dick and beat my face with it.”

“Is that all he’d do with it?” Remi asked, tilting his head. He looked completely relaxed, his hands clasping the edge of the bed, pantsless, in his element.

Color came to Penelope’s face. “No. He used to dominate my asshole, but even he was nowhere near your size—I wouldn’t let that thing close
 to my butt.”

“Ah, I bet he liked to fishhook you and turn you into his own personal cum-dumpster.”

Penelope’s eyes were half-lidded. “How did you know?”

“Because it’s what I like to do to hot and mean sluts like you.”

“Hey now—”

“Get on your knees and crawl between my knees. I want to see how much of this thick cock you can stuff in your face.”

Penny bit her bottom lip again. She hesitated for a second, fingers fidgeting near her stomach, then did as she was told. She went on her knees and scooted forward, until her head was between Remi’s knees, then his skinny thighs.

He had a large enough gap between his thighs, especially with his legs spread, to give her plenty of room to work with.

As her pretty, fair face neared Remi’s rugged, manly cock, the young man lifted it with both hands and plopped it down on her face. It smacked down on her forehead and Penelope went cross-eyed trying to look at it.

“Wow.”

“You want me to beat your face up with my dick, huh, just like your ex used to do?”

“Yes, please,” Penelope said with a weak nod.

Remi lifted and dropped his cock on her head a couple more times, rippling her cheeks as he softly slapped her. Then the monstrous member started to grow, starting at the base and thickening as the blood flowed. Before long, it was protruding out the back of Penelope’s head, nearly getting caught in the top of her ponytail.

The next time he smacked his cock down on her face, it sounded like a thunderclap—and much more vicious than before.

Fuck, Penny, if it was up to you, you’d have him batter your face with that huge cock until you had a black eye, wouldn’t you?

Penny yelped. “Fuck, Todd! Look at these giant balls!”

Remi chuckled and pushed his butt off the bed a bit, until his hanging testicles were nearly pressed against her face.

“You’re so little, but you’re such an alpha!” Penny exclaimed. “Slam those giant nuts over my face, Todd, get them all over there. Smother me with your monster sack until I can’t breathe right!”

“I knew you were a dirty slut the first moment I laid eyes on you, Penny.”

Remi obliged, pushing his big balls into her face with both hands. It was like he was manhandling a couple of peaches, molding them into her skin, swiping his smooth sweaty sack all over her face, mucking up her makeup.

Penny didn’t seem to care. She didn’t know that this was Remi’s number one means of foreplay. It got him hard as a rock, sitting his big balls down on girl’s faces. He loved to tea-bag, then he’d throttle you with that hammer dick and gag you until you were choking on your own spit.

Evelyn stuck two fingers in her pussy as she watched the festivities begin. She could hardly see Penny’s cute face anymore, she was so inundated with manly nuts. Her son’s scrotum nearly made the circumference of her entire face when it was squished against her like that.

But Evelyn could hear the desperate licking and sucking as Penny tried to chortle and slurp on the boy’s big boulders.

Yeah, Remi, get those big boy balls all over her face . . . Can you hear how lewd she is? I knew it!

Penny put her hands blindly on Remi’s kneecaps, squeezing down as Remi smothered her in ballsack and waved his hips to and fro, until her licking started sounding like gurgling.

It was wet and sweaty and sticky, the way Penny slurped up Remi’s nuts.

Eventually, Remi pulled her head away and shoved his hard cock past her eager dick-sucking lips, painting his cock in a ring of crimson red lipstick. He struggled to fit the bulky cockhead past her nearly unhinged jaw, but once he did, at least five inches of his thick meat slid right into her throat.

Penny snorted and gagged immediately as Remi’s giant fuckwand pushed down her tongue and kissed the back of her throat.

Snot bubbled from the girl’s nose as she tried to breathe. She didn’t look so in control anymore, which was always how Remi knew it would end up.

Evelyn knew, too. She almost felt bad for some of the girls that Remi fucked and skewered—they had no chance. Their pussies would never be the same, nor would their mouths.

That’s why most of them came back. Once they had a giant dick that touched the spots no other dick ever could, they became addicted.

It was slightly different seeing Remi facefucking someone she knew,
 though, and quite intimately at that.

They’d had some lurid discussions in their day during sex therapy . . . and now Penelope had unknowingly thrown herself into one of those passionate stories.

Evelyn’s pussy was on fire. She flicked her clit with one hand and shuffled her pussy with the other, rapidly rubbing and dipping her fingers in and out. She knew all the right places to poke and prod, and she climaxed within minutes of Penny throating Remi’s massive horsecock.

Evelyn’s pussy was already, her clit already twitching, when Remi wrapped his thin legs around the back of Penelope’s head. He pushed her face down onto his cock, skullfucking her some more, and groaned. Then he leg-locked her, his calves digging into the back of her neck.

Penny’s face went as red as her lipstick. Her eyes bulged in much the same way that her throat was bulging every time Remi thrust—dangerously and suddenly.

The snorting, slurping sounds coming from Penny’s face turned into coughing gags and chokes. She’d lost complete control, and was about to lose consciousness.

Remi was having the time of his life, cavorting and grinding his hips against Penny’s face. He was smiling with his mouth open, his tongue slightly lolling out past his lips.

He facefucked Penny for a few minutes, until the squishy sounds coming from the poor woman started to sound dire. She clearly couldn’t breathe properly—just like she’d asked—and her red face was starting to turn purple.


Don’t kill my therapist with your stupid huge cock, Remi! I’ll have to find a new one!
 Evelyn thought.

Penny’s fingers drummed Remi’s kneecaps, then they eagerly started tapping.

Remi pulled back and let go of the back of Penny’s head—letting the resistance go.

Penny immediately came up for air, gasping for breath and crying tears mixed with precum and snot. Her makeup was ruined, her mascara caked her face and traced down her rosy cheeks, and her lipstick was askew all over her face.

She looked like a mess, and it had taken less than five minutes to turn her into a snorting, cock-drunk whore.

With red-rimmed eyes, she gasped and doubled over, going onto all fours. She spat on the carpet, uncaring that she was getting it dirty—splotches of precum and spit were already lingering there, soiling the whitish shag carpet.

“Okay, that was the test run,” Remi said, standing from his bed. His hard monstercock swung from side to side, nearly smacking Penny in the face once again.

“Now it’s time to see how much of this long girthy cock you can actually take, Penny. Playtime is over . . .”
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Chapter Five
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P
 enelope took her heels
 off before climbing up from her hands and knees with Remi’s help.

Once they were of a similar height—Penny was still a bit taller—Remi spun the woman around and slammed her against the nearby dresser. The hard crash sent the wine glass on the dresser toppling over, spilling the wine down the edge of the dresser like a sticky wave of cum. The glass rolled off the countertop and landed on the carpeted floor with a dull thud.

Penelope yipped like a wounded dog and bent over slightly.

Remi ripped her dress up by its hems, lifting it to reveal her big ass and her black panties. He clapped her wide pale buttcheeks with a groan and stuffed his cock between her thick, toned thighs.

Penelope clutched the sides of the dresser for dear life, glancing over her shoulder with a worried expression on her face. She looked like a desperate, used slut with her face covered in messy foundation and smeared precum and saliva, but there was nothing to be done about that.

Remi’s huge cock glided between her thighs, the topside of the shaft rubbing against her pussy lips through her panty fabric.

“Fuck, that thing is gonna split my pussy in two, Todd! Wait up, you’re gonna break meee!”

Remi ignored her cries. He hooked his fingers around the thin waistband of her panties and pulled, tearing them away. Her ass bounced from the released pressure, falling into place like two ripe watermelons.

Evelyn’s eyes went wide at seeing her sex therapist bent over her son’s dresser, ass exposed. She could nearly see the girl’s cunt . . .

She licked her lips eagerly.

Remi must’ve noticed the same alluring thing—how juicy Penny’s ass looked, bare naked and perfectly round. A great bubblebutt.

And like all great bubblebutts that Remi had broken in, he wanted to taste it before he impaled it.

He went to his knees and stuck his face right between Penny’s pink asscrack, nosing her anus and licking her sopping wet pussy. He grabbed her wide hips and pulled her asshole into his face as hard as he could, eating her ass like it belonged on the buffet line.

Penny moaned, her eyes going toward the ceiling. “Jesus, Todd, you can really lick an asshole good!”


I bet he could stuff it better than he even licks it,
 Evelyn thought, bringing herself to a third orgasm. Her body shook as she released her pent-up frustration and pissed a little. Her closet floor was becoming stained—the wood a lighter color around her stool than the rest of the floor—due to cumming and squirting on the floor all the time.

“Come on, I want that giant horsecock pushing into me!” Penny shouted like a good, eager bitch. She’d become completely submissive yet demanding at the same time. She needed the boy’s cock more than anything.

Cock-drunk, dick-hungry slut!

Remi stood to his full height and angled his cock upward, lifting the shaft with both hands. He unintentionally hotdogged the girl’s asscrack for a moment as he searched for the hole, then he plunged his giant cockhead between her pussy lips, stretching them far and wide.

“Pump that huge flesh slab deep into me, boy!” Penny screamed. “Rail me like a stupid mind-bent bitch!”

Remi thrust his hips and grunted, sending inches of thick cockmeat into his prey, splitting her open even further as her wet pussy lips slid down his shaft and swallowed his dick.

Wet slurping, suction sounds echoed through the room and down the hallway. Evelyn could even hear the squelching noises of Remi opening up the poor bitch’s cunt, rendering her pussy lips raw, until they were red and loose.

Remi reached around and tugged at Penny’s neck. The girl whimpered and moaned, cumming and shaking from the boy’s violent thrusts.

Her knees knocked together, which only tightened her pussy muscles on Remi’s massive shaft.

The boy groaned. He found the corners of Penny’s mouth with his searching fingers and pulled hard, fishhooking her until her mouth was flat and open, teeth bared, making her look like a dumb puffer fish.

The dresser knocked against the wall like a headboard, shaking just as viciously as Penelope’s body.

It looked like Remi was shoving a log in there, and he couldn’t be stopped. His hips moved like a jackhammer, his huge nutsack swung like a wrecking ball.

He was a one man construction crew, and he was reconstructing Penny’s insides.

He pounded her deep and hard, fitting as much of his overgrown cock into her tunnel as she could take. Her stomach bloated and bounced like a pregnant woman with an untamed baby kicking inside. Her bellybutton shot out so far that it knocked against the edge of the dresser.

One of Penny’s hands went to her stomach, to feel that cock kicking at her tummy, blasting into her womb.

“Explode my womb full of your th-ticky thick jizz, baby! I’m on the pill!” she wailed, her words lisping as he continued to fishhook her.

“Not yet, my little whore!”

“I can’t thtop cumming!”

“Good! Then you’ll love this!”

He reared back like a stallion, his arms wrapping around her waist, and pulled her away from the dresser.

She yelled like a banshee as her body was moving through the air.

Remi lunged and backpedaled in one fell swoop, bringing his body down on the bed halfway across the room. His butt bounced on the soft bed and Penny’s body landed right on him, thrusting his cock deeper into her.

“Ah! My fucking cervix!” she screamed, her voice full of pain.

Remi bounced her on his lap like a massage chair, thrusting impossibly fast until her entire body was trembling and shaking like an seizure patient.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. Her feet could have reached the floor from the bed, but her toes were curled and her legs were slightly raised as if she was weightless.

Remi reached down and tucked his arms under her thick pale thighs, then pulled up toward his own body. He knew she was a dancer and knew how flexible she was.

Like a proper gymnast, Penny’s legs were raised higher and higher, until her toes nearly pointed toward the ceiling and her thighs were up against her little bouncing boobs.

Remi arm-barred the poor woman and hooked his hands behind her head, pushing down.

Penny could see herself getting blown open and her eyes widened. “It looks like I’m having a fucking baby, you big-dicked brute!” She had probably never seen her pussy so stretched, the lips angled so far apart as they slid on Remi’s girthy, broad shaft.

She was in a full nelson and has nowhere to go—it was quickly becoming one of Remi’s favorite positions.

“Fuck this,” Evelyn finally said after cumming for the fourth time. Her body ached and twitched, but she couldn’t stop herself. She ran out of the closet, knocking the stool down on her hurried way out.

She dug into her nightstand by the bed and found what she was looking for.

She put on the apparatus and moaned as a banana dildo dove into her damp pussy. Then she rushed out of the room and steeled herself in front of Remi’s door, where all the cavorting and bloodcurdling cries were coming from.

She barged into the room, and stood naked with her robe open, her giant tits hanging in front of her and wobbling. Her hands went to her hips.

A giant strap-on, double-sided dildo curved up from her pussy like a rhino’s horn. It was neon purple and thick and seven inches long.

Penny’s eyes nearly bulged from their sockets as she witnessed the glory of Evelyn standing before her, hands on hips, huge dildo waving around.

“E-Evelyn?!” she cried. Her body bounced some more. She was in no position to talk—legs reared up against her tits and head, pussy pounded out with Remi’s cock digging into her insides and rearranging her guts.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and Evelyn was afraid the girl would pass out before Evelyn finally got to have her fun with her.

But Penny blinked away the daze of constant cumming and when her eyes returned to Evelyn, they were just as surprised, as if she hoped she’d been dreaming the entire thing.

“Mom?!” Remi cried, peeking over Penny’s shoulder at the woman’s cry.

Penny repeated that word: “Mom?!” and then everything dawned on her all at once.

Her body wouldn’t stop bouncing, though, her fat ass flapping down across Remi’s thighs with loud, moist slaps. She couldn’t straighten her mind enough to voice what was going through her head, but it was obvious that the truth had come to her.

She’ been duped—there was no Todd. This big-dicked freak was her patient’s son.

“Yes, Penny, now you know! Now you see what I have to deal with every day, the stupid huge-cocked menace!” Evelyn said. She smiled cruelly. “Remi, on your back, boy, I’m gonna plow open this cutie’s asshole!”

“W-Wait!” Penny started to complain, her voice wavering. But Evelyn was already lunging toward the bed, the dildo swaying in the air. It was strapped onto her like a plane-jumper’s parachute—half of it lodged inside Evelyn’s cunt, and the other half out in the air, ready to lodge itself inside Penny’s butthole.

Remi listened to his mom. He pulled back on Penny as hard as he could, and then fell to his back on the bed. Penny landed on him, her heavier weight embedding his body deep into the soft bedsheets. Now, Penny’s feet were
 pointing at the ceiling.

Evelyn jumped between her son’s skinny legs. She quickly realized that there was no way to get to Penny’s asshole, though, not with Remi’s monstrous cock plugging her up and clogging the path.

“Spin her around!” she demanded. She reached down and, before she even knew what she was doing, her son’s huge cock was in her hand. Evelyn wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, trying to make her fingertips meet and failing, and yanked the diamond-hard appendage out of Penny’s cunt.

The woman’s pussy gaped like a black hole, a stream of precum and ejaculate leaking out of her and splashing onto the bed. She slowly started to crawl over, to turn herself, and Evelyn helped the languid, sluggish woman along.

Evelyn grabbed Penny’s ankles and twisted her, until the girl flopped down back onto Remi, her tits pushed against his small chest.

Evelyn reached down and took her son’s cock once more in her hands, feeling the sweatiness and stickiness and hardness of it, and then she pushed apart Penny’s asscheeks at the same time. She found the gaping hole and plugged it with Remi’s cock with a lewd squelch.

Now Penny’s asshole was free. As the girl bounced some more on Remi’s cock—their faces touching and their lips locked together like a proper couple—Evelyn pulled Penny’s flabby asscheeks apart and found the girl’s rosebud.

She shoved her thick purple dildo straight into the girl’s rectum and Penny moaned and groaned, but she couldn’t scream because Remi was kissing her. It came out like a humming vibration.

Evelyn started pumping her hips, her wide asscheeks jumping up and down as she thrust into her therapist’s anus.

Penny was much looser than Evelyn had imagined. The mother created a seesaw motion with her son, until her dildo was rubbing against the underside of her son’s shaft.

She leaned in further to punish the poor girl and felt the base of her strap-on contraption punch against Remi’s overblown nutsack.

Evelyn groaned and closed her eyes as Remi’s balls swallowed the base of her dildo. She found herself fucking the crease separating his huge moose nuts, while she plunged and fought her way deeper into Penny’s cunt.

All three of them wailed. Their bodies grinded together, sweat splashed off them all, and the torrid, ripe smell of sex billowed into the room.

Penny squirted at the double penetration, her muscles no longer able to take it. The mother and son tag-team was too much for her. Her ass trembled, her hamstrings shook. Her eyes rolled around aimlessly once more, then she exploded, spurting a fire hose stream of piss back at Evelyn.

The mother laughed maniacally. Watching Penny piss again, she admired the way it sunflowered around Remi’s monstercock that clogged her pussy. She didn’t care that the girl was urinating all over her legs. The sticky warmness was just another tool to arouse her.

Evelyn grabbed Penny’s arms and pulled back on them, lifting her body slightly from Remi’s chest. At the same time, Remi stood up like a man doing a sit-up, and he stuffed his head between her small tits. He licked her and jackhammered some more, power-bottoming the bitch until she was cumming once more.

Evelyn railed into Penny like a strong man—like she’d done to her husband so many times. But she’d never had her son’s mammoth cock sliding so close to her legs, the heat emanating off it in waves, soaking her pussy in wetness. She’d never sat on his godly nutsack before or given herself a balljob between his avocado testicles.

Her legs were losing strength, her glutes were giving out, and she was sure she’d fall at any moment.

Penny was sandwiched together and incapable of using her words. The mother and son had demolished her so thoroughly that she was a writhing mess, impaled at both ends by the big logs, unable to make anything other than doggy squeaking sounds. Her tongue flapped around outside her mouth.

She was a cum-wasted cock-sleeve, and she’d become the subject of Evelyn’s next sex therapy story.

But there was one more thing to do—the icing on the cake—and Remi was reaching that point.

He clenched his eyes shut and snapped his mouth closed. His face twisted into a grimace as he yelled, “I’m gonna dump a fat load into you, Penny!”

“Nooo! My insides are already so fuuucked!” Penny cried, rejecting her words from earlier about him ballooning her womb. Now it seemed that she was so used up that she couldn’t tell up from down.

Evelyn had an idea, and as she saw Remi’s balls clench together and constrict up toward his thighs, she knew he was on the verge of exploding.

At the last moment before lift off, she pushed hard on Penny’s butt, until her fingers imprinted on those luscious asscheeks. She shoved hard enough to dislodge her from Remi’s protruding cock. It shot out of her like a pole-vault bending to take on the weight of its wielder. It boinged to attention and stuck straight up into the air, dug out from its warm wet hole and exposed to the coldness outside.

Then it exploded, with Evelyn looked almost directly into the one-eyed snake.

Remi’s cock trembled with the powerful surge of his orgasm, and he shouted incoherently. A massive jet of cum spurted out and shot into the air, cascading over all of them, before splattering on Evelyn’s face. The next stream of jizz was equally as strong, pelting his mother in the face so hard that her cheeks rippled from the G-force and her head shot back in surprise.

What followed was a veritable river of cum erupting from the boy’s cock like a volcano. It gushed out in all directions, lumpy, stinky, thick whiteness that coated the boy’s own thighs, drizzled onto Penny’s bruised ass, and spread all over Evelyn’s hands and body like fine melted cheese.

After getting spunk-cannoned in the face by her own son, Evelyn came and crumbled to the ground, pulling her dildo out of Penny’s ass so the girl could cum in peace.

Both women writhed with ecstasy as they came.

Evelyn was a complete alien as her pussy lit on fire.

Penny was a used toy gaping at both ends, two big black holes leaking sweat and cum and piss.

They all toppled onto the bed together, like a Neapolitan ice-cream sandwich. Their bodies slid and mingled from the slick sweat that coated them all.

They breathed heavily, gasping, trying to control themselves. No one said a word for a long time.

Finally, Evelyn slapped Penelope’s ass and watched it undulate all the way up her body. She’d cum at least six times, as usual, but even better, she licked her face and got to taste Remi’s nasty, potent splooge.

She would never admit that that had happened, but she would also never live it down. She was a slave to her son as much as the next bitch—as much as Penelope Dalton.

She turned to Penny and their eyes locked. Their chests both rose with shallow breaths. They both looked ashamed, but weirdly content.

“I guess . . .” she began, took a breath, and started again. “I guess I have to find a new sex therapist, huh?”

Penny sputtered, closing her eyes. “It’s . . . it’s not quite appropriate, no.”

“Conflict of interest, eh?”

Penny nodded. Her fine hair was plastered to her scalp and forehead. Her ponytail was dragged down her back, and Evelyn wanted to yank on it and buttfuck the broad some more.

“Yes,” the therapist said, “it’s quite a conflict of interest.”

Evelyn frowned.

“But hey,” Penny said, rolling onto her back. She looked over and it seemed Remi was already fast asleep. “We can still fuck.”

Evelyn’s frown flipped.

Penelope winked at her. “And at least I finally got to meet your son!”

~
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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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