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Chapter One


J
ennifer Steele hadn’t gotten any in quite some time. She was antsy to get laid. And it didn’t help watching those fresh, tight young bodies strutting around her house like Greek gods.

From the couch, she tried to keep her eyes on the Real Housewives of Beverly Hills—
no, wait, now it was Vanderpump Rules.
 She had lost her focus and missed the ending of the Housewives
 episode playing on her big flatscreen TV mounted on the wall, across from the couch.

Oh well. She had much better eye-candy roaming around her house at the moment. The strong biceps and sculpted calves of the young men in her house made her hot and bothered. She tried not to show it, but felt her face getting flushed.

She fanned herself and side-eyed the kitchen to her right. 

Her son, Ethan, was at the fridge, getting out some Gatorades. He had invited some of his football buddies over before practice.

Jennifer loved it when her son invited his friends over.

It gave her something to look forward to.

Even though she was a recent divorcee, she still had needs that had to be met. Ever since splitting up with Eliot after she caught him with a younger woman, the only thing that had met her needs was the Hitachi Magic Wand she kept in her nightstand drawer upstairs. That snatchblaster could really get her going.

Sometimes she brought a little pocket-pleaser to work—her We Vibe G-Spot buzzer—because things tended to get a bit boring being stuck inside a law office all day.

But there was nothing like the real thing—Jenny yearned for it, needed it.

She ached for warm, hard cock.

Her 36-year-old pussy was still tight and wet and pretty. She probably had Eliot’s little pecker to thank for keeping her vagina narrow for so many years.

She was far from drying out. Hell, she probably could pop out a few more kids if she really wanted to. But she definitely didn’t want to.

She was a bit pissed that Eliot had cheated on her with a younger woman, but probably not for the normal reasons. She didn’t feel jealous,
 per se—If you want to suck on that little rod for the rest of your life, more power to ya, girl—
but just disgruntled. Like, how dare he? Who the hell did he think he was?

Any girl that Eliot could land would be a step down from Jenny Steele. There was no doubt in her mind. She had the looks: messy blonde hair and high cheekbones, an ass that wouldn’t quit, tits the size of watermelons, and legs longer than a country road. She wore the right outfits: skimpy dresses and powerful, hip-hugging business skirts; stilettos and fuck-me shoes.

But somehow Eliot had found a 20-something who wanted his little peen, and he was willing to cheat on his grade-above wife to get her.

It was probably the money he had, of course.

But Jenny didn’t mind too much. She had a bevy of nubile young studs in her house right now, and every time she glanced over at the kitchen, she caught one of the boys checking her out.

She was intimidating. It made her smirk because whoever’s eye she caught quickly burned red and looked away, utterly embarrassed.

She liked having all the power.

But there was one boy who would eye-fuck her and wouldn’t
 burn like a cherry tomato if he got caught lookin’.

Colton Cunningham.

Jesus, just that name
 exuded power. It rolled off the tongue . . . just like how Jenny wished her clit would roll off his
 tongue.

She knew she shouldn’t be having dirty thoughts about Colt, because he happened to be her son Ethan’s best friend. They’d grown up together.

But it was difficult for Jenny’s mind not to revert to sordid, hot lewdness when she rested her eyes on the boy. 

The kid was less of a colt and more of a stud. Pure and simple, he was a thoroughbred young man of amazing qualities.

A scene that always played in Jenny’s mind, which she would never admit and was insanely ashamed of, was when Ethan and Colton were younger.

Like, way
 younger, which is why she kept the memory to herself.

Back when they were boys, they did everything together. They played sports together, they played video games together, they tried to hit on girls together (though Colton had much better luck than Jenny’s poor son in that aspect). They cut the umbilical cord a bit through high school, but now that they were both seniors and on the varsity football team together, they were once again active in each other’s lives.

Sure, Ethan was the kicker on the team, while Colton was a star wide receiver, but Jenny was just happy that Ethan was on
 the team! She had ulterior motives for being happy about Ethan making the squad, of course, but she was also proud of her son. 

Anyway, one time, probably during one of the weird phases that pubescent boys go through (Jenny never asked), the two of them were getting changed, up in his bedroom, to go swimming.

And Jenny happened to “accidentally” walk in on the boys just as they were changing.

They had both been as naked as the day they were born, and they couldn’t have been more than . . . well, Jenny didn’t want to remember how old they’d been.

She never asked, but imagined they were “curious” about the other’s endowments.

But even back then, she distinctly remembered the huge, flaccid slab of cockmeat that hung down between Colton’s legs, perched over a healthy pair of smooth, giant nuts. It was an adult-sized cock. Very adult. 

Her son hadn’t been so lucky—he must’ve gotten his little weenie from his father—but Jenny couldn’t take her eyes off the rugged thing hanging from her son’s best friend’s pelvis.

Or maybe Colton had just hit puberty before Ethan. Hell, the boys had been like four-and-a-half feet tall back then!

But Jenny had gotten a good look at what was to come, and Colton’s life looked bright.

Her eyes had bulged at the sight, Ethan had chastised her with a high-pitched “Mooomm!” after she’d stayed in the doorway a little too long (“star-gazing”, as it were), and she’d never forgotten the moment.

For years she tried to tell herself that it had been an honest mistake, going up into Ethan’s room, that she just wanted to make sure her son was doing everything above board . . . but she really didn’t know.


Had
 she gone up to check on Ethan and Colton because she’d known she’d get an eyeful of dick?

Well, it didn’t matter anymore—she didn’t have to feel so bad these days, because Colton Cunningham was all grown up . . .

Sort of. He was 18 years old, just like Ethan.

Which meant he wasn’t a minor, and that was the most important distinction. He was a man
 now. A major
 man too: beautiful, fit, tall, hung . . .

The list went on.

Colton had all the good qualities that a boy could seemingly have. It made sense that his girlfriend was the hottest girl on the cheerleading squad. He honestly lived a movie-star-quality life—shining football player with a beautiful, supportive cheerleader for a girlfriend.

It made Jenny want to puke.

Actually, it made her want to fingerblast herself to the steamy imaginations of those two nubile young bodies rutting against each other like snorting pigs in shit. 

Colton and Gabriella Evans made a handsome pair.

But Jenny knew she had something that Gabby wouldn’t have for years: experience. Also, much bigger tits.

But, yes, experience.


Truth be told, she wanted to slap that little girl down and pull Colton away by his huge cock. She wanted to lead him upstairs, to her bedroom, and she wanted to let the young stallion mount her like a common bitch.

Jenny wanted to teach Colton everything she knew about pleasure and hardcore fucking, and she wanted to do it now!


But Ethan and Colton and their two friends were on the way out the door.

A frown crossed her big, full red lips as she watched them walk, Gatorades in hand.

“Bye, Ms. Steele!” Colton said with a wave over his shoulder, standing in the archway of the front door.

Jenny’s eyes narrowed on his strong body: his curly brown hair that almost went to his piercing gray eyes, his bulging pecs and biceps. He was a little over six feet tall and possibly still growing.

She had to take him all in because she knew it might be the last time she saw him for a little while.

After a moment, she realized she hadn’t said anything. She cleared her throat and yelled across the room. “How many times do I have to tell ya, hun? Call me Jenny!”

Sitting on the couch, she crossed one thick thigh over her knee and smiled at the handsome boy, showing her pearly white teeth and the deep dimples in her cheeks.

Colton flashed a winning smile and shrugged a bit awkwardly, blushing. His strong shoulders tightened up as he flexed, and it made Jenny stir.

“It’s not right, Ms. Steele. Mom didn’t raise me that way,” he said.

Jenny sighed inwardly. That was another winning quality about the big cocked football star—he was so very kind
.

His three friends were already ahead of him—Ethan was at that age where it was embarrassing to get coddled by Mom, much less say “bye” to her, when he was with his friends.

Jenny’s son was also a kind boy, but he had his faults—hormones being chief among them.

That being said, Jenny had an inkling that her house was the “party house” for one simple reason, and it also had to do with the hormones raging around in her young son’s loins. Or, rather, her son’s friend’s loins.

The boys loved checking out Ms. Steele. She was that sexy, divorced mom with the huge tits and fat ass that every teenaged boy lusted after.

Jenny let Ethan believe that Colton and the others wanted to hang around at his pad because he was the cool friend. What harm could it cause, letting Ethan think he was the big man in town?

But the truth was much more obvious: Ethan had a hot mom.

Jenny loved it.

Ethan’s mom has got it going onnn—

Her eyes stayed on Colton as the boy turned around, and she watched his tight ass sashay right out the door.

Then she was alone in the house, with only the screaming bitches on the TV to keep her company.

Well, them and her pussy plunger.

It was time to make use of her toys, and she knew she’d be thinking about Colton’s fat cock ravaging her the entire time.


God,
 she wondered, as she stood up from the couch and headed for the stairs, how big is Colton’s meat missile these days?


Her curvaceous hips pumped left and right beneath her hugging red dress as she marched up the stairs, her ass shaking, her mind lost in tunnel vision.

A girl can dream, right?
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Chapter Two


J
enny peeled off her tight red dress, watching herself the entire time in the full-length mirror positioned across from her queen-sized bed.

She smiled as she shook the dress free from her elegant shoulders, then removed it down to her tummy. She unclasped her bra and let her huge tits bounce free and spool out in front of her like two ripe melons. They were round, full, and natural—as big as her head—and they naturally pressed against each other, creating a crevice of deep cleavage. Her nipples were still perky despite her age, with small, pink areolas and hard, pointy ends. Her tits were so big that her underboob reached down to her stomach, despite having barely any sag to them. 

The dress came down further and revealed her tiny waist and wide hips, bustling out of her dress. A strong man with big hands might be able to reach all the way around her flat tummy and touch fingertips, while the same man would have trouble nestling her drastically curved hips.

Her bulging ass was bigger around than most men’s hips could ever hope to be. She reminisced on the numerous fucks she’d had where her toned buttcheeks would sink over and around a man’s pelvis every time she slammed her ass down on a cock, enveloping the man in warm, hearty flesh, her ass rippling with powerful waves.

She kicked off her high heels and struck a profile pose in the mirror, flexing her shapely calves and stupid thick thighs. There was hardly a breadth of a gap between them, which was great when she was getting eaten out and wanted to wrap those large head-busters around someone’s face.

Jenny took her flimsy pink panties off, struggling to stretch them around her wide ass before letting them fall to the floor around her ankles.

She crawled onto her bed on all fours, like a dog, and then looked over her shoulder, back into the mirror. The reflection showed her bulbous, exposed ass, and she reached behind her to spread her cheeks and take a look at her tight, puckering asshole.

Her hairless pussy slit was tight and wet underneath her asshole, separated by a small stretch of taint. She felt herself getting worked up and let out a small whimper as she let go of her asscheeks and they slapped back together and wobbled in the air.

She crawled across her bed and reached into her nightstand drawer, coming out with two things: her trusty pussy rumbler and a thick, seven-inch blue dildo.

With both items in her hands, she flopped down onto her back, propping herself up onto a pillow so she could watch herself in the mirror.

Her tits spilled out to her sides. She spread her legs and put the toys down, deciding to go manual with it, at first.

Her right hand slithered down her wide hip, down her slick pubic region, and stopped at the flesh on the inside of her thigh. It was warm and soft.

She slowly worked her way up, caressing her thigh and hamstring. Then she massaged her puffy pussy lips and felt the wetness grow inside of her. She bit her bottom lip as she played with her vulva and slowly, gingerly, prodded two fingers inside her pussy.

The warm wetness enveloped her fingers immediately. With her left hand, she kneaded her left tit and fondled the big mound. First she squeezed her tit and let her fingers disappear inside the embedded flesh, then she circled her fingers around her little nipple and pinched.

“Ah!” she yipped. The reflection in the mirror showed a horny MILF ready for action, ready to get plowed.

As she fingered herself and picked up pace, finally deciding to stick a third finger inside of herself, her tit-massaging hand instinctively went down to her pussy and started rubbing her clit.

She could fiddle her skittle like no other, and it wasn’t long before she felt the first wave of cosmic bliss envelop her body.

Jenny was an easy cummer, which made most of the partners she’d had in her life very happy. Not only were men generally only aware of their own satisfaction and orgasms, but she could force herself to cum when she knew her man was getting close.

Right now, she imagined Colton taking off his football gear—his pads, jersey, undergarments . . .

Colton was in the locker room at the school, surrounded by other young, fit, naked bodies.

When the young men in Jenny’s daydream turned around and faced Colton, their free cocks all hung limply between their legs, big and menacing.

Jenny smiled to herself. She wondered if the school’s football team was called the Mustangs because all the boys on the team were hung like horses.

She sure hoped so.

In her daydream, Colton’s cock was the biggest, of course.

And across from him, somehow having sneaked into the locker room, was his little innocent girlfriend, Gabby.

The girl was still dressed in her cheerleader outfit, with the miniskirt that barely covered her muff, and long, brown legs that reached to the heavens.

Jenny moaned and hooked her fingers inside her pussy, tapping her G-spot. Her whole body flexed and she arched her back on the bed, hitting the back of her head against the headboard behind her.

She climaxed, feeling a rush of powerful energy surge through her.

Then she reached for her vibrator, turned it on, and rested the buzzing microphone-like head on her pussy. The rumbling sensation immediately made her body tense up again, but before long she had relaxed and fell into a rhythm.

Her hips started gyrating as the vibrator moved outside of her.

Her clit-rubbing hand sprawled out to her side and searched until it found the seven-inch dildo resting beside her.

She grabbed the thick toy and brought it to her slick, wet pussy.

Then she tilted her head and smirked.

With a jerk of her hand, she plunged the dildo into her asshole, opting for rectal pleasure while the vibrator worked on her pussy above.

“Gaaah!” she moaned as the head of the blue dildo pushed apart the skin of her anus and dove into her rectum. It was a thick, hard toy, and the coldness of it shocked her system.

Her imagination brought her back to the locker room, to Colton and his long, fat cock.

The boy wonder had Gabby pressed against a bench now, and he spun her around like a doll, barely registering her weight as he moved her.

The little puppet girl whimpered as her beefy boyfriend manhandled her. She stuck her ass out for his pleasure and succumbed to her role, playing the innocent young virgin who had no say in the matter.

The buzzing of Jenny’s vibrator grew louder as she turned up the heat. She lifted her heavy legs from the bed, spreading them as far apart as they would go, until she was practically doing the splits in the air. 

She curved her legs at the knees, pointing them inward and sticking out her toes like a ballerina about to go en pointe.

She moved the dildo in and out of her asshole, stretching her butt and pushing her cheeks apart to allow the girthy toy to fit inside of her.

The wetness spilled from her pussy in rivulets now, dripping down her pussy to her taint, arching over her asshole where the big dildo penetrated her, and spilling onto the sheets in her lap.

Her voice was low and raspy as she moaned again from the intense vaginal buzzing and anal prodding.

In her daydream, Colton flipped up the little girl’s skirt and revealed her big bouncing booty. He clutched her hips with his strong, rugged hands, and yanked her closer to him, causing Gabby to cry out.

“P-Please, Colton, it’s my first time . . . be g-gentle,” she murmured pathetically.

Colton just smirked while his cock grew harder, until it was raging in front of him and had nowhere else to go. He rested the heavy appendage on top of Gabby’s bare ass and slid it over her little buttcrack.

In Jenny’s dream, Colton’s thick cock dwarfed the girl’s ass in front of him. He slid it up and down between her asscrack, hotdogging the cheerleader and squeezing her cheeks around his dick.

“After I’m done with you, honey, I’m going to let the boys have their turn. Got it?” Colton said in a syrupy voice, urging and hot.

Gabby just nodded, her brown head of hair flickering. She looked over her shoulder and her eyes were big and innocent in her head. She had a frightened look on her face as she viewed the tremendous cock sliding over her asshole.

Then Colton growled and shoved his big dick inside of her, making the girl utter a choking, noisy scream.

Colton ravaged his little girlfriend and pushed her down on the bench, forcing the girl’s arms to bend and shake.

One of his hands moved to the back of her head, where he grabbed her brunette hair by the root and tugged hard. Her head lurched back painfully.

“Nooo!” Gabby cried, and then her voice was cut off by Colton’s other hand gliding between her perky tits and grabbing her by the throat.

Gabby’s cute little face turned red as Colton pumped his hips and fucked her with his huge cock, while asphyxiating her at the same time.

The boy’s hips knocked into Gabby’s and pushed her forward, but his hair-pulling technique made it so she couldn’t move more than an inch. Her body was arched in an awkward angle, like a suffocating ragdoll, and tears started to stream down her face as her boyfriend ravaged her poor pussy.

The entire time, the other naked boys in the locker room cheered on their captain and took their own big cocks in their hands and started to furiously jerk off, waiting for their turn to penetrate the nubile girl in front of them.

All except for Ethan Steele, who stood in the corner of the locker room with his hands fidgeting in front of his stomach, head bowed, his little weenie still limp between his legs.

The sudden mental image snapped Jenny from her dream and she quirked her eyebrow at the strange direction her imagination had taken.

She pegged it to a weird Freudian slip, and delved back into her dirty thoughts.

She bit her bottom lip as she felt another orgasm reaching inside of her, heightening her senses.

Jenny curled her toes and removed the buzzing vibrator from her pussy to allow her vagina some room to orgasm. She kept the dildo lodged in her asshole and her whole body trembled from the quaking ejaculation. 

Back in dreamland, Colton was on a tear. He stroked Gabby wildly and angrily, and the girl couldn’t stop cumming. Splashes of girly fluids drenched her thighs and spattered on the locker room floor.

He was being anything but gentle to the poor girl. 

Then Colton used his bull-like strength and actually lifted Gabby up from the floor, using only his wedged cock and hands as the lifting tools.

One hand stayed wrapped around the girl’s neck, while the one that had been pulling her hair moved to her waist. His strong, bulky arm circled around her thin ribcage and hugged her close to his body.

Her body convulsed as she went airborne and came with an eye-rolling orgasm.

Colon fucked her through the orgasm and made her body tremble even more. He had her completely helpless—pussy stretched and wrapped around his cock, which pushed up into him like a piston; face looking upward from the hand clutched at her throat; arm wrapped around her body, holding her in place in the air.

Her legs bounced and flailed madly at her sides as she was bounced on Colton’s thick cock and turned into a useless, mumbling little slut.

Colton laughed—a much different laugh than the airy, kind sound in his throat in real life.

His laugh turned into a grunt, and suddenly his body clenched up. His strong buttocks flexed and he hilted Gabby on his cock, shoving the girl down to the base of his shaft. 

Then the fertile young stud exploded inside of her.

At the same time, Jenny came again in real life. She shouted out and heard her voice echoing throughout her big house, down the hallways and stairs, reverberating around the walls.

Fluids spilled out of her and drenched the bedsheets.

Her clenching asshole forced the dildo to rocket out of her ass and roll across the bed from the force of her orgasm.

She had cum three times in 15 minutes, all thanks to the perverted thoughts involving her son’s best friend.

After cumming her brains out for 30 seconds or so, Jenny turned the vibrator off and let her body deflate.

She fell prone on the bed, letting her tits spill out even further to her sides, and looked away from the mirror.

As it usually happened after her nasty thoughts were expunged by a forceful cumming episode, she couldn’t look at her naked body in the mirror any longer.

She breathed heavily, then chuckled to herself, thankful that her body was so accustomed to the punishment she put it through on a daily basis.

A flicker of her dreams played in her mind, with Gabby now face-up on the dirty locker room floor, crying and staring up at a circle of strong boys with their cocks hovering over her.

The big dicks spurted ropes of cum onto her, one by one, caking her body with the thick white goo, until a few splotches shot into her mouth and face and eyelids and forced her to stop crying so she could choke on the nasty spunk.

The boys laughed the entire time.

Jenny laughed in real life, wondering where these barbaric thoughts were coming from.

Then she heard a loud sound—the unmistakable ringing of a cellphone going off.

But it wasn’t her cell’s ringtone, and it was coming from downstairs . . .
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Chapter Three


J
enny poked her head out from behind the wall of the hallway upstairs. She peered downstairs and waited for a moment, but the only sound she heard was that of an annoying, beeping ringtone echoing through the house.

She crept downstairs, her feet pitter-pattering on the carpeted steps. She was still naked, and her body jiggled and bounced wonderfully as she meandered down.

She loved walking through the house naked, but she couldn’t do it very often because Ethan was home all the time.

She really wanted that boy to get out more, but the fact was that he was a bit of a homebody. He liked his video games and chatting with friends online. But at least he played a sport to keep in shape.

Jenny really had no room to complain.

If Ethan was going to find a girl in high school, said girl would have to just fall in his lap—maybe literally—the way things were going.

When Jenny had broached the subject before, and threw out the dreaded V-word that no late-teenage boy wants to hear, Ethan had shut down and blushed like Rudolph’s red nose.

That was all the response Jenny needed to know that her son was still a virgin.


Oh well,
 she thought as she reached the bottom of the stairs, his time will come.


He’s a kind, sweet boy. Plus, he’s pretty tall and fit. He should have no problems finding women in the future.

Jenny wondered why thoughts of her son were coming to mind while she was strutting around the house naked, her tits and ass hanging out, her own juices lathering the insides of her thighs after a period of intense, orgasmic release. 


It’s a bit inappropriate and strange,
 she thought, but the mind will do what the mind does, I guess . . .


The annoying ringing finally stopped, but not before Jenny located the phone in the kitchen, sitting on the counter near the fridge.

She picked up the black iPhone and clicked it on, then her heart skipped a beat.

1 MISSED CALL (GABBY <3)

Her heart kept a-fluttering as she read the name over and over again. She could see the screensaver behind the message box: a beautiful young couple with bright, shining smiles, their temples touching in a loving embrace.

The selfie was of Colton and his girlfriend, Gabriella.

Dark thoughts immediately crossed Jenny’s mind. It seemed ominous and prophetic that this lovely couple would be staring her in the face after she had just cum three hard times while imagining the studly boy ruining the cheerleader’s perfect little pussy in front of all of his football buddies.

It made her deliriously think that they had been watching her flick her bean and convulse on her bed from blissful aftershocks, with the thick dildo lodged deep in her asshole. Like, telepathically or something. 

The next thought that crossed Jenny’s analytical mind was also dark, but in a different sense. An idea starting forming—one she knew she shouldn’t pursue—

But again, the mind will do . . .

“Hmmmm,” she hummed aloud, leaning over the kitchen counter to rest her big full boobs on the cold surface. Goosebumps rose on her arms from the touch of the tiles against her bulging underboob.

She pressed her body down, leaning further over the counter to smoosh her tits on the surface, and kicked one of her feet out behind her.

She twirled the iPhone in her hand a few times—a nervous tick—and bit her bottom lip.

A slow smirk came to her lips.

Jenny took the phone and headed back upstairs to her room.

When she reached her room, she was surprised at the stench of sweat and sex that wafted into her nostrils like a wall.

She sat down on the edge of her bed and stared at her curvy body in the mirror across the way. Spreading her legs, she revealed her pretty pink pussy, hairless from the Brazilian wax she’d gotten the day before.

Even though she wasn’t getting any, she still liked to stay trimmed up and clean in case the occasion presented itself . . .

She took the iPhone, clicked a couple buttons, and then was staring at her own face at an unflattering angle, as she’d flipped the phone’s camera back at her.

She raised the phone into the sky like she was going to take a face-selfie, but then lowered the angle of the screen at the last second.

Click!

She checked the resulting photo and smiled mischievously.

Jenny had taken a perfectly framed photo of her own huge knockers and the lower half of her body, but with her face cropped out of the shot.

And she’d taken it on Colton Cunningham’s phone.


That’s what he gets for forgetting the phone with his friend’s horny mom!
 Jenny thought to herself, giggling.

She felt like a high schooler again, like she was ditching class and was on the verge of getting caught. It gave her a rush, seeing her own tits barely fitting into the full frame of Colton’s phone.

Holding the phone out again, she placed it at arm’s-reach, so it was pushed out far from her body.

She made sure her legs were nice and spread, with her thick thighs drooping over the edge of the bed.

Click!

She looked at the photo. Her face was cropped out again, and this time she’d taken a direct pussy shot of herself.


Damn, I look good,
 she thought, chuckling again. Who
 wouldn’t want to fuck me?


Her plan got more wicked after that.

She clicked around on the phone a bit, with the blue light reflecting off her face, and figured out the phone’s number—Colton’s number.

Then she scrolled through the address book and found Gabby’s number.

She found her own phone sitting on the nightstand, and inputted both Colton and Gabby’s numbers into her cell.

Then she sent herself a text message with the two lewd photos, so she’d have copies of them.

She took Colton’s iPhone back downstairs and placed it on the kitchen counter, not bothering to delete the photos she’d taken.

As she marched back to the stairs, she paused at the bottom step. She looked over her shoulder at the phone, which sat innocently on the kitchen counter but held the seeds of a dark secret.

There would be no turning back from her scheme if she went up those stairs. Things could get ugly.

Or, things could get really, really
 good.

Jenny shrugged and grabbed the railing, then headed back up to her room.

She was all in.
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SHE STAYED IN HER ROOM
 when she heard the front door open downstairs a couple hours later.

She had taken a little nap, but had made sure to throw on her fuzzy pink knee-length robe before dozing off. 

The last thing she wanted to happen was to be sitting on the couch, right where Ethan had left her before leaving for practice, and for Colton to somehow spot the nasty photos she’d taken— while she was just sitting there.

She would never have been able to talk her way out of it, and it could have seriously fucked things up.

She heard the loud chatter of boys being boys—it sounded like Ethan had brought the same crew back after football practice—and then she distinctly heard the deep voice of Colton say, “Ah, here it is. Thank God.”

Jenny thought she was being paranoid.

Why would Colton cycle through his photos right now, after just finding his phone sitting on the kitchen counter?

“Hold on, guys, Gabby called,” came the dim echo of Colton’s voice. “I’m gonna see if she wants to go with.”

“Come on, man, call her back in the car. Did you see those chicks? Let’s get after ‘em before it’s too late,” Ethan’s voice called out.


Oh, poor, sweet Ethan,
 Jenny thought, feeling guilty. The desperation and excitement in her son’s voice was almost too much for her to bear.

Get after those little skanks, darling.

“Fine, fine,” Colton’s voice replied. “Hey, where’s your mom?”

“The hell should I know?” Ethan spat. “Her car’s in the driveway.”

“Bye Ms. Steele!” Colton’s raised voice rang out, a bit jokingly.

A few moments later, the front door had closed again. The house was quiet and the loud boys were gone.

And Colton Cunningham was holding a ticking time bomb in his pocket.
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THE SUN WAS SETTING
 when Jenny decided to play her hand. She gazed out the window of her room, west, at the pink and orange horizon as the brilliant orb of light settled down beneath the ocean’s waves.

Splitting with Eliot due to his adultery had had its perks. She’d gotten to keep their expensive house, which was near the ocean in La Jolla, California, smack dab in the beautiful heart of San Diego.

The sun looked picturesque as it sank beneath the horizon.

It was almost 8:00 p.m. It had been a couple hours since Ethan and the boys had come back and left the house to chase the elusive girls they’d met. Jenny figured it had been long enough, that one young man in particular had probably split off from the group by now to connect with his own sexy ladyfriend.

Jenny took her phone and held it in her lap.

She held it in her lap for a long time without doing anything other than thumping her knee up and down anxiously while she sat on the edge of her bed.

She chewed her bottom lip and debated with herself.

But the damage was done—Colton would find the pictures eventually, and she wanted to get there first.

She pulled up a new text message and made it out to Colton.

Then she typed:

Look at your photos. Like what you see?

Her finger hovered over the “send” button for half a minute.

Finally, she clicked it. She exhaled deeply, realizing she’d been holding her breath the whole time.

Less than a minute later, the telltale little dots at the bottom of the screen appeared—the dots that meant someone was typing back to her.

The fuck is this?

Now Jenny’s heart was hammering in her chest. Her adrenaline started going, coursing through her bloodstream, and she couldn’t stop nervously bouncing her knee up and down.

She wrote back:

Looks like a pair of epic tits and a tight pussy, don’t it?

She chuckled at her attempted usage of the lingo she heard her son using all the time.

Colton: Okay but whose?


Jenny: Mine.


Colton: Who the hell are u?


Jenny: Doesn’t matter. I’m gonna send those pics to your beloved Gabby if you don’t do as I say.


There was a momentary pause. Then a quick message from Colton, as Jenny imagined him furiously typing his reply.

She wondered if he was still with Ethan and the others. That would be a bit of a drag, especially if he was talking about this out loud to them, or sweating up a storm from the heat he’d been put under.

But she figured that, if he was even somewhat intelligent, he would keep this to himself . . .

Colton: Don’t u fucking dare! I’ll kick ur ass cocksucker!


Jenny gave herself a delicious smile. She couldn’t help it—this was fun, tormenting the poor, beautiful boy.

She wrote:

That’s no way to talk to the person holding your future in their hands, is it?

The dots appeared at the bottom of the screen, then disappeared. That happened a few times, and for an agonizing minute Jenny waited, her eyes glued to the screen, wondering what Colton would say.

Finally, he seemed to cave.

The hell do u want??

Jenny exhaled and inhaled sharply. She held her breath. Her fingers clacked speedily on the letter pad.

The moment of truth.

You and me, let’s meet and talk it out at the Holiday Inn off La Jolla Boulevard.

Colton: When?


Jenny: One hour. 9 pm. Don’t be late.


Colton: Fine. I’ll be there.


Jenny’s eyes bulged. Her mouth dropped open into an O, then she threw her phone across her bed like she was allergic to it.

She kicked her feet in the air like she was riding a bike, and excitedly clenched her hands into victorious fists.

She screamed—not a hurt yell or happy shout, but a primal scream because she didn’t know what the hell she was getting herself into.

All of this had happened so fast—in less than four hours from the time she’d first heard the phone ringing downstairs, while in the midst of blowing her load upstairs.

She rushed into her bathroom to take a shower and clean off the dirtiness that seemed to emanate from her body.

But even as the warm water trickled down her back, cleansing her, she thought, God, I’m so fucking terrible!


And it feels so damn good!
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Chapter Four


J
enny sat on the hard bed of her Holiday Inn room, one leg crossed over the other, arms stretched back in a relaxed position. Inside, she was nervous as hell. She couldn’t stop looking at her phone to check the time.

8:57 p.m.

She had spent almost $100 for the room for the night, but hoped it would end up being worth it. She had a feeling it might.

She thought over her evil little scheme, then started shaking her head when she realized how full of holes and impromptu it had been.

This kid can’t be that much of an idiot, can he? I mean, he forgets his phone at Ethan’s house, where Ethan’s hot mom with big hooters lives, and then big tits magically appear on his phone a couple hours later?

Who else could the culprit be?!

Maybe he was just playing dumb over text because he was still with Ethan . . .

She tried to shake the thoughts from her mind, but they lingered.

Then she heard a single hard knock at the door and her body jolted, startled. She snapped back to reality as the adrenaline started pumping again.

She got up from the bed.

Jenny had debated wearing full on lingerie from Victoria’s Secret—a skimpy outfit with pantyhose and absolutely zero modesty—but then decided she wanted to see how things went, first. She didn’t want to give this boy too much of a good thing right from the get-go.

So, she was dressed in simple Lululemon yoga pants, which she knew all boys loved—they were stretchy, didn’t lie, and showcased her exquisite figure quite perfectly. Up top she had on a simple cutoff button-down shirt, which strained against her bulging tits, with the middle buttons just barely hanging on by a thread. Her hair blonde hair was in a ponytail that reached down her back. She wore flats rather than high heels, because she was afraid of being taller than the 6-foot-something footballer in her 6-inch stilettos.

She took a deep breath and padded over to the door, then swung it open and stood back, just in case Colton came in swinging.

Colton stood in the doorway with his hands on his hips, a thoroughly disapproving expression on his face.

Jenny’s heart stopped in her chest. She thought he looked even sexier while pouting. Even without the expression, he looked fine as hell: he wore an easy blue long-sleeve polo shirt rolled up to his elbows, displaying his muscular forearms; jeans that were probably Levis but they looked like skinny jeans, perfectly form-fitting against his thick thighs and strong legs.

Jenny was also pleased to see that he was alone. At first, she had imagined him trying to plan his own treachery, such as bringing Ethan with him to show the boy what his mom was getting up to in the dead of night. Or bringing a group of football friends to do their worst to her, like they had to Gabby in Jenny’s daydream . . .

Jenny’s eyes were wide in her face as they stared at each other, neither of them saying anything for a long time.

Finally, Colton began, “Well, well, well, Ms. Steele—”

“I told you not to call me that,” Jenny quipped back immediately. Her face was a mixture of fear and wonder, the shadow of a smirk playing on her lips. “It makes me sound old.”

“You’re twice my age,” Colton said.

“With twice the experience.”

“What?”

“What?”

A pause. The tension was palpable. The chilly night air wafted into the room and bathed Jenny in a shiver. “Are you going to come in?”

“Do I have a choice?”

Jenny shook her head. She still stood in the doorway, not yet trusting herself to turn her back to the beautiful young man.

Colton said, “I should have known it was you.”

“You mean . . . you didn’t? I thought you’d recognize these, considering how often I catch you staring at them.” Jenny cupped the bottoms of her big tits with both hands, wobbling them around for a second.

Her eyes glanced down and she thought she could see the outline of a bulge in Colton’s tight pants. It was all she could do to keep from biting her bottom lip.

“What would Ethan think?” Colton asked. “To know that you blackmailed his best friend?”

That gave Jenny pause. Her body tensed up at the mention of her son. She sighed. “I don’t care what he thinks. Ethan is my son, not my dad.” For a moment she was worried that Colton might try to blackmail her,
 using Ethan as bait.

“Why are you doing this? You know I have a girlfriend.”

Jenny’s eyes narrowed. So far, this wasn’t going quite as she had expected. Colton seemed genuinely distressed. His strong chin was stern, his jaws were locked tight, and a vein ran up the side of his forehead, probably from anger.

“You know why,” Jenny said in a low, lusty voice.

Colton said nothing.

It made Jenny think that she had to keep talking. “You’ve grown into a fine young man, Colt. The finest, actually. And I remember that day when I caught you and Ethan changing, and what you were packing . . .”

“We were like 10 years old, you dirty pervert.”

Jenny shrugged. “You’re not 10 anymore.”

“No.” Colton’s face darkened. He had a hint of stubble on his usually bare cheeks. “I’m not.”

Jenny’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Come in, honey.”

She turned around and swept away from the doorway, her ass bouncing left and right as she sashayed toward the bed.

She started talking as she walked, expecting that Colton would be staring at her jiggling bubblebutt right about now.

The door to the motel room slammed shut.

“I know, I’m a mean little bitch—” 

Something grabbed her waist, cutting her off.

“Oh!” she yipped.

Colton’s hands were strong around her thin waist, his fingers embedding into her skin through her shirt.

“My, my, so eager—”

“Shut up, slut,” Colton growled, his voice tight and menacing.

Jenny’s eyes went wide. But Colton is such a nice boy,
 she told herself. This doesn’t sound like him at all! This sounds like Batman.


Colton spun her body around to face him. Jenny stared up into his face, feeling slightly dazed and wobbly. Anger and lust glittered in his eyes.

“Go ahead, big boy,” Jenny said, playing along with what she hoped
 was roleplay. As long as she didn’t show the fright in her voice or face, that was hovering so close to the surface, she thought she’d be all right.

“Go ahead and punish this slutty, horny whore,” she added.

Colton bared his teeth and snarled like an animal, flaring his nostrils. He reached forward and ripped open Jenny’s button-down shirt, causing her to yelp again.

Jenny’s huge tits bounced out, spooling in front of her chest, slightly sagging down to her tummy. Her nipples were hard from the mix of sexual tension and the cold wind that had blown across her.

Colton’s powerful muscles molded to the polo shirt, which displayed his flexing biceps in all their glory. Jenny reached out a hand to caress his arms, trying to calm him, but his hands shot out like gunshots and snatched her wrists.

“Ahh, Colt, you’re hurting me,” she said drearily, feeling his big hands close around her thin wrists. He had an iron grip.

“Good. Now you know how it feels,” Colton spat.

That made Jenny’s heart sink. She finally realized her dire mistake: to her, this had all been fun and games. To Colton, this was seriously messing with his life. It could have drastic consequences, never mind the guilt he might feel . . .

Jenny frowned and tears came to the corners of her eyes, both from the pain of Colton’s grip, and from the realization that she’d misread the situation.

Colton abruptly let go of Jenny’s wrists and clamped down on her bare shoulders. His touch was warm and callused, his palms scraping against her soft skin.

“S-So manly . . .” she muttered.

Then Colton pushed down and she was forced to her knees. Her tits flapped in the air, nearly hitting her in the face from the instant wave of pressure she felt from going to her knees.

The carpet was rough and coarse on her kneecaps.

Jenny was eye-level with the bulge in Colton’s pants, which seemed quite mighty now that she was face to face with it.

Her eyes widened as Colton’s hands went to his belt. She stayed on her knees, of her own volition, while Colton unlooped his belt and threw it to the ground.

She reached up, wanting to undo the top button of his jeans and zip that fly down—she was lost in a trance, so close to finally getting her wish.

But Colton was too fast. He undid the button and zipped his fly down alone, while she watched with wide, expectant eyes.

He wore boxer-briefs, which were the hottest form of underwear a man could wear, in Jenny’s estimation. Briefs were too old school and skimpy, and boxers were too loose and didn’t give that great sight of a fat bulge.

Colton stopped moving once his top button and zipper were down.

Jenny could see the Fruit of the Loom waistband of his blue boxer-briefs . . .

She licked her lips and grabbed his hard hips, then yanked down his pants, revealing his thick, smooth thighs and the bulge she’d been waiting for.

And, boy, was it an authoritative bulge.

She let out a low murmur in her throat, unable to contain herself. She just stared at that snug, hefty mound between Colton’s legs for a second. It was like he’d smuggled in a can of Coke and a couple plums in his shorts.

She felt herself growing wet.

Colton grew impatient at the older woman, as he stared down at her with his arms crossed over his burly chest.

He hooked his fingers around the waistband of his underwear and peeled them down to his knees.

His huge cock lurched out and sprung up, smacking Jenny in the face.

“Eek!” she yelped, like a schoolgirl. Her eyes were huge as the python floated just inches from her face.

His cock was only at half-mast but it had the girth of a Febreeze bottle and the length of one, too. Thick corded veins ran along the topside and sides of the otherwise smooth penis, and it swung over a pair of giant nuts that hung far down the boy’s tremendous thighs.

For most big, muscular guys, it didn’t matter how big of a cock you had—it always looked smaller than it should because of the proportional size of everything else around it.

But not for Colton. Even though he was strong and fit and healthy, his cock looked even stronger and fitter and healthier.

Jenny could have never imagined that Colton Cunningham would blossom into such a rugged, hung young man. It was better than her nastiest dreams. 

At the exact moment that Colton whipped his cock out and it smacked her in the face, she knew that she hadn’t made a mistake at all.

All of her former doubts came crashing down around her.

The seductive smile returned to her lips. The lustful twinkle shined in her eyes again.

“Jesus Christ,” she said, “I can’t believe it’s so big!”

“Oh, I think you can believe it.”

She could. She’d seen it before. But that was when he’d been a kid . . . this was something else. This was porn star quality. This was . . . scary!

Colton grabbed the base of his hulking cock with one hand, and at least six inches of Grade A cockmeat drooped out from his closed fist. He hoisted his cock up and let it land on Jenny’s blonde mane with a thud.

“S-So heavy . . .” she muttered, rolling her eyes up to stare at the shadowy underside of his thick shaft.

The anaconda draped over her entire head, protruding out and over the back.

Colton’s huge ballsack dangled right in front of her dazzled eyes.

Then Colton grabbed the back of her head with a forceful grip.

The smile and Cloud Nine feeling washed away in an instant as Jenny’s face was shoved against Colton’s balls.

She felt immediately smothered, having her whole face squeezed up against his big fat nutpouch like that.

“Mmph!” she protested, getting eyefuls of smooth testicles pressed into her.

The musty odor of sweat and manliness whirled into her nose, and she breathed it in.

He manhandled her head and didn’t show any signs of slowing down, and that’s when Jenny first doubted herself—that’s when she knew that she’d underestimated the nice, pleasant boy . . . her son’s best friend.

She didn’t know what she was getting herself into.

But Colton made it clear.

“That’s right, snuggle up against my fat nuts and start slurping, bitch! Sniff and suck these low-hangers before I shove them down your greedy throat!”
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Chapter Five


J
enny slurped and sucked on Colton’s huge nuts as best she could. But they were big fucking alpha nuts and each one was almost too big for her mouth to get around. She ended up licking the bottom of his sack as he pressed her head into his groin, and she felt the cock on top of her head getting harder and heavier as it grew.

After fondling his nuts for a good five minutes, with the slurping sounds growing wet and sloppy, saliva and sweat caked her frothy lips.

He was perfectly shaved, at least, so she didn’t get any errant pubes in her mouth, but she couldn’t believe that the width of the hefty sack took up the circumference of her whole face.

When she was pressed deep into his nutsack, she couldn’t see a damn thing. She navigated by taste and smell and touch, and it was lovely but heart racing.

Colton grabbed Jenny by the ponytail and yanked her head out of his pillowy sack, after smothering her for long enough.

She looked dazed and confused, her eyes half-lidded, her mascara already running down her eyes.

Colton held his huge cock in his hand, and now it was hard and throbbing and at its full potential.

Jenny’s slitted eyes popped open at the sight of the thick stick of lovemeat. The cockhead was bulbous, with an incredibly wide ridge, and it was nearly as big as her fist. The most sensitive part of his dick glistened from the hardness.

Colton’s hand couldn’t wrap entirely around the base of the girthy shaft, it was so thick. And long—at its full length, Jenny guessed it must’ve been about 10-and-a-half inches, longer than any cock she’d ever seen in person. And Colton handled it like an expert, wagging it in front of Jenny’s eager, cock-lusted face.

The young man had no qualms about treating his best friend’s mother like a common slut.

He pulled his cock taut to the side of his hips, where it stretched past his body. Jenny assumed he was showing off his size.

Then he let go of the cock and it came swinging back in full force. It smacked into Jenny’s face with a loud slap.

“Guh,” she muttered in a low voice as the cock connected with her left cheek and snapped her head to the right.

Colton chuckled. He grabbed a hold of his wobbling manhood and gripped it by the base again.

Then he twisted his wrist and Jenny turned back to face his groin—

Only to get cockslapped once again, with a powerful thwap
 that rocked her head to the side.

She whimpered as he swung his cock in a backhanded motion and hit her other cheek with the thick piece of meat.

He held onto her ponytail, lifting it up above her head, and kept her stationary so she couldn’t move from his vicious cockslaps.

He hit her over and over again, until each heavy slap started to hurt and she could feel the bruises beginning to form on her cheeks.

How would she ever explain this to her poor son?!

“Mom, you’ve got two black eyes . . . who hurt you?”

“Oh, your best friend ravaged my face with his giant cock, sonny boy, that’s all.”

Colton’s face darkened at the grimacing, hurt expression on Jenny’s features. Her eyebrows were arched downward, sadly, and she couldn’t escape from the brutal face-battering.

“You wanted my big cock so bad, Ms. Steele? Well, here’s a faceful of it, you pathetic bitch!”

Thwack!

Another pummeling blow rocked her face like a Louisville Slugger hitting a homer. He was playing tee-ball with his immense fuckrod and Jenny was the ball. 

After a few minutes of that, Jenny felt more dazed than ever. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth, astounded at the brain-scrambling cocksmacks she’d endured.

Then Colton held her head still and jammed his huge cock against her big full lips.

She muttered a complaint but it only came out as a humming sound that vibrated the tip of his dick.

Her lips separated from the strength and size of his cockhead, and it sunk into her mouth, pushing her tongue against the back of her throat. She choked and gagged as the meaty member penetrated her throat and puffed out her cheeks.

Colton’s cock filled her mouth completely, making it hard to breathe through her nose. It was like he was trying to cut off her windpipe and asphyxiate her on his honking big pecker, and she thought it was utterly cruel that he would do something so drastic.

But for Colton, it was just another blowjob. He was used to girls being unable to take his fat slab, and this was just another one of them.

“Looks like all the experience in the world didn’t prepare you for this, did it, Ms. Steele?” he asked, feigning innocence.

“Nng . . . mmmmph,” she replied, shaking her head stupidly.

He had her right where he wanted her.

The dildo in her nightstand drawer was nothing compared to this massive hunk of manmeat. She felt her jaw start to distend from the sheer girth of his shaft, as he jammed it down her throat and made her eyes bulge, then water, then cry.

Tears streamed down her face, mucking up her mascara, as Colton started pumping his big hips and facefucking the poor MILF.

Jenny’s head lurched back after every violent thrust of his hips. The cock wedged in her throat was simply too big—she couldn’t handle it.

She felt bile rising in her esophagus, but it had nowhere to go—it was being clogged by that fat cockhead.

Her throat bulged from the skullfucking that sent his cock down to the depths of her throat.

He pushed into her narrow gullet with a groan, and Jenny let out one last, meager quack before she thought she would pass out.

She didn’t know how long he fucked her face for—she lost all track of time. It could have been 30 seconds or 30 minutes.

It was a punishing, harsh ordeal, but it was an ordeal that lubricated his cock well with her spit and juices and the going started to get easier as her throat finally adapted to the size of the cock plunging down it.

Her warm salty tears trickled down her face and onto the shaft of Colton’s cock.

Finally, just when she thought she was starting to get the hang of it, and the sloppy wet sounds had started to diminish, Colton took the back of her head with both hands and shoved down hard.

He knocked on the back of her head with a fist, forcing her down the length of his long, broad shaft.

He managed to hilt his entire manhood down her gullet, squeezing the appendage past her esophagus and down near her stomach lining.

She could feel the impossible thing bloating her throat, and it seemed to be poking her heart or stomach pouch—she couldn’t be sure.

Her nose smooshed up against Colton’s smooth pubic area. Her chin nestled in the nook of his massive nutsack.

Jenny’s bloodshot eyes bulged from the pressure and power of the cock tearing up her throat. She would have never guessed that she could deepthroat something this big, so far down.

It seemed impossible, but the studly young man had made it happen.

She choked and gagged and a low, guttural sound came from deep within her body, evoking from her throat like a person being drowned.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and only the reddened-whites showed as he hilted his cock down her gullet.

“Graaah, fuck yes!” he bellowed, knocking on the back of her head again. “Your stupid fucking throat feels so good swallowing up by monster cock, Ms. Steele!”

That was the best way to describe Colton, Jenny noticed, as her brain flickered on the fringes of unconsciousness: he was a monster—a terrible boy with a monstrous dick, a tour de force entitled star who thought he could get away with anything.

And he could.

The sensation running through Jenny’s body not only almost made her faint, but it also made her cum without her even having to touch herself.

Her pussy leaked girl juices in her Lululemons and caused a dark patch of wetness to form around her crotch. The fabric of the yoga pants rubbed her pussy raw as her body lurched back and forth from the facefucking, and now her hands finally moved to her nether regions.

Dark shadows lined her vision.

She was going to faint from the utter blockage of her airways.

Her face turned red, then purple, her cheeks puffed out, her lips spread inches apart.

Then Colton dramatically pulled her head back and tore his cock out of her throat with a lewd shlorp
 sound.

She gasped noisily and her eyes bulged as her head swung back, free of the colossal cockplug. There was fear and amazement in her eyes when Colton yanked her head back.

The normal tanned color of her face returned, replacing the dire purple shade that had overtaken her just moments before.

She coughed in a raspy voice, over and over, unable to catch her breath from the near-drowning experience.

But goddamn had it been exhilarating!

A moment later, she felt it all coming up.

She leaned over and went to all fours like an animal, then vomited a mixture of bile and spit and precum in a big, gooey mess at Colton’s feet. The coarse carpet was stained, and Jenny grimaced at the fact that it would probably cost her another $50 to the Holiday Inn to clean it up.

Colton kept hold of her ponytail the entire time she wretched like a cat spitting up a hairball. He made sure to step away from her blast radius.

She felt much better after clearing her esophagus of all that gunk, but now she felt tired and nappy.

Colton yanked her head back up when she was finished, making her holler once more.

“Ahhh! Ow, Colton!”

The young man just smiled down at her, eager to treat his slavewoman to another round of fatalistic foreplay.

The entire time she’d vomited and moved around like a dazed puppy, he had been jerking himself off with his free hand, swabbing Jenny’s spit all over his big fat cock.

It was lubed up and ready to go, throbbing and pulsating in the air next to her face.

He bent his knees slightly, his calf muscles bulging underneath his jeans, and pinned the length of his dickshaft against Jenny’s messed up mug. She was nearly unrecognizable from the sloppy irrumatio that caused her mascara to run, her eyes to weep, and her mouth to fizzle with precum and saliva.

The blowjob had been one for the ages, but he wasn’t nearly done.

He let go of her ponytail, letting it fall over her shoulder, and hooked his big hand into her mouth, plunging his thumb past her slightly parted lips.

“Colkun, noooo,” her muffled voice objected.

Her jaw was too tired to fight back. It felt loose on her neck, wobbly and ready to dislodge.

Colton pulled down on the bottom of her jaw, forcing her mouth open. Then he hooked three other fingers in her mouth and pulled her cheek to the side, revealing the open cavern of her mouth. She was fishhooked like a trout, complaining and whimpering the whole time.

With his other hand, Colton pulled on his cock a few more time, then gritted his teeth. He groaned in a low voice, then pointed his heavy loaded shotgun cock at her face, directly aimed at her pried-open mouth.

His big piss slit opened wider, the bell-shaped cockhead grew even redder and more engorged, and Jenny’s eyes bulged at the same time.

A wave of cum erupted from his cockhead and launched directly into Jenny’s opened mouth. The first blast of semen shot to the back of her throat, and the next few thick ropes of cum settled on top of her tongue before oozing down her gullet. She choked and sputtered as he filled her face with jizz, using her as his own nifty cumbucket.

She felt like an abused urinal, letting Colton blow his load into her gaping mouth, down her throat. The creamy jizz filled her cheeks, oozed between her teeth, and gushed down her throat.

There was so damn much of it. She’d never seen a cumblast as powerful or voluminous.

She gargled the cum as it came, trying to stay breathing as he tried to drown her in his manly spunk.

The backwash overflowed and drizzled down her lips and chin, caking her face.

After her throat was filled, Colton yanked back on her ponytail and forced her head back so she looked up at the ceiling. The cum drooled down her esophagus from its own weight, and gravity was going to force it all down to her stomach whether she liked it or not.

She sputtered as it passed her gag reflex, and a thick glob of spunk shot up into her nose and out of her nostrils, glazing her upper lip.

Colton smeared the last few droplets of cum leaking from his cock on Jenny’s face, pleasantly using her gorgeous features as his painting canvas.

Then he pinned his cock against her stupefied head once more and whipped out his cellphone, training it on the sight before him.

Jenny gurgled something of a complaint, but it came out as a mumble from all the jizz pooled in her mouth.

Colton smirked and framed the photo to show the brain-addled, cum-drunk expression of Ethan’s mom positioned right next to his giant cock, which dwarfed her features.

“Say cheese, Jenny!” he said mockingly.

“Guggle-gug,” Jenny slurred, making more cum slobber down her chin.

Click!

Colton took the picture and looked at the aftermath, then chuckled to himself. He placed the phone back in his pocket, then wrapped his hand around Jenny’s chin and forced her mouth shut.

With a loud, audible gulp, the older MILF was forced to swallow Colton’s thick, creamy seed.

“All right, Ms. Steele, did you enjoy being my stupid cumdump?”

Jenny nodded haphazardly, still feeling stunned. He had tasted sweet and tangy, and her belly sloshed around from all the cum in her stomach.

“Next time I’ll have to throatpie you, or at least stick my cock in those huge funbags of yours. But the picture was more important this time around. Now I have something on you,
 don’t I?”

Jenny kept nodding dumbly. Her head wobbled on her shoulders. Colton had let go of her ponytail, and she realized she could barely keep her head up. It was swiveling on her loose neck like she was a newborn baby.

Colton bent down and grabbed Jenny underneath both of her armpits, like a toddler. Flexing his strong biceps and arms, he lifted her, and her head rolled back.

“W-Where are we g-going,” she mumbled.

Colton chuckled. “Oh, you thought we were done? Foolish, stupid little spunkslut. You were the one who said you had ‘epic tits and a tight pussy,’ weren’t you? I think it’s time to test that theory, since I’ve already come all this way.”

“I-I’m tired, Colton. I can barely move my jaw. D-Don’t you think you’ve done enough?”

Colton carried the woman over to the bed, then laid her gently down on her back. Her tits spilled out to her sides.

Besides her destroyed face, the rest of her body looked surprisingly unscathed.

Colton didn’t like that.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Steele, but you asked for all this. Now you’ve got to take responsibility for making my cock so hard. See?”

Jenny bent her neck and stared down past her heaving tits.

With a wet plop, Colton slapped his monster cock on top of Jenny’s slightly rounded belly.

“Oof,” she stammered. Her bloodshot eyes widened.

By God, he wasn’t lying—he was still hard as diamonds, with cum and spit dribbling from his eager, erect cock, and down the sides of his shaft.

A look of horror overcame Jenny’s face.

“Your face was a great receptacle for my jizz, but now I need to make sure your little cunt is the same. Think it can handle my big dick?”

Jenny shook her head. “I . . . I don’t know, Colt.”

Colton flashed a winning smile. “Then it’s time to find out, you evil little slut.”

Jenny gulped.

Colton said, “Don’t look so scared, Ms. Steele. I’m sure your experience
 will help you here, no?”

Jenny said nothing, noticing that she was being mocked for her earlier remarks. Colton was really putting it to her, belittling her, using and abusing her, punishing her.

She couldn’t lie . . . she loved it.

This is exactly what she’d needed since getting her divorce.

I’m sorry, Ethan, honey, but I can’t help but get my pussy completely wrecked by your huge cocked best friend!

“This whole scheme of yours is really backfiring in your face, isn’t it, Ms. Steele?”

Jenny nodded helplessly as cum trickled down her chin. “L-Literally.”
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Chapter Six


J
enny’s face was thoroughly ruined and used, but her pussy was on fire. Even though she looked sheepish and scared at what the boy would do with his enormous cock, secretly she couldn’t wait for him to do his worst.

This is what all of her clit-flicking, earth-shattering, hole-stuffing exercises with her thick dildo and magical vibrator had been leading her towards.

But she could have never expected that something so much bigger than all of her toys would be punishing her and filling her holes.

She never thought in her wildest dreams that the nice, beautiful high school senior, an 18-year-old kid, would be such an alpha male—a dominant force to be reckoned with, bending her to his will and whims.

Even in her daily daydreams he hadn’t been this
 much of a bull.

Jenny wouldn’t have minded looking into that handsome, rugged face as Colton fucked her, but it wasn’t meant to be.

Instead, he grunted and flipped her over on the bed. She groaned as she twirled around and landed on her stomach and cum-ridden face, her tits smashing against her body and pancaking out to her sides.

He pulled her wide hips down so her legs dangled over the bed and her giant ass jutted into the air, wiggling in front of his face.

Colton could have just peeled her yoga pants down to reveal her wide asscheeks, but no, he had to show off how much of a man he was.

With a growl, he dug into the crevice of her asscrack, pushing the fabric into her and making her cry out, and then he tore open her leggings from the inside out, creating a giant hole that her puffy ass bounced free from.

With her expensive yoga pants ruined, Jenny suddenly wondered how the hell she was going to go home. It was already 10:00 p.m. and Ethan was probably worried sick about her.

But the boy hadn’t called, so maybe he was preoccupied trying to dip his own wick in some young, fertile body.

She inwardly apologized to Ethan again, then prepared herself.

Colton slapped his cock down on her bulging asscheeks, the thick member sinking into her asscrack just like in her dreams.

“God, Ms. Steele, you have a huge fucking ass.”

“It’s yours, Colton.”

She heard the boy scoff. He started sliding his cock up and down her crack, and the wet sloppiness of it made Jenny roll out another moan. It was so much thicker than she could have imagined . . . so much larger than her seven-inch dildo. And it was warm, hard, throbbing—the real thing.

The weightiness of his cock vanished from her ass and she tried to look over her should to see what was happening, but couldn’t manage it.

Then something darted into her asshole and she squeaked in resistance, clenching her anus tight around whatever had penetrated her.

She heard the slurping, lewd sounds of a mouth working, and knew that Colton had just darted his tongue up her shitter and was rimming her around, slobbering on her sphincter and lubing it up. It made her incredibly wet but afraid at the same time.

Her mind screamed: Oh, God, is he going to try to stick that stupid thick thing in my ass?! It’ll never fit!


Her whole body clenched up as she worried that he would shove his huge fuckstick into her asshole.

“Your ass is fucking marvelous, and you taste like an apple pie,” Colton said once he’d finished tongue-punching her anus.

“T-Thank you?”

She felt his cock again, but this time it was lower, with the bulbous cockhead prodding her puffy pussy lips.

He teased her for a minute, smearing it around her vagina, making her moan in a low, shuddering voice.

“You want this, don’t you? Tell me how much you want it, Ms. Steele.”

Jenny gritted her teeth. She reached out for the bedsheets and gripped two handfuls in her fists.

Clenching her eyes shut, she wiggled her ass some more, and debated shoving her big rump back at him, to force the cock into her.

But Colton wouldn’t allow it. He was getting off torturing her.

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. Exasperatedly, she yelled, “Dammit, kid, stuff your giant horsecock in my little cunt and beat up my fucking guts!”

He laughed.

She had time for one more whimper before he plunged his cock inside of her, separating pussy her lips apart and stretching her out in an instant.

She immediately felt full—a robust, unique feeling that only came from having a huge cock stuffed inside of you.

“G-Goddamnit, Colt, you’re so fucking huge!”

Colton gritted his teeth as he shoved his cock down her tunnel, his girth nestling against her walls, pushing them outward so her whole body felt impaled.

“And you’re fucking tight for a MILF, Jenny!” the boy groaned.

“Dick me down you big dicked idiot!” she yelled, flailing her legs up and down on the bed, framing the young man’s sculpted hips and legs. Her ass jiggled as she moved, and her clit rubbed across the topside of the huge cock stretching her pussy.

Colton started thrusting his hips, but he couldn’t get them to crash into Jenny’s wider hips as he tried to stuff his entire cock into her. It was simply too big, and was already punching her cervix painfully as he cored her out. A good three inches stuck out the back of her.

He leaned forward and pushed her cum-covered head down into the bed, until she was munching on linen bedsheets and yelling muffled cries as the football star pounded her.

It felt like nothing she’d ever known—this young boy was tearing her pussy apart like her older husband had never been able to.

Colton was strong, dominant, and eager to please, whereas Eliot couldn’t care less.

Jenny’s entire body rocked back and forth as Colton pummeled her, swinging his whole frame into every thrust.

Within minutes, he got really into it and leaned over her body, pressing his weight down on her.

Jenny’s bulbous, puffy asscheeks flattened and then molded up against her back like Jell-O, the flaps of skin of her buttocks squishing together like a man with five chins.

Colton’s hips smashed into her butt, and his toned six-pack abs crushed her spine. At the same time, he kept his huge cock lodged inside of her and kept his measured, forceful strokes going.

Jenny came from the penetration and the sudden weight on top of her. Her face was pushed down even further into the bed, indented in the mattress, and she screamed into it as she unleashed a tidal orgasm.

She squirted all over Colton’s cock and the juices came flying out like a clogged fountain, sunflowering between Colton’s legs and splattering against his ballsack.

The strong stud hooked his legs underneath and around Jenny’s thighs, then pulled them tightly together for leverage.

He fucked her from above—a lesser man wouldn’t have been able to penetrate her bulky asscheeks while mounted on top of her like a horse.

But the young football star was no normal man. The stallion bellowed and roared as he dove into Jenny’s cunt and made her squirm and cry while her whole body shook from near-constant orgasms.

His weighty balls swung below him and careened up, smacking against her bruised pussy and legs with a pleasant, resounding plap-plap
 sound.

She came in rapid succession—every time her body shuddered and went taut from the building pressure and release, another orgasmic earthquake would surge through her body.

She couldn’t keep her tongue from flapping out of her mouth like a dumb, fucked-silly bitch.

Colton kept her head held down for a while as he bunny fucked her tight pussy and gyrated against her huge, pillowy ass.

Then he grabbed hold of her ponytail flying about and pulled on it, forcing her head back and nearly cutting off her airways.

“Ackk!” she screamed as her head was whiplashed up from the bed. “Dig that donkey dick deep, Colt!”

“Call me daddy, bitch!”

“Daddyyyy, you’re stretching my dumb little cunt so badly! I’ll never be the saaame!”

Jenny’s voice came out like a whiny teenager, but she didn’t care. She also didn’t care about the man half her age forcing her to call him “daddy.” Whatever it took to keep this going, she would do.

It was the best sex of her life—the roughest, hardest, most penetrative fucking she’d ever received.

Their sweaty bodies mingled together, the larger boy on top, but Jenny’s bigger ass pushing back against him.

Eventually, after Jenny had cum three more times and squirted throughout two of them, Colton whinnied and dismounted the woman, pulling his cock out of her.

She almost complained, but before she could her whole body was yanked down off the bed and she screamed in fear.

For a slow-motion moment, she was airborne, her arms flailing, then she managed to find the coarse carpet underneath her palms.

Her head hit the edge of the mattress as she went to the ground, knocking her dizzy and nearly causing her to pass out.

Colton pulled her legs up toward his body even as her outstretched hands barely kept her aloft. Her whole frame shook and jiggled from aftershock mini-climaxes.

She was in an awkward position now, nearly horizontal but with her backside ramping up, her hefty legs hoisted underneath both of Colton’s arms. She was in a 45-degree handstand—Colton had her in the wheelbarrow position.

He rammed his cock back inside of her puckering pussy and she moaned and drooled on the carpet.

Her arms trembled from the sudden penetration. She could barely keep herself up, but Colton wouldn’t let her fall.

Her legs naturally hooked around Colton’s backside and her toes caressed his toned, flexing buttocks. Cum and saliva poured from her mouth like a river as the boy continued to pound her from above, showing her no mercy.

She came again, and more piss-fluids sputtered back toward Colton, though this time it showered his entire six-pack set of abs.

He growled and jackhammered into her even harder, ruthlessly tearing her pussy apart and making her scream like a banshee.

Her whole lower half was going numb, both from cumming so hard, so frequently, and from all the blood rushing from her legs to her brain and arms.

Her huge tits wobbled underneath her, noisily clapping against each other as they freely bounced and jumbled.

She started to move her palms, instinctively trying to crawl away from the punishing discipline Colton was subjecting her to.

It made Colton laugh, watching her squirm and try to escape his massive hip-checking thrusts. His big nutsack plapped against her belly as she tried to flee.

All it ended up doing was making the wheelbarrow position much more literal.

Colton started steering the poor woman by her thick legs, while Jenny wept and cried with joy at being so thoroughly abused.

Jenny roved around in circles on the carpet, impaled on Colton’s cock, unable to see in front of her from the blinding tears and the angle in which she was positioned. Her arms burned from all the weight they were carrying. Her pussy ached from the absolute thrashing it was put through.

“Am I a good little cumslut, daddy?!” she cried out.

“The best, you dumb little bitch!”

Jenny smiled. She could still taste the cum in her mouth.

Her arms were about to give out, and she was ready to let herself faceplant on the ground and just give up. Everything hurt—her belly from getting nutslapped so badly, her ass from being squished by Colton’s weight, her arms from holding up her own weight, her pussy from getting ravaged, her jaw from being throated, her neck for the same reason.

As she let herself go one more time, moaning in ecstasy, Colton bent over and gathered her up in his arms. He pulled on her from underneath her shoulders, then yanked her whole body up, nearly popping the shoulderblades out of their sockets.

She wailed incoherently as her body lifted off the ground.

He fucked her in a standing seesaw position, angling her like a mortar on his huge cock. Her tits flopped wildly in front of her and smacked her in the face, and the back of her head nearly hit the front of his.

Then he threw her onto the bed, face-down ass-up, and jumped on the mattress over her. He had to crouch so his head wouldn’t hit the motel room’s low ceiling.

He hunched over the used body of Jenny Steele and grabbed her lifted asscheeks, getting two handfuls of sweaty flesh in his grip. He pumped his cock back inside Jenny, coming from above once again, and getting the leverage to nearly hilt his entire long dick inside of her pussy.

Jenny made a low mewling sound as she felt her tummy bulge from his massive cock penetrating so far inside of her.

And that’s where he unleashed his second torrential downpour of cum. He flexed all of his rock-hard muscles and leaned into her as he came ridiculously hard into her cunt.

“You’re fucking filling my womb, Colt!” she cried out. “You’re gonna get me pregnant! Nooo! You have as much cum in your fat horsey nuts as a horse does!”

Colton laughed heartily at that, knowing that Jenny could never allow herself to get pregnant by her son’s best friend.

But her slutty words turned him on even more, which made his flood of cum even stronger as it filled her womb and tunnel.

He let out a primal roar as the thick ropes of jizz ripped into her.

She screamed for mercy and received none. Her body shuddered and she came at the same time, for the fifth or six time—she’d lost count.

Afterward, Colton leaped off of the bed, which made her entire body bounce once more, and surveyed his conquest.

Jenny’s ass was still raised in the air, her pussy gaping, her tongue rolled out of her silly face. Her arms were to her sides, useless little things that had only helped her play into the wheelbarrow position that Colton had put her in.

Her gaping pussy sputtered a small fountain of thick cum. The creamy spunk gurgled like lava and then shot out of her cunt like a sprinkler, trickling down her legs and stomach and down her taint to spill into her crack and asshole.

Jenny had never seen anyone cum so much. She was full of semen and inundated with Colton’s thick, manly spunk.

Her eyelids fluttered.

Click!

She craned her already-craned neck just enough to see Colton smiling at the photo he had just snapped of her used, abused body.

“Well then, that’s that,” Colton said, walking to his clothes, his huge, wet, flaccid cock swaying between his legs. “I’m guessing you won’t be trying to blackmail me anymore, will ya, Ms. Steele?”

Jenny gingerly shook her head. She could barely stay awake, but knew she had to make it home . . .

But how? In what clothes? Colton had torn her yoga pants up to get to her luscious, juicy ass, and there were plenty of buttons missing on her shirt where he’d ripped that open, too.

Am I gonna have to “walk of shame” myself to my own house from here? 

She felt embarrassed. On one hand, her plan had worked masterfully—she’d finally gotten some dick.

On the other hand, she realized that now that she had had Colton’s enormous cock inside of her, she needed it again. She was addicted to it.

Luckily, Colton was of a like mind.

“Gotta say, for an older lady, you really know how to take a huge cock. Good job, Ms. Steele. I think we’ll have to do this again.”

Jenny gulped and smiled. Cum dribbled from the corner of her mouth.

“W-What about Gabby?” she croaked.

Colton shrugged. “We’ll see. I doubt you’ll
 be telling her anything, right?”

Jenny shook her head decisively. Absolutely not.
 She was afraid that Colton might show her son the pictures he’d just taken of her trashy, bruised, glazed body.

“Good,” Colton said. He zipped up his pants and smacked his belt across his palms. Jenny could tell he was debating whipping her with that hard leather tool.

He said, “And I’m warning you, Jenny, if you try to pull a stunt like that again, not only will I show little Ethan the photos of your wrecked face and gaping, leaky pussy, but then I’ll fuck you in front of him. You don’t want to get fucked in front of your little boy, do you?”

Jenny narrowed her brow. The kind, handsome young man sounded surprisingly vindictive, but she figured she deserved it. She might have just ruined his relationship with Gabby.

She nodded profusely, and when he turned around, a smirk came to her chapped lips.


Hopefully,
 she thought, I
 have ruined Colton’s relationship with that little bitch.


“See you around, my eager little cocksleeve,” Colton said. He winked at her and vanished out the room, closing the door behind him.

Jenny stayed in her ass-up position for a long time, almost unable to move, until the cum glazing her body started to dry and flake.

She thought of how she was going to get home, and what she was going to tell Ethan—where she had been.

She drifted into unconsciousness as the thoughts roamed her mind, and her curvy body finally toppled to the side as she slept, clapping her asscheeks together and squeezing out a last trickle of thick jizz from her gaping vagina.
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Chapter One



“
O

h fuuuuck! Yes, Colton, right there!” Jennifer Steele wailed, her arms holding the sides of her head. Her mind was so numbed with blissfulness that she could barely think straight. She had to hold her head or else it might fall off.

“Tongue-punch that sweet little pussy, you stupid stud!” she screamed. She took a moment to glance down at the boy between her legs. The sight nearly made her cum. 

Jenny Steele was sitting on the couch in her living room, legs spread and raised in the air in the shape of a V. She was naked from the waist down, and wore a striped business shirt up top that mashed her big tits together.

A head with curly brown hair maneuvered between her legs, pressed up against her aching pussy. The strong tongue of Colton Cunningham worked masterfully, slurping up her sticky wetness, spearing into her hole, and licking her puffy pussy lips. Every once in a while he would caress her clit by moving his tongue in slow circles, which made her entire body shudder in ecstasy.

The young football star was nearly as good at eating her out as he was at roughly fucking her.

Jenny wondered where a man so young—just 18 years old—had learned all these tricks. He knew how to flick his tongue just right, to keep her soaking wet. He knew when to curve the wet appendage inside her twat and could nearly reach her G-spot with its broad tip. He danced his tongue in slow, sensual circles around her labia.

Her body started trembling as she prepared herself for a second climax.

Colton had had his face smashed against her pussy for the better part of half an hour, but he never seemed to get tired. He was a stud in every since of the word—a stallion with a giant horsecock and a tongue made for cunnilingus. He had the libido of a man in his prime. Being the star wide receiver on his high school football team meant he was also in excellent shape.

He could fuck like a demon and he looked great doing it.

His arms rested against Jenny’s thick thighs, pushing them aside, and his biceps bulged from the effort. His strong, callused fingers dug into the warm insides of her legs.

Jenny was addicted to the young man—her son’s best friend. She was so glad that she’d finally made the move to seduce him. He had always been such a kind, genuine young man, that Jenny hadn’t expected much. She had blackmailed him, just to see how he’d react, but never thought in her wildest dreams what would come of it.

Jenny had taken nude photos of herself with Colton’s phone, after he’d accidentally left it at her house before football practice one day. Then she’d threatened to send the nudes to Colton’s pretty, young girlfriend, Gabriella, who was also the hottest cheerleader at the school.

Jenny had a natural jealousy for anyone hotter and younger than herself. She knew that if she managed to bed the big cocked star, she would show him a thing or two . . . she had the experience and know-how that Gabriella could never hope to have. At least not at such a young age.

But she had never expected to be taught
 a thing or two by the stud. First and foremost, don’t piss him off. She had met Colton at a dingy motel, to give his phone back and to tempt him with her thickness and skimpy lingerie, and he’d taken full advantage of the situation.

He’d fucked Jenny so hard that night that she had trouble walking for the next week. Colt had turned into an absolute animal—roughly screwing her and leading her around like a wheelbarrow on the motel floor. He’d gaped her needy pussy with his huge cock and left her leaking stinky jizz out of her holes like a good-for-nothing cum-dump.

Then he’d taken pictures of his sweaty, spunk-ridden conquest. Before leaving Jenny to wallow in her filth, Colton had warned her: “Don’t blackmail me again, or I’ll show these pictures to your son and fuck you in front of him.”

Jenny was scared that he would actually do it, too. She had seen that primal look in his eyes while he railed her. Gone was the nice, kind boy that had grown up in her backyard with her son Ethan.

Colton Cunningham was a monster in the bedroom with a mean streak that he hid from everyone.

Jenny loved it. Besides aching for his thick, long cock and big juicy balls, she also loved his dominant nature in the sack.

Her ex-husband had been a rich little Napoleon with a tiny prick and very little skill in the bedroom. She felt like she needed to make up for lost time, being with Eliot for so many years, and Colton was the perfect tool to do it.

After that fateful night, Jenny’s mind had wandered to the future. She needed more powerful dickings from Colt, but knew she had to be smart about it. She was mortified at the idea of her son getting hold of those pictures of her—pussy spewing thick cum, her bulbous asscheeks red from all the spanking, her tummy bruised from the boy’s swinging nutsack.

She had to tempt Colton with something other than blackmail—had to seduce him the good old fashioned way. But luckily, that hadn’t been difficult to do.

For all of his harsh words, Colton was still a teenager with raging hormones. He was utterly horny all the time, which was just what Jenny had been hoping for.

It had taken less than a week for her to come up with some excuse to bring him over to the house while Ethan was out.

It had been a planned event, too: Ethan was out with his football buddies, and had invited his bestie Colton, but Colton had said he was with his girlfriend, Gabby.

That had been a lie—an excuse as to why he couldn’t hang out with Ethan and the boys.

Instead, he’d waited for the go-ahead from Jenny, that her son was gone from the house, and then drove over to punish her some more.

They had hardly spoken two words to each other before Jenny’s skimpy skirt was ringed around her ankles, her legs were flailing in the air, and Colton’s face was stuck to her muff like glue.

Colt sucked some more on her pussy lips and sent Jenny reeling, his fingers moving to the outsides of her legs and digging even deeper into her flesh. He was white-knuckling as he went down on her. 

She moved her hands from her head to her thighs, to pull her legs closer to her body, until her knees pushed against her fat knockers. Her eyes went heavenward, to the ceiling, and clamped shut to try to contain herself.

Seismic shockwaves racked her body every time Colton’s tongue prodded inside of her. Her butt nearly jumped off the couch.

In her younger years, when she had been a more flexible woman, she would have been able to hike her legs behind her shoudlerblades and neck. It would’ve been an excellent strategy now, but she couldn’t do it without pulling a muscle. Instead, she just kept her knees squishing her boobs, while Colton ate her pussy buffet.

“How are you s-so fucking good at this?!” she wondered aloud, then clenched her muscles as her orgasm rolled through her body. Her pussy muscles squeezed down on Colton’s tongue and made him snort like a wild bronco.

As she climaxed, her hands instinctively went down to Colton’s head. She hadn’t seen his face for years, it felt like, and he’d been there as long as an Olympic diver. He was completely determined in his work.

Jenny’s hands rummaged through Colton’s curly brown hair, and the nerve endings of touching another body sent more shockwaves through her. She took fistfuls of hair and pulled on him until he growled at her like an barbarian.

While he ate her pussy, his nose poked her clit and rubbed it in a slow rhythm.

She squeezed her legs as tight as she could, until her watermelon-busting thighs wrapped around the boy’s head. As she leg-locked Colton’s neck, she cupped the back of his head and shoved his face deeper into her twat. She wanted her dripping fluids all over his face, lathered on his sculpted features.

“Come on, fuck, I keep cumming! Stick that giant fucking dick in me!” Jenny screamed. “I’m wetter than a fucking waterfall over here, Colt!” Even as she said it, she removed her leg lock.

She could feel her slimy juices dripping down her legs, trickling past the curves of her buttcheeks. Colton kept lapping up those sticky fluids like a parched dog.

She couldn’t wait to feel his hard, throbbing cock in her greedy little cunt. She was still as tight as girls half her age—thanks to her husband’s petty pecker, she imagined—and she wanted to be stretched and gaped like a stupid fucking slut.

She needed cock like a fish needs water.

The sexual dynamic between the two lovers was interesting. She often felt in control—their entire affair had been instigated and propagated by her, after all—but she also knew that Colton was just playing with her. After the glorious domination she’d been subjected to at the motel, she knew that she had very little power once Colton got going. He was stronger than her, tougher than her, and could easily put her in her place.

She wanted to be put in her place. She wanted to be degraded and fucked until she couldn’t feel anything. She wanted a numb pussy and a foggy mind. She wanted her tongue to be lolling out of her mouth like a brain-dead bitch in heat.

But Colton wouldn’t stop eating her out.


What the fuck?
 she thought.

She tried to scoot back on the couch, but there was nowhere to go—her spine was up against the cushioned seatback.

Colton suddenly lifted himself from his knees, squatting at the edge of the couch, but he kept his face embedded in her muff. As he rose, he lifted Jenny’s legs higher, which caused her to fold like a lawnchair.

She yelled as her big ass lifted off the couch and wobbled in the air. Her tits fell back and plopped on her face while she was basically turned upside down. Her head now rested in the little nook between the couch seat and the couch back.

Colton held onto her legs like chopsticks—one shin in each hand.

His face slobbered on her pussy like a pitbull. He looked like he was eating a corncob, he slurped her cunt so noisily.

Jenny’s eyes jumbled around aimlessly in her head. She couldn’t speak past the muffling tits over her mouth. She licked the tops of her own boobs and tasted her sweat.

Colton abruptly let go of her legs and they fell. Her butt crashed down onto the couch and she felt weightless for a moment as her legs dropped, until her feet smacked against the floor at Colton’s sides.

She breathed shallowly, her tits rising and falling so fast that it looked like they were bouncing. Her whole body was drenched in sweat.

She really hoped that Ethan was having fun with his friends at the movies, and wouldn’t be back for a while, because she was in no condition to do any parenting right now.

Colton stood to his full height in front of her. His shadow loomed over her like a monolith. She stared up at him with wide eyes, but could hardly see past the silhouette of his face.

Her eyes ventured downward, until they landed on the huge bulge at his crotch. His jeans protruded outward like a bowling ball between his legs. The anaconda he shoved down his trousers lingered down his thigh and made a glorious outline of his pants.

He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

Jenny held her breath, eager for that monster to pop out.

Colton un-looped his belt from his pants, which made Jenny quirk her eyebrows.

Am I about to get spanked by this teenage boy?

With his belt in both hands and his zipper down, his pants were held up solely by his mountainous bulge.

Jenny reached up greedily, to try to snatch his pants and yank them down. She got close to reaching, but then Colton smacked her hands away.

She frowned, confused at what was happening.

Colton smacked his belt in his palm and it rang out like a thunderclap.

Jenny flinched.

Colton smiled down at her, a cruel grin on his lovely, shaded face.

“W-What’s going on?” she asked timidly.

For the first time in a while, she didn’t feel in control whatsoever. The power dynamic had shifted absolutely.

She felt like a scared little deer. Her body trembled, but not from orgasmic aftershocks—she shook out of fear.

Finally, Colton lowered his pants.

He wore no boxers or underwear. His giant cock flopped out and immediately lifted up from his thigh like SpaceX shooting into the atmosphere. It curved and stood straight out, a thick juicy javelin that throbbed with anticipation. His thick, cum-filled nuts drooped down between his legs, his whole sack weighted down by the oversized testicles inside. There were pressure strains at the top of his sack, making them look more wrinkled than they actually were. In actuality, his balls were hairless and smooth, and they wouldn’t even fit into Andre the Giant’s palm due to their size. 

Jenny licked her lips and then smacked them together. Her face lit up as the fear behind her eyes diminished.

The older woman went onto her back and spread her legs in the air like an obedient mistress, awaiting her master’s pounding. She was still in an awkward stance—head smooshed against the seatback, her chin pressed down to her collar. 

She smiled up at him, her eyebrows raised as if to say, “Well? Doesn’t that wet hole look like a nice place to put your rock-hard cock?”

Colton towered over her and moved forward. His thick veiny cock waved in the air from side to side.

He took his belt in both hands, in the shape of an upside down U, or a horseshoe, and then lassoed it around the back of Jenny’s neck.

Then he lowered himself toward her.

Jenny’s expression widened as the massive, bell-shaped cockhead grew bigger in her eyes. It neared her face and her jaw dropped open instinctively. She felt tied up and useless from the belt wrapped around her neck, even though Colton hadn’t put any pressure on it yet. 

Then Colton was punching the tip of his dick against her full lips. Her tasted manly and sweaty, and the precum dabbling his dickhole had a sour, salty tinge to it.

She was slightly disappointed that he hadn’t immediately gone for her soppy pussy, but that disappointment vanished once the boy’s tremendous cock pushed past her lips and lodged itself in her mouth.

Her jaw separated and she felt choked from his initial push. The asphyxiation came almost immediately, as the cock plugged her esophagus and sunk deeper into her gullet.

Her eyes watered and squinted involuntarily. Tears ran down her cheeks, mucking up her makeup.

Colton pulled back on his makeshift reins, forcing Jenny’s head forward. The belt strap bit into the back of her neck as he pulled on her and lowered her face on the width of his shaft.

She let out a harsh gagging sound and a muffled cough once there was six inches of cockmeat down her throat.

Colton used the belt as a tool to control her head. He fucked her face, but without moving his hips. Instead, he just handled her like a mare, pushing and pulling on the belt strap in order to force more of his thick cock down her throat.

Jenny snorted, her face turning red. Snot bubbles popped and dripped down to Colton’s veiny cockshaft. Her eyes turned nearly as red as her face as she lost the ability to breathe and succumbed to Colton’s devious throatfucking.

Her neck bulged every time Colton’s cock pushed into her gullet. Every minute or so, he would pull his cock out far enough so that Jenny could get a single, long-winded breath—so she wouldn’t pass out.

Still, her vision darkened around the edges and she started to panic, all while Colton casually facefucked her like a sex doll.

He laughed at her struggles.

He said, “You’ve been a naughty MILF whore, Jenny, and must be punished. I’m sure you understand. I still haven’t forgiven you for blackmailing me.”

“Mmmphh!” Jenny mumbled back. “Grrrck!”

“Yes, I know you’re sorry. But until your throat is as sore as your stupid sweet pussy, we won’t be even. I’m sure you understand who controls who in this situation now, don’t you?”

Jenny sputtered and nodded.

Colton yanked hard on the belt. He grunted as his cock dove down Jenny’s neck. “You have no power here, Ms. Steele. You’re my little whorish cock-sleeve and nothing else, understand?”

Jenny nodded.

“Gabby is a kinder, gentler soul than you will ever be. She’s a real woman—you’re just a bitch. Got it?”

Jenny kept nodding, tears streaming down her cheeks now.

Her mind was afire, but all she could think of was trying to breathe. She didn’t want to fall unconscious and let Colton punish her without even knowing what was going on.

The sounds emanating from her throat were lewd and sloppy. Drool seeped down her lips and chin. Her face perspired so heavily that it soaked through her makeup.

She was becoming an utter mess.

The tears streaming down her cheeks were twofold now—one because she couldn’t breathe, and two because she felt sad that Colton would talk to her in such a way.

Yes, he was being domineering and commanding, but she hated to hear that he loved his girlfriend still—that she hadn’t broken up that little love affair.

Jenny realized that she
 was the bad guy in this. She
 was the adulterer and homewrecker. That’s how Colton saw it, and that’s how it was.

All I want is that dumb fat cock in my fucking puss! Skewer me, you dumb fucking oaf!

Colton loosened his grip on the belt. Jenny immediately pulled her head back, sliding the boy’s girthy cock out of her mouth.

She coughed and choked once she was free, feeling air whistle down her stretched throat. She closed her eyes to try to get a hold of herself. 

She heard a violent fapping sound, and when she opened her peepers, she saw Colton jerking off right in front of her face.

She barely had time to frown before he unloaded all over her. His jizz shot out like a cannon and pelted against her forehead and cheeks.

She recoiled, but it was no use—she was still caught in his belt-trap and her head was barely mobile.

His thick load poured over her, showering her in viscous filth.

If her face was messy and mucked-up before, now it was destroyed. His cum mingled with her makeup and created a sludge of thick goo.

She closed her eyes, but could still feel the splotches of cum dribbling toward the edges of her eyelids.

His spunk was warm and tasty. Her entire face was covered, and then it dripped like hot wax off her chin and cheeks.

When he was done painting her face, he slapped his heavy cock down on her nose and rubbed it all over. His big smelly balls rested against her chin.

The smell is so overwhelming!

“Here’s the deal,” Colton began, lifting his cock away from Jenny’s tortured mug. He lifted his jeans and stuffed himself back in, creating another hearty bulge.

He reached into a pocket and produced a little device. Jenny had seen it before—she owned something very similar.

“This is a remote-controlled vibrator that you’re going to wear throughout your day. I’m going to torment you and make you cum through your panties while you go about your daily business, understand?”

Jenny nodded dumbly. How could she deny him? If it meant she would finally get his cock again, she would do almost anything.

“Once your panties are soaked through, I want you to show me the damage. Maybe then I’ll stuff your stupid cunt again.”

Jenny frowned. “Y-You mean . . . I don’t get any dick right now?”

Colton shook his head. “Ethan will probably be back soon anyway. You wouldn’t want him walking in on us, would you? Or are you that perverted?”

“N-No . . .”

“You know how long I take to cum once I get going, Ms. Steele. I never stop. There simply aren’t enough hours in the day to satisfy your cock craving, woman.”


What horseshit!
 Jenny’s mind screamed. When did this punk turn into a philosopher?! I don’t need you to tell me there isn’t enough time—I just need you to plug my tiny pussy with your giant donkey dick!


Jenny clenched her jaw, feeling utterly frustrated. Yes, she had climaxed twice, but that wasn’t enough! It was never enough.

“Don’t pout, Jennifer,” Colton said. “If you obey my commands, you’ll be impaled on my meatrod soon enough, okay?”

Jenny slowly nodded. Fucking blue-ball overload!


Colton went to his knees and unceremoniously stuck the little pleasure device in her sopping pussy. She flinched as it sunk in.

Then he stood up, smiled, and pressed a button.

Jenny grimaced and clenched her body as a lightning bolt of delight racked her body.

“Perfect,” Colton muttered.


Fine, I’ll play along,
 Jenny thought. What other choice do I have?


“How long do I have to wear this . . . master?” she asked.

“Until I see you next.”

Jenny’s eyes widened. Colton didn’t elaborate—he simply grinned cruelly at her and turned around to leave.

Before he left the house, he said over his shoulder, “And I want you texting me about how it makes you feel, so I know you’re wearing it. Got it?”

“Y-Yes . . .”

Then he was gone. 

Thirty seconds after a he had left, Jenny still lay on her back, confused, dumbfounded, and angry. Her pussy was on fire and her face was sticky and coated like a glazed donut.

Bzzzt!

Her body trembled and she let out a yelp as the little buzzing device lit up her pussy once more.

Jenny knew she was in for it—Colton was already toying with her, and he’d only just left the house.
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Chapter Two


B
ack in the day, when Jenny was still married to Eliot Steele, she had been a stay-at-home housewife. She had been in charge of their son, Ethan—making sure he got to school on time, helping with his homework, those sorts of things.

Eliot had been the breadwinner of the household, and Jenny had no problem being the hot trophy wife. She was 10 years younger than her ex, taller than him, and way better looking.

Everyone knew that Eliot had been swinging above his weight class when he bagged Jennifer. Behind her back, jealous bitches called Jenny a gold-digger.

She didn’t give two shits. She loved spending Eliot’s money on jewelry and clothes and nice things. She got herself a brand new Audi R8—looking like a bright blonde strawberry in her strawberry-colored supercar.

Jenny used to be a shopping addict. She loved spending Eliot’s money almost as much as she loved getting pounded by Colton’s huge cock.

She had to get rid of the car once the divorce was final, unfortunately, though she received a generous stipend because Eliot had been at fault for the breakup. He had been the adulterer, which shocked even the judge who made the final decision.

Jenny could remember the stricken look on the judge’s face when his eyes darted from Eliot to her, as if to say, “How could you fuck this up with such a hot piece of ass? I’d love to bend this lovely minx over the witness stand and stick my gavel up her ass while I creampie her tight pussy.”

At least, that’s how Jenny’s imagination saw that predatory look in the judge’s eyes.

Either way, Eliot had fucked up, Jenny got millions, and could comfortably do nothing for the rest of her life if she wanted.

But Ms. Steele quickly became restless. Her son was a teenager now—almost 19 years old—and nearly finished with high school. He wanted less and less to do with his momma the more time went by.

If he had friends over, Ethan would blush like a tomato whenever his hot bimbo mother walked into the room with her giant tits bouncing around, her badonkadonk sashaying left and right.

The fact was, Jenny didn’t have anyone to coddle anymore. She was a single woman again with a son who would be going to college soon—if all went well.

She knew she needed to get back in the saddle, before she dried up and became one of those millionaire prudes who hung around uppity coffee shops and talked trash about anything and everything all day. She didn’t want to be like the Karens of the world, whose sole purpose in life seemed to be to make life miserable for everyone around them.

She needed a new young buck. She needed a big dick in her life to show her a new way of living.

Enter Colton Cunningham.

Jenny hadn’t planned
 on falling for a boy her son’s age. But when he walked into the house one day looking like a chiseled god of thunder with his loose tank top that showed off his tanned, shredded arms, and a pair of pants that clung to his bulky thighs, giving her an eyeful of bulging manmeat, it all fell into place.

It all seemed obvious.

Ridiculously good looks? Check. Ridiculously big cock? Check. An impressionable, innocent and kind mind that she could manipulate and mold? Check.

She’d seen the fat cocklog that Colton had been packing when he’d just been a boy. It had been impressive even then,
 when he and Ethan had been growing up as kids. 

As the years had passed, she’d forgotten about it—or blocked it out of her mind, that she had purposefully preyed on her son’s friend after hearing Ethan yell “Jeez, your dick is huge, Colt!” one fateful afternoon, and then gone to investigate. 

But now Colton was back in her life, in a big
 way. Her pussy ached for him day in and day out.

It hadn’t been necessary for her to mold and manipulate his innocent mind—his innocence had clearly been lost years ago.

The boy knew what kind of a weapon he had between his legs, and he wasn’t afraid to use it. He was that perfect combination of man who knew what he wanted and knew how to get it.

Jenny wondered how long Colton had been making women quiver in their high heels, staring at his protruding crotch. Had Gabriella Evans fallen for him after spying that donkey dick? Or had she actually fallen
 for him, like, emotionally and stuff?

Jenny knew what it was like to be a hot teenage girl—she’d been one herself. And when she had been a teenager, she had been just as horny as all the pubescent boys, if not more so. Sure, women had to act a bit more demure and less outgoing than the guys, especially when she’d been growing up, but that didn’t change the fact that their minds were filled with lust and cocks and dreams of double penetrations and anal.

Back then, it had been improper to act like a loose woman. That’s probably why she ended up marrying Eliot, she figured—her years of sexual repression caught up to her. She’d always been taught that money could buy happiness.

But now she knew better. Money didn’t buy happiness—big fat cocks did.

After Colton ate her pussy like her muff was a water fountain and he’d been trapped in the desert for 10 years, Jenny sat on the couch for a moment, gathering herself. He had splooged all over her face after throatfucking her with the belt around her neck, and she could feel the tenderness on the back of her neck.

Luckily, her blonde hair was long enough to cover up any bruises that might show up, lest Ethan wonder what the hell happened to mommy.

Colton’s cum dried on her face like a wax mask. It was cold, clammy, and sticky. 

She finally came back to reality and wandered upstairs to take a shower.

While she was in the shower cleaning herself off and becoming a fresh woman again, she received another zap to her pussy.

Colton was off somewhere laughing it up, torturing her with the press of a button.

Jenny clenched her teeth before they clattered together. She squeezed her legs inward and let out a low moan as the buzzing pussy defibrillator loosened up her coiled nerves.

She leaned forward until her forehead rested on the wall underneath the shower spout. The warm water poured onto her back and dripped nicely off her body.

She reached down between her legs and started twiddling herself, rubbing her clit with one hand while she fingerblasted herself with the other—doing it the way that only she knew how to do.

She took out Colton’s menacing little toy for a moment so she could play with herself. The juxtaposition of the warm, roiling water on her back and the hot, grooved feeling of her pussy made it seem like she was melting from euphoria.

She clenched her mouth shut and continued to masturbate. It didn’t take long for her to get going, but she suddenly had a better idea.

She opened her eyes and found herself staring at the little pussy massager in her hand. She wondered, What’s the range on this thing? How can Colton be across town and be using it on me? Or is he just hiding in the bushes right outside my house, getting a kick out of watching me squirm?


Maybe it has a timer or something . . . like it zaps me every hour or so.

Technology’s fucking crazy.

Before she found herself lost in technical questions, she stuck the muff shaker back up her pussy and headed out of the shower. She had to walk a bit bow-legged to keep the thing from popping out without any panties on, but she didn’t want to get dressed quite yet.

She dried off, walked into her master bedroom, and sprawled on her bed, naked.

She lay back on her pillow, loving the gentle feeling of the cotton against her clean skin. She stared out at the full-length mirror near the foot of the bed, and then spread her legs until the little machine could be seen poking out of her vagina.

Jenny reached to her nightstand and found her thick, seven-inch blue dildo. It wasn’t as long or thick as Colton’s cock rocket, but it had been the biggest thing she’d ever shoved up her twat up until she’d met him.

She started fingering herself again with her right hand, moving around the edges of the buzzer, watching herself in the mirror as her fingers worked. It was utterly erotic and captivating, and she realized she was leaking juices within a few minutes.

Unceremoniously, she plunged the blue dildo between her buttcrack and speared it into her asshole. The insides of her cheeks slid down the smooth toy as it sunk down her ass-tunnel.

She gritted her teeth and moaned when the bulky head of the dildo dove into her depths and pushed the skin of her bumhole apart.

It was the most tender part of her body—the most erogenous of zones—and she leaned her head back to stare up at the ceiling.

Her door was closed and she was home alone.

She started wailing once she plunged her asshole with the dildo while simultaneously fingering herself. She let her voice ring out and echo through the room, down the hallways, and into the house.

What she didn’t know, was that within five minutes of her eager masturbation session, Ethan returned home with his friends. It was him and two buddies—they were Colton’s posse, usually, when he was around.

The front door creaked open and Ethan stepped inside the house, immediately beelining for the kitchen.

“Yeah, I thought the movie was good, but the special effects could’ve been better, don’t you think?” he said as he closed the door behind him.

His friends Jack and Will were football buddies. Jack was a big, oversized white boy who played left tackle and weighed about 250 pounds, even at 17 years old, and Will was a tall, skinny black kid who played wide receiver opposite Colton.

“Black Panther
 is still the best Avengers movie,” Will said, following Ethan and Jack into the kitchen.

“You just think that because you’re black,” Jack said, shaking his head.

Ethan frowned. “The fuck, Jack?”

Jack shrugged. He had no filter, and even though he was shorter than Will, he weighed almost twice as much and could crush the kid if he ever could catch him. He had no reason to be scared of anyone on his team, and he showed it. He wasn’t a PC young man.

“What? It’s true and you know it,” he said, eyeing both of his teammates.

Ethan started to say, “Yeah, but—”

“Ohhh fuuuuck!” a muffled voice carried from upstairs.

Ethan’s mouth stayed open but no more words came out. His eyes widened and darted from Jack to Will, hoping neither of them had heard what he just did.

But Will said, “Did you just . . . hear . . .”

“Fucking cream my ass with that fat cock!” the voice yelled.

Ethan’s face lit up like a cherry. It was clearly his mom’s voice he was hearing—he would know that sound anywhere.

He’d never felt more embarrassed in his entire life.

Jack snorted and covered his face with a palm—the first sheepish look that he’d ever sported. “Oh my God, Ethan, is that your—” 

“Shhhh!” Will said, inching his ear toward the stairs leading up.

“Shit, shit, fucking stretch meeee!” Jenny wailed.

Ethan stared at the ground, then said, “What the hell, guys, have some decency!”

Will and Jack just faced at each other, then burst out laughing.

“But your mom’s hot as shit,” Will said.

“Do you think she’s getting railed right now?” Jack asked, his non-filter returning.

“Jesus Christ, guys! Of course not, she’s recently divorced!”

Will and Jack looked at each other, then they turned their gazes on him, looking at him like he was deaf, dumb, and blind.

Will said, “Uhh, yeah, and she’s probably horny as fuck. She needs some new dic—”

“You guys need to go!” Ethan interjected. “Now. Come on, out.” Ethan waved them on like an air traffic controller, toward the front door. “It’s been fun, it’s been real, but it hasn’t been real fun,” he said, repeating a motto that he said quite often.

Jack pouted, his big flabby face twisting, his jowls sinking like a bull dog’s. “Aww, man, but we’re just getting to the good part—”

“Go!” Ethan shouted.

“Fine, we’ll see you at practice tomorrow,” Jack said. His head was bowed as he left the house, but he made sure to stand in the doorway for a split second too long.

Long enough to hear Jenny shout, “Split me in half you fucking dick fiend!”

Will and Jack laughed the entire way down the walkway leading off the property.

Ethan slammed the door behind them.

He was close to tears. How could his mom embarrass him so much in front of his friends?! Had she no shame?

And what if Jack had been right? What if she was
 sleeping with some strange man in her bed?

. . . In the same bed his father used to sleep in.

Ethan steeled himself and clenched his fists at his sides. He decided he would go investigate—if only to make sure that nothing was wrong.

Yeah, that’s what he told himself . . . Make sure she’s okay.


A little devil on his shoulder said, She’s more than okay, you fucking idiot!


He headed toward the stairs, his feet feeling like cinderblocks. He gained the first step, then he heard something that made his blood run cold and stopped him in his tracks, his whole body frozen.

His mom screeched:

“Do it to me Colton, stretch my sweet little cunt with your monster horsecock!”
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Chapter Three


W
hile Jenny beat up her pussy with her legs in the air, screaming like a banshee, she curled her toes and watched her reflection as the blue dildo dove in and out of her asshole.

It was alarming—how stretched her butt looked from the thick toy—but she knew she wanted to stuff bigger things up there. Namely, Colton’s huge thing. She wondered if his enormous manhood would tear her apart and split her in two like a lumberjack splitting a log.

She knew he was thicker than the dildo—she’d stuck the toy down her pussy and it didn’t have the same width as Colt’s penis. His was also veiny and warm and just thinking about it made her moan in delight.

She threw her head back against the pillow, closing her eyes and clenching her mouth shut, all the while plumbing her asshole like a stopped up toilet.

Jenny felt so betrayed by that big cocked buffoon. He had played with her, eaten her out through two orgasms, and stuffed his cockmeat down her gullet, but he hadn’t gone all the way!

She wanted to scream—not with pleasure, but from frustration. Jennifer Steele typically got what she wanted. She was used to it. Even when she’d been married, she often counted how many free drinks she got from flirty guys at the bars.

She’d never succumbed to the cheating ways like her husband had, but it always tickled her mind, the idea that every guy wanted to fuck her. When she went out, she often found herself daydreaming about guys’ cocks. Some fine ladies had even hit on her in the past, and she definitely wasn’t beyond a good scissoring if it seemed like a good fit.

Alas, it wasn’t until Colton that she finally acted on her desires.

And he hadn’t even fucked her today!


How dare he!
 she thought.

I see your tricks, Colton Cunningham. You went off and made me addicted to your body, and then pull away when your cock’s just out of tongue’s reach!

She loved tasting him and his strong, sweet cum, but she wanted her pussy to have a taste, too. She needed him to rearrange her guts and have her screaming like a deranged hermit.

She didn’t care who heard her.

Which was a good thing, because her son was currently creeping up the stairs toward her bedroom, tiptoeing on eggshells as he tried to get a better listen to his mother’s wailing cries.

Of course, Jenny had thought Ethan was going to be out longer. She had no idea he had come home with his friends, and that Ethan, Jack, and Will had heard her screeching lewd remarks about getting stuffed and railed.

Luckily, Will and Jack hadn’t heard the comment regarding Colton’s monster horsecock, or else Ethan would have been mortified.

He already was. He’d never heard his mother like this.

As he ventured down the hall toward her room, goosebumps popped up on his arms and neck. His eyes were wide with fear and horrified fascination.

Jenny’s bed creaked from her body’s jerky movements. She stabbed into her own asshole like it owed her money, feverishly trying to take out her frustration of not getting any dick that night, on her butt.

The dildo hit a particularly nervy spot in her rectum and all of her muscles unclenched. Her mouth fell open. She squirted across her bed like a Nerf Blaster, the pissy juices arching up toward the ceiling and then cascading down in front of her. A couple of drops even splattered against the mirror 10 feet away, her flow was so powerful.

She let out a loud drawl as she squirted and clamped her toes and hands together. Then her head fell back once more on the pillow and she started chuckling to herself.

“Good God, that was intense,” she whispered, shaking her head as her body continued to twitch.

The lurid thoughts had escaped her for a moment. The mind-numbing orgasm had brought her back to planet Earth.

On the other side of the door, Ethan’s mouth was more agape than Jenny’s sphincter, and he slapped a hand over his maw so he wouldn’t make a peep.

His eyes were like saucers in his head. He looked down and realized his body had gone rogue and deceived him: he had a boner pressing against his jeans, pushing the fabric out.

A boner that had been caused . . . by his mom. 

After hearing his mother let out that unearthly howl, he debated barging in there and making sure she was all right.

Then he heard the thudding sound of her liquids flying into the air and landing on the bed, floor, and mirror. It was like the sound a bird makes when it shits on the hood of a car—loud and abrasive, yet somehow gentle.

His hand instinctively reached for the doorknob, but it stopped just inches from it. If he grabbed that handle, there would be no turning back . . .

He jerked his hand and pulled back toward himself like the doorknob was a burning stovetop.


No, no, no, Ethan, what the fuck are you doing?
 he thought to himself. She wouldn’t be screaming like . . .
 that . . . if she needed help.


But why was she calling out Colton’s name? The hell is that all about?

He wanted answers. But the more he thought about it, the harder he got, and the more uncomfortable his erection made him.

At least he’d realized that there was no one else in the room with his mom. The way the bed squeaked, and the lack of another voice—especially after the festivities died down—made it clear that she was in there solo, having the time of her life all alone.

Maybe he didn’t want answers after all. He could live in blissful ignorance and pretend that he hadn’t heard what he thought he’d heard.

But Jack and Will would never let him live it down, because they
 had heard. Shit, the rest of the football team would probably know by morning that Ethan’s gorgeous mom had been crooning like Beyoncé in there.


Fuck, what a pickle,
 he thought.  

A minute later, he heard footsteps fall on the carpet in his mom’s room.

His heart leaped up to his throat and he backed away from the door. The soft pitter-patter of Jenny’s feet sounded out, but it seemed like they were growing fainter, like she was heading away from the door. Maybe the bathroom.

Either way, he didn’t stick around to find out. He crept away from the door as quietly as he could, still worried that his footfalls would make the floorboards squeak and he would be discovered eavesdropping on his mother’s masturbation session.

Talk about embarrassing.

Also, his boner made it hard to walk, it was so tightly squeezed against his pants.

Ethan grimaced and made it to his room. He immediately shut the door and whipped his pants off. 

He sat on his bed in his boxers, a little tent forming in his lap. He dragged his boxers to his knees, and his little cock popped out. It waved in the air like a dinky mini banana and curved back toward his body.

His cock was a little more than four inches hard. He’d never had a girlfriend, so he didn’t know how his prowess would measure up in the bedroom, but he had a vivid imagination.

Ethan always loved daydreaming about ripping off girl’s tops and watching as their fat tits plopped out. He smiled in football practice sometimes, from the bench—he was the kicker—and imagined bending over the cheerleaders and taking turns on their luscious asses.

It was never a good call to get a boner while playing ball, especially in those tights—where everyone would be able to see his cock outline and know how small he was—but it still occasionally happened.

At least he wasn’t like Colton, whose raging boner would probably split his jersey pants wide open!


Yeah,
 he thought miserably, at least I’m not a freak of nature . . .


His right hand wrapped around his cock and he started jerking himself off. The head of his wiener just barely showed over the edge of his enclosed palm.

He leaned back on his bed and kicked his feet out. His little nutsack bounced around between his legs while he choked his chicken.

His striped boxers were still ringed around his knees.

He started to close his eyes as he got into it, and was ashamed at the lewd thoughts playing in his mind. He wasn’t thinking about bending over any cheerleaders, such as Colton’s ridiculously hot girlfriend. No . . . the sounds that his mom had been making turned him on.

It was something that would never leave the twisted cage of his mind. No one could ever know that he was jerking off to the idea of seeing his mother’s big cow tits flopping around while a gray figure railed her.

Suddenly, the door to his room opened.

Mom’s head poked in through the doorway.

“D-Don’t come in!” he screamed reflexively, his knees bunching up toward his chest.

“Oh my G-God!” Jenny wailed, a hand going to her mouth. “Ethan!”

Ethan hid himself quickly—it’s not like there was much to hide—but the damage was done.

She’d seen everything.

In a split second, Ethan’s world came tumbling down.

Jenny had seen her son’s hand wrapped around his skinny little cock, and watched it like a trainwreck as it bobbed toward his body when he went into the fetal position.

She knew that dick anywhere—her ex-husband had a very similar one.

Poor boy.

Her face was bright red with embarrassment as she started to close the door behind her, facing the ground. “I—I—I’m so sorry, Ethan, I didn’t know you were home!”


How could this happen!?
 Ethan’s mind screamed. He was at a loss for words. Just two minutes earlier, he had been about to burst into his mother’s room and would have seen her
 playing with herself. She would have been so ashamed and embarrassed!

But now the tables had turned. She had walked in on him, and he could hardly live with himself.

Just as quickly as she’d arrived and ruined his life, she was gone, the door closed behind her.

Ethan’s cock instantly went limp and dangly.

This wasn’t the first time Mom had caught him masturbating, but it was the first time in years. It was the first time since he’d come of age and was no longer a minor.

And yet, he still had a minor cock.

Ethan stayed in the fetal position for a long time, until he almost brought himself to tears. He knew his mom was a kind woman—she would never tell anyone about this, of course.

But he also knew that she would forever look at him differently, probably. Whenever she stared at him with a sad look in her eyes, he would know where the source of that sadness came from.


“You’re not a real man, Ethan. Your little peen is nothing compared to your friend Colton’s big honking cockslab!”
 Mom’s voice said in his head, even though he knew she would never dare say something so cruel.

“Fucking hell . . .” he muttered to himself, his throat catching.
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JENNY TRIED TO BLOCK
 out the sight of her son’s small dick from her head, but it was nearly impossible. She felt so damn guilty and stupid—she should have known that he was home when she’d seen his door was closed!

But after she’d finished her bed-rocking orgasm, she thought she had heard footsteps outside of her room. It had scared her.

She had even called out Ethan’s name—frightened that a burglar was in the house—but he had already closed his door and hadn’t heard her.

It was a terrible mix-up, but what was done was done.

She couldn’t change what happened. They would just have to live with it and get past it.

Also, if she had
 heard footsteps, like she was almost positive she had, did that mean that Ethan had been listening to her pleasuring herself?

“Oh . . . God . . .” she thought as realization hit her, once she was back in her bedroom with the door closed.

I was screaming like a possessed succubus! Fuck! I had no idea Ethan was home! Could he have heard me yelling out Colton’s name? Please, baby Jesus, don’t let that be the case . . .

She had to leave. She needed fresh air. She thought she was having a panic attack. Her adrenaline was rushing and her heart was hammering so hard.

At that very moment, she heard a buzz and a moment later her body jerked. Her nerve-endings frayed as the shock of the cunt fiddle worked her body over once again.

She couldn’t live like a fucktoy anymore. She’d only had the pussy pincher inside of her for an hour or two, and she was already feeling over-stimulated and fried.

An idea formed in her head, and she went to her phone on the nightstand. As the idea took shape, she smiled to herself.

Colton had been so damn rude and evil, she wanted to get back at him.

Her mind never seemed to tell her that this was a terrible, bad idea. She was in revenge mode, full on, and her fingers flew over the keypad.

She looked at the screen and saw it was only a little after 8 p.m. It was still early.

She texted Colton:

Enough games. We need to meet.

A few seconds later, Colton responded:

Ah, is my little toy pissing you off?

Jenny: Everything’s pissing me off. Why are u torturing me?


Colton: you want to feel me huh


Jenny: No I don’t want to. I NEED to. Look what you’ve done to me, Colton.


Colton: Ha ha


Jenny: It’s not funny. We need to meet.


Colton: You already said that.


Jenny: So?


Colton: Holiday Inn on La Jolla Boulevard. 30 minutes. Room 213.


Jenny: Fine. C u there.


She breathed out deeply after the exchange was finished. Her heart was still beating in her chest like a jackhammer, though, because that wasn’t the end of her plan.

It was just being set into motion.

For a second, she wondered when she’d become such a devious, immoral bitch.

Like, blackmail, really?

Maybe her husband’s cheating escapades had made her cynical and pissed off at the world.

Whatever the reason, a new idea similar to her first blackmail adventure swept through her brain.

She still had Gabriella Evans’ phone number, from the time she’d taken the digits from Colton’s phone. Jenny told herself she was never going to actually send those nude photos of herself to Colton’s girlfriend, but she didn’t know anymore.

And now, her fingers hovered over the keypad as she steeled herself to send another message.

She typed in Gabby’s name and stared at the screen.

She would have to do this anonymously, of course. Gabriella couldn’t know . . . wouldn’t know. How could she?

Jenny typed her first message:

Anonymous tip: in 45 minutes, you should find yourself at room 213 at the holiday inn

She read the message over and over again, her thumb floating over the “send” button.

Finally, she pressed it.

She exhaled deeply.

The scheme was set into motion. Even though Colton had told her to never involve Gabby, Jenny just couldn’t help herself.

And she made sure to make the message as cryptic and ominous as possible, so it sounded like it was coming from an innocent Good Samaritan.

The telltale dots showed up at the bottom of the screen.

Gabby: Wat? Who is this ???


Jenny: A friend



What bullshit,
 Jenny thought to herself. God, I’m such a bitch.


She was deeply embroidered in her own web of lies now, but it excited her. It made her horny, knowing that she was the mastermind behind this scheme.

She faltered for a moment. Last time she’d tried something like this, it had backfired . . . stupendously!

She smiled to herself. Ethan’s little dick was all but forgotten from her mind.

Gabby: why should I go to the holiday inn in 45 mins? Are u an assassin or something?


Jenny barked a laugh. She typed: No. just trust me.


Gabby: I don’t even know who u are


Jenny: Trust, girl.
 She pressed delete on “girl,” and then sent the message so it just said Trust.


She didn’t want to be outed for being a male or female, and “Trust, girl,” seemed like a very girly thing to say.

Gabby: youre scaring me. Don’t message me again or I’m going to the cops.


Jenny kept smiling. She knew an empty threat when she heard one. Fine,
 she typed, but I’m just trying to help.


With that hook, line, and sinker, she knew she had Gabriella.

Whose curiosity wouldn’t be piqued after such a mysterious message?

Sure enough, it took Gabby a moment to respond, but she did.

Gabby: are u sure u have the right number?


Jenny: Yes.


Gabby: who am I?


Jenny: Gabriella Evans.


Gabby: and what am I going to find at the holiday inn?


Jenny: You’ll see.


Gabby: will I like it?


Jenny: No.


The conversation stopped there.

Jennifer Steele was practically itching with excitement. She threw on a pair of hip-hugging jeans, a loose top without a bra, which made her huge tits jumble around crazily with every step she took, and high heels.

She wanted to be tall and imposing for her audience.

Her hope, of course, was that Gabriella would walk into the hotel room while she and Colton were in the midst of their animalistic fucking. Gabby would be heartbroken, Jenny would laugh maniacally while getting plowed, and that would be that.

She wanted to break up their little cute relationship once and for all.

Jenny wanted Colton all to herself.

And she didn’t care what kind of punishment he would exact on her for doing it, either.
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Chapter Four


J
enny arrived at the Holiday Inn 10 minutes early. She wanted to be ready for the fireworks and she was practically tapping her fingers together and going “Mwahaha” by the time she reached room 213.

She had no keycard, so she knocked on the door.

She stood over six feet tall with her high-heel fuck-me shoes on. She took a step back from the door and waited patiently, hoping that Colton had gotten there early, too.

He had.

The door swung open and Colton stood in front of her, dressed in a tight white T that hugged his biceps and abs and the same pair of taut jeans as earlier. His bulge was noticeable, even though he didn’t have an erection.

He was a lovely sight for sore eyes. After walking in on her son and seeing his pale thighs jump toward his chest, his little weenie waving around wildly, she thought she’d been scarred for life. She wanted to melt into Colt’s big arms and run her hand down his washboard abs.

She smiled wide at him—she was almost exactly his height with her shoes on, and it gave her a sense of empowerment.

Colton returned a little smirky half-smile, looking so cool and confident as he did it. He stepped out of the way and let Jenny skip into the room.

It could have been the exact same room as the one they’d fucked in before, and she would have never known. Same cheap décor, same single queen-sized bed, and even the same ocean horizon painting on the wall above the headboard.

Same hotel, same looking rooms.

“Thank you for seeing me on such short . . . notice,” Jenny said, her eyes glancing around the room. She saw that the bathroom door was shut, and she though that was a bit odd.

Colton sat on the edge of the bed and spread his legs a little, so his bulge became more apparent. It was hefty and broad across his pants.

“I’m just, uh, gonna go touch up in the bathroom real quick,” Jenny said, feeling suddenly squeamish.


Don’t do this to me, conscience, not now,
 she thought. She hoped her guilt wasn’t getting the better of her. For a moment, she thought about bursting into tears and spilling the tea—telling Colton that they had to get out of there because she’d done something terrible. Gabby would be there soon, and she didn’t want to do go through with her plan.

Then she said “fuck it,” and took a step toward the bathroom.

“I just took a shit in there,” Colton said, looking a bit embarrassed. “And I like you the way you look just now, so don’t worry about it.”

Jenny quirked her brow. He seemed to be acting strange.

“Come here,” Colton demanded, holding out his arms.

How could she say no to that? She couldn’t.

Jenny meandered toward his broad chest and bulky biceps. She walked into his embrace and rested her chin on the top of his curly head.

Colton made a little move and she yipped as she was flattened onto her butt, sitting on his knee like a schoolgirl riding a horse sidesaddle.

Jenny wrapped her arms around his strong shoulders and smiled at him. Her lips were big and full and red from the lipstick she’d put on before stampeding into the hotel room.

She nuzzled her forehead against the bristles of his five o’clock shadow, then kissed him on the cheek, leaving a wet print.

Colton reached for her stomach. His callused hands perused her little fleshy tummy, making her feel a bit self-conscious, and then trekked down to the waistband of her jeans.

His big hand slipped into her pants.

“Wow, eager, aren’t we?” Jenny purred. Her body tensed up as his fingers dipped beneath her panties and felt around her smooth, hairless pubis. She liked to keep things nice and clean down there, ever since breaking up with her husband.

Colton winked at her. A single finger slipped into her pussy, and then two. She was instantly wet and let out a low moan.

A second later, she felt Colton pluck the mini vibrator out of her vagina and pull it up out of her pants.

“You were still wearing this, I see,” he whispered to her.

The hairs on the back of her neck rose. “Of course I was . . . daddy,” she whispered back, just inches from his ear.

She hoped the goosebumps were breaking out on his skin, just like they were hers.

“Good girl.”

Colton gently pushed her off his knee until she was standing in front of him again.

“Did I please you?” she asked.

Colton nodded. “But you’d please me even more if you got on your knees.”

Jenny’s face lit up. She did as she was told, crouching down and then going to her knees.

Colton stood up from the bed, his bulge less than a foot from her face. If his hard cock flopped out right now, it would nearly reach her forehead.

“Beg like a dog,” he said.

Jenny stuck her arms out and angled her wrists downward, so she looked somewhat like a dog on its hind legs. “Woof,” she said, and then stuck her tongue out.

Colton smiled and ran a hand over her blonde hair, which flowed loosely around her shoulders. Then he made a strange clicking sound with his tongue, like he was calling out a play on the football field.

Jenny furrowed her brow at the weird tick. She’d never noticed that before.

The bathroom door opened behind her.

Jenny’s eyes bulged, her tongue going back into her mouth. She slowly looked over her shoulder.

Gabriella Evans stood in the doorway of the bathroom, her hands on her narrow hips. She was skinny and dark like caramel from so much time in the sun. She wore a miniskirt that came halfway down her thighs, and had gorgeous brunette hair that was tinged with platinum blonde at the ends.

Jenny’s mouth fell open as realization hit her. She looked and felt completely dumbfounded.

She started to rise from her kneeling position, but Colton put a hand on her head and forced her to stay down.

“What the . . . fuck
,” she muttered.

Gabriella smiled confidently at her, but there was poison behind that smile. Jenny could sense it.

“My thoughts exactly, Ms. Steele,” Gabby said. She had a somewhat raspy voice—not what you’d expect from someone so attractive and nubile. Maybe it was from taking Colton’s giant cock down her throat so often.

“What the fuck,” Gabby finished.

“B-But I . . .” Jenny stuttered and couldn’t finish her sentence. What was she going to say, “But I set you
 up! No, this isn’t how this is supposed to go!”

“Your devious plot has been thwarted, bitch,” Gabby said, triumph in her voice. “I was with Colton when you texted him.”

Jenny’s eyebrows arched downward pathetically. She spun her head around to face Colton, but still couldn’t rise from her spot. “P-Please . . .” she began, feeling quite scared for the first time. “Don’t hurt me. I’m sorry.”

Colton lowered his pants. His fat cock dangled free and rested limply in front of Jenny’s frightened face.

She wasn’t feeling particularly horny now, which was a change. Rather, she just felt mortified and terrified. Mortified for what she had tried to do, and terrified that it had backfired so severely.

“You thought you were so smart, huh?” Colton asked. He grabbed the hefty base of his cock and flung it forward a couple times, until the mushroom tip almost punched the bottom of Jenny’s chin.

“W-What’s going on?”

Gabby said, “You want my boyfriend’s huge fuckstick, right?”

Ashamed, Jenny nodded meekly. She stared at the ground and closed her eyes, awaiting some kind of punishment—a cockslap, or a handslap, or something.

Why is Colton exposing himself for me right in front of his girlfriend?

“I thought so, you dirty fucking cougar. You’re lucky that I don’t hold grudges,” Gabby said.

“What do you mean?” Jenny asked.

“I mean there’s plenty to share, don’t you think?”

Jenny’s heart lifted, just minimally. She was waiting for the other shoe to drop—something to tear her apart again.

“Open your mouth,” Colton said. “Or else I’ll pry it open.”

“Yes, daddy,” Jenny said obediently. She stuck her tongue out and opened her jaws as wide as they would go.

Gabby walked up behind her and kneeled down.

Jenny felt claustrophobic. Why is Gabby crouching so close to me? I can feel her breath on the back of my neck!
  

Then, she felt gentle hands on the back of her head.

Her eyes went wide.

Colton stuffed his soft cock deep into her mouth. She had opened her lips wide enough to take in the majority of his girth, since he was still flaccid. 

But he started to harden while stuck in her mouth, and the feeling was magnificent.

“Mmph!” Jenny cried, taking a big whiff of his manly stench before getting throated by his low-hanging meat.

As his cock stiffened inside her mouth, it pried apart her jaws, just like he said he would do. Jenny’s teeth gently scraped the topside and underside of his shaft, but it was almost impossible not to.

“Careful with the teeth, whore,” Colton said.

Tears came to Jenny’s eyes. It was very reminiscent of earlier that day, when he had forced his big dick down her throat.

But now he had help.

Gabby guided Jenny’s head forward. She smirked and chuckled in Jenny’s ear as the older woman struggled to take Gabby’s boyfriend’s massive girth.

Jenny could feel the veins on Colton’s cock gliding against her lips. She closed her eyes.

Then Gabby shoved her head forward—all sense of cordiality gone.

Jenny’s eyes shot open. The tears streaked down her face. She tried to pull her head back, but Gabby wouldn’t let her.

Colton’s cock bloated her neck as it reached down her gullet.

She had no control of her own head, and it was scarier than anything else. No matter how much she squirmed to get away and try to breathe, Gabby had a powerful grip that wouldn’t be broken.

The younger cheerleader moved Jenny’s head back and forth, sliding the woman’s lips up and down Colton’s hard cock.

Jenny struggled for breath. Drool frothed her lips and leaked down her face.

Gabby started to move her head faster—faster than Jenny would have even been blowing Colton, were it up to her.

Everything blurred. The white walls turned into smudges in Jenny’s bloodshot vision.

Gabby forced her to throat the boy’s massive cockmeat and there was nothing she could do about it. Her hands went down and plunged into her pants, and she started fingering herself.

She figured, if she couldn’t beat them . . . join them.

“How does her throat compare, hun?” Gabby asked, her voice little more than a whisper.

“She’s sloppier,” Colton said. “And not as tight as your pretty gullet, babe.”

Gabby smiled up at her boyfriend and blew him a kiss. 

For 10 minutes straight, Jenny’s face was lodged on Colton’s fat cock, skewered like a shish kabob. The entire time, Gabby guided her head forward and back, being the helping hand.

The cheerleader was able to see Gabby’s torture and punishment firsthand.

It was humiliating, having this 18-year-old girl forcing Jenny’s face down on such a hefty slab of meat. The older MILF didn’t have a graceful bone in her body, once she had been throatfucked by the football star. 

But Jenny eventually gave in and could feel her own juices dripping down her legs, soaking the front of her jeans.

She didn’t give a shit about her own dignity. Just let him ream meee!
  

As if on cue, Colton said, “Take her pants off, babe.”

Jenny mumbled something onto Colton’s cock, but it was slobbery gibberish.

Colton slid his dick out from her mouth and it came out with a schlorp.


Gabby hugged Jenny from behind, wrapping her arms around the taller woman’s shoulders, and pushed her down.

Jenny nearly screamed, but ended up going along with it. She was utterly curious and turned on now.

Gabby pushed Jenny onto the ground, flat on her stomach and fat tits. Then the younger girl hooked her fingers around Jenny’s waistband and started to yank her jeans down.

“Jesus, her ass is fucking huge,” Gabby said, a bit disgustedly.

“You’ve got the better bubblebutt, babe,” Colton said, smiling dreamily at his girlfriend.

“I know, but this is an ass and a half, man. Just look at this massive thing!” Gabby managed to pull Jenny’s tight pants to her knees, and she spanked the older woman over and over again, like she was playing the bongos on her wiggly bum.

Jenny moaned.

“I guess these fat flabby cheeks are perfect for your huge cock, huh Colt?” Gabby said.

Colton frowned.

“They aren’t flabby!” Jenny yelped.

Gabby chuckled and slapped Jenny’s rump again. The MILF’s buttcheeks jiggled after each spank.

“They might be perfect for me, but I was thinking they’d be perfect for you, babe . . .” Colton said, trailing off.

“Hmm, you might be right,” Gabby replied.

Jenny’s eyes widened. “W-What on earth are you two talking about?”

She heard a snap behind her, like a belt buckle falling into place.

“I don’t think you’ll want to see it, Ms. Steele,” Colton said. “Just feel it. I know you’ll love it.”

Those words were enough to make Jenny do a pushup and glance over her shoulder, fear dancing across her face.

Gabby’s miniskirt was lifted up. She was centering a giant strap-on dildo against her pelvis, wrapped around her hips. It was almost as big as Colton’s cock, and the black bumps and grooves on the huge sex toy scared the shit out of Jenny.

“W-Wait, no . . .” Jenny murmured. “You can’t. Gabby, please . . .”

Gabriella just smiled down at the woman. She put her foot on Jenny’s back and pressed down, until Jenny was flat on her stomach once more.

Staring over her shoulder and up at the massive, protruding dildo, it looked almost comical as it jutted out from Gabby’s flat stomach and narrow hips.

It looked more like a torture device than a sex toy.

Which, Jenny realized, was probably what it was meant to be.
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Chapter Five


T
his is what I deserve for being such a devious slut,
 Jenny thought to herself as she wept from Colton’s vicious facefucking. A huge cock throating me so badly I can hardly breathe, and a skinny little girl railing into my hoo-haa with a fat black dildo.


Jenny quickly realized that she had horribly misjudged Gabriella Evans. She wasn’t the big-eyed, innocent Christian girl that Jenny had thought she was. She was just as horny and promiscuous as the boys, if not more.

Which is exactly how Jenny remembered herself when she was that age, so she couldn’t be too surprised.

But it was still a shock when the attractive cheerleader hiked up her miniskirt, strapped on a big curvy dildo, and started ramming it into Jenny’s cunt.

The cougar had already been wet from blowing Colton, with the anticipation that she was finally going to get cock-stuffed pretty soon.

Her little scheme had backfired again, but in the most magnificent way, just like the first time.

While Jenny was being spitroasted by the two young lovers, seesawing back and forth on their big tools, she decided that tonight would be the last time she tried to play these kinds of games.

She would attempt to be more forthcoming and honest in the future about what she wanted—with Colton, and with Gabby, apparently.

The cheerleader laughed with glee as she placed her hands on both sides of Jenny’s wide ass, bent her knees into a crouching position, and started pumping her dildo into the older woman’s pussy.

Jenny had that same stretched-full feeling like when Colt stuffed her. But Gabby’s hands were so much smaller and softer—they were dainty and cute.

But she was a violent little pixie, eager to punish Jenny for her transgressions—for trying to steal Colton away from her behind her back.

Gabby had no qualms about putting Jenny in her place.

The girl’s miniskirt hopped up around her pelvis as she thrust her hips and pumped her juicy bubblebutt forward. The thick, grooved strap-on spread Jenny’s pussy lips far apart. It was cold and hard as steel, but as it sunk into Jenny’s widened vagina, it made the MILF feel warm.

Her pussy was on fire from the little cheerleader sending that dildo so far down her snatch.

Jenny’s body rippled back and forth. She slid forward, gagging and choking on Colton’s huge cock, and then brought her ass backwards while Gabby lunged forward to spear her tight pussy and stretch her out.

Jenny’s body was rife with sweat, her cunt leaked girly juices, and slobber dribbled from her chin and mouth.

She felt like a used and abused little slut—a dog on all fours, lapping up the discipline that Gabby and her boyfriend were giving her.

Her fear quickly diminished once she got into the swing of things. Her arms were getting tired from holding up her body, and her fat tits swayed and clapped against one another with every cock-gobbling thrust forward.

Every time she bumped her booty backwards, Gabby would laugh like a doll and spank that giant ass. Her arms were barely long enough to wrap around the thick older woman.

Jenny could hardly believe that a teenage girl of Gabby’s stature had such a savage disposition when it came to fucking.

No wonder Colton fell for the girl!

As her pussy stretched and sputtered fluids, Jenny wondered if Gabby had ever turned that big dildo on Colton’s sweet, tight ass . . .


That would be a sight to see,
 Jenny thought.

Colton held the sides of Jenny’s head and slammed his hips forward, sending the majority of his cock down Jenny’s gullet once more. Jenny’s neck inflated from the brutal skullfucking, and the boy’s gargantuan nutsack pelted the bottom of her chin.

Then he extricated his cock from Jenny’s mouth and held the woman’s face in the air like a slimy, messed up trophy.

Jenny gasped for breath and spit a glob of precum and saliva onto the carpet at Colton’s feet. Her mascara ran down her face in rivulets, making her look like a killer clown, and her rosy makeup had smudged all over her cheeks and nose.

Jenny coughed a few more times.

Thwack!

Gabby railed into her again, her narrow hips bumping into Jenny’s fat ass with a clap. She giggled and squeezed on Jenny’s buttcheeks so hard that her hands almost disappeared into the flabbier flesh.

“G-Gabby, you’re gonna make me cum . . .” Jenny moaned, leaning forward so her forehead touched the floor. Her ass naturally rose higher in the air, which gave Gabby better purchase on the big bum.

Gabby’s harsh, long strokes took a different turn once she had a tight grip on Jenny’s butt. She scooted forward, spread her legs like a sumo wrestler, and started pelting the poor woman in quick, rapid-fire swings.

The cheerleader’s own glorious booty bounced with every thrust. She’d never seen a pussy get so stretched and ruined before as Jenny’s was right now—other than her own, when Colton penetrated her.

It was lovely to see, and judging by the moans coming from deep within Jenny’s throat, she loved it, too.

All three participants of the orgy were sweating profusely. The whole room stank of sex and cum and spit.

Jenny squirted like a hose and the liquids blew back onto Gabby’s legs and stomach, and the addition of piss was added to the rank odor wafting around the hotel room.

Gabby refused to give Jenny a break, or let up her earnest thrusts.

Colton circled around the pair, admiring the work that his 18-year-old girlfriend was putting on this thick-thighed, big-titted tramp. He adored watching Gabby’s butt hop up and down, the straps of the dildo loosely framing her bulbous cheeks. It looked like the girl was having the time of her life, finally being able to be the dominant one in a fuck session.

After all, she typically fucked Colton, and the alpha male always took the reins of the situation. He loved to sweep Gabby off her feet and bounce the girl on his huge cock in midair, making the cheerleader squeal and scream with glee.

She was a cute little thing who loved to be thrown around like a ragdoll. Colton admired Gabby’s tenacity and resilience.

Her pussy had put up with quite a beating over the last year, from Colton’s insatiable appetites. And she never complained—if anything, quite the opposite. The cheerleader was a size queen through and through, and always wanted to find ways to stretch her pretty little cunt even wider.

Colton debated picking her up right now, he was so drawn to that twerking booty. He could have lifted her away from Jenny to let the old girl rest, put Gabby in a full nelson so her legs were kicking up in the air, and so the girl could see her own pussy getting destroyed.

But he decided against it, because the object here was to punish and discipline Jenny for her devious ways.

So, that’s what he decided to do.

After Jenny squirted back on his girlfriend, Colton pulled Gabby away from Jenny’s ass.

Gabby pouted and frowned as she felt herself being lifted away like a toddler losing its favorite toy. She reached out and tried to clamber for Jenny’s bum, but Colton had a tight grip on her shoulders.

“W-What the hell, Colt?” Gabby whined.

“Stand up, Ms. Steele,” Colton demanded.

Jenny took a moment to gather herself, but she eventually stumbled to her feet. Even though she was barefoot and not wearing her high heels, she could hardly stand. Her weak legs twitched and trembled like a newborn deer, or a runway model who wasn’t used to sashaying down the lane in stilettos.

Jenny was lost in a trance, her eyes half-lidded, her face a complete wreck. She reached out for something to help her balance herself, and found Colton’s shoulder.

As she leaned forward to rest her head on Colton’s chest, she felt his giant cock poke her in the stomach.

“Ugghh,” she moaned, glancing down at the thick, curving member.

Colton smiled her. “Up you go,” he said.

Jenny tilted her head to the side confusedly. “Wha—ahhh!”

Grabbing her under her armpits, Colton hoisted the tall girl up into the air. He hugged her close to his body, so her tits smashed against his chest and his cock was pressed up against his own stomach.

Jenny wrapped her arms and legs around Colton, airborne, desperate not to take a tumble and fall to the floor.

Colton took two unsteady steps backwards, and then plopped himself down on the edge of the bed. His arms corded and flexed as he lifted her a little more, until her soaking, dripping cunt was hovering over his sturdy, rigid cockstaff.

Jenny’s hands white-knuckled on Colton’s broad shoulders. She whined at what was to come.

“Gabby, stick it in her ass,” Colton said.

“Aye aye, captain,” Gabby said with a salute. She walked forward, centering the dildo on her pelvis once more, and swiped her miniskirt out of the way.

Jenny huffed. “Wait a sec . . . please . . . let me catch my—”

A pain shot through her body like nothing she’d ever felt before. Her half-lidded eyes bulged until she thought her eyes might pop out of their sockets.

Gabby unceremoniously plunged the first two inches of her long dildo into Jenny’s shitter and laughed while she did it.

“F-Fuck, even though I can’t feel it on my fake dick, I know this bitch is tight!” Gabby yelled, grabbing the sides of Jenny’s boobs as she angled herself forward.

“Too biiiig!” Jenny cried. “Gabby you’re too fucking huge! Ahhh!”

Gabby’s dildo made a crackling sound as it forced its way into Jenny’s anus, pushing apart her buttcheeks like Moses parting the Red Seas.

Almost simultaneously, Colton dropped Jenny’s body on top of his lap, impaling the woman on his massive cock. The underside of his shaft rubbed up against the black dildo connected to his girlfriend.

They both grunted with exertion and slammed into Jenny at the same time.

Jenny’s white knuckles went slack on Colton’s shoulders. The euphoria that sailed through her mind almost knocked her unconscious. Her head flopped forward and fell over Colton’s shoulder. Her blonde hair covered her face.

Colton and Gabby had their way with her, spreading out both of her holes, until the couple inches of skin separating her asshole apart from her pussy actually touched.

Colton said into her ear, “You’ve never had something so big up your ass before, have you?”

Jenny’s tongue fell out of her mouth. She couldn’t speak, so she simply shook her head.

Colton chuckled. He lifted Jenny’s jiggly body and then slammed her back down on his cock, pushing eight full inches of manmeat into her gaping pussy and almost hilting himself on her.

“J-Just a few more . . . inches . . .” he said, grimacing. He leaned forward and started sucking on Jenny’s pumpkin tits.

Gabby hugged Jenny, pressing her face against the older woman’s back, and slid her naturally lubed dildo up the poor woman’s sphincter with surprising speed.

“Babe, I think we broke her,” Colton said, lifting his head from Jenny’s hard nipples.

“Good,” Gabby replied with a smile.

They took turns sinking into the older woman with their respective tools. It became a tag-team effort—Colton thrusting, then pulling back to allow Gabby room to thrust.

In the end, they beat up Jenny’s guts so badly that she couldn’t even speak or feel anything. Her pussy and asshole went numb. Her mind was awhirl with ragged thoughts.

She came like a waterfall, pissing herself and squirting juices all over Colton’s lap. The fluids ran down her legs, down Gabby’s toned legs, and soaked Colton’s bouncing ballsack.

The bedsheet between Colton’s thighs was ruined and waterlogged.

Jenny became so sweaty that she nearly slipped through Colton’s grasp on more than one occasion.

Finally, Jenny moaned. “C-Can’t . . . take it . . . anymore! You little devils are too much for me!”

Colton and Gabby grinned at each other, their eyes locking over Jenny’s flexed shoulder.

It seemed like the MILF had been cumming for five minutes straight, starting from the time they had doubly penetrated her.

It was a quick DP session, because Jenny couldn’t keep her mind above water.

She ended up passing out, impaled on Gabby’s huge dildo and Colton’s throbbing slab of meat.

It took both of the doms a few minutes to realize that their slutty bimbo cougar had fallen into darkness.

Her body went limp, but Colton just thought she had grown tired and let herself go—that she couldn’t clench her muscles any longer.

But when a long stream of piss and fluids started flowing out of Jenny’s pussy, and she nearly fell backward into Gabby’s little tits, that’s when Colton realized what had happened.

Colton and Gabby made squishy, sloppy sounds as they pelted her from below, gaping Jenny’s asshole and cunt.

“She’s gone,” Colton said at last, holding the woman halfway down his thick shaft.

“Are you sure?”

Colton grabbed the top of Jenny’s lanky blonde hair with one hand, pulled her head up off his shoulder like he’d just beheaded her, and then pushed backward.

Jenny’s head limply rolled on her neck and fell on Gabby’s shoulder.

“Jesus, we fucked the life out of her, babe,” Gabby said, chuckling. “Should we stop?”

“Probably,” Colton said. He hesitated. Sighing, his hands clamped down on Jenny’s hips and pushed her down on his cock.

Grunting, he said, “But not until I fill her womb with my seed.”

Gabby smirked at him. “You vile stud, you.”

Colton’s neck veins protruded. He growled and pumped his hips into Jenny’s limp body a few more times.

“Gaaah!” he cried, then clenched his buttcheeks.

His thick load shot up into Jenny’s unprotected cunt. It swooshed into her broad tunnel and launched into her womb.

Then the rest of his thick jizz that didn’t make it into her womb came sloshing and trickling out of her uncorked pussy, once Colton removed his cock from inside of her.

He asked Gabriella, “Did you cum, babe?” 

Gabby nodded. “This dildo’s double-sided,” she said with a wink. “I’ve been cumming for the past five minutes, just about.”

Colton’s eyebrows jumped up his forehead. “I’m surprised you’re still standing.”

Gabby shrugged. “The dildo stabbing my twat isn’t nearly as big as the one plunging into Ms. Steele’s asshole.”

“Ah.”

Colton lifted Jenny’s unmoving body and plopped her onto the bed. They both watched over her as cum dribbled down her legs, onto the bedsheets, and drool trickled down her chin.

Her eyes were closed, and her breath was coming raspy and phlegmatic—probably from all the spunk and spit Colton had gushed down her esophagus.

“Well, what should we do with her?” Gabby asked, crossing her slender arms over her chest. She still looked hilarious with the giant dildo sticking out from her skinny thighs—nearly as long as her forearm.

Colton said, “Want to fuck on top of her body, until she wakes up?”

“You don’t think we’ve punished her enough?” Gabby asked.

“Never.”

Gabby smiled. She went on her tiptoes and pecked Colton on the lips. “As long as I get to do it with you, Colty, I’d love to humiliate this hot ass bitch even more.”

Colton grinned and swept Gabby up in his arms. She yelped like a surprised schoolgirl, and her dildo swung in the air and smacked Colton in the stomach.

“Hmm, maybe we should take this off, first,” Colton said.

Gabby’s brows arched downward. “Unless you want to get a taste of—”

“No, no, I’m good,” he said quickly. “I think we’ve stretched out enough assholes for the day.”

“Fine.”

They embraced each other and locked lips, their tongues mingling together.

Colton pulled away, a strange quirk on his lips. “After we’re done, maybe we should give little Ethan a call—tell him to come gather up his used up mom?”

Gabby’s face lit up like a she-devil. “Really?”

Colton shrugged. “Hey, two can play the blackmail game, right? Maybe it’s time Ethan sees his mom for what she really is: a slutty, horny, cock-addicted little harlot.”

“Ah, I love it when you talk dirty to me, Colt. Keep saying filth like that and I’ll be cumming buckets in no time!”

With that, she wrapped her legs around Colton’s torso, and the football stud swung her around to the bed, to sandwich his girlfriend on top of the dominated Ms. Steele.
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Chapter One


L
ate one night, Jennifer Steele was just getting ready for some intimate alone time with her best friends Blue and Buzz—her seven-inch blue dildo and her mini vibrator, respectively. She’d had a long day of job interviews and was exhausted after working her charm all day.

She just wanted to rub one out and get some shut-eye, but the night was not yet over.

It would’ve been tough for a 36-year-old woman who hadn’t worked in 15 years to find employment, basically with an empty résumé—and a long
 period “between jobs”—but it wasn’t difficult for someone as attractive as Jenny.

She strutted from interview to interview in a mid-thigh-length skirt, showing off her tanned, toned legs, and a striped long-sleeve button-down that strained desperately against her big bosom. Her messy blonde hair had been done up masterfully by her friend at the salon, and she wore bright red lipstick to draw all the attention to her face.

Even with the lipstick, she caught most of the male interviewers peeping her tatas before their eyes went northward. The top of her hefty cleavage showed, bulging out the top of her button-down, and it had the desired effect.

Jenny was sure she’d have a job by the week’s end.

In this economy, she knew she had to pull out all the stops and use every advantage she had to find work.

So far, her favorite prospect had been at the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art, which was currently being renovated with state-of-the-art, modernist infrastructure. It sat on the bluffside overlooking the beautiful Pacific Ocean, and Jenny couldn’t think of a better location in which to work.

She also wasn’t completely clueless as to the subject matter—she had studied art briefly in college, about 15 years ago. They needed a tour guide and gallery usher, and she thought she could be great at it.

The director of events thought so, too, after stealing glances at her bouncing knockers and swaying ass while they walked through the museum.

It wasn’t that Jenny desperately needed a job—after settling with her ex-husband during the divorce, she could live a pretty cush life on the money she got every month from him. But she was getting bored and stagnant, and now that Ethan, her son, was so busy with finishing high school, she needed something to do all day.

She couldn’t just continue thinking about Colton Cunningham’s huge cock day in and day out. Well, she could, and she did, but she needed a new location where she could daydream.

The La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art seemed like the best place to do it.

As she slipped off her tight skirt, peeling the fabric around her wide hips and thick legs, her cell phone rang.

She finished stepping out of the skirt, then shuffled over to her bed, where she splayed out on her back and stared at herself in the mirror across the way. Her reflection showed her spread legs and black panties staring back at her, itching to be thrown off so she could go to town on herself.

She glanced over at the phone and saw the number flashing across the screen.

Jenny frowned and instantly dried up, instinctively closing her legs.

It was not Colton, as she’d hoped it would be.

The number said Bitch Boy Eliot—
the name she had given for her adulterous husband after she left him.

“The hell is he calling me for . . .” she muttered to herself, reaching for the phone.

She imagined it must have been an emergency. There’d be no other reason for him to call, especially late at night. It was almost midnight!

Reluctantly, Jenny sighed. She reached for the phone, hesitating as it buzzed in her hand, and then answered it.

“Eliot,” she said in a flat tone.

“J-Jenny? Wow, I’m surprised you picked up,” Eliot said in his meek little voice. He had never been a dominant or commandeering man, which was probably why Jennifer had gravitated toward someone like Colton after leaving him.

“Don’t make me regret it,” Jenny snapped back, frowning at herself in the reflection. “Why are you calling? Don’t you know how late it is?”

“Yeah, yeah . . . yes, I know. I’m sorry, I just . . .”

As Eliot trailed off, Jenny thought she heard the hint of a slur in his words.

Is this motherfucker drunk dialing me?

Jennifer waited. Her patience was already razor thin. She didn’t have time for this shit.

“Well? You just what?”

Eliot’s voice was little more than a whisper. He cleared his throat. “Missed . . . hearing your voice . . . I guess.”

Jennifer rolled her eyes. He sounded pathetic. And he was, in her eyes—all the money in the world couldn’t make him a real man. He was a multimillionaire, and he’d had the world at his fingertips—a trophy wife, nice cars, a beautiful home, a son who hopefully would follow in his footsteps—and then he’d fucked it all up.

Eliot Steele had cheated on Jennifer with a woman in her early 20s. When Jennifer had first found out and confronted Eliot, he’d become defensive and said it was just a fling—then he’d gotten angry and made the lamest excuse ever:

“It’s not like I’ve been getting any from you!” he’d shouted at her.

“You’re hardly ever home!” Jenny had shrieked back.

The whole situation had devolved from there. Eventually, when Eliot had started to come home later and later after work at his hedge fund company every night, Jenny started getting suspicious again.


A fling? My ass . . .
 she’d thought.

She had hired a private investigator (she had nothing better to do at the time), and her suspicions were confirmed within three days.

His little “fling” had become a full-blown extramarital affair, with hotel rooms and Hilton suites and balcony-top fancy dinners—the whole nine yards.

The divorce proceedings began quickly after that, and with Jennifer’s PI evidence, she’d easily won and gotten a nice, healthy settlement.

From there, it seemed her love for humanity diminished a bit. She grew a mean streak and became a bit of a loner. Even though she was still in her prime—everyone said so—she was vindictive.

The seed of blackmail and extortion had been planted early during the divorce, after she started hating men.

Then she’d fallen for her son’s boyhood friend, Colton Cunningham, who had blossomed into a ripped, hardbody football star in high school.

She had used a few of her scheming tricks to lure Colton into confronting her, and then he’d taken control from there.

That was the one thing she hadn’t expected—for Colton to have such a disciplinary way about him. Since he was just 18 years old, she had expected to do all of the “heavy lifting,” as it were: the seduction, the tempting, the bedding . . .

But Colton had dove in headfirst, quite literally, and he blew up her blackmailing plans and punished her for it. It had been the best punishment of her life, and her pussy had ached for a week after he had finished with her.

Of course, Jenny needed Colton’s big hard cock again, but she desperately wanted to keep her son out of it. She didn’t want poor Ethan to know that she’d been fucking his best friend. Not only would it ruin Ethan’s relationship with Colton—and possibly the whole football team, since Ethan could easily be ostracized by the star wide receiver—but it could possibly ruin Jenny’s relationship with Colt, too.

Also, Colton was no dumbass. He had taken pictures of a leaky, bloated, cum-filled Jenny after he had first finished with her, and had threatened to show the picture to her son.

After Jenny tried blackmailing him again,
 very foolishly, and it had backfired again,
 she was almost sure that her whole life was close to blowing up in her face.

But Colton never showed Ethan the pictures. At least not to her knowledge—and she was sure Ethan would let her know if he found out.

Instead, Jenny had arrived at the hotel with the expectation of ruining Colton’s relationship with his cheerleader girlfriend—almost exactly how Eliot had ruined their marriage, come to think of it—and it backfired spectacularly once more.

The young buck and his mare had put Jenny in her place and spitroasted the life out of her. Colton’s girlfriend, Gabby, had sported a giant strap-on dildo on her small frame and stretched Jenny’s poor cunt open while wildly slapping her big bouncy ass like she was riding a bull at a rodeo.

Jenny had never known a young woman’s touch could feel so good.

After that second failed success—failure because of her blackmail, success because of the gazillion times she’d cum—she had promised Colton she would never try to blackmail him again.

And she aimed to keep that promise.

Anyway, now Eliot was talking at her and she didn’t like it. After he said he “missed her voice,” Jenny scoffed loudly into the phone.

“What are you hoping to achieve here, El?” she asked, leaning back on her pillow. There was no way she could finger herself while talking to her cheater husband, but she wanted to end this conversation so she could get that stud Colt back into her mind.

“I’m not sure, babe—”

“Don’t fucking call me ‘babe,’ Eliot. That ship has sailed looong ago.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry. I just.”

Jenny sighed. “Spit it out, man. I’m losing my patience.”

“I was wondering if we could get lunch sometime, maybe?”

Jenny’s eyes bulged. She almost laughed into the phone, but could tell the man was already emasculated. She wasn’t heartless,
 but she was feeling pretty damn close to it.
 “Are you serious right now?”

“Well, I mean, you never know, right? Maybe we could mend things? I miss seeing you . . .”

“Eliot, you cheated
 on me. Multiple times. Over an extended period. Why in God’s name would I ever want to get back together with you? I can’t believe this is happening right now. This isn’t real.”

“Goddammit, Jenny, I made a mistake, okay?”

“Yeah, you made a mistake . . . pretty much every night, between the hours of 10 to midnight, all over town, in hotels and restaurants and luxury bathrooms.”

Eliot sighed into the phone and sniffled. “I’m sorry for all of that.”

“It’s too late for apologies, El. We’ve been separated for months now.”

“But I still think about you.”

“That makes one of us.”

There was a pause. Jenny felt a bit bad about her harsh, snapping tongue, but that only lasted for a millisecond.

“Jeez, Jenny, when did you get so venomous?” Eliot asked.

“Do you really want me to answer that?”

“. . . No.”

“Good. Now, what’s the real
 reason you’re calling, Eliot? It’s late and I’m exhausted.”

“Why are you exhausted? It’s not like you have a busy schedule—”

“This isn’t about me, Eliot, but if you must know, I’ve been looking for a part-time job, to give me something to do all day.”

“Jenny, that’s great!” Eliot said, thinking he’d gotten her back on track.

He couldn’t have been more wrong. She said, “Yeah, and I’m guessing everything’s not going so well in paradise, eh? Or else you wouldn’t have booty called me at midnight on a Thursday.”

“You’re right,” Eliot said miserably. “Things aren’t great. You always did know me best . . .”

Jenny could imagine Eliot’s head hanging low, scrunched over his barstool at some upper-class speakeasy.

After a short pause, Eliot exhaled loudly and said, “Kendra’s been cheating on me.”

“Ha!” Jenny barked, unable to contain herself. She regretted it pretty quickly, but still had a smile on her face.

The vindictive cougar was coming back into play.

“Doesn’t feel good, does it?” Jenny said.

“Of course not. But I deserve it, I know. Go ahead, Jenny, hit me with what you got.”

“Eliot, you had your cake and ate it. Everyone warned you this would happen. Everyone knew you were a fool for cheating on me. You dug your own grave.”

Another long silence followed. Eliot finally said in a low tone, “Are we finished with the clichés?”

“You picked your poison,” Jenny said, making sure to add one more. “And now you have to live with it.”

“Goddammit . . .”

“Besides,” Jenny continued, “I’m not the one you should be calling. Want to know why I’m also exhausted, Eliot?”

He sighed. “Probably not.”

“Because I found myself
 a new boytoy, who’s big and strong and—”

“I get it, Jen.”

“—and he wears me out every night with his big throbbing dick, El.” A little white lie—not the big dick part, but the “wears me out every night” part, since she didn’t get to see Colton every night. 

“Jesus, woman,” Eliot snapped. “This was a fucking mistake.”

“You fucking think? I think you need a butler to talk you out of all your bad ideas, Eliot, before you pull the trigger.”

“Well have fun with your stupid, poor, big-dicked trophy boyfriend, Jenny—”

“Don’t call me again,” Jenny spat, cutting him off. Her voice was raised and she could tell from her reflection in the mirror that the veins in her neck were popping out.

She hung up on Eliot before he could finish his overblown insult. Then she threw the cell phone on the carpet next to the bed. It barrel-rolled into a wall and clacked to a stop.

Angrily, Jenny knotted her hands into fists and beat them into the bed at her sides. She gritted her teeth and kept punching, clenching her eyes shut to try to wash away the red rage that swept through her body.

Eliot sure knew how to push her buttons, sometimes without even trying.

Her ex had made it clear that no matter how hung or beefy Colton was, he would probably never be as successful as that little twerp. Eliot knew how to make money—there was no denying that. He was an excellent investor.

But Colton isn’t stupid, that asshole!

She needed to do something before she screamed out in blind anger and woke up her son down the hall.

So she did what she had originally planned to do.

Lifting her legs in the air, Jenny pulled her lacy panties down her thighs, past her knees, and down to her ankles. She threw the panties aside, next to her phone on the floor, and spread her legs to give herself a perfect shot of her tight pussy.

She reached over to her nightstand and fumbled around until she found Blue and Buzz. She snagged them both out of the table, slammed the drawer shut, and prepared to furiously masturbate.

That was one
 way to get rid of her building frustration—though she really wished Colton could’ve been there to stuff the real thing inside her greedy little pussy.


[image: ]


Chapter Two


J
ennifer Steele had a pretty great imagination, always had, so she didn’t need much to get herself going. She quickly transferred the hopeless anger she felt at talking with her ex-husband into an explosive outlet of relief.

It was quiet and dark all through the house. Ethan was either asleep like a good boy (unlikely), or playing video games quietly in his room.

Jenny knew she couldn’t be as loud as she wanted, but at least she had some peace and quiet to herself.

She first started touching her nether region, sliding her fingers around her pussy lips, feeling the tender folds of flesh as they sunk into her tight, warm vagina.

She watched herself in the mirror as she did this, through her upraised knees that were positioned like goalposts on a football field. And, of course, her little muff was the endzone that everyone wanted to reach.

She grew wetter as she watched herself, until her fingers were sticky with her juices. She leaned her head back on the pillow and stopped watching herself for a moment, instead eyeing the roof and thinking about nothingness.

She took her big blue dildo, Blue—her imagination didn’t go so far as to inventing creative names for her sex toys—and prodded the edge of her pussy. Two fingers stayed inside as she poked around, desperately trying to find the correct girth that reminded her of Colton.

Once her dildo was slimy and drooling juices, she traced the cockhead of the toy in the little hump of flesh between her pussy and asshole. She bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes, imagining Colton’s tongue running along that sweet spot of skin.

She began rimming her asshole with the dildo’s broad tip. She delighted at the puckering feeling of it against her anus, rubbing the sides of her hole and causing it to open up like a flower in bloom. Every time the tip of the toy pressed against her butthole, the nerve endings flashed and caused her whole body to jerk. Her sphincter was like a living, breathing thing, with a mind of its own, and all it could say was, “Fill me!”

She gave in to her lust with mad abandon, squeezing the thick dildo into her asshole and pushing it down. It spread her rectum as it traveled down the length of her ass, going three, four, five inches deep.

Jenny let out a low moan as it touched the nerves deep within her asshole. At the same time, her fingers continued to do their dirty work just a few inches up from where she skewered herself with Blue.

Her fingerbanging hand was drenched and slippery now. She removed it from her pussy and grabbed her vibrator, Buzz. It came to life, also with a mind of its own, and gently pulsed in her hand.

She touched the little device against her clit and moved it in gentle circles. Her nerves were on fire, jerking her body back and forth on the bed, until she looked like a seizure patient.

She clenched her teeth shut to keep her jaws from chattering against each other. The veins on her body stood on edge, protruding from her arms and neck, pumping blood and good feelings through her body.

She came within 10 minutes of playing with herself, from the anal penetration mixed with the vibrating toy that circled her clit and pussy like a hawk.

As she came, Jenny reached her legs high into the air over her head and pushed them back into her tits until she looked like a roly-poly shivering on the bed. She pulled her legs as far back as they would go, until her calves almost reached around the back of her head.

She had been stretching and getting into yoga again, recently, in an attempt to prepare herself for the vicious, hard fuckings that Colton gave her. She wanted to be limber and flexible again, like she had been in college, when she’d been able to lock her legs around the back of her head and stare at her own pussy as it was demolished by the college boys (and a professor or two).

She couldn’t quite reach where she wanted, but that was okay. She still gave herself a toe-curling orgasm with the toys at her disposal. The shockwave of release gushed through her body, and she let out the loudest moan yet.

She tried to clamp her mouth shut as she let go, but it was nearly impossible. Cumming felt too damn good.

She watched as her bulky thighs wobbled in the air next to her head.

After 30 seconds, the orgasm subsided, but she was still as horny as ever.

Her mind started to run wild, her imagination taking over.

She thought of Colton, of course, and that thick piece of lovemeat hanging between his legs, slapping against his thighs.

She imagined him in his tight football jersey outfit, and the massive outline his cock would make as it protruded out from his crotch, straining against the white fabric of his velvety jersey pants.

She imagined herself in the locker room of Ethan’s high school, where all those fresh, young studs stripped down and showered together.

Perhaps they fucked each other in the showers, their big honking dicks spreading those tight, manly asscheeks apart, causing the hormonal teens to go wild from drilling each other.

Or maybe they just sucked each other off—a bunch of horny young men slamming their cocks down their best friends’ throats, their dangling nutsacks slapping into chins and necks.

Jenny liked to imagine all of the unknown faces as being studly beefcakes—it was easy, since she didn’t know most of the team.

She refused to involve her own young son—18-year-old Ethan, the kicker for the team—in any of her extravagant dreams.

She had unfortunately walked in on him masturbating the week before—after she thought he might have heard her
 masturbating and wailing like a banshee—and had seen that poor Ethan still had a little weenie. Even though he was no longer a minor, he still sported a minor four-inch pecker that would probably please no woman, unless he gained some experience from some kind-hearted women who would let him shag them.

Jenny knew that her son had a rough life ahead, no matter how successful he became. He always wanted to be one of the “boys,” a strong man, but he didn’t possess the weapons that many of the other boys his age did.

He possessed a dinky tool like Eliot, his father.

Jenny knew the feeling of unsatisfying sex all too well—she’d been married to it for years. She’d had Ethan when she was very young, at just 18 herself, during a one-night stand with Eliot at a frat party.

Then she’d continued banging random guys for the next couple of years, until Eliot pursued her and said he wanted to be part of Ethan’s life.

At the young age of 21, Eliot was already a success. He’d been born with a silver spoon in his mouth, and as his father retired from his hedge fund investing firm, he’d given the reins over to Eliot.

Jenny had thought “Why the hell not?” and married the dork, thinking that he could make her happy. And his money did make her happy, for a while, but that could only last for so long.

She’d put up with his small cock for over 10 years!

And she was always faithful.

Jenny felt herself drying up as her mind wandered to her son and ex-husband. She frowned, looked at herself in the mirror, and spread her pussy lips until she was looking deep into the caverns of her pink, tight cunt.

She slid her fingers in, keeping the vibrator seated above her clit, so it gently rumbled her entire shaved pubis and vulva, and quickly brought the juicy energy back.

She forced herself to think about Colton and his stud football players. She liked to imagine them with big cocks and commanding personalities.

The truth was a little more humbling—they were still teenagers themselves, figuring themselves out, probably just laying with women for the first time.

The girls in high school tended to get a grasp of the big picture much quicker than the boys. While the boys were out arguing over what movie to watch, the girls—at least in Jenny’s experience—were talking about dirty things, like which football player they thought had the biggest dick. Maybe the cheerleaders were even scissoring each other in their own locker room . . .

Jenny’s mind became a whirl of indecent, unlikely ideas. The cheerleaders going down on each other—Gabby forcing her junior and sophomore classmates to flip her miniskirt up, turn her around, and stick their faces in between her bubblebutt cheeks. Gabby pushed her ass into the face of a kneeling young woman, until she felt a tongue prodding her asshole and she let out a high-pitched squeal.

Meanwhile, in the locker room next door, Colton pushed one of his wide receivers against the wall in the shower, pulled the mystery boy’s waist into his hips, and thrust his huge cock into the screaming boy’s asshole.

Jenny felt another orgasm coming on as her mindless thoughts were filled with gay and lesbian action.

Then the mystery people were uncovered in her little daydream. The cheerleader pulled her head out of Gabby’s ass, gasping for breath and wretching, and it was Jenny herself, who had been forced to eat the younger cheerleader’s anus. Gabby laughed maniacally as she sat on Jenny’s face and forced the older woman to rim her some more.

At the same time, the “camera angle” in her mind changed in the men’s showers. Colton was laughing as he thrust his hips into the poor boy in front of him. When the camera shifted, the crying, joyous face was that of Ethan.

He was crying for mommy, yelling about how good it felt to have his tight asshole ripped open by his best friend’s giant cock.

Ethan was one of the boys, finally. He was the boys’ fuckdoll, but at least he was a team player.

Jenny’s eyes shot open at the unnerving idea of her young son getting railed by her young lover.

“T-The fuck?!” she said aloud, and just then her dildo touched a particularly juicy spot in her anus and caused her entire body to shudder.

She let out another moan—apparently, thinking barbaric thoughts of herself and her son had made her hornier than she even thought possible.

She squeezed her eyes shut as her muscles clenched all over.

When she released, she felt a trickle of piss dripping down her leg, but the orgasm overpowered all, and before long it was all she could feel.

Her eyeballs rolled around in her closed eyes.

“E-Ethan, I’m sorryyy,” she muttered in a harsh whisper, while her body was still afire from the epic climax of her naughty, taboo dream.

She kept the dildo lodged in her ass while she came. Her body trembled, sputtered, and then fell still on the bed.

She stretched her legs out in front of her and peeked between her mountainous tits at the mirror. At some point during her masturbation session, she had unbuttoned her shirt and revealed her hefty boobs, so she could watch them bounce and jumble as she came.

In the mirror, she could see the gentle rising of her underboobs from the angle she lay in. 

She closed her eyes and didn’t bother getting dressed before she dozed off into a fitful sleep.

While she slept, Colton plagued her dreams once more.

This time, she was in the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art. It was her first day on the job, and Colton was there to make sure it was a good one.

When she awoke hours later, she was covered in sweat and condensation and a puddle of pee and juices darkened the soggy bedsheets around her legs.

Apparently, Colton succeeded in making sure she had a great first day on the job, she thought.

At least as far as her fantastical dreams were concerned. 
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING
, on Friday, Jenny received two phone calls before starting her day. One of them was pleasant, the other, not so much.

The first person to call her came at around 8:45 in the morning, an hour after she dropped Ethan off at school. It was Quentin Marchard, the handsome French director of the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art.

“Mademoiselle Steele, yes?” the man said in his heavy French accent.

Listening to the man speak was a turn on, Jenny had to admit. He was very knowledgeable about all of the pieces at the museum, he had an enthusiasm about him that was contagious, and his arm gestures added to his excitement. Plus, he had a head of thick black hair, a nicely groomed beard, and just seemed . . . esteemed and established.

Jenny knew she would have big shoes to fill if she were to take over his tour guide position.

“Yes, speaking,” Jenny said, though she already knew who was calling. It wasn’t every day that a handsome middle-aged Frenchman called, beginning the conversation with “Mademoiselle.”

“This is Quentin Marchand from the La Jolla Museum—”

“Ah, yes! Quentin, how are you, sir?”

The man gave out a slightly snooty chuckle. “Please, madam, call me Quentin.”

Jenny smiled to herself. She was leaning over her bed, tearing the sheets off so she could wash the squirted-upon bedcovers now that Ethan was safely at school.

She spoke with her cell phone in the crook of her shoulder. “All right. I hope I’ll be calling you Quentin because we’ll be . . . colleagues?”

Jennifer Steele was never one to shy away from speaking her mind.

The man’s purring chuckle returned. “Quite good, Ms. Steele.”

“Please, call me Jennifer. Or Jenny.”

“Jennifer. You are correct in your assumption. After your bombastic interview yesterday afternoon, I’ve spoken with the board and we believe you would be an excellent fit at our lovely museum.”

“That’s wonderful!”

Jennifer was truly excited and overjoyed. She stopped what she was doing and stood up straight.

“I had hoped you’d say that,” Quentin said. “Could you come in on Monday afternoon to finalize everything?”

“Absolutely,” Jenny said. “Or I could come in today, if that would be better.”

“All of our staff is quite busy with tours and such today, miss. I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, not at all. Monday it is.”

“Excellent! We shall see you then, sometime in the afternoon, yes?”

“Absolutely. See you then, Quentin, and thank you again for the opportunity. I’m very excited!”

“We think you’ll do wonderful here, Jennifer.” He had a cute way of rolling the “I” in her name, so it sounded like Jenny-fer.

They hung up and were left mutually happy.

But Jenny’s good mood didn’t last for long.

An hour later, she received the second call—the unpleasant one.

“Ms. Steele, this is Ms. Kirkpatrick from La Jolla High Sch—”

“Yes, my son’s English teacher, correct?”

“Indeed.”

“How can I help you, Ms. Kirkpatrick? Did my Ethan do something stupid again?”

“No, it’s not that,” the woman said. She was a particularly stern, proper lady, who saw all sports as uncouth and uncultured.

The English teacher left a sour taste in Jenny’s mouth, because she seemed so high and mighty all the time.

“What’s the problem?”

“Well, it is your son. Ethan is failing English, Ms. Steele.”

Jenny’s eyes widened. “What?! How? My son’s no dumbass!”

“I don’t believe it’s due to inadequacy, ma’am. I just believe his mind is elsewhere. Perhaps he’s distracted at the homefront?”


How dare this bitch!
 Jenny thought. She was about to ask, “What are you insinuating?” but calmed herself down before she exploded.

“Everything is fine ‘on the homefront,’” Jenny said, exaggerating and mocking the teacher’s use of words.

“Okay. Well. He’s not doing fine here. I suggest he get a tutor, and I believe I have a young man who would be perfect for him. He’s an undergrad at City College, who needs volunteer credits for his own teaching degree. He’s quite good.”

Jenny frowned. She didn’t like this idea at all. She knew she would have to have a talk with Ethan when he came home—despite her initial anger toward Ms. Kirkpatrick, the woman was just doing her job.

“Fine,” Jenny said, a bit unwillingly. “When, though? You know he has football practice after school every day.”

“I’ve looked into that, ma’am, and the team doesn’t practice on Mondays. I’ve set aside two to three hours after school on Monday so Ethan can study with Mr. Shannon. Vincent Shannon is the tutor’s name.”

Jenny sighed. “Okay, that should be fine. I’ll have a talk with Ethan when I see him tonight. Thank you for informing me about this, Ms. Kirkpatrick. Can he do anything to recover his grades?”

“Oh, yes, certainly. If he gets a handle on things, he should be able to pull out a C, no problem.”

Jenny nodded to herself. “Good. I guess.” She studied the piss stain she’d made during her heated masturbation session from the night before. Rubbing at it, she said, “I’ve got to go now, Ms. Kirkpatrick. Thanks again.”

She hung up before the teacher could reply.


[image: ]


Chapter Three


E
than wasn’t too happy about having to get a tutor, but what teenager would be? It meant less time with his friends after class, and more time doing schoolwork and getting his English grade back up.

Jenny couldn’t believe Ethan had let things slip so far. She chastised her son and told him, “I didn’t raise an idiot,” on multiple occasions. She always felt bad afterwards and apologized to her poor boy, but still felt slightly betrayed.

She felt like she needed to take a more hands-on approach to his schooling, to make sure things started heading in the right direction. So far, the only “hands-on” approach she’d taken was putting her hands all over the rock-hard body of Colton Cunningham, her son’s friend and football teammate.

She was also miffed that her weekend was basically ruined. She had wanted to get together with Colt—somehow, some way—but that seemed out of the question now. She zeroed in on her son and made sure he got Monday’s schoolwork done before Friday was even over.

Then she grounded him for the weekend, which she hadn’t done in years. She was always the cool mom, but it was time to put her foot down. She wasn’t going to be an enabler.

As the weekend dragged on, she started to think, It could be much worse. At least he’s not doing drugs and getting fucked up, like I was at his age.


I raised him better than that. Even Eliot has to get some credit for being a part of his life, though he hasn’t been recently.

Jenny realized that getting full custody of her son was a blessing and a curse. She was able to raise Ethan how she wanted, but she also didn’t get many breaks. Hence why she had to do all the sneaking around just to Get Some.

Finally, she found out the genesis of Ethan’s problems at school, and it didn’t surprise her at all.

A girl.

Apparently Ethan was infatuated with a young thing named Colette. She was half-Costa Rican, and utterly out of Ethan’s league, which Jenny deduced after seeing pictures of her over dinner Sunday night.

But Jenny gave Ethan all the encouragement she could muster, saying things like, “You can chase the girl, but you’ve got to get the grades, too. No one wants a loser boyfriend, honey.”

Ethan looked on the verge of tears at that comment, which made Jenny inwardly roll her eyes and sigh heavily.

“I didn’t mean that, hun. You’re not a loser, obviously. You have a bright future ahead of you, but education is important. You know that, right?”

“Yes, mom,” was the generic response she received.

Come Monday morning, things seemed back to normal and right on track. Jenny dropped her son off at school—they had talked about him finally
 getting his driver’s license and permit over the weekend—with the express knowledge that he would be home three hours later that night, after his tutoring session with Vincent Shannon.

Jenny looked forward to meeting the smart bookworm, who would school her son, in the future.

But for now, she’d made other plans. Devious plans, slightly, but she told herself she had to do what she had to do.

Over the weekend, the plan had swirled around until she finally decided to go for it. 

Since Ethan would be out of the house after school, and Jenny had learned that there wasn’t any football practice on Mondays, that meant Colton would be free.

She hoped to get to him before Gabby did. If anything, she was slightly scared of the slender little 18-year-old girl, who had so expertly ravaged Jenny’s asshole with that giant black dildo the week before.

It turned her on, being a big sub to the little dom Gabby, but she wanted a big strong man to manhandle her, not a little girl.

So, on Sunday evening, she had sent Colton a text message that simply read:

Tomorrow afternoon after class?

Colton: I knew u couldn’t stay away for long.


Jenny: You know me so well, Colt.


Colton: Have I broken u in hard enough?


Jenny: What do you mean?


Colton: No tricks? U aren’t gonna try to seduce my gf and split us up again?


Jenny: No tricks.


Colton: Remember I still have those pictures of your leaky, beat-up pussy, woman.


Jenny: I said no tricks.


Colton: Then it’s on.


After the text battle, Jenny lay in her bed wondering if she was making a mistake with Colton. Yes, she loved his thick, hard dick and manly alpha nuts, but she didn’t like what he was becoming.

She used to know Colton as the nice boy—respectful, courteous, all that. But now, he seemed to have grown a mean streak that didn’t fit his personality.


Maybe that meanness was just lying dormant this whole time, and I simply unleashed it with my slutty little games,
 Jenny thought to herself.

She shrugged it off. It’s not like she was marrying the boy, after all. She just wanted to get laid.

After she dropped Ethan off at school on Monday, she went by the Museum of Contemporary Art and filed some paperwork. She didn’t get to run into Monsieur Marchand—the paperwork was filed with a secretary—but she was hired and would begin work tomorrow, on Tuesday.

She was happy she didn’t have to stay in and train, on Monday, because that would ruin her rendezvous with Colton.

She then went to the gym and did some cardio, then some weight training. She was trying to get back in shape, even though she had never really been out
 of shape.

But the main reason she went to the gym was to spy on all the guys ogling her. She wanted to make sure she still “had it.”

After an hour there, and more eyeballs on her ass than there are flies on shit, she got the answer she needed.

She left the gym feeling confident and a bit full of herself, a smirk on her face.

She decided to dress in some Victoria’s Secret lingerie, but made sure to put a robe over it, just in case. Since there would be no “tricks,” she expected Colton to come over with his big fat cock and dick her down proper.

She wanted to look good for him, like a snack. No, his little girly groupies were the snacks.

She was the whole meal.

At 3 p.m., 45 minutes after school let out, her doorbell rang.

Jenny was already sitting on the couch, watching some mindless TV. She gathered her white robe and strung it together to hide the sexy underwear underneath.

She pulled open the door with a smile on her face, eager to lay eyes on that chiseled jaw and sturdy body. Colton was tall and cut like a professional weight trainer—muscled arms that bulged his T-shirts and skinny jeans that didn’t look too skinny on his toned legs. He stayed in tip-top shape for football, since he was the star and key component to all of their victories.

He looked excellent, with a five o’clock shadow that made his gorgeous face look older than its years.

But there was something wrong that immediately gave Jenny pause.

She clenched her jaw when she opened the door—it was all she could do to keep her mouth from falling open.

Colton had brought friends. Two of them.

It was Will and Jack, two of the boys who frequented Jenny’s house whenever they hung with Ethan.

Jack was a big, burly linebacker or tackle—Jenny couldn’t remember—with a boorish face and a double chin. He wasn’t cute, but he was
 manlier than most 18-year-olds. He had ginger hair that was cut like a military man’s, which he probably got from an older brother or his father. He had a fat round belly and zero fashion sense—white T-shirt and jersey shorts. His face was a bit ruddy, with an odd complexion of bright red cheeks and paleness all around it, like a 30-year alcoholic.

Next to Jack was Will, the tall, skinny wide receiver who ran routes alongside Colton. He was a black kid, but of fairer skin than some, and he was built like a wiry stick. His muscles were sinewy and shredded like Colton’s, though not as big, but he was probably 6’3, whereas Colton was about 6’1”.

The two accomplices stood behind Colton, and they could barely contain the giddy grins on their faces.

Jenny’s eyes narrowed on Colton as she unconsciously tightened her robe and felt incredibly embarrassed.

“H-Hello, Colton, what are you doing here?” she asked, trying to sound nonchalant. She knew she failed.

Colton smiled wide, his pearly white teeth showing beneath those kissable lips. “You don’t have to be coy, Ms. Steele. You know Will and Jack, right?”

“Hi, boys,” Jenny said flatly. Her eyes narrowed even more, until they were slits in her face. Through clenched teeth, she said, “Colton, can I speak with you for a minute?”

Colton nodded and followed her into the house, leaving Will and Jack to twiddle their thumbs.

Once they were about 15 feet in from the door, Jenny rounded on Colton with fury. “What the fuck
 do you think you’re doing, kid?”

“What? They like pussy just as much as I do.”

“Fuck you,” Jenny said, shaking her head and putting her arms over her chest. “I’m not banging the whole football team, Colt.”

“You’re right. Just three of us.”

Jenny scoffed. “I can’t believe you. We said no tricks.”

“Now you know how it feels.”

She eyed Colton for a long moment. He looked delectable, like something she could eat. She wanted to feast on his body, every inch of his being. She was already wet, and knew she wasn’t in her right mind.

She knew she would regret what was about to come.

But she couldn’t help herself.

“They heard you, Jenny,” Colton said ominously.

“What?”

“They told me about walking in here with Ethan one day after the movies, last week. They heard you ranting and screaming about getting stuffed and fucked. Said it sounded like you were being raped.”

“Oh, fuck off—”

“They said that when they were leaving, they heard you scream my name. They snuck back around once Ethan closed the door on them, trying to peek through your upstairs window, but couldn’t find anything.”

“Horny little bastards.”

“Well, is it true?” Colton asked. Now his bulky arms were crossed over his chest, mirroring Jenny’s stance.

Jenny had the decency to face the ground. Her cheeks flushed. “I . . . suppose.”

Colton reached out and put a hand on her shoulder. “I know you love big cocks more than anything, Ms. Size Queen, so let us make your day.”

“Goddammit, Colton.”

Colton’s hand ventured down from her shoulder, along the inside seam of her robe, then it gently pulled it aside. “What do you have under there for me? Nothing?”

“It was supposed to be for your eyes only . . .” Jenny said, her voice trailing off with a slight moan. She knocked her knees inward, underneath her robe, feeling that she was getting wet already, just from Colt’s touch.

She could have melted in his arms.

Also, the embarrassment turned her on. She would never admit it, but exhibitionism and voyeurism were becoming part of her being—her identity.

“So, are you going to make this harder than it has to be?” Colton asked. “I mean, I can go to Gabby if you want.”

“No!” Jenny growled. Her eyes grew big in her head as she looked up at the dreamy face of the young football star. “I mean, no . . . let’s . . . just see what happens.”

Colton grinned, looked over his shoulder, and gave the “come on, boys” wave to his friends.

Will and Jack awkwardly walked into the house, shut the door behind them, then shared an apprehensive look.

Once the door was closed and they all stood in the foyer, Colton roughly spread apart Jenny’s robe.

“Ahh, look what we have here,” Colton said. “Wanted to look pretty for us, huh, Jenny?”

Jenny eyed the tiled ground again. Her cheeks were bright red. She clasped one arm behind her back in a teenage-girl pose that made her look vulnerable and utterly tempting.

Colton had revealed her huge tits, bulging out from beneath her robe, smashed together by a lacy black bra that had frilly little ends on it. Two straps ran down from the bra, down the length of her curvy body and thin waist. They were attached to the frilly tops of her black panties, which were stretched wide across her large ass. 

The lacy fabric was nearly translucent, and Colton began to salivate as his eyes took in the older woman’s magnificent figure.

Will and Jack’s faces were even worse off. It was like they’d never seen such a splendid creature before, they were ogling so badly.

“Jesus Christ, Ms. Steele,” Will said, his eyes widening in his dark face.

Jenny stole a glance to the bottom half of the tall black kid and noticed the bulging slab in his shorts, stretching down his leg. Her face turned even hotter.

“You’ve got a slutty body made for fucking,” Jack said, always unfiltered in the way he spoke. He crossed his arms over his formidable belly and smiled at his friend’s mother.

Jenny started to panic as the two boys walked up alongside Colton. Even though she was tall for a woman, the football players were all taller than she was, and they looked down at her with a rabid, twinkling hunger in their eyes.

Backing up toward the couch, Jenny thought, Fuck, girl, what have you gotten yourself into?
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Chapter Four


C
olton wasted no time to get started. The late afternoon sun poured in through the windows surrounding the living room, basking the entire room in brightness.

The star football stud reached out and grabbed Jenny’s breasts, manhandling them with his strong, callused fingers.

Jenny yelped in surprise, taking another step back toward the couch, until her heel touched the edge of the black leather. Her large melon-sized tits molded to Colton’s touch, her nipples protruding from the fabric like little teepees.

Colton pinched her right nipple through the bra and rubbed his fingers together to massage her areola.

Jenny’s body jerked and she let out a low moan. She tried to hide her horniness, but it was no use. Her body was betraying her, and she already knew what was going to happen before it did.

Her hands shot out and grabbed Colton’s veiny wrist and bulging bicep.

Colton muttered something unintelligible and moved closer to Jenny, until their body heat seemed to entwine. He leaned forward and with his free hand tilted Jenny’s chin up toward his mouth.

She could feel his hot breath on her neck, then her chin, then her mouth. It made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.

She couldn’t take it anymore—his touch felt too good, and his body heat was irresistible.

She went on her tiptoes and seized his mouth with her own.

Colton’s tongue darted past her lips and twisted with hers. They both closed their eyes as they passionately kissed, even as Colton kept roughly massaging her huge tit.

Her boob was more than a handful—bigger than his wide palm that was made to catch footballs, the soft flesh drooped through his fingers as he fondled her funbag.

It seemed Colton’s strong hand was made for more than just catching footballs—it was most at home kneading big fat tits.

She figured that he didn’t get much big-titty play being with Gabby, since she had a pretty small bust, so he was taking full advantage of it.

Colton pulled away from the kiss and left Jenny standing slightly delirious in front of him. She stared up at him with awfully big eyes, an eager expression on her face that Colton knew all too well.

He smiled disarmingly, and Jenny couldn’t help but smile back at him.

Then he winked at her. Jenny furrowed her brow.

Colton abruptly pulled down the cups of her black bra.

Startled, Jenny’s eyes bulged. Her huge tits spilled out of her boulder-holders and bounced into place in front of her.

Will or Jack let out a slight gasp at seeing her bare breasts.

Colton took both of her giant knockers in his hands, and squeezed them together until her cleavage made a long slit down her chest.

He pushed her back and she fell over the side edge of the couch, barking like a dog as she flopped onto her back.

Colton stood over her, the sun shining on his back and casting a long shadow over her prone form.

The boy unbuckled his belt and whipped his skinny jeans down to his ankles in one swift move, uncaring that Will and Jack were standing right behind him and watching everything play out.

While his two friends got a perfect shot of his tight, toned butt, Jenny received the better picture: Colton’s huge cock rocketing up from between his legs like a swing set. The thick column of hard flesh jutted out from his body—a javelin at a 90-degree angle—while his heavy balls wobbled in place, his scrotum strained by the weight of his massive alpha nuts.

The cock-shadow loomed over Jenny’s face as she stared up at the underside of that huge, smooth rod, her mouth falling open.

Colton stepped out of the pants ringing his ankles and hopped over the side of the couch. His body landed uncomfortably on top of Jenny’s and she let out an exasperated “Oof” as he planted his butt just below her tits.

His cock slashed wildly in the air as he jumped, until it came slamming down on top of Jenny’s huge tits, slapping against a boob with a loud, fleshy clap.

Jenny’s big, natural boob formed around Colton’s oversized member.

His cock protruded out from the top of her tit and almost poked her in the chin.

The boy wiggled his butt on top of her—framing the sides of her body with his beefy legs—until he was comfortably sitting on the woman’s ribcage.

He pushed his cock down from the base of his shaft, his fingers pressing into the corded vein that ran along the top, until his whole fuckstick disappeared between Jenny’s hefty cleavage.

She could feel his fat sweaty balls lingering at the base of her tits, warmly planted on top of her.

Colton smiled down at Jenny and thrust his hips, punching his huge dick between her tits.

She used her hands to squeeze her breasts together, in order to give the dominant young man a nice boob-window to fuck.

Will and Jack spread out to get a better angle of the action. They both rounded the side of the couch and watched as their friend rocked his hips back and forth on top of Jennifer Steele, screwing her fat tits with eager thrusts.

“Damn, those huge boobs look nice,” Jack said, one pale, pudgy hand reaching down to his baggy shorts. He gave Will a glance, but the boy wasn’t looking at him—he was mesmerized by Colton fucking Ms. Steele’s funbags. 

The fat ginger boy shrugged and dropped his shorts to the ground, bringing his boxers with it.

Jenny glanced over at the boy and saw that he had a short, thick cock that was rapidly growing in size. Even though his body wasn’t ideal—it was like Jack was still outgrowing his baby fat, or else he was just always going to be chunky—his cock was nice. It was much shorter and smaller than Colton’s, but as it stiffened in Jack’s hand, Jenny noticed that it might actually be thicker and girthier than Colton’s fleshrod. It was shaped like a beer can, and easily as wide as one.

“L-Looks like all that shitty food you eat didn’t just go to your belly, Jack,” Jenny said from the couch, reeling her head back so Colton’s cock didn’t smash into her chin.

The red-faced ginger boy smiled. “You like this thick dick, don’t you Ms. Steele?”

Jenny didn’t bother replying.

At the same time, Will followed Jenny’s eyes and realized what was happening right behind him. He backpedaled from Jack, startled, and yelled, “Yo! Get that fuckin’ thing away from me—almost poking me in the hip and shit, boy!”

Jack snickered, looking like a sloth. “What? It’s not like you haven’t seen it before in the locker room showers, Willy.”

“Still! You’re killin’ my vibe!” He splayed his palm toward Jenny and Colton on the couch.

Jack raised a single eyebrow, his vision zeroed in on the tall kid’s crotch. “Doesn’t look like it to me,” he said. “Besides, if we’re all gonna fuck this bimbo, you’re gonna have to get used to seeing some dick, man.”

Will frowned.

Colton laughed. He was having a hell of a time titfucking Jenny, but his cock was starting to rub raw as it slid in and out of her cleavage. The bell-shaped tip of his large dick poked out the other side of Jenny’s huge boobs, which was a feat in and of itself, but he hadn’t lubed up beforehand.

It was starting to become harder and harder to fuck her tits as the friction worsened.

“Come on, pussy,” Jack said to Will, enclosing his fingers around his thick shaft. His fingers didn’t even reach around his hefty girth, and he had pretty big hands. Even though his cock was probably less than six inches hard, its broad girth made his pale cock quite imposing. 

Will shook his head, bent his lanky arms, and put his hands on his hips. Then he glanced over to Colton and Jenny, back to Jack’s cock, and shrugged. He whipped his jersey shorts away and from his cock flopped out.

“Damn, that’s a big beautiful chocolate dick!” Jenny yelled, her eyes glued to the young man’s hanging slab of cockmeat.

Will smiled at the older woman. He grabbed his black dick with both hands—he was able to do it and still leave some shaft hanging out from his grip—and wagged it at Jenny. It started to grow harder as he kept shaking the flaccid member.

“Is the whole football team this hung?” Jenny asked, her body shaking from the rhythm of Colton’s hip thrusts.

“Everyone except Ethan, just about,” Colton replied with a mean grin.

Jenny frowned. Her eyes ventured back over to Will and his strong dark dick. The boy’s long black cock looked like an eggplant when it hardened.

Jenny could tell it would be a nice contrast between Colton’s giant 10-inch-plus behemoth and Will’s girthy tube steak. Will was about seven or eight inches hard, but his dick had a nice banana curve to it that made Jenny salivate.

She’d had a few black cocks in her life, but had learned long ago that the myth of them all being hung wasn’t true. This one, however, played to the stereotype.

“Looks like your mouth is watering, Jenny, staring at Will’s big ass cock,” Colton said.

Jenny crooked her eyebrows and stared up at Colton. “Yeah,” she said, “so why don’t you shove that huge horsecock down my throat and plug the leak?”

“Oh, fuck,” Colton said, taken aback. “Now we’re talking. You must be soaked down there.”

Jenny nodded. It was also becoming hard to breathe with Colton seated on top of her like a throne, but she didn’t complain.

“Will, Jack, why don’t one of you find out how drenched this bitch really is?” Colton said, smiling at his accomplices.

“Rock, paper, scissors?” Jack said to Will, stroking his broad shaft.

“You go ahead,” Will said, “I ain’t touchin’ that hand. Plus, I wanna bust a nut all over this ho’s fat cow titties.”

Jack waddled to the edge of the couch where Jenny’s legs splayed over the side. He spread apart her thick thighs and peeled her frilly, lacy panties to her knees.

Jenny yelped, but didn’t resist. She couldn’t see anything happening beyond Colton’s big body on top of her, which made her even hornier and more eager. The mystery allured her.

At the same time as Jack ripped off her underwear, Colton seemed to read her mind. He pushed himself up from his seated position—not wanting to stick his ass in Jack’s face—and crawled over Jenny, further up on the couch.

His dangling cock-tail dragged over her tits and neck, quickly followed by his low-hanging ballsack.

He moved over her until he was in a pushup position with his crotch angled directly over her face.

Jenny’s eyes widened. The boy’s overgrown cockhead prodded her mouth, and he hadn’t even plunged down into her yet.

She puckered her lips and kissed the tip of his dick.

Colton’s body shivered and he seemed to grow even harder, if that was possible. His huge nutsack tightened up toward his body.

Then his legs seemed to give out. His toned thighs flexed and his body careened down.

Jenny was forced to open her mouth, lest she let Colton’s cock run across her face and poke her in the eye or something.

She didn’t open her mouth wide enough to accommodate his girth, and she ended up choking on the first few inches of his cock as it dove down into her throat.

The gagging sound coming from her mouth was sloppy and wet. It made all three boys harder than before.

“Fuck yeah, Colt, I bet this chick like’s nothing more than to have her throat stuffed by a fat cock, with a huge set of balls slapping against her neck,” Jack said. His fingers were feeling around Jenny’s labia, and they finally dove into her pussy. “This cunt is wetter than a kid at a pool party.”

Jenny’s eyes watered from the massive slab of cockmeat penetrating her throat.

Colton’s balls whapped
 against her bulging neck as he throatfucked her from above.

Jenny had lost control of her body. She couldn’t stop these boys now, and she didn’t even want to. She was at their mercy, and knew that they would not be kind.

They were lustful 18-year-olds finally getting to practice all the moves they learned from watching hours of porn every day.

“Damn, you guys are fucking her up,” Will said as he masturbated off to the side of the couch. His long cock was more than two handfuls, but he cupped and fondled his big chocolate cupcake nuts with his free hand, while he jerked himself with the other.

From Will’s perspective, Jenny’s face had completely vanished beneath Colton’s lap and huge dick and balls.

Jenny’s hands reached aimlessly around Colt’s hips, until they found his buttocks. She pressed down on Colton’s flexing ass, eager to take more of his huge meatslab down her throat.

“Damn, this bitch wants you to deepthroat her to death!” Will laughed.

Jack had had enough of twiddling Jenny’s pussy. He had made her shudder from the mystery fingerblasting, but he wanted more.

He dove headfirst in between Jenny’s spread legs and started tonguing her box and nosing her clit.

Jenny lifted her legs high up, until her calves fell over Jack’s shoulders. She was pinned down by Colton’s slamming cock and careening balls, and couldn’t see what Jack was doing, but it felt amazing.

Her neck was being abused and bruised by those massive swinging nuts.

And even though he was just a pudgy young man, somehow Jack knew how to work his tongue just right.

Jenny was quickly on the verge of climaxing. She tightened her legs around Jack’s shoulders, bringing her heels around his neck until she had him in a leg-lock.

Jack was forced to eat her out until she exploded in his face.

At the same time, Will was grunting from his feverish chicken choking, and he said, “Watch out boys, coming in hot!”

“Nah, fuck . . . that!” Colton grunted, ramming his hips down onto Jenny’s face again.

The woman squirmed beneath him. The sloppy noises coming from her throat sounded lewder and nastier as more slobber and precum filled her maw.

“Hold it in,” Colton demanded. He growled and smashed his pelvis down one last time on Jenny’s face, clapping his giant nuts against her inflated neck. He sat on his balls as more than seven inches of his thick cock lodged itself in her throat.

“Enough of this foreplay,” he said, ignoring the choking gags and sobs coming from underneath him. Jenny was spanking his butt, trying to get him off of her, before she passed out.

Will slowly, comically, stopped jerking off, his motor-like hand coming to a stop on his shaft.

Jack stuck his face up from Jenny’s pussy, finally able to free himself from her leg-lock after she was forced to focus all of her strength on not asphyxiating from Colton’s brutal facefucking.

Colton smiled at his football buddies. “Let’s ragdoll this bitch, boys.”
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Chapter Five


J
enny was scared. She never imagined she would become such a cliché—the hot bimbo cheerleader getting gangbanged by the football team. She’d seen that type of stuff in porn videos: a cute white girl getting her holes stretched open, creampied, throatpied, asspied, by a bunch of rough-and-tumble dudes, but she never thought that was real life.

But here she was.

She was in her own house, on a bright, sunny day, with three eager cocks staring her in the face. The sunlight created lewd shadows all over the tiled floor of the living room.

If only Eliot could see her now. She had gone from being with the timid, small-dicked wealthy man with a receding hairline, to the plaything for three young stallions with fat cocks and hulking, cum-loaded balls.

The three 18-year-olds were still high schoolers, but they acted like men in their prime. They had an animalistic quality to them that Jenny figured came from their competitive nature of playing football, bashing into guys all day long, and jokingly slapping each other’s asses in the showers.

These sporty fellows were the real deal, and their long thick fuckrods put Jenny’s ex-husband’s dinky penis to shame.

It started after Colton lifted his body up from Jenny’s face, extricating his huge cock from her mouth with a wet sliding sound. His balls rested on her nose and mouth, the smelly, sweaty nuts drooping all over her face, as he prepared the next stage of the foursome.

As Colton stood up and placed himself at the side of the couch with his friends, Jenny looked over to them. Her face was filthy with frothy spit and precum. Her makeup ran down her face from the vicious throatfucking.

Her big tits rose and fell with her chest in shallow breaths, splayed out to her sides like sweaty pillows. Her blonde hair was straggly and wet, with strands plastered against her forehead.

She tilted her face and stared up at the three young men. They stood in a semi-circle around her, their hard rugged cocks in their hands, and she could see the undersides of each of them.

Colton was the most groomed, with just the outline of a pube-beard similar to the five o’clock shadow on his face. The lack of hair surrounding his giant penis made it look even more massive. His balls hung the lowest, like two avocados ripe for the picking.

Jack’s big belly sagged down to the top of his girthy cockloaf. His pecker was the shortest, but the widest. Jenny had an easy time imagining that thing stretching out her throat or pussy or asshole. He had fine red hairs on his balls and cock, making him look somewhat like an overhung leprechaun.

Will’s black donkey dick was long and curved up toward his chest. The pubic hair around his lanky frame seemed to meld into his dark skin. His cock reminded Jenny of Blue, her seven-inch dildo, though it was bigger and veinier and curved just perfectly so it might hit her G-spot on the first thrust.

She gulped, and said, “W-What do you boys want me to do?”

“Ah, good, she’s an obedient whore,” Jack said, smiling down at her. He patted her leg.

“Get on the floor on your hands and knees, like a dog,” Colton commanded.

Jenny nodded. She gently rolled herself off the couch, removing her panties from around her knees as she reached the ground.

The tiles were cold against her knees and palms. Goosebumps dotted her arms and legs. She pumped her enormous ass out like a good little slut, wondering who would be the first to hop on it and penetrate her wobbly buttcheeks.

When she had assumed the position, she turned to the boys with a meek expression on her face. Gone were the devious plots and schemes, the confident, earnest, middle-aged MILF.

She felt as frightened as she looked. She’d had a couple of threeways in her day, but she’d never had all three holes filled by three men at once.

And never with such big juicy cocks, of course.

Will scratched his cheek. “How are we all gonna fit in there doggy style?”

“I’m gonna mount her and stretch her out some,” Colton said. “We’ll figure it out from there. Jack, take her mouth.”

Jack frowned. “B-But, I was just feeling her pussy—”

“And thanks for lubing it up for me,” Colton said, staring down at his shorter, fatter friend. “But this was my idea. You should just be happy you’re tagging along.”

Jack looked down at the apprehensive figure of Jennifer Steele. He shrugged and said, “Yeah, I guess so. It’ll be nice to see if those pretty plump lips can fit around my thick cock.”

“That’s the spirit,” Colton said. His voice had grown husky and deep.

The stud walked over to Jenny and crouched down. He bent his knees and lifted Jenny’s ass higher in the air. He didn’t want to get on his own knees, not on the cold hard tile, so he just hunched down. He jammed two fingers in Jenny’s sloppy pussy, and when Jenny cried out, he stuck in a third finger.

He used those fingers to pry apart her pussy lips and spread them, even though they smacked back into place once he removed his hand.

Then he unceremoniously guided his cock toward her aching muff and stuffed it deep inside of her.

“Gnnnngh,” Jenny moaned as Colton entered her. Drool spilled down the corner of her mouth as her tongue fell out. She was immediately filled with an overbearing sensation that she was full and needed to expel the log stuck inside of her.

As Colton rammed more of his cock down her pussy tunnel, stretching her out wide, her eyes rolled to the back of her head.

“Ha!” Jack exclaimed. “She looks like a brain-dead little floozy when you do that to her.”

Jenny couldn’t speak. She needed to get accustomed to Colton’s length and size, but that always took a few minutes. Those first few moments were filled with blissful pain. She could feel his lodged cock pushing out her belly, inflating her with his incredible size.

He pushed as far as he could go until he almost reached her cervix. She felt pregnant, full, and stretched beyond belief.

As her mouth opened and a silent scream escaped her lips, Jack hurried over in front of her and corked her mouth with his broad cock.

The moans turned into a frightened gasp, and then the sound a clogged sink disposal makes when it can’t take anymore garbage.

Jack fucked her face much differently than Colton. Whereas Colton used hard, long strokes, Jack screwed her mouth like a bunny rabbit, jerking back and forth eagerly, only trying to please himself.

Luckily for Jenny, Colton was taking care of her pleasure on the other side. The wide receiver’s strong hands were planted on either side of her asscheeks and clamped down on her sweaty, bulbous flesh. He used her buttocks as leverage to swing his hefty meat deep into her cunt, and before long it was making grotesque squishy sounds as Jenny creamed herself and pissed down her own legs.

Jenny’s juices dripped onto the tiled flooring, a puddle forming underneath her pussy, and another goopy pool building underneath her lifted face.

Jack had both sides of Jenny’s head pressed together, and her mouth was opened impossibly wide, like the head of a snake. It looked like her jaw would snap apart at any moment from the girth of Jack’s Coke-can cock.

From the sidelines, Will was getting frustrated with jerking himself off and watching his buddies. “Come on, why do you guys get to do all the spitroasting? Let me in this bitch!”

“Fine,” Colton said, grunting as he slammed his hips against Jenny’s puffy asscheeks and clapped his heavy balls against her jiggling flesh.

He reached under Jenny and lifted her butt. A smaller man would have struggled to lift Jenny at all, with how wide and thick her ass and thighs were—much less in mid-penetration.

But Colton had no problem. His biceps flexed and corded with muscles and veins as he lifted her. He grunted, and Jenny mumbled incoherently on Jack’s cock, wondering just what the hell Colton was planning.

“Jack, help me out here,” Colton said, nudging his chin across Jenny’s sloping backside.

Jack made sure his cock was nice and wedged inside Jenny’s mouth, hilting his broad rod on her lips, until her nose smashed against his fat belly. He clapped her bulging cheeks, sounding out a nice pop-pop
 sound, and then hooked his hands under her shoulders. He grabbed her by the arms and armpits, and then lifted her up.

Jenny’s arms dangled uselessly in the air as she was raised.

Now she was literally being spitroasted like a pig over a fire, her body airborne by the two strong studs.

She flailed her hands and arms, but it was useless. She just kept getting punished over and over again, her asscheeks wobbling from every thrust by Colton, and her neck bulging from every thrust by Jack.

“You want her ass or pussy?” Colton asked nonchalantly, turning to Will.

Will thought for a moment, caressing his chin like a philosopher. “Gimme dat ass.”

Colton chuckled. “Then get over here and lift this bitch up, just like this,” he said. He was speaking about Jenny like she was a piece of meat, and Jenny secretly loved it.

In her head, she was saying, Thank God! I could never take Colton’s gigantic cock up my ass! It would split me in two!


Will traded positions with Colton. Even though he was a skinnier guy, he had grown-man strength, and easily lifted Jenny’s bottom half just like Colton had.

Jenny locked her legs back around Will’s hips, and the black stud hotdogged his cock between the woman’s huge asscheeks. He slid his cock over her asscrack for a good minute or two, until the sweat that built up between her cheeks lubed him up.

Then he roughly shoved his cock down her shitter, which made Jenny’s eyes water and bulge. She let out a painful sound, but it was drowned out by the cock in her mouth, and she ended up coughing on Jack’s dick, the veins in her neck sticking out.

Her face was as red as a tomato as Colton stroked himself with both hands.

Then Colton planted his butt on the ground.

Jenny gave him a sideways glance, wondering what the fuck he was doing. She was dangling in the air like a roasted pig on a spit, her knees more than a foot off the ground, her face even higher, and it was an incredibly uncomfortable position.

But Will sticking his cock in her ass made her pussy leak with juices. She clamped her pussy muscles together and tried to keep herself from pissing.

Colton slid under her raised body. He pushed his cock until it was sticking straight up, and then he pumped his hips upward and speared the bitch right in the pussy.

Jenny’s muscles gave out and warm piss shot out from her vagina, showering Colton’s body.

Colton just laughed at the squirting MILF, not worried at all that she was losing control of her bodily functions.

“She can’t get enough of my fat cockslab stretching her cunt apart,” Colton said, chuckling. “She just pissed herself again.”

Jenny’s heart raced, even though the three young men were joking with each other. She could hardly breathe, her asshole was stuffed with a fat black cockbrick that threatened to destroy her ability to shit normally for at least a week, and Colton had just shoved his titanic manhood up into her leaking, sloppy cunt.

She had no more defenses, and let herself go.

The three boys seesawed Jenny’s body back and forth, taking turns to thrust, pivot, and release. It was like they were playing a game of football and tossing the pigskin around, but she was the pigskin and they were fucking the living hell out of it.

Her body became tingly as all the blood rushed from her head to her lifted extremities. She couldn’t feel her arms or legs or toes or fingers.

Her arms dangled limply at her sides. Her tits wobbled and smacked into one another as her body rocked forward on Jack’s cock, then back on Will’s, and then Colton skewered up into her, impaling her body.

Will and Colton’s fat cocks rubbed against one other as Will scraped her asshole out and Colton spread her pussy lips to their limit.

She came over and over again from the violent way they manhandled her.


I truly have become a bimbo ragdoll!
 she thought to herself, before her mind screamed Ahhhh!
 and she came again.

The living room stank of piss and sweat and semen, and it started to waft all across the house.

She lost track of time and had no idea how long she’d been getting fucked.

Jenny never wanted it to end.

She was flexing muscles she didn’t even know she had, but they quickly loosened up from her G-spot getting touched and pressed.

All three boys had hard grips on their respective body parts—Will clamped down on her asscheeks like he was going to motorboat her shitter and eat her ass out. Jack white-knuckled her shoulders, making sure she stayed level in the air, like a plank of soggy wood, while his cock kept her head raised. Colton had his arms wrapped around the small of her back, and he was both pushing up into her and hugging her down toward his body. Her floppy tits kept smacking him in the face, but he only laughed and sucked on her nipples as he got tit-smothered.

She curled her toes as violent, orgasmic eruptions ran through her body. It started down at her pussy, but quickly crept up her spine and set her mind on fire.

She didn’t care what it looked like anymore. She loved being a stupid whore to these three young stallions.

They knew how to fuck her right, and they just kept rocking her back and forth in the air, until she was a swaying, cumming, wobbling mess.

Finally, Will blew his load in her asshole, grunting and clenching down on her cheeks. He gave no warning, and Jenny moaned and whined with Jack’s cock in her mouth, as she felt the warm, gooey semen crowd her asshole and shoot into her intestines. The long-dicked black kid had rearranged her guts and beat her up more than she could have ever hoped.

She didn’t blame him for creaming her asshole—it was a delectable ass and she would have done the same thing, had the roles been reversed.

Cum spilled down her crack and splashed on Colton’s cock, balls, and crotch.

“Aw, come on, man, couldn’t you have given a warning?” Colton complained, screwing up his face underneath the woman.

“S-Sorry, dude,” Will said breathlessly, spanking her ass with appreciation. “This bitch is just too perfect of a cum-dumpster.”

“F-Fuck,” Jack groaned in a low, raspy voice. He squeezed down on her shoulders and tightened his blubbery walrus belly. Then he released and came down her throat. His enormously thick cock widened even more, and Jenny’s jaws became utterly sore as they gnashed together.

Jack’s thick load poured down her throat with a vengeance, gushing down her esophagus and filling her stomach in seconds. It seemed his bunny-fucking style translated to an explosive ejaculation.

Jenny closed her eyes as cum filled her mouth, shot out of her nostrils, and poured out between her lips. It seemed like Jack and Will’s cumshots traveled the same distance through her body—going opposite directions—until they met up and mingled into one giant, stinky load.

As Will and Jack removed their grips on Jenny’s body, that left only Colton.

Jenny’s body slammed down on him as it was released from its airborne hold.

Colton growled and hugged Jenny even tighter. She didn’t even try to grab a hold of anything or resist. Her body was inflated and filled to the brim with spunk, but Colt still pounded her pussy like a madman.

As her body shook and wavered on top of him, cum splashed out of her ass and mouth, raining down all over the room.

The stud squished Jenny’s body on top of his, smashing her tits against his chest and pinning her arms to her sides.

“Such a good fucking cock-sleeeeeve,” Colton roared.

He jackhammered up into her, knifing his cock through her stretched pussy like she was a stick of butter. He moved fast, his balls jumping wildly as he bounced the poor woman’s entire body on his cock. Her asscheeks wobbled the most, like two giant mounds of Jell-O.

She let out moans and desperate cries, but they just turned into jagged, babbling wails.

She was a brain-dead mess, and couldn’t even see straight.

Colton blew his load into her at the same time as she unloaded her seventh or tenth orgasm. Her body spasmed and jerked like a fish out of water.

Colton’s powerful muscles flexed as he held his position, lifting his butt up and pumping as much hot cum as he could inside of her.

His load was the thickest and largest in volume, thanks to his massive sack of nuts.

When he was finished, cum trickled out of every orifice on Jenny’s body. She twitched with intermittent pleasure, unsure when the aftershock orgasms would ever cease.

She was left on her stomach, cum leaking out of her pussy, asshole, and mouth. Her legs were spread indecently. Her ass was raw from being spanked. Her neck was sore and bruised all over from slapping nutsacks.

All the dirty, lumpy spunk had commingled into a pool around her, like a murder victim’s chalk outline.

She was completely inundated with the three studs’ semen.

They all stood around her, arms crossed over their chests, admiring their conquest.

She was barely conscious.

Then the front door opened.

Heads whipped around, though Jenny’s was much slower to move, and with a frightened, ghastly expression on her cum-ridden face.

Ethan stood in the doorway, a stupefied look overtaking him as he stared at the manlier, bigger boys in his grade, standing naked with their fat cocks dangling between their legs.

A figure was huddled like a lump of coal between them. The floor was wet and sticky all around the form.

The whole house smelled disgusting.

“Colton? Jack? Will?” His eyes bulged out of their sockets. He dropped his books on the floor with a loud thud.

“M-Mom?!” he wailed, homing in on the fleshy lump at their feet.


Noooooo!
 Jenny’s mind screamed, even though she could hardly speak. He’s supposed to be getting tutored!


“E-Ethan, honey?” she croaked, head twisting to the front door.

“What the fuck is going on here, guys?!” Ethan asked stupidly.

Colton scratched his head.

“Hun, I’m so . . . s-sorry . . .” Jenny said, defeated. The words barely escaped her mouth before she leaned her head back and just gave up. She was still breathing rapidly and trying to control herself.

Her body jerked again from an errant aftershock of bliss.

A gout of cum burped out of her asshole and splurged onto the floor between her spread legs. The sound of the trickling semen was like the sound of an anvil dropping in a silent room—it punctuated the entire scene.

His face as pale as a ghost’s, Ethan spun around and headed out the front door, slamming it behind him.

“Noooo . . .” Jenny whined.

Then Colton burst out laughing.

“Shit,” he said, almost choking through his laughter. “I guess we don’t have to worry about showing little Ethan those pictures of you anymore, do we, Ms. Steele?”

[image: ]



[image: ]


Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont, such as the Little Big Man series:
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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:


Book 1: Rose Filled with Love
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If you like strong alpha Vikings and fair maidens getting their wet holes filled, check out The Viking’s Hunger series:


Book 1: Raiding Her Fertile Garden
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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:


Book 1: Played By Him
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