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Chapter One


J
ennifer Steele walked the grounds of the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art. It was just before closing time at 5:00 p.m. on Monday. She was dressed in a sleek pinstripe business skirt that cut off before her knees, a glossy top that strained against her heavy bosom, and black high heels. Her hair was done up in a bun, with a few yellow strands drifting around her shoulders.

It was the first day of her second week on the job. So far, she loved it. It hadn’t taken her long to get used to her role as a tour guide, and she’d started to learn more and more about the magnificent art pieces and sculptures as time went by.

She even found herself doing some studying on her time off, when she was at home, scouring the internet to become more knowledgeable about the art and artists.

It was a fascinating job that suited her strengths well: she was a natural storyteller and talker, and people seemed to love her.

She’d even had repeat business in her first week—a couple of cute, elderly men who were yearly membership holders at the museum. Their wrinkled faces always lit up when they laid eyes on Jenny, and she had no doubt that they came more to ogle her sashaying ass as she gave the tour, rather than to gawk at the pretty art pieces.

She didn’t mind. She relished the attention. It was about time that she had people lusting after her, even in a work setting, and it boosted her confidence.

She hadn’t thought of Colton Cunningham and his football buddies in quite a while, which was a relief. The last time she’d been with the young stud, she’d ended up getting railed at her own house, in the middle of the day, while her son was at school getting tutored.

That raucous occasion had taken place the week prior, also on Monday.

Jenny had found herself stretched and spitroasted by Colton Cunningham and his two friends, rocking back and forth on their formidable cocks. All three holes had been filled and pumped full of sticky cum, and she’d been turned into a gaping mess and left on her tiled floor, leaking jizz and breathing heavily.

She’d never experienced a foursome before, and the tiring event had changed her outlook on sex and life.

Just because she hadn’t thought of Colton in a few days didn’t mean that she wasn’t as horny as ever. She often retreated into the women’s bathroom during work while there was a lull in touring, just so she could furiously finger herself and relieve some of the built-up tension.

At home, she plunged her thick dildo up her ass nightly, after her son Ethan had gone to sleep, until her toes curled, and she always ended up unleashing a torrential orgasm that shook her whole body like a seizure patient.

She even wore a mini-vibrator around the museum sometimes, so she could get that constant feeling of bliss while she worked.

Or, she lodged a little buttplug inside of her asshole, which often left her sweating by the end of the day. When she’d been triple teamed by Colton and his friends, Will had stuck his big black cock in her ass and turned her into a wailing, brain-dead mess. Her anus had stretched and enveloped the boy’s donkey dick and she wanted to keep her butthole trained for any surprise anal sex she might receive in the future.

Thus, the buttplug. It kept her sphincter nice and widened, but it wasn’t broad enough to become a nuisance or to cause discomfort. If anything, it made her body twitch when she walked, loosing tiny orgasms throughout her day.

Now, as Jenny wandered the museum grounds and made sure everything was locked up, covered, and protected until the next morning, she found herself thinking about those boys again.

She tried to shake the lurid thoughts from her mind, but it was hopeless. She just kept replaying that time in her house: splayed on all fours like a basic bitch in heat, Colton underneath her, ramming his giant cock into her drenched cunt; Will smacking her ass with his heavy balls and hand, drilling her rectum over and over again; the heavyset ginger, Jack, stuffing her mouth with his girthy dick.

She stopped walking when she came up to a statue of a naked man in a philosopher pose. A European artist had sculpted the man in the old Italian style, and he’d given it the same tiny penis that Italians like Michelangelo were famous for—such as his statue of David.

Jenny rested a hand on the chiseled shoulder of the sculpture and leaned forward, placing her forehead on the cold stone. She closed her eyes and transported herself back to her house, back to the gangbang, and her knees reflexively faced inward, knocking together. Her other hand slid down her business skirt, over her wide, curvy hips, and dipped down the front of her waistband.

Just as she was about to reach for her aching pussy, she heard loud, echoing footsteps behind her.

Her eyes shot open and her hand jumped out from her groin quicker than a lightning bolt. She stood straight and flattened her skirt to make herself presentable, then turned around with a smile on her face.

A woman was approaching from the front door of the museum. Jenny silently chastised herself for forgetting to lock the door, since it was after business hours.

The woman was attractive and looked esteemed—she wore a furry frock over her shoulders, wrapped around her neck, and natural leather jacket around her own sizable bust. Her body was thick and curvy, much like Jenny’s, and her dress fitted nicely against her voluptuous legs and hips. Her hair was a rich burgundy color, her face was a bit round and fleshy but very cute, and her eyebrows were painted on in a way that gave her a commanding appearance.

Jenny couldn’t quite place the woman’s age, but if she had to guess, she would have said early 40s—just a few years older than Jenny herself.

“H-Hello, ma’am,” Jenny began, standing straight as a board and trying to keep her jaunty emotions down. She had no idea if the woman had caught her playing with herself, but she thanked her lucky stars that she’d come in then, and not five minutes later. “I’m afraid we’re closed for—”

“I know, my dear,” the woman said. She had a proper English accent, which gave off a hint of the woman’s prosperity. She seemed rich and used to getting what she wanted, especially judging by the Louis Vuitton bag she clutched around her wrist in front of her stomach.

“I made a point to come after hours, to speak with my friend,” the woman continued.

Jenny cocked her head. “Your . . . friend?”

At that moment, another booming voice broke the conversation. It came from the stairs above the two women, and was the voice of Quentin Marchand, the director of the museum and the man who had given Jenny her job.

“Ah, there she is!” Quentin said in his warm, sexy French accent.

Both women’s eyes darted up to the stairs. Quentin strolled down the lavish staircase with a noticeable swagger in his step, one hand smoothly gliding down the railing as he walked. He looked sharp in a black two-piece tuxedo and red tie, his swirling dark hair oiled back, and a thick beard living on his handsome, tanned face.

The man flashed a million-dollar smile, his white teeth nearly blinding the two women, as he reached the bottom of the steps.

“I see you’ve met my newest employee, Ms. Steele,” he said, approaching the two women, but facing his guest.

He wrapped the woman in a tight embrace and their faces touched. Quentin pecked the woman on both cheeks and smiled at her again, making the woman blush under her heavy coat of makeup.

Jennifer slanted her eyebrows. “I’ve not yet caught—”

Quentin cut her off. “This is Miss Deedee Rochester, Jennifer, one of our most treasured donors and benefactors.”

“Ah,” Jennifer said, giving Deedee and Quentin an awkward smile. She took a step forward and held out her hand. “Jennifer Steele, ma’am. But you can call me Jenny.”

Deedee took the hand and shook it lightly. “A pleasure, Ms. Steele.” She gave Jennifer an up-and-down glance, and seemed pleased by what she saw. “I can see why dear Quentin hired you.”

Now it was Jenny’s turn to blush and look away. She didn’t know how to answer that. “T-Thank you . . .”

“Oh, Deedee, always such a firecracker!” Quentin exclaimed, laughing as he took the woman’s hand. He faced Jennifer and spoke to her like a child. “Deedee contributes more to the museum annually than almost anyone else, Jennifer.”

“Spectacular,” Jenny said, smiling and trying to will the redness from her face.

“I have a gift for you, Mr. Marchand,” Deedee said, facing the director.

“Wonderful, my rose. I have a gift for you as well.” Quentin, who was a tall man, wrapped one arm around Deedee’s shoulder and began guiding her to the stairs. With the way he called her “my rose” and embraced her like a celebrity, Jenny noticed that Deedee nearly melted in the man’s grasp.

In a matter of moments, Miss Rochester’s knees were just as weak as Jenny’s had been five minutes before, before she’d been rudely interrupted.

Jenny cleared her throat, causing Quentin and Deedee to stop at the foot of the stairs. “I’ll just finish cleaning up here, Quentin, and then I’ll be on my way. I have to pick my son up from school.”

“Of course, my dear,” Quentin said over his shoulder, without looking back at her. His focus was solely on the rich woman at his side.

The duo disappeared up the stairs, talking in low voices and giggling to each other.

Jenny shrugged off the strange encounter and continued her walk around the museum.

She had to pick up Ethan from tutoring at 6 o’clock, which was rapidly approaching.

She hurried her meandering gait and rushed through her inspection. It took her another 15 minutes to walk through the various rooms of the museum. Eventually, when she figured she’d done all she could, she ventured back toward the entrance.

As she passed the sculpture of the philosopher she’d been leaning on earlier, something on the ground caught her eye. It stuck out starkly—a black spot on the pristine white floor—around the base off the sculpture.

Jenny squinted and hurried over to the sculpture. She slowly bent down, bringing her legs together so her skirt didn’t rip as she leaned over, due to her bulging ass.

She picked up the mystery object and studied it in her hand: it was made of marble, was about two or three inches long, skinny, and slightly crooked.

She rounded the sculpture to face it from a front view, and looked up and down the gray cast. The philosopher was seated on a rock, one hand tucked under his chin in that classic pose, while the other hand was draped over a bare knee. His little twig and berries sagged against the rock.

Jenny’s eyes widened and her heart lurched in her chest as she noticed something.

The splayed hand on the man’s knee only had four fingers. The sculpture’s ring finger was missing, quite obviously.

Jenny leaned forward and slowly placed the object in her hand against the man’s knee, like a puzzle.

“Oh . . . fuck,” she muttered to herself. It was a perfect fit.

The sculpture’s fourth finger had fallen off.

Jenny panicked. Her heart immediately started racing, as if she was getting ready to have Colton Cunningham jam his big huge cock inside of her.

Guilty thoughts raced through her mind. Did . . . did I do this?! When I was leaning against the statue, ready to rub one out? Could this masterpiece of marble really be that flimsy and fragile? Noooo!


She started sweating, but not because she was feeling horny and eager. She felt scared.

I’m going to lose my job! I’ve only been here a week! I have to tell Quentin . . . maybe if I own up to it quickly, my punishment will be less severe than if he notices it on his own. Of course it will!

If he finds this out while wandering the grounds, he’ll scold me and tear into me before firing me . . . maybe he’ll plank me over his knees and spank my fat ass while he punishes me for my stupidity. 

Maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing . . .

What?!  

She shook her head and got her mind out of the gutter. Jesus Christ, I’m a mess.


All she knew was that she had to tell Quentin. She couldn’t let this accident be discovered by the director, or worse, by someone on tomorrow’s tour.

She scrambled up the stairs, nearly tripping over her high heels as she ran. Her shoes clacked loudly against the marble tiled floor.

When she reached the top, she was out of breath and doubled over to exhale. Sweat ran down her forehead, curving past the edges of her eyes.

She straightened her business skirt and stood as straight as an arrow, steeling herself for whatever was to come.

Clearing her throat, she stepped forward toward Quentin’s office on the other side of the room, trying to slow her hammering heart.

As she got close to the office, she heard soft whimpers coming from inside. The whimpers were clearly not coming from such a manly man as Quentin.

The door to his office was slightly ajar.

Jenny’s eyes went wide for the second time in the past five minutes. She debated turning around and just leaving—she knew what she was likely to find in that room, because she’d heard the same noises coming from her own throat numerous times in her life.

But her curious, lewd nature got the better of her, and she inched forward.

She slotted her face in between the opening of the door without opening it any further, so one eye could see clearly into the room.

Deedee Rochester was bent over Quentin’s desk. Her luxurious, expensive dress was in a pile near her feet. Her bare legs were pale and her thighs were thick, the insides nearly rubbing together.

The wealthy donor had a big fat ass that jostled with her body’s movements.

Quentin was positioned behind her, his own black slacks ringed around his knees. His hairy legs were prominent and corded with muscles as they flexed.

He fucked the woman with vicious, hard strokes, and after every third or fourth thrust, he would grip a handful of asscheek, squeeze it tightly, and then slap the woman’s bum.

Deedee’s ass would jiggle and that’s when she’d cry out in her meek whimper.

Jenny’s mouth was fully open as she watched the hot scene play out. Drool started to form at the corners of her mouth, and that’s when she noticed her mouth was agape. She bit her bottom lip and slid one of her hands down her business skirt.

She was still holding the severed finger of the statue in her other hand, but all thoughts of telling Quentin what had happened were gone.

Quentin growled like a rabid animal as he ripped into Deedee with his ferocious, barbaric thrusts. He had her in the classic standing doggy-style position, dicking her down against his oak desk.

The way his ass and legs flexed while he fucked the woman, it made him seem so rugged and macho. He was wealthy, handsome, established, and clearly knew what he was doing in the sack.

The man spread his legs a bit and leaned forward to get a better grinding purchase against Deedee’s ass.

Miss Rochester moaned and leaned her head back.

Quentin cupped a hand underneath the woman’s neck and pulled back, choking her as he speared her with his cock.

Jenny’s eyes zeroed in on the dark, shadowy triangle between Quentin and Deedee’s legs. She saw a big set of heavy, hairy balls between Quentin’s strong thighs, swinging back and forth and pelting the woman’s ass with every thrust.

Jenny was soaking wet. She fingered herself and leaned forward, but made sure not to move the door. She didn’t want any creaking or squeaking sounds to alert the two that she was spying on their torrid fuck session.

She wondered how many “donors” or “benefactors” Quentin Marchand screwed. She’d never seen a ring on his finger, so perhaps he was just a wealthy bachelor, and spent his time shagging the cougars, widowers, and hopeless loners in the city.

It made sense to Jenny. Quentin was rich and utterly handsome. His thick French accent only added to his appeal, and it was hard not to feel a bit mushy when he talked to you, his eyes focused only on your face, his piercing blue eyes staring right through your soul . . .

Jenny felt a quick orgasm coming on. The buttplug had already made her weak—it had been in there for hours—and now she was desperately prodding herself, hooking her fingers to reach her G-spot.

Quentin began moving faster, his toned ass mercilessly ramming into Deedee’s larger, flabbier bubble butt. Every thrust from the director made the woman’s whole body shake. Her big hooters were smashed down onto the desk, squished by her own weight, and they wiggled out the sides of her body as he fucked her.

Jenny couldn’t look away from Quentin’s pendulous nutsack. It was hefty and juicy and dark. It made powerful plap-plap
 sounds every time it clapped against the woman’s rippling butt.

As he moved faster, he kept one hand tightly cupped under her pale, narrow throat, and the other grasped a fistful of hair and yanked hard.

Deedee screamed out. “Oh, Quentin, you monstrous animal! Thank you for this giiift!”

“Have to keep my favorite . . . donor . . . happy,” Quentin grunted, leaning forward and pecking the woman on the cheek.

Suddenly, he moved his hands from her hair and neck, and wrapped them around her body. “Now then,” he said, his voice carrying through the room, “it’s time to make you my hopeless little cock-sheathe, my dear rose.”

“Y-Yes! Please, Quentin, skewer me on your angry fat penis!”

Jenny frowned. Deedee wasn’t great at dirty talk—not like she herself was—but it was still hot seeing her getting disciplined and put in her place. She assumed that the “gift” exchange was a simple one: money for the museum, in return for mind-blowing sex.

Quentin wrapped his arms around Deedee’s torso in a strong embrace, until his forearms locked together underneath the woman’s heavy breasts. Hugging her tightly to his body, the Frenchman lifted her from the table.

Deedee screamed as her torso straightened from the table. Her arms were pinned against her sides, useless. Her tits were still in her leather-coat top, but as Quentin squished his forearms against her underboob, one of her bulky tits popped out and sagged over his arm.

Quentin lifted her body up and fucked her in a standing position.

Jenny wasn’t sure if her feet were airborne, but it was close. At most, she was on her tiptoes as Quentin drilled into her from below.

Deedee cried out, “I’m cumming again, master!”

“Don’t cum until I’m ready, wench!” Quentin growled. “Our juices will mingle together!”

“Yes, my lord!”

If Deedee’s body had been jiggling before, when she was bent over the table, now it was absolutely shaking. Her entire being bounced on Quentin’s cock, pushing her lower body out even as her upper half was pinned in the man’s tight embrace.

She leaned her head back into the crook of Quentin’s left shoulder.

Quentin spun around and faced the door and Jenny.

Even though there was only a slit for Jenny to see through, and she doubted that Quentin could view her shadowy presence in his lusty stupor, she found herself spinning away from the door and hiding with her back against the near wall.

Jenny pissed herself a little and came at the same time, from the over-excitement, and a little splotch of liquids leaked through her panties and business skirt onto the wooden floor.

She didn’t notice the splotch of piss she left. Her knees knocked together and she continued to furiously masturbate as the sounds coming from the room picked up in intensity.

“Oh, yes, Quentin! Yessss!” Deedee wailed. She must have thought that Jenny had left the museum already, because her voice now carried through the entire building.

Or, like Jenny, she simply didn’t care.

Perhaps Quentin and Deedee knew that Jenny would be watching, and they were exhibitionists.

“I’m going to pump you full of my thick seed, my rose!” Quentin yelled.

“Ugh—uck—ughhh!” Deedee shouted back mindlessly, her body bouncing and jumping on Quentin’s cock.

Jenny was disappointed that she hadn’t gotten a good view of the man’s lovepump, but she figured she’d get another chance.

Her orgasm racked her body at the same time as the noises in the other room reached a crescendo.

“Fuck, yes, my lily-flowered pussy servant!” Quentin wailed, also losing control of his own motor skills.

“So much cum in my poor little snatch!” Deedee screeched.

Jenny stood from the wall, her legs slightly wobbling.

She heard the two give out exaggerated moans and grunts as Quentin came inside the museum’s heartiest benefactor and then probably left her leaking over the side of his desk.

Jenny desperately wanted to be in that situation, she realized. Her mind was racing a mile a minute as she flung off her high heels, held them, and scurried down the stairs as silently as she could.

She wanted an older, powerful man like Quentin Marchand to stretch her pussy open. Colton was great—his cock was huge and he knew how to put a woman in her place . . .

But Jenny wanted fresh meat.
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Chapter Two


J
enny took out her buttplug when she got to her car. Her mind and heart were still racing, so she sat in the driver’s seat, hands on the wheel but not going anywhere, until she calmed down.

Now she had a new juicy incident to add to the memory spank bank for when she double-penetrated her ass and pussy at night before bed.

And it was a good one. Quentin Marchand was an influential man, and a sexy one at that. He had wealth, prestige . . . he dressed sharply . . . and he had looked damn good when he pumped Miss Deedee Rochester full of spunk.

Jenny wished she had seen the explosion, but the Frenchman had turned around and faced the door with Deedee stuck to his cock like a hand in a puppet, and Jenny wasn’t willing to risk getting caught just to see Quentin and Deedee’s O-faces.

Maybe next time she would see the creampie. Now that she knew Quentin wasn’t beyond some extracurricular activities on the work site, it gave Jenny all sorts of naughty ideas. She imagined herself in Deedee’s place, bouncing on Quentin’s cock like a freaky slut, screaming the Frenchman’s name as he whispered elegant, sweet nothings in her ear.

Sitting behind the wheel in her car, Jenny realized she was wet again.

“Damn, this can’t keep happening,” she said aloud, parting her skirt and looking between her legs at the sticky web of juices coating the tops of her thighs. Especially when I have to go pick up my son from school!


Then again, she’d already screwed the pooch on that one. Ethan had walked in on his mother getting spitroasted by his best friend Colton and his two hung buddies. The 18-year-old hadn’t actually seen Mom in the midst of getting railed, thank God, because that had been a doozy, but he’d seen the aftermath.

Ethan had seen his mom slumped on the ground in a heap, marinating in a pool of virulent jizz and piss, her legs spread apart to reveal her gorgeous, splattered pussy and asshole.

The boy was undoubtedly scarred for life from that incident, even though he’d only seen a split-second of the action before bolting out the front door and running away with his tail between his legs.

He had seen Colton’s giant floppy cock swinging between his legs, still dripping semen, and he’d seen Jack and Will’s big dicks, too.

Jenny had accidentally walked in on her son masturbating one time, and she knew he wasn’t packing the same kind of heat that his friends were. She felt bad for him.

No son should have to see his mother getting fucked—and it only made it worse that Ethan’s mom was a fiery MILF that all the boys wanted to bang. She had let them into her most sacred places—all three of them—and had allowed the football studs to break her open like a piñata.

Jenny doubted that Ethan had spoken to Colt, Will, or Jack since that fateful day. He’d come home early from football practice on multiple occasions last week, acting bummed and down.

He wouldn’t speak to Jennifer, and it hurt her heart to see her son moping around so much. She was also incredibly embarrassed to be around him since that day, and she thought that things would never go back to the way they had been.

How could they? Jenny had revealed herself as an awful slut to her son, who let teenage boys grope her ass and slap her tits and slam their cocks into her holes.

She was no better than all those whores in the porn videos that Ethan watched.

Still, at least until he finished high school, he was forced to live with her. After that, he could go to college and cut the proverbial umbilical cord. Maybe he’d even go live with his dad—the same dad that had basically abandoned him after cheating on Jennifer and causing their divorce.

Jenny didn’t want her son to hate her—no mother does. But she didn’t know how to address the massive elephant in the room . . . Ethan had even started taking his dinners upstairs to his room.

The family dynamic was ruined.

Jenny sighed to herself, started her car, and left the museum parking lot.

La Jolla High School, where her son attended, was just up the street. She was there within five minutes, just before 6:00 p.m.

On the same day that Jenny had accepted the job at the museum, she had gotten a call from Ethan’s English teacher, who explained that he was failing the class. The news had shocked Jenny into immediate action, and luckily Ms. Kirkpatrick already had a person in mind to tutor the boy.

Jenny had never met Vincent Shannon—Ethan’s tutor—but she hoped he was doing a good job instructing her son.

She didn’t raise no dumbass, and wouldn’t stand to see Ethan fail English class, of all classes. That was one area where she put her foot down, even if Ethan wouldn’t talk to her at the moment.

Prior to the fourway event where she’d been caught red-handed, she had explained to Ethan that he needed to get a good education in order to excel in life.

Ethan had agreed—drearily, of course—and now met with Mr. Shannon on Mondays after school for three hours. There wasn’t any football practice on Mondays, so there was no reason Ethan couldn’t make the sessions.

Not to mention Jenny doubted that Ethan would be on the football team for much longer. Since he wasn’t hanging around Colton anymore—the star of the team—he probably didn’t have the voucher he needed to continue being their kicker. And he probably didn’t want to play sports with a bunch of thugs who had fucked the life out of his mother, either.

Jenny parked on Draper Street on the west, ocean side of the school and walked up the stairs. The sun was beginning to settle behind her, and the sky was a blazing orange as she walked down the grassy knoll in the center of the school.

The school was eerily quiet and devoid of any people this late in the evening. She was so used to dropping Ethan off during the hustle and bustle of the morning, when it was chaotic and cars were driving up like kamikaze pilots to throw their shitty kids away for the afternoon.

She could hear the distant shouting of people playing sports from the field, on the other side of the school, but that was the only noise in the air. Other than that, it was dead quiet. 

She strolled a bit hesitantly over the grassy knoll, her legs awkwardly close together, though the spot of fluids on her skirt wasn’t visible while she stood. The wetness between her legs at least made it so her thighs didn’t chaff, so there was a silver lining.

She made it to the classroom near the auditorium, where the after-school tutoring sessions took place. Opening the door, she poked her head in and scanned the room.

All the chairs were empty save for one. The door Jenny stood in opened at the back of the class, so she was staring at a side-angle of her son in the chair and Vincent Shannon standing over him.

The English tutor, who Jenny knew was a college student doing this for volunteer credit for his degree, was tall and slender. He actually wore a nicely tailored suit that fit his skinny body well.

Jenny was relieved that Mr. Shannon wasn’t some bum stoner who was just doing the bare minimum for his class. It seemed like he had his shit together and was actually trying to help her son.

The green chalkboard at the front of the class was covered in white chalk marks delineating different parts of speech, with words circled and crossed off.

Vincent stood over Ethan with one hand on his shoulder, the other hand pointing at the chalkboard as he explained something to the boy.

The tutor had curly black hair streaked with pomade to make it manageable, lest he have an afro, and he wore glasses on his pale, gaunt face. Besides being a bit pasty, Jenny thought he was actually pretty cute, especially the way he wore his sharp outfit. He didn’t wear a tie, but she let that one slide.

Jenny’s hungry eyes ventured over her son and the tutor while she was still unnoticed.

That’s when she saw something that made her clench her jaw.

Vincent was sporting a noticeable bulge in his pants, snaking down his pant-leg. The slender-fitted slacks only made it more noticeable, as did his overall thinness.

And the way he stood, his bulge was awfully close to Ethan, though the boy had obviously either not noticed or was ignoring it.


Jesus fuck!
 Jenny thought to herself, feeling her face getting warm as she zeroed in on the cock-shaped snake running down the college boy’s leg. It was also just inches from Ethan’s head.

Get your big fat penis out of my boy’s face!

. . . Put it on mine instead!

She simply couldn’t stop herself from falling into her slutty, scandalous nature. Her thoughts were so raunchy lately, and no matter where she went she found herself focusing on tits and ass and dicks.

Where are all these monstercock freaks coming from? It’s like they’re coming into my life just to fuck my shit up!

She couldn’t believe that the skinny, nerdy boy tutoring her son was hung like a horse, just like the football jocks.

He was very tall—probably 6’4”—but he seemed frail and too thin, like he didn’t eat enough. He was probably stressed out from his college work, or something, Jenny figured. That was probably why he was so pale, too.

She wondered if this smart looking individual got as much ass as she assumed he did.


I mean, unless that’s a sock stuffed in his underwear . . . this young man seems pretty damn impressive. Smart and handsome in a cute, innocent way, with a hulking longcock bouncing between those narrow thighs. He’ll probably be super successful in his future if he takes school so seriously as to wear a
 suit to a tutoring session!


Dammit . . .

Jenny was getting wet again. She’d just climaxed while watching Quentin and Deedee bang it out less than 30 minutes prior, but her libido was unstoppable.

She suddenly found the urgent need to put a stop to this tutoring session—not for Ethan’s sake, but for her own.

And she also wanted to introduce herself to this mysterious nerd . . .

As she opened the door wider and revealed herself, she cleared her throat.

Vincent and Ethan both looked over their shoulders at her.

It was painful for Jenny to watch her son’s face sink. He had been smiling just moments before, but that smile turned upside down and his eyes seemed to lose all the luster they’d had. Like his soul had broken.

At least Vincent smiled cheerily at Jenny. He stood up straight and patted Ethan on the shoulder, turning to Jenny with his hands on his hips. Even though he stood as straight as a spear, with impeccable posture, he almost seemed to stick his pelvis out so that Jenny could get a better look at his bulge. Or, it was just the way his huge bulge was shaped against his slender body.

“Ah, and you must be Ms. Steele?” Vincent said, keeping his smile and putting out his hand.

Jennifer looked up at the man and nodded, her face still feeling flush. “Yes, I am,” she said, and shook Vincent’s hand. Unlike Miss Rochester, he had a firm grip, which Jenny appreciated. He kept eye contact as they shook hands, and his eyes were dark and big behind those boxy glasses.

“And you must be Mr. Shannon,” she added, pulling her hand away after the handshake lasted for a little longer than normal.

The tutor gave her a firm nod. “Please, call me Vince.”

“Okay, Vince. How was the session?” She looked past Vincent to her son, who had turned away and seemed to be aimlessly studying the greenboard again.

Vincent clapped his hands once, surprising her with the echoing sound. “Excellent!” he said, genuinely pleased and happy. “I can’t quite figure out why Ethan is failing, because he’s a smart cookie. We’ll have his grade back up in no time at all, I can almost promise.”

“That’s wonderful,” Jenny said, smiling wide. Her heart leaped. Finally, someone who doesn’t feel sorry for my son, and means well. Maybe I should try to be more like Mr. Shannon here . . .


“He has great potential, and I was telling him that he would do well in Creative Writing at college. He’s got quite an imagination, Ms. Steele.”

“Oh? What has he told you?” Jenny asked. Her nerves twisted in her body.

“You know I’m sitting right here, yeah?” Ethan said in a glum voice, not bothering to turn around to face his mom and tutor.

Vincent chuckled. It was a raspy sound, much different than his light voice, but Jenny could appreciate it. She always loved a good laugh . . .

In fact, a cackler or screecher could be a deal-breaker for her.

“I don’t think we have enough time to mention all of the ideas Ethan has, but he’s full of ‘em,” Vincent said. “Perhaps next time?” He flicked his wrist out, pushing up the sleeve of his gray suit to his forearm, and checked his watch. “I actually have another student I need to meet pretty soon here.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” Jenny said, trying to act and sound polite. “Don’t let us keep you, Vince. I’m so happy you’re helping my son, though, I just wanted to let you know that.”

“It’s my pleasure!” Vince said. “He’s a great guy.” He turned and patted Ethan on the shoulder again. When he turned back to Jenny and started to walk past her, he stopped himself. “Oh! I almost forgot.” He reached into his blazer, into the hidden lapel pocket inside, and pulled out a business card.

He handed the card to Jenny, who looked at it like it was a sacred object.

“Here you go,” Vincent said, “my business card. Just in case you wanted to talk about anything. Or, if you needed some extra sessions in the future or something.”

Jenny blinked. She took the card and stared at it. Her eyes glanced down past the card to his protruding bulge for a split second, and she hoped Vincent didn’t catch her peeping. I don’t think Ethan will need extra sessions, if what you’re saying is true . . . but
 I might!


“A business card for . . . English tutoring?” she asked, looking back up into that clean-shaven, dreamy face.

Vincent shrugged.

Jenny smiled. “What an enterprising young man.”

Vincent blushed and scratched the back of his neck. “Ha. Thanks.”

“No, thank you, Vince, that’s very sweet.” She waved the card in front of his face. “I’ll be sure to give you a call if anything comes up. It’s been so long since I’ve taken high school English, I’m not sure I can even keep up with the curriculum anymore . . .”

“Pfft,” Vincent said, still smiling shyly. “I’m sure you’re a great teacher.”

Jenny blushed.

There was an awkward silence between them as both of their faces were red, and Jenny thought it was achingly cute. It was a good thing that Ethan wasn’t facing either of them.

Finally, Vincent broke the silence. “Well, see you next Monday, E,” he said to Ethan. Then he spun around, grinned at Jenny, and marched past her to the doorway.

Jenny exhaled deeply once he was gone. She realized that her whole body was as hot as a stovetop on full blast. 

“Why did you sound like Minnie Mouse when you talked to him?” Ethan asked, standing from his chair. He finally faced her, and Jenny wanted to smack that gloomy, snide expression right off his face.

“What do you mean?” Jenny asked, tilting her head to the side.

“Do you want to fuck my English tutor, also, Mom? You look a little shaky.”

Jenny clenched her jaw. A wave of red anger jolted through her. She wanted to throttle this fucking son of hers. She narrowed her eyes on Ethan, opened her mouth to yell at him, but then gave it up.

She closed her mouth and simply shook her head. What a fucking brat,
 she thought to herself.

“Very funny, smart ass,” she said humorlessly. She turned around and walked toward the door, uncaring if Ethan was following her or not. “I had a stressful day at work, if you must know,” she said when she reached the door, after feeling like she had to say something
 in reply to his asinine assumption.

At the door, she turned to her son, who was still standing over his seat. “Let’s fucking go, Son.”

Like a puppy who realized he had angered his master, Ethan followed his mother out of the classroom.

And also . . . Yes, Ethan, I do want to fuck your English tutor.
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Chapter Three


N
either mom nor son spoke the entire ride home. Jenny turned on the music and listened to 101.5 Classic Rock during the trip, which cycled through “Don’t Fear the Reaper,” “Stairway to Heaven,” and “Low Rider.” Ethan sat in the backseat of the Lexus, not bothering to keep his mother company in shotgun.

Then they were home.

The entire trip, Jenny’s mind kept flickering between the abrasive, mean streak that her son had gained, and the multiple encounters with men she’d had that day.


Cocks are surrounding me all over,
 she thought to herself as Jimmy Page wailed his guitar solo on “Stairway.” It’s like these hung appendages are literally flopping all over my face. I can’t get away from them!


But do I really want to?

“What’s for dinner?” Ethan asked once they got to the house, the first words he’d spoken since his deprecating comment at the school.

“Leftovers,” Jenny said, slamming her door shut and storming past her son. “Heat it up yourself.”

She was in a black mood. Ethan must have noticed, because he didn’t continue to berate her.

Immediately once they were inside, Jenny went upstairs to her room. Ethan didn’t follow, opting to lounge on the couch and turn on the TV while his mom walked away.

It was the same leather couch that Jenny had been splayed on like a snow angel, getting her tits and mouth roughly fucked by Colton Cunningham’s massive dick the week before.

Thankfully, Ethan hadn’t seen all the action that the couch had received between the football studs and his mom.

Once Jenny was safely in her room, she closed the door, locked it, and leaned her back against it. She sank to the floor and closed her eyes, breathing heavily. She felt like she was about to cry.

Then the image of Quentin Marchand doggy-style fucking his favorite female donor played in Jennifer’s mind. It kept flashing over and over again in her subconscious.

She opened her eyes and decided to take a shower. She needed to clean all these nasty thoughts out of her mind. Plus, her legs were still sticky and now it was becoming cold and uncomfortable.

After stripping down, she stared at herself in the full-length mirror across from her bed. She admired her fat weighty tits and wide hips, her juicy thighs and plump ass. Then she disappeared into her bathroom, but not before she snatched her thick blue dildo from its home in the nightstand next to her bed and brought it with her.

She made the shower extra hot, to be sure that she could purge all the filth from her body.

She went into the scorching rainfall and let out a loud “Ahhh” as the rushing heat washed over her, through her hair, cascading down her shoulders and between her asscrack and legs.

She cleaned herself up, shampooed her hair, and felt renewed in minutes. She was usually a quick shower-taker—five minutes or less—and she had done all the necessary things to get cleansed.

But she wasn’t finished.

Steam rose from her body, and her tender skin turned red from the raging water. She leaned forward and put her forehead against the warm tile in front of her. The water continued to gently run down her back and ass. It felt wonderful.

She reached a blind hand outward and found the dildo on the closed toilet seat. She picked it up, wrapped her fingers around its girth, and started fingering herself.

Her fingers were warm and silky smooth as they perused her pussy and touched her tender lips. When they traveled into her greedy hole, her body jolted from the sudden warmth.

Her pussy was already warm, but adding two searing hot fingers inside just made things even better. It was a strange contrast, the feeling of her pussy turning cold from her heated digits.

Her fingering arm slid across her wet tummy and the soft insides of her thighs. Jenny’s whole body felt at peace.

She took the dildo with her free hand and spread her legs. She let the rubbery sex toy get wet from the shower, and then glided it over her long asscrack.

She pumped her butt out backwards and arched her back at an even more severe angle, until she was nearly leaning forward completely. She kept the top of her head pressed into the wall in front of her, so she didn’t slip in the water pooling at her feet.

Then she gently plunged the broad cocktip of the dildo into her asshole. Her voice rumbled as the toy spread her anus open and sunk deep into her rectum on the first thrust.

Her ass had been well trained by the buttplug being shoved up there all day, so she could take five inches of the dildo into her bum without feeling a hint of discomfort.

The pleasure centers fired off and her muscles clenched as she moved the dildo back and forth in her ass.

“Ahh, God, Quentin . . . your big hairy balls are so fucking manly. Why can’t you just shower me in hundred dollar bills and skewer my pretty little pussy like the French caveman I know you are?” 

Her voice came out throaty and low. The shower’s constant pitter-patter drowned out her eager thoughts and the moans she made as she fucked her asshole with the dildo and fingerblasted herself with her other hand.

Her fingers twiddled deeper inside of her pussy and became slick with juices.

She started twerking her big butt in a loose rhythm, as if she was bouncing on top of a cock, slamming her hips down on a man’s cum-gutters and pelvis.

She shoved the entire length of the seven-inch dildo in her ass and then let it go, so it just lodged inside of her. It was stuck at the ballsack-shaped base, the final inch protruding out of her butthole.

She brought her freed hand to her pussy and started rubbing and pinching her clit.

Jenny kept bobbing her big booty up and down while she focused all her energy on pleasuring herself.

She gritted her teeth when she hit a nice spot—simultaneously pressing on her G-spot while her clit fired away.

The sensation running through her plugged asshole only made things better.

The orgasm was quick to come. She knew how to pleasure herself unlike anyone else, and could cum in mere minutes, if needed.

She had wanted to take her time with this, to make it into a gentle, longstanding climax.

But she hadn’t realized how horny and needy she was.

“Yesss, Vincent, I love your young hard cock so much, honey. I never thought such a dorky, skinny guy could be packing such a monster horsecock in his skinny jeans! Ugh, punish me with that fuckstick of yours!”

Her ass muscles tightened. Inside, everything contracted and flexed. She was nearing her moment . . .

“Oh, Quentin, you want to shove that stupid thick cockmeat down my poor throat while Vincent wriggles inside me and claps my fat asscheeks on his skinny little waist? Be my guest! Sit on my face and let me rim your asshole while you slap those alpha nuts against my chin!”

Her hands moved quicker. Juicy, sloppy noises escaped her pussy. She could no longer tell where the shower water began and her own lady-juices began.

“You don’t want me to talk anymore, do you Quentin? Then plug my dumb gullet with your huge fleshrod and punish me! Come on, shut me up!”

She was yelling now, and she wasn’t even sure if the shower was drowning out her screams.

“Yes, Vincent, discipline my wet little cunt like you discipline Ethan! What? No, don’t stick that big fat dick down my son’s throat—take me instead! Pleeease, impale my neck with your massive cock!”

Drool dripped from Jenny’s lips. Her tongue fell out of her mouth and she licked the wall in front of her like an eager dog.

“Bust my shit wide open you two titan-cocked fuckers!”

She screamed and tensed up again. Her whole body seized—a body-length cramp—and then exploded in a drawn out orgasm.

Jenny accidentally bumped her forehead on the wall as she came, but the pain was quickly forgotten and overridden by the glorious feeling of her explosive ejaculation.

She squirted and splashed in the shower, stamping her feet like an angry monkey while she came.

“Nnngh, fuuuck!” Jenny wailed, leaning her head up toward the heavens. Her fingers were still plunged into her pussy, but now it was so tender that she couldn’t feel anything.

She slipped her fingers out of her cunt and awaited the second act of her eruption.

Another earth-shattering orgasm rocked her body.

It was so powerful that her dildo rocketed out of her asshole. It smacked against the wall like a torpedo before falling and splashing into the hot mixture of piss and water going down the drain.

Jenny crumbled to the ground, wrapping her arms around her legs and going into a fetal position. Orgasmic aftershocks twitched her body.

She felt like she was floating on a warm cloud. She let the rest of her piss go and smiled as it spilled down the curve of her thighs and into the pool of water.

She stayed silent and content for five more minutes, until the water suddenly became brisk and cold on her skin.

“Ack!” she cried out, recoiling. The water pipes in the walls creaked.

Ethan had turned on a faucet—probably in the kitchen—and it momentarily chilled the lava-like shower water.

She snapped back to her senses and quickly turned both handles of the shower, turning it off.

She dried herself and smiled in the foggy mirror. She chuckled, laughing at the strength of her orgasm, at the ridiculousness of her own daydream and words—at all of it.

She felt much better. So, she dressed herself in a robe and prepared to go downstairs to try to have a human conversation with her bratty son.
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Chapter Four


T
he next day, toward the end of work, Quentin Marchand approached Jenny after she finished up her final tour. They stood in front of the philosopher statue with the missing finger. Luckily, they were around the back of the statue, and it seemed that Quentin hadn’t noticed the damage to the art piece.

“How did it go today, Jennifer?” Quentin asked as he approached her. He wore the same sharp tuxedo, red tie, and slacks as the day before. He always wore similar suits, but they were always pressed and clean, which led Jenny to believe that he had a week’s worth of Armani pieces in his wardrobe.

Jennifer turned and smiled at Quentin. It wasn’t the same bright smile that she usually portrayed—she couldn’t get the image of Quentin banging Miss Rochester out of her mind, or off her face. “It went great, Quentin, thank you. I signed two attendees with yearly membership passes after the last tour.”

“Excellent. You’re doing very well for such a new recruit, madam.” Quentin clasped his hands behind his back and faced the ground. He looked strangely reticent about saying something, which was much different than his typical straightforwardness.

Jenny blushed at being called “madam.” She couldn’t remember ever being called that before, and Madam Steele had a nice ring to it.

“If you’re available, I, uh . . .” Quentin trailed off. He sniffed and looked up at Jenny with his brilliant eyes. “I’d like to take you out to dinner tonight, to celebrate your success. You are part of the family now, after all.” He gestured at the museum around him, to show what the “family” consisted of.

Jenny blinked, unsure how to respond. She knew she should have mulled it over, thought of the pros and cons, but she found her voice saying, “Absolutely. That would be great.”

She barely gave it a moment’s pause.

“Fantastic,” Quentin said, showing his pearly whites in a wide grin. “I’ve already booked us a seat at my favorite Italian restaurant, Carinos. I know the owner, and he’s set aside a table for us.”

“Sounds yummy.”

“I hope so. When you’re done here, come get me in my office and we’ll go together. It’s just down the street.”

With that, Quentin walked off.

Jenny glanced at the statue next to her, and almost stopped Quentin to tell him about the fallen finger. She still had the object in her purse, and it was burning a hole in her conscience.

She hurried through her inspection walk, eager to see what Quentin’s plan was in all of this. She assumed that he was a typical male chauvinist, especially being French, but so far he’d been very kind to her.

She knew what he could do in the sack, after hearing Miss Rochester cum so loudly the night before, and she imagined herself in that same position . . .

I’m sure that’s what he’s leading me toward. It’s no secret that he’s not married, and he knows I’m recently divorced. I bet that’s why he hired me, now that I think about it!

Half an hour later, just after 6 o’clock, she made the journey up the stairs to Quentin’s large office. The room was adorned with as many art pieces and tapestries and statues as a gallery, and it was clear that he was quite the collector, besides being the director.

“I’m ready when you are, Quentin,” she said jovially as she entered the room.

To her surprise, Quentin was dressed in a different suit. It was gray, rather than black, with quilted threads that gave the handsome man a more casual appearance. “Oh!” she exclaimed upon seeing him. “You changed.”

“Indeed.”

Jenny bit her bottom lip. “Now I feel silly . . . should I go home and change, too?”

Quentin waved her off. “Nonsense. You look amazing.”

She blushed. She wore a frilly dress that went to her knees, a cashmere button-down cardigan, and a glossy black shirt underneath. She looked somewhat like a hot librarian, minus the glasses. As always, she wore high heels, so she was nearly as tall as the six-foot-something art director.

They left the museum together, and once they were outside, Quentin presented his arm to her. She entwined her own arm in his and they walked to his car like they were headed to prom together.

Quentin drove a black Maserati Quattroporte. He wasn’t afraid of showing off his wealth, especially in a town like La Jolla.

“Wow, nice car,” Jenny said with wide eyes as he opened the passenger door for her.

Quentin chuckled. “Sometimes I have to show affluence in order to appease the La Jolla locals—to prove to them that I’m an equal.”

“Makes sense.”

“It’s a bit garish and snooty, I know,” he finished.

Jenny expected Quentin to drive like a show-off, for some reason—perhaps so he could get a side-eye glance of her tits bouncing as they rode the bumpy La Jolla streets—but he drove like a gentleman.

Jenny was impressed, even though he wasn’t trying to impress her.

They drove along the beach boardwalk as the sun was setting. It cast a beautiful orange and pink hue over the horizon, muddying up the clouds, a sparkling white sheen reflecting off the ocean’s surface. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Quentin asked, peering out Jenny’s passenger window as they sauntered along. “I never get bored of the San Diego sunsets.”

Jenny nodded. “It looks like a painting in our museum,” she said.

“Well said, Ms. Steele.”

Jenny felt calm and cozy being in the car with Quentin, and just being by his side. She was so used to the recent turmoil of her home life—being dominated by Colton Cunningham, putting up with Ethan; the two of them walking in on each other—that she almost didn’t remember what it felt like to be pampered.

It was nice.

They scooted away from the beach before the sun reached its final descent, and went up a side street to La Jolla Boulevard. They’d taken the long, scenic route to get to Carinos, which was little more than a hole in the wall, but Jenny didn’t mind.

She preferred the relaxing sojourn, in fact.

Once Quentin parked, they walked arm-in-arm again to the little restaurant. Two old push-doors gave them entry, like something out of a Wild West saloon, and the inside of the restaurant was dark and homey. It smelled of pasta and pizza and wine—all things that Jenny loved.

The interior was dark and romantic. There were only eight tables in the restaurant, all in the opening room and off to the sides, which gave it a spacious ambiance, despite being a tiny place.

A big bearded fellow with a happy smile greeted them at the door. “Ah, Quentin, there you are. I was getting ready to give up your reservation to someone else.” The man turned to Jenny and winked at her.

Quentin smiled at the big man. “Thank you for holding off, Ty. This is Jennifer Steele, a new addition to the museum.”

Ty gave her the once over and said, “New addition? Since when did you start installing human art pieces in the joint? I’d go for that.”

Jenny and Quentin both chuckled.

“You’re too kind, Ty,” Jenny said, blushing a bit.

The owner led them to the table closest to the bar and furthest from the front door. Once Jenny and Quentin seated themselves on opposite sides of the booth, Ty said, “I already have a nice red with your name on it, Quen. I think you’ll like this one.”

“Excellent, my friend.”

Ty handed them two menus and wandered off behind the bar, and then back to the kitchen. He arrived a minute later with two full glasses of wine.

Quentin inspected the glasses and smelled the wine as Ty placed them on the table. “Pinot noir?”

“Good eye,” Ty said, nodding.

Once he’d left again, Quentin raised his glass and Jenny followed suit.

Quentin gave the toast, saying, “To a long and lasting relationship, and new adventures,” and they clanged glasses and drank.

The wine was excellent, as Ty had promised. By the time they ordered, they’d both gone through half their glasses. 

Jenny got the eggplant parmigiana, and Quentin got the lasagna.

When the food came, Ty filled up their glasses close to the brim.

Jenny found it interesting that Ty was not an elderly Italian man with a thick accent, though the cook in the back clearly looked like he was. Ty was a middle-aged white guy, perhaps even younger than Jenny.

As her brain started to get a bit foggy and relaxed from the wine, Jenny gazed at the restaurant’s walls, at the gorgeous Italian art pieces. “This place seems really old,” she said. Her eyes bulged as she realized the words might have sounded offensive.

Quentin said, “Indeed, it is. Been around since 1942. During the War it was a barbecue joint. It didn’t become an Italian restaurant until the ‘70s. Ty bought the business from the owner of 30 years, just a few years ago. He’s done well with the place.”

Jenny had leaned in to focus on Quentin’s story. The low din of chatter carried from the other tables, but it was still reasonably quiet. “I can see that,” she said, looking around at the happy customers. “It’s packed on a Tuesday night, and it’s not even 7 p.m. yet.”

Their food came out and it smelled wondrous. Jenny’s eggplant parmigiana was breaded and coated with cheese and marinara sauce. It was presented in a little boat, which she thought was cute.

They ate and drank and laughed together. Every time one of their glasses was at risk of becoming empty, Ty would appear out of nowhere to fill them both up.

Before long, Jenny had three or four glasses of wine in her. She’d lost track. “We’re really polishing off the bottles here, Quentin,” she said with a giggle.

Her mind was fuzzy and loose now. The food was excellent, the company was cordial, and she found herself reminded of the eavesdropping incident from the night before.

She was getting horny.

Jenny knew it was bound to happen, after such a great night with such a handsome man, but she still tried to fight it off.

But her face betrayed her.

Her tanned face was turning rosy and her lips were turning purple. Her eyes had become half-lidded from the wine, and she felt completely warm inside.

Toward the end of their meal, Quentin surprised her again, catching her off-guard.

They had just finished off their fourth glass of wine.

“Ms. Steele, Jennifer,” he began, his accent thicker than ever in his slightly drunken stupor. “I know you saw me last night.”

Jenny put an elbow on the table and rested her chin in her palm, tilting her head. “Say what now?” she asked, smiling and giggling.

“With Miss Rochester.”

Jenny’s mind snapped and her chin nearly fell off her palm. She sat back abruptly in her seat, her eyes going wide. “W-What?”

Quentin smiled, his own eyes languid and glazed. “There’s no use denying it.”

“H-How?” Jenny croaked, unable to say anything else.

“You’re not as sneaky as you think.” Quentin reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He tapped a few buttons, then turned the phone to Jenny to show her. “Plus, you left DNA evidence at the scene.”

Jenny’s red-rimmed eyes grew even larger in her head. The picture on Quentin’s phone was of where she’d been spying from the door. It was a picture of the wooden floor, with a small splotch of juices that had dribbled from Jenny’s legs when she’d hidden against the wall.

“You were the only other person in the museum, my dear,” Quentin said, “unless a stray dog managed to get in and leave his mark on the floor outside my office.”

“I . . . I . . .” Jenny cleared her throat and struggled to speak. “I . . . don’t know what to say.”

Quentin chuckled. “Say nothing, my dear. I suppose Deedee and I were getting a bit carried away and loud in our . . . intimacy.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Marchand,” Jenny said, reverting to his formal title and facing the table with an ashamed look on her face. Her cheeks were completely flushed and warm, as much from embarrassment as from the wine. “Are you going to . . . fire me?”

Quentin’s chuckle turned into a bark of laughter. “Of course not, my dear! I’ve just hired you. And I cannot fault someone for being curious.”

Jenny wanted to die. She wanted to change the subject. And she also wanted to pounce on Quentin and jump his bones.

A long silence passed over them. 

Then a thought came to her, and she reached into her purse. “Actually, there was a reason I had come to see you . . . even though it might change your mind about firing me.”

Quentin furrowed his eyebrows. “Oh?”

She presented the marble, crooked finger, and placed it on the table.

Quentin stared at the object for a moment, then touched it and turned it over in his hand. “Ah. Damn. This is from the philosopher statue, is it not?”

Jenny’s head lurched back against the booth. “How did you know that just from seeing it?”

“It’s not the first time it’s fallen off. The . . . ring finger, yes?”

Jenny nodded.

Quentin smiled kindly at her. “It’s not your fault, my dear.”

Jenny exhaled deeply. “Thank God.”

“But enough changing the subject,” Quentin said, taking the finger and putting it inside a hidden pocket in his blazer. “What are your thoughts on what you saw last night? Between Deedee and I . . .”

Jenny glanced away from Quentin’s eyes, which seemed to be gazing through her soul, judging her reaction. She knew this was a critical moment for her future at the museum, but she was also pretty drunk. So, she spoke bluntly.

“I . . . don’t know, sir. You are a successful, handsome, unmarried man. I’d guess you’re one of La Jolla’s most eligible bachelors. And she seemed like an unhappy widower—unhappy until she was with you, that is.”

Quentin’s smile remained on his face. He nodded slowly. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. I knew there was a reason I hired you, Jennifer—you have a magnificent eye for detail.” He sighed and leaned back, then threw his lap napkin on the table. “I try to appease our best donors, as I’ve already said. And if that exchange is money for sex, I have no qualms about it.”

“Very French of you,” Jenny blurted out, then immediately regretted it, her eyes widening.

Quentin took it in stride. “Yes, I guess you’re right,” he said with a chuckle. “You’re quite the firecracker.”

Jenny vaguely remembered Quentin saying the exact same thing about Deedee Rochester, the night before: You’re a firecracker!


Another pause settled over the table as a busboy came to clear their dishes. Quentin took a sip of his wine, and without anything better to do, Jenny did also.

Jenny was trying to build her courage, and the act showed on her face. She couldn’t hide her intentions or motivations well when she had four or five glasses of wine in her belly.

“I feel like there’s something you wish to ask me, Ms. Steele,” Quentin said, his voice almost a purr.

His low, thick voice made goosebumps rise on her flesh.

“Y-Yes, I . . . hmm.” Jenny scratched her head, then leaned a bit over the table, so her face was closer to Quentin’s. “Are rich female museum donors the . . . only people you aim to appease?”

Quentin’s smile was seductive and taunting. “I aim to make all people happy, Ms. Steele, whether they’re museum benefactors or not.”

Jenny bit her bottom lip. “Want to get out of here?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”
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Chapter Five


Q
uentin lifted Jenny’s dress, facing her, to reveal her thick thighs and black lace panties. He embraced her, wrapping his arms around her body, and cupped the bottoms of her buttcheeks with both hands.

They both smelled of wine and lust as their faces collided in a passionate kiss. Quentin’s mouth opened wide and his tongue immediately perused the roof of her mouth, her teeth, her tongue . . . there was a reason it was called French kissing, and he took it to the extreme.

After squeezing her buttocks and making Jenny giggle, the strong Frenchman lifted the woman off the ground and stormed over to his desk. He planted her fat ass on the old oak with a thud.


After Carinos, they had expeditiously retreated back to the museum. Now they were in Quentin’s office.

Jenny yipped, then continued to giggle. The triangle between her legs was even darker than the black of her panties, due to her growing wetness.

Quentin grunted to himself as he spread her legs on the desktop and looked at the slickness between her thighs. He reached down and tore her panties away, snapping them in two like a wishbone.

Her freshly waxed pussy and puffy lips stared Quentin in the face.

“Oh my, aren’t you eager, Mr. Marchand?” Jenny purred, her voice a rumbling slur.

“Don’t call me that,” Quentin growled, his voice little more than a rasp.

“What should I call you then? Daddy? My Lord? Stallion?”

Quentin chuckled. “You’ll see.”

Abruptly, Quentin went to his knees and stuffed his head between her legs. His tongue slipped inside of Jenny and her whole body tensed up.

The Frenchman wrapped his arms around the bottoms of her thighs. He ate her out with expert precision.

“Wow, I’m surprised you’re still so hungry after eating so muuuch!” Jenny exclaimed, leaning her head back as Quentin rode her pussy with his tongue.

He was clearly an experienced cunnilinguist, and before long Jenny’s body was trembling from his incessant tongue jabs. He caressed her clit and licked her pussy lips, always remembering to dart his slick tongue into her sloppy slit.

When Quentin stood, Jenny noticed the fat bulge in his gray slacks, stretching the fabric against the outline of his cock.

“Please, sir,” Jenny begged, “let me take a look at that big dick . . .”

Quentin grinned casually and unzipped his pants, then parted his zipper and lowered his slacks to his thighs.

The man’s big swinging dick flopped out and rested against his thighs. It draped nicely over his fat hairy balls and his bush had a strange allure to it that Jenny respected.

Men were usually so obsessed with grooming themselves to be “presentable” to their ladies, but Quentin clearly didn’t give a shit. He knew what he had, and he knew how to pleasure people.

His cock was thick, long, and dark—a musty shade of brown. It was uncut and at first looked like an oversized anteater’s snout, before Quentin peeled his foreskin back and revealed the red, engorged cockhead.

“Oh my goodness,” Jenny said as she watched Quentin massage himself, his cock growing hard in his hand. “I think I’ll call you my bronco, sir, because you’re hung like one.”

“That’s more like it,” Quentin said. “I have to warn you, this ride will be rough.”

“I can hardly wait.”

Quentin’s smile remained fixed as his big cock grew to its fullest length. It wasn’t quite as long as Colton’s—Jenny had never seen a cock as big as that young man’s—but it was thick and veiny and it made her mouth water.

She couldn’t wait. She spread her legs further on the table, resting her arms behind her so she could lean back and pump her pubic region toward the Frenchman. Her legs and pussy hung off the edge of the table.

Quentin got within inches of her body. His thighs were strong and nearly as thick as her own. They were hairy like the rest of him, and she felt the prickly tickling sensation of his leg hairs on the insides of her thighs when he bullied his way between her legs.

The wine swirling through Jenny’s brain only made her hornier, and she imagined it was having the same effect on her beefy bronco.

Quentin wrapped a hand around the base of his hard cock, then lifted it toward his stomach. It curved nicely backward like a banana, and she could imagine that it would hit all the best spots inside her pussy.

“Come onnn, you beast,” Jenny urged, shaking her thighs and legs at him. She kicked her feet out earnestly. “Stick that big fat fuckstick in my tight little cunt! I want to feel your heavy nuts slapping against my ass!”

Quentin slapped the underside of his cock down on Jenny’s pussy, torturing her even more. He kept lifting his cock and then slamming it down, right against her pussy lips and slit, until the flesh around her pubic region turned red and tender.

Every cockslap made Jenny mewl like a sheep. She leaned her head back and enjoyed the slightly painful, incredibly intoxicating feeling of his heavy dick slamming against her muff, but what she really needed was penetration.

As if on cue, Quentin stuck his fingers inside of her and spread her wide, then guided himself in and rammed his cock inside her aching cunt.

He grunted as he entered her. Jenny yelped and leaned forward, closing her eyes. She wrapped her arms around the man’s neck and ran a hand through his thick head of hair.

Quentin wasted no time to start pummeling her tight pussy with his fat cock. It filled her up and made her feel tremendously satisfied. Her pussy stretched from his thick girth, and her toes curled.

Quentin moved fast, just like when he’d fucked Deedee Rochester the day before.

He thrust inside Jenny like a barbarian, causing her to bleat and moan over and over again.

Her whole body shook on the desktop, her ass rocking back and forth with every harsh thrust, her tits wobbling beneath her cardigan and shirt.

Quentin lifted her shirt past her tits, so it bunched around her neck, and lowered her big bra. His strong, callused hands enveloped her weighty knockers and squeezed them tightly.

He held onto her heavy tits as he thrust into her, his ass flexing and sending his thick inches down her swallowing pussy tunnel.

Quentin’s ballsack swung between his legs and pelted loudly against her warbling asscheeks.

Every once in a while his nuts would smack the edge of the table, but he fought through the pain like it wasn’t even there.


Plap-plap-thud—
and then a grunt.

“Oh fuck yes, you hung French stud, slam that stupid pussy with your thick cock! Do you like it?!”

Quentin just grunted in response. He sounded like a gorilla as he fucked her, and he was starting to sweat like one, too.

Jenny had gotten used to being filled by strong, fat dicks over the past month, but it was still always a new feeling taking a big foreign cock for the first time.

Quentin had a great penis and it curved just right inside of her—it hit all her most tender spots and made her cry out in relief and delight.

After his constant missionary thrashing, he pulled out and yanked Jenny off the table. She barked again as her body flew off the edge of the oak and her feet touched the ground.

Quentin spun her around. She nearly stumbled over herself from her drunkenness and the abruptness of his cock pulling out of her pussy.

She gasped for breath and let Quentin manhandle her.

She found herself facing the desk. Quentin bent her over and lifted her dress again, until it fell over her back. Her jiggling tits smacked against one another and then smashed against her torso as she was bent over.

“Oh, you wanna fuck me like a dog, huh, bronco boy?”

“You need to learn your place,” Quentin growled.

Jenny smiled. Her smile turned into a look of surprise when she felt Quentin’s cock launch into her cunt again.

“Fuuuck! No warning!” she gasped.

“Never.”

The man grabbed her ass and started spanking her with every thrust, just like how he’d done to Miss Rochester the night before.

The slaps rippled Jenny’s buttocks and echoed throughout the room, so each spanking sounded like a quadruple clap.

Despite the length and broadness of his cock, Quentin managed to thrust so deeply that his hips battered against Jenny’s butt, pushing her constantly forward against the desk.

Her tits ran raw underneath her.

“Fuck, you like my fat ass more than Deedee’s, stud?!” she yelled after another rough spank. She could tell that her ass was already red and raw, and it would probably hurt to sit for a few days.

He was slapping her bum so hard that bruises were already beginning to show.

“Your ass is bigger and bouncier, my little slut, but I can tell your cunt’s taken some big dicks before!”

Jenny frowned.

As if to punish her, he slammed forward extra hard, and Jenny’s feet lifted off the ground from his force. His balls swung up underneath her and banged against her pussy lips.

“It’s true!” Jenny cried out. “I love huge cocks! I can’t get enough of them!”

“Then you’ll love huge cumloads too, I bet.”

“Yesss! Inflate my greedy tummy with your thick seed, monsieur!”

Quentin laughed and just kept bouncing her ass on his hips, thrusting forward.

A thick hand grabbed the base of her skull and Jenny panicked.

Quentin yanked back with a fistful of blonde hair and snapped Jenny’s neck toward him.

“Ohh! Fuck, that is
 rough!” she wailed, her voice a harsh croaking sound.

“You haven’t seen the half of it, whore!”

Quentin picked her up again, by her stomach, but kept his cock lodged inside her pussy. The muscles contracted around his shaft and she felt like she might cum from it just sitting in there.

Then he moved her around and her feet were off the ground again.

He body slammed her onto the wooden floor. Her knees connected hard, and if she hadn’t put her hands out to catch her fall, she’d probably have gotten a concussion from hitting her forehead.

“What the fuck!” Jenny cried, panicking again.

Quentin threw off his slacks so his legs could have complete mobility. They were covered in dark, curly hair all up and down.

The Frenchman positioned her with her ass up in the air.

Jenny turned to the side and peeked over her shoulder to see the broad underside of Quentin’s large cock, waving back and forth in the air with his extraordinary erection. His heavy balls swung left and right with the same inertia as his big dick.

“You gonna mount me, stud? You gonna stick that fat horsecock inside me again?” Jenny voiced eagerly. Her pussy was gaping from the punishment it had taken, and it opened up to Quentin like a breathing thing.

Quentin stepped over Jenny and put a foot on her head.

“Ahh!” she cried as his dress shoe dug into the side of her cheek. Her face was pinned to the cold wooden floor, and it was painful. She blushed, her cheeks turning as red as her asscheeks.

Quentin growled like an ape and bent down. With his leg placed over her shoulder and his foot on her head, the other leg angled down so he could penetrate her.

Only this time, he didn’t stick it in her pussy.

Quentin spit on his hand and rubbed it over his thick cockshaft.

Jenny’s eyes bulged.

The Frenchman hotdogged her dark asscrack with his thick cock, parting the seas like Moses, and then shoved it inside her asshole.

“Fuuuck my asss!” she cried, unsure if she was screaming because she wanted anal, or if she was just stating the obvious.

“Your cock’s too big for my poor little poopchute!” she wailed.

“Nonsense, I can tell you’ve had thick things in here, too!” Quentin roared. He held onto her wobbling buttocks with both hands, his fingers embedding in her fleshy asscheeks, and then brought himself down.

His cock slammed into her asshole, spreading her anus and stretching her cavernous rectum.

It dove deep down into her, like a deep-sea diver perusing the murky depths.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head. She was in the downward facing dog position, but her head was pinned to the floor by Quentin’s foot.

It looked like an awkward position for him to be in, but it was even harder for her.

The pain against her neck and face was great, but the pleasure of that thick, veiny lovepump carving out her asshole was even more overpowering.

“Lap up the ground like a dog, you thick slutty bitch!” Quentin yelled.

Her tongue would have fallen out of her face even if he hadn’t said anything, the feeling was so immense. But she obliged him and started licking the floor with her wagging, wet muscle.

Quentin stuck more than six inches of cock down her ass, and he fucked her so hard that her body started growing numb.

She thought it was partly because of the wine, but that had worn off long ago—she had instantly sobered up when Quentin had squeezed his cock in her shitter.

Tears rolled down her cheeks.

She was so used to being abused and used, and she usually loved it when it came to sex. But she thought Quentin was different, for some reason.

He wasn’t a gentleman fucker, he was a hard, gorilla-like plowman. He dicked her down and kept her body immobile, so he could do with her as he pleased.

He dominated and disciplined her rear with brutal strokes, showing no mercy.

Jenny came from the elation, the numbness of her body setting off the nerves in her body.

A fountain squirted out and up from her pussy, before waterfalling down and drenching both of their legs.

Quentin laughed as she squirted. “You’re going to lick all your nasty juices up when I’m done with you, my pet.”

“Yes . . . siiiir!” she cried.

He slammed down into her again, forcing more piss out of her aching cunt.

Her back was arched like a downward ramp, her face still struggling to move underneath his boot’s heel. It was no use. She wouldn’t be able to move until he allowed her . . .

She gave in to the punishment and came for a second time, then a third. Her body racked with sobs and orgasmic bliss.

“I can see you’ve given up—you’re cumming like a water fountain, my dear! Does my cock feel that nice lodged in your asshole?”

“Yesss! You’re beating my guts up like a fucking savage!”

Without warning, Quentin thrust the entire length of his cock into Jenny’s lifted butt, hilting her and bulging her tummy.

He held his cock there and groaned like an animal as his neck veins bulged.

Jenny felt the man’s thick uncut cock grow inside of her, then explode in a torrent of cum. The jet stream of jizz rocketed through her body, showering her intestines and heading right down toward her stomach.

Jenny’s belly inflated from the sudden cumblast, and she let out her own wailing climax at the same time.

She could feel his heavy ballsack resting on top of her asscheeks, although now it contracted and shook as he unleashed his load.

“Yesss, send it deep down my stupid fat asshole!” Jenny cried, tears still running down her cheeks, pooling on the floor around her face.

Quentin let his entire load coat her insides, and then he pulled out. He rubbed his cock over her ass and dress, until he was cleaned and satisfied, and left her positioned with her ass in the air.

Cum leaked out of her and dripped down her legs, falling like syrup between her thighs and onto the ground.

Quentin stood over her with his hands crossed over his chest.

“Now then,” he said, “when you’ve caught your breath, get on your hands and knees and lick up all that piss and cum from the ground. I want this floor spotless, understand?”

A fresh shoeprint was still planted on Jenny’s face, wedged into her cheeks like a waffle iron. She sniffled and nodded. “Yes, master, I’ll do whatever you want. Just please don’t punish me again. I don’t think my little ass could take it anymore.”

Her body trembled with another orgasmic wave.

“Nonsense,” Quentin said, repeating his favorite word. He slapped her rump as if he was petting her head. “This fat bottom of yours can take a hell of a lot more disciplining than I gave it tonight. You’ll see.”

“I will?”

Quentin nodded. “Yes, my pet. Once you clean this mess up, I plan on impaling you on my fat cock again. And this time I won’t go easy. I must train you until you’re broken, you see?”

“But . . . what about my son? I need to go . . . home.”

“Impossible,” Quentin said, shaking his head. “Tell him to cook his own dinner.”

Jenny frowned. I’m sorry, Ethan . . . but I have to do what this huge-dicked brute says . . . I have to take my punishment like a good little bitch.


I’m just too addicted to having my holes stretched and filled by fat cocks.

But you already know that, don’t you?
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Chapter One


I
t was Monday, near the end of the school year for Jennifer Steel’s son, Ethan. He had struggled with English and his mother’s horny whims throughout the latter half of the year. Jennifer blamed herself, for screwing Ethan’s football buddies—an event in which Ethan walked in on the torrid foursome and left scarred for life—but she also blamed Ethan’s negligence.

Luckily, Ethan’s teacher had found a good college-aged tutor for the boy, a tall, slender, sharp-dressed young man named Vincent Shannon. After first meeting Vincent and noticing his impressive bulge, she’d found a natural attraction toward him.

Jennifer Steele had been married to an arrogant, wealthy, pin-dicked man for most of her life. She’d had a renaissance of sorts since the divorce with Eliot, and found herself turning into quite the size queen. She simply couldn’t help it—there was no better feeling than having her holes stretched by huge young cocks belonging to boys half her age.

Besides whipping out fat dicks for Jennifer to slobber on, the football studs had had libidos like the Energizer Bunny. Her new boss, the affluent Frenchman Quentin Marchand, also had a rugged, thick fuckstick that he used to paint powerful broad strokes like a master painter.

And now Jennifer found herself gravitating toward Ethan’s English tutor, Vince, even though she tried to distance herself. She didn’t want to screw things up more than they already were. Ethan had even made a heartless jibe after noticing his mother’s expression when first meeting the tutor, saying something along the lines of, “Oh, you want to fuck my English tutor also, huh?”

Jennifer had vehemently denied it, but the truth played on her face. Of course she did.

At times, she thought she should see a therapist. There seemed to be something inherently wrong with banging all of the boys close to her son. Was it some kind of Freudian need that had her longing for Colton Cunningham’s giant cock and Vincent Shannon’s mountainous bulge?

Did boys these days just have bigger dicks than when she was their age? She never ran across such monster cocks in her
 days in high school and college.

She often had ridiculously lurid dreams about fucking Colt in the school locker rooms while all of the football buddies watched. Sometimes she was an innocent bystander, observing the jocks bang the cute little cheerleaders, all of the girls in a row with their skirts flung up over their butts, their bodies bent over like bitches in heat. In other dreams, she found herself bent over different balconies of expensive suites around the world, in luxurious places like Paris, Barcelona, Spain, while Quentin Marchand railed her from behind. Passersby would look up to her balcony from the street, after hearing her indecent moans, and watch as her huge tits clapped loudly together over the railing, or smashed up against the glass of her hotel room.

She always woke up from the dreams drenched in sweat, her thighs sticky with juices. Before her morning even got underway, she would find herself with her thick blue dildo shoved in her asshole, while she madly fingered herself like a cock-starved slut.

After she blew her load and found earth-shattering release, she would wake her son up for school, as if nothing had happened, even though her pussy was aching and slick from her escapades.

That was the daily routine that plagued her these recent weeks.

And now she stood face-to-face with Vincent Shannon, the young man whose cock she had yet to taste, but which she craved like a desert castaway craves water. She had pulled the young man aside to get a full report on her son—since Ethan refused to talk to her most of the time, she needed to gather intel a different way.

At the front of the empty classroom, Ethan was hunched over his desk-seat, scrawling eagerly on a pad of paper, doing whatever Vincent had told him to do.

Jennifer pulled Vincent aside to the back of the classroom.

The college boy was dressed in a preppy cashmere jacket that made him look more innocent than Jennifer thought he was. He also wore skinny jeans that weren’t fair—they enunciated his bulge and made it seem like the skinny lad was harboring a stolen hamster in his drawers.

Jennifer had a notion that Vincent knew exactly what he was doing, wearing such clothes, but she wouldn’t rise to the bait. She needed to act professional . . . at least for a while . . . until she gathered what she needed.

“Vince, it’s a pleasure to see you again,” she began, hands on her hips. Her eyes glanced up and down the boy as he approached, and that’s when she noticed the mound between his thighs, but she made sure her eyes didn’t linger. At least not for too long.

“Hello, Ms. Steele,” Vince said, his voice light and cheery. He thumbed his big stocky glasses and pushed them up the bridge of his nose. He smiled, showing shallow dimples in his gaunt cheeks.

It made Jennifer’s heart rate speed up, seeing those dimples on that handsome young mug.

“I’m glad you could come a bit early today,” he continued. He spoke in almost a whisper, close to Jennifer, so that Ethan couldn’t hear them conversing.

She could almost feel the young man’s breath on her face, and it flushed her skin, but she tried to hide her arousal. Underneath her pinstripe business skirt, her pussy screamed for attention. It wanted to be petted and eaten and filled.

Jennifer nodded to Vincent, not trusting herself to speak quite yet. “O-Of course,” she finally said, then inwardly chastised herself for stuttering. She was already showing weakness, and she knew that’s how these young men preyed on the older cougars and MILFs—and Jenny definitely fit into both those categories.

“I have good news,” Vincent said. “Your son is in much better spirits than he has been in a while, which has translated to an increase in productivity on his part.”

Jenny beamed, feeling proud of her son for the first time in a long time. “Really? That’s wonderful!”

Vincent pushed his palms down in front of him, a motion to make her lower her voice. “Let’s not let him hear that, or else it might get in his head. And we know how that might end up . . .”

“I can’t be proud of my own son?” Jenny asked, frowning.

Vincent smiled, and it disarmed Jenny’s growing frustration. “Of course you can. I just mean to say that while he’s here, it’s best that we keep him working. If he hears us gloating about him, he might give up.”

A pause followed. Jennifer sighed. “Fair enough,” she said at last. “Any idea what the cause of this newfound happiness might be?”

Vincent scratched the back of his neck. He looked suddenly shy. “Eh, well, I will say that it has nothing to do with English, truth be told.”

“You’re going to have to be a little more specific than that, Vincent.”

Jennifer’s tone told Vince that he shouldn’t try to keep secrets from her. It never worked.

“Well,” he said, “Ethan asked out the girl he’s been pining after all year long, Colette, to prom. She said yes.”

Jennifer wanted to clap, but she didn’t. Her happiness rose to a new level. Clenching her fists on her hips, her frown turned into a smile. “I can hardly believe it.”

“If I’m being honest, Ms. Steele, the feeling is mutual. The girl has given him a renewed faith in humanity, I think.”

Jennifer cocked her head to the side. “Why would he have lost his faith in humanity in the first place? Did he happen to tell you?” 

Vincent faced the ground and blushed. “Er, I promised I wouldn’t say.”

Jenny’s mouth nearly dropped open. “Does . . . it have something to do with me?”

Still unable to look at her face, Vince gave a small, timid nod. “It has something to do with you and his football friends.”

Jenny’s eyes bulged. Her heart sunk in her chest. She’d never felt such a drastic change from happiness and pride to loss and betrayal in her life. “That little shit,” she began. “You can’t be serious.”

“I—”

“He’s talking to strangers
 about my personal life!”

Vincent raised his palms forward to try to calm her down. His pale face was quickly turning redder and rosier. “In his defense, Jennifer, that’s what he blames on his failing grades, and his constant distraction. And possibly depression.”

“He blames all of it on me, huh? Not on his little wishful fantasy with Colette?”

Vincent said, “Please, Ms. Steele, try to calm down. The important thing is that his grades have made a turnaround. And believe me, he didn’t share the details of . . . you.”

It was a small relief, but enough to make Jennifer take a deep breath. “You still know more about me than I do you, Vince . . . and the stuff you know is so damn embarrassing and disgusting.”

Vincent shrugged. “It’s my burden to bear, I suppose. But everything we talk about is completely confidential, I assure y—”

“What, you fancy yourself a lawyer now, Mr. Shannon?”

There was another pause as Vincent looked away again.

“I’m sorry,” Jennifer finally said. “I just get so frustrated sometimes at his . . . hate for me. But I suppose I deserve it.” She sniffled and glanced up at the ceiling, trying to force the building tears back into her eyes. She blinked a few times and stared back at Vincent’s handsome face with a fake, renewed expression. “Let’s talk about the good things. How has my boy done so far?”

“In a few short weeks, he’s gone from failing to a solid C. If he does well on the final, that could become a B.”

Jennifer nodded. “That’s better than Ms. Kirkpatrick even hopes for.” 

“I know. She told me the same.”

“It seems you are quite the adept tutor, Mr. Shannon . . .”

The young man blushed again. In Jennifer’s opinion, it was utterly adorable. He had a quiet confidence that took most men half their lives to acquire. He wasn’t testosterone-filled and eager like Colton and his friends. Vincent Shannon seemed to have his shit together in a way that his contemporaries could only hope for, and it was an incredibly attractive quality.

He was going places.

“T-Thanks,” Vincent said, running a hand through his slicked-back brown hair. “But Ethan deserves the recognition for his hard work. I merely pointed him in the right direction.”

“Ah, he’s humble, too,” Jenny replied.

Vincent smiled, showing those dimples again. Jenny melted.

“How can I repay you for helping my son?” Jennifer asked after another lengthy, slightly awkward silence.

“Repay me? There’s no need—”

“Come on, now,” Jenny interjected, waving her hand at him. “Don’t be coy.” She knew he would never have the audacity to make a move—though he certainly had the confidence—but Jenny had no such qualms. She was a woman who was used to getting what she wanted, and the time had come to pounce.

“Let me take you to dinner,” she said, more as a demand than an offer.

Vincent raised a single eyebrow. It seemed like Jenny’s offer, her glib smile, her rosy cheeks . . . it was all coming together in his head. If he hadn’t noticed before, now he surely knew that he had her—hook, line, and sinker.

But he was still young, in his early 20s. If anything, she had him
 right where she wanted him.

“Well, how could I refuse that?” he said meekly.

“Wonderful.”

“Just the three of us?” he asked, nudging back toward where Ethan sat.

“No, just the two of us. When are you free?” She wanted to get the question out before he had a chance to think over his options. 

Vincent whipped out his cellphone. He pressed a few buttons. His face had a fiercely determined, smart look on it as he perused his calendar, and it turned Jennifer on even more. She hoped he wore the same concentrated, purposeful expression when he swung that meaty cock around.

“Tomorrow I have a meeting with the parents of another student of mine at night, so that’s no good. Wednesday, too. Thursday it looks like I’m free.”

Jennifer rubbed her chin. “Do you often go to dinners with the parents of your students?”

He shrugged. “Only when the offer presents itself. If you’re not comfortable with din—”

“No, no, the offer still stands. When you do these celebratory dinners . . . is it typically with the whole family? Both parents? Just the kid?”

Vincent cleared his throat. Jennifer thought she saw his eyes narrow for a moment, slightly seductively, but she couldn’t be sure.

“Typically it’s with the mother . . .” he said, then trailed off.

Jennifer had to hide her smile. That face he’s giving me tells me he’s not as coy as I originally thought . . .


“Interesting,” she said. She glanced down the length of his lanky, 6’4” frame, her eyes momentarily drifting over that hefty protrusion between his legs. “I won’t ask you why that may be . . .” she added, and then also trailed off.

Both of their voices had gotten very low and slightly raspy. Jennifer thought she saw the boy’s bulge twitch, but she imagined it was her eyes playing tricks on her.

When it was evident that their tempting, suggestive stares weren’t going to dissipate, Vincent cleared his throat. “So then, uh, Thursday it is?”

Jennifer nodded twice in quick succession. “Absolutely.”

Vincent smiled his innocent smile again. “Excellent. Then I look forward to it, Ms. Steele.”

Jennifer’s smile was much more silky, dripping with sensuousness. “Same . . . Vincent.”

He began to walk away, back toward Ethan at the front of the class.

“Oh, and Vincent,” she called, and he turned. Her voice lowered again. “When we’re out to dinner, don’t call me Ms. Steele.”

When she stopped her sentence short, without saying, “Call me Jennifer or Jenny,” he furrowed his brow. “Okay, um, very well. What should I call you?”

She smirked. “I’m sure you’ll think of something . . .”
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Chapter Two


T
he next morning at the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art, where Jennifer worked, she walked in with pep in her step. She had had an epic masturbation session that morning that brightened her day. She looked forward to the dinner with the young tutor Vincent Shannon, and hoped that she could tutor him
 in a few things of the nastier variety.


Hopefully he knows how to use that big slab of cockmeat,
 she thought to herself as she sauntered through the front door of the museum.

Her boss, Quentin Marchand, was standing at the foot of the stairs leading to the second level of the building, alongside another man. He was shorter and younger, probably 5’8”, and had a clean-shaven face and business suit on.

Quentin was all smiles as he talked with the younger man, who couldn’t have been more than 30 years old. His jacket and slacks hadn’t been tailored and they were slightly baggy on his average frame. In fact, he looked pretty average in every sense of the word, and Jennifer didn’t feel even the slightest twinge in her nether regions at seeing the man.

The same couldn’t be said for laying eyes on Quentin. He always greased her loins, simply by being such an alpha male, and because she knew how dominant he was behind that rough, handsome exterior. He kept flashing his pearly whites, which lit up starkly against the contrast of his dark, tanned face. His black and gray beard was in full bloom, giving him an even more esteemed look.

Jennifer wanted to pull the Frenchman by his red tie and jump his bones right there. But the museum hadn’t even opened yet, and she had plenty of tours lined up for the day.

The intense fuck session would have to wait until business hours were over. So far, they’d been humping like jackrabbits every chance they got, once the museum was clear of any guards and employees, usually around six o’clock.

Since their first date a couple weeks before, which led to sharing four or five glasses of wine and a heated, passionate session of kinky sex in Quentin’s office, she couldn’t keep herself away from the man.

He was strong and rich, and knew how to take control. While most women liked to be led and wined and dined, Jennifer enjoyed being put in her place more than most. She also had money, thanks to her divorce, but that wasn’t the culminating issue with a man like Quentin Marchand.

Money meant nothing. It was a means to an end—to have nice cars like his Maserati, and to flaunt fancy dinners to his dates. But the heat he was packing in those tailored slacks was what really set Jenny off. Plus, his domineering nature was a big bonus. He was hairy and manly and wasn’t afraid to manhandle a woman.

He was also the only man Jennifer was currently banging who was older than she was. He was in his mid-40s, possibly early-50s—she hadn’t asked yet. She assumed his wealth was self-made, since she didn’t see him as the groveling, born-with-a-silver-spoon type. But she could’ve been wrong.

It didn’t matter.

As long as he kept bending her over his oaken desk and slapping her fat ass while he reamed her soggy cunt with his big fat cock, she didn’t care about all the accessories.

“Ah, Jennifer, there you are!” he said as she approached the stairs. “You look lovely, my dear.” He gave her the once over, raising his eyebrows at her attire: a cardigan over a turquoise dress-shirt and a flowery dress that didn’t quite reach her knees. Her blonde hair was also done up in a bun, which was proper for work, but Quentin always liked to take it down so he could yank on it while he fucked her from behind.

Unbeknownst to Q, Jenny also had a little buttplug shoved up her rear, to keep her stimulated and trained throughout the day. It wasn’t an everyday occurrence that she worked with the plug or a mini-vibrator in her pussy, but today seemed like a good one because she was in a good mood. She wanted to stay constantly horny through the day, so by the time closing came . . . she would be ready for all of Quentin’s thick meat.

He liked to jam his girthy lovepump in her asshole, to stretch her out and leave her screaming like a banshee, and she loved it just as much. She’d gone from never doing anal with her ex-husband, to loving every moment of it whenever the occasion arose. There was nothing quite as naughty or slutty as having her asshole filled and widened by a thick fuckshaft—the thicker the better—being taken like a backyard bitch and then thrown on the ground while her asshole gaped and leaked stinky cum.

The first time Quentin had assfucked her, he had put one foot on her head to keep her pinned, making her lick the floor like a dog. The punishing way he had lowered his cock into her bum had left her whimpering and begging like a good little slut, and she’d squirted back on him like a firehose at least twice.

She had then passed out from the intensity, but not before cumming her brains out. Then she’d licked up all of her spilled juices and Quentin’s dripping cum from the wooden floor in his office, and he had hug-fucked her for another hour until she became a brain-dead wreck once more.

Jennifer licked her lips at the thought, which flashed through her mind in the time that it took Quentin to say “hello” and compliment her wardrobe choices.

“You look great as well, Quentin, thank you,” she told the older man.

Quentin put a hand around the shoulder of the man standing next to him. When the young man smiled at her, his eyebrows arched in a way that made Jennifer smile, too.


Okay, he’s a little cuter than I first gave him credit for,
 she thought, smiling at him.

“This is Bobby Stein, a great friend to the museum,” Quentin said, beaming. He squeezed Bobby’s shoulder and added, “He’s one of my son’s best friends and a magnificent contributor to the arts.”

“Oh?” Jenny asked, unsure what else to say. “You have a son?” she asked, quickly realizing that it was a minor mistake to focus on that rather than Bobby’s philanthropic endeavors to her place of business.

Bobby chuckled. He had overly curly hair that hung down to his shoulders and outed him as a Jew immediately. If it wasn’t the hair, though, it would’ve been the last name.

“Three, in fact,” Quentin said, smiling even broader.

Jennifer’s eyes widened. The hell? How am I just learning about this now?


“And two daughters,” Bobby added once he’d finished laughing. “With three different women, no less!”

As Quentin side-eyed Bobby and frowned, his dark face flushing, Bobby broke into another belly-rumbling fit of laughter. The young man patted Quentin on the back, like he was an old pal and Bobby was just shootin’ the shit.

“Now, Bobby, was that necessary?” Quentin asked through gritted teeth, his eyes fluttering over to Jennifer with a dark expression.

It was an expression that scared Jenny. Her eyes were still widened, and she unconsciously took a step back. “Oh!” she exclaimed, still unsure how to react to this news.

So, Quentin is a player who’s always had trouble keeping it in his pants, then? Why am I not surprised?

It slightly annoyed her that she was just learning about Quentin’s most-likely-adulterous ways from this snide little shit, but she said nothing. She already didn’t care much for Mr. Stein, much in the same way that the snooty Deedee Rochester had also rubbed her the wrong way.

Eventually, she shrugged, more to satisfy herself than the two men standing in front of her. Whatever,
 she thought, I’m not gonna house Quentin’s sixth baby, that’s for damn sure. And he still has a big fucking cock I want to fill me to the brim.


Except maybe we’ll be doing more anal from here on out . . .

She wasn’t opposed to that idea, either.

Quentin changed the subject, and the hold he had on Bobby’s shoulder looked a bit painful now for the young man. “Bobby is in tech and living in Silicon Valley. He’s staying here for the weekend. I’d say he’s arguably doing even better than my son up there.”

“Definitely doing better than your son, you mean, sir,” Bobby said, snorting.

Before Quentin’s face could sink and get angry again, Bobby added, “But I give much more to the arts than J.P. does, too, do I not?”

“That you do, Bobby.” Quentin’s smile had disappeared completely.

Jennifer felt bad for her boss. First his offspring situation had blown up in his face in front of the girl he was currently banging—although not the only girl—and then the young bastard dissed his child.

She found herself frowning at the arrogant fucker in front of her, who she looked down on due to the high heels she wore.

“Well, that’s all very interesting,” she said, eager to get away from the duo. They were putting a damper on her chipper mood, and even the buttplug wasn’t helping at the moment. “But I have to get ready for my first tour.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” Quentin said. He didn’t remove his arm from around Bobby, but instead wheeled the young man around and headed for the stairs. “I’ll be giving this snooty kid a personal tour, but I’m sure I’ll see you later.”

Jennifer nodded. She quirked one eyebrow and watched the two leave.

As they gained the stairs, she heard Bobby say, “Come on now, Q, don’t be angry. I’m just fooling around.”

“Yes, but this is my place of work, Bobby. You don’t see me going to Google or whatever fucking haughty boutique company you work at and espousing all your secrets, do you?” Quentin said, his voice low and seething.

“You could if you wanted . . .”

“I’ve outgrown that sort of young arrogance, boy, even if you clearly . . .” his voice trailed off as they got away from Jennifer’s earshot.

She shook her head and sighed.

What a start to the day. And what an awful little prick.

She turned around and flattened her dress over her curvy body, then got ready for the day ahead.
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THE DAY PROVED TO BE
 a little more trying than she had hoped, but she made it through. More than three tour attendees had asked stupid questions that she had to then ask other tour guides the answer to. She hated having to find out the answers for questions, because it made her look amateurish and unprofessional, and showed her that she wasn’t yet ready for any kind of promotion.

Not that she thought she deserved a promotion—she’d been with the museum for a month! But it seemed like a much longer shot when she had to ask for help.

It didn’t matter that she was banging the boss. That sort of extracurricular activity would be canceled out by her naivete.

Besides the few hiccups during the tours, everything else went off without a hitch. She managed to sign up a few people for annual memberships—which was a great source of revenue for the museum, not to mention passholders were invited to special galas, events, and auctions, where they tended to throw down even more money to the cause.

If the biggest benefactors of the museum didn’t come from personal relationships like Bobby Stein, then they typically came from annual passholders, first, such as Deedee Rochester.

The membership was a drip campaign to keep the art-lovers coming through the door, with the hope that they’d contribute in the future. It was a good and classy business model, without seeming too outgoing and money-hungry. Donors made up the majority of the museum’s revenue, and therefore Quentin’s salary and his employees’ salaries.

The longer she worked there, the more it made sense to Jennifer that Quentin would “reward” his female benefactors in any way he could.

She wondered what the Frenchman would do for the male contributors like Bobby. Take him out fishing? Give him first-class tickets to his favorite plays and ballgames that he could take his own family to? Invest in his company’s stock?

There were many possible ways that Quentin could thank a donor, especially with his connections in the city.

At 6:00 p.m., Jennifer closed the doors of the museum after letting out the final straggling visitors, and within 15 minutes the other employees were also gone.

She hadn’t yet cozied up to the other men and women working there, because she figured the turnover rate was pretty high for the younger people who came in for a few hours to do clerk and concierge duties.

Plus, it seemed that she caught them giving her awkward, nasty stared sometimes, which was a bit inexplicable—like they knew that she was sleeping with the director. But how could they, unless Quentin had told them?

He definitely didn’t seem like the type to do that. If anything, judging by his own secret coming out that morning about having five children with three separate women, the director was pretty tightlipped about his affairs outside of work.

Jennifer shook her head and stopped thinking about it. She hadn’t seen Bobby Stein leave the building yet, but she assumed he’d snuck out during one of her tours. If he hadn’t, that means he would have been at the museum for close to eight hours!

Jennifer shuffled up the stairs to the second level, where Quentin’s office awaited, and briefly fingered her ass to get the buttplug to situate itself better.

As Jennifer approached Quentin’s door, she saw that it was slightly ajar, but thought nothing of it. That was his MO, she’d learned after being there long enough.

She bounced the idea around in her head about either asking him out to dinner before they fell into the sack, or just asking to get ravaged across his desk like normal.

She awaited to see what kind of a mood he’d be in.

Jenny was looking down at the ground as she neared the door, but a strange noise made her pause before opening it further.

She peered through the crack in the door and was swiftly met with a sense of déjà vu—the first time she’d crept in on Quentin Marchand and had spied him pummeling Deedee Rochester for all she was worth, dicking the rich woman down like a common whore.

This time, Quentin stood against the edge of his desk where his patrons and friends usually sat. He didn’t sit in his chair behind the desk, but rather in front of it.

Jennifer could see the slightly crumpled suit of Bobby Stein, his back facing the Peeping Jen. Bobby was on his knees in front of Quentin, his head bobbing back and forth, his curly locks dangling and swaying in the air around his shoulders.

The younger man made lewd slurping noises and Quentin had his head bowed, staring at Bobby with a clenched jaw.

Jennifer could just see the base of Quentin’s thick cock, with Bobby’s mouth wrapped around it.

The art director had his hands cupped behind Bobby’s head, gently pushing the boy’s face onto his big dick.

From the side-angle shot that Jennifer saw, she noticed that Bobby’s eyes were closed. Even though he gagged with every other thrust from Quentin’s punishing girth, he seemed entranced and loved every minute of the fellatio he gave his friend’s dad.

And that was the first thought that rifled through Jennifer’s mind. His best friend’s
 dad! Holy fuck! Does ol’ J.P. know that his bestie is giving his dad the best deepthroat facefuck of his life?!


It made Jennifer wet as she watched the younger man pleasure Quentin’s mammoth cock. Bobby’s neck bulged from the effort of taking the Frenchman’s thickness down his gullet, but the gayboy seemed like a real pro.

For a moment, Jennifer felt a bit insecure as she wondered if this little shit gave better blowjobs than she did.

She was utterly baffled. She threw a hand over her mouth to keep from making a peep, while the other hand unconsciously glided below her dress’ waistband and starting twiddling her pussy.

This was only the second time she’d walked in on Quentin in the middle of extracurricular activities at the workplace, but it was just as hot as the first time, if not hotter.

With Deedee Rochester, Jennifer had been able to imagine herself there, but she still felt a pang of jealousy that the older woman was getting such a thorough dicking from such a handsome man.

With this situation, Jennifer didn’t know what to think. She could have never guessed that Quentin would treat his male donors just like he’d treat his female ones . . . if that’s what was happening here.

It seemed strangely incestuous, Quentin getting a sloppy blowjob from his son’s friend. But that disgusting, taboo feeling only made Jennifer wetter.

Bobby’s face was trapped in a state of bliss as he took down pump after pump of Quentin’s fat cock. He gurgled on the man’s shaft and wrapped his arms around Quentin’s hairy, exposed ass, pushing the big man deeper down his maw.

His face turned red and his neck bulged like an Alien trying to burst through John Hurt’s chest. The lewd sounds coming from Bobby’s throat became sloppier and noisier, until Quentin was also grunting and groaning.

After tenderly pushing Bobby’s head down the length of his dickshaft for quite some time, Quentin seemed to lose all patience. He roughly grabbed the boy’s curly locks and started swinging his hips into Bobby’s face.

“You shouldn’t have been such a little shit today, my poor little cub,” Quentin murmured. “Now I have to punish you. But you understand that, right?”

Bobby nodded, even as he took the full length of Quentin’s big cock down his throat.

The plap-plap
 of Quentin’s big hairy balls slapping off Bobby’s face and chin sounded out and echoed through the room, reverberating down the hall past Jennifer.

Her pussy juices soaked her fingers to the second knuckle, and she stuck a third finger inside herself to get that nice, stretched feeling.

Raw, painful noises were coming from Bobby’s throat now. Quentin kept grunting with every vicious thrust as he battered the back of the boy’s throat with his fat tool.

Jennifer ducked away behind the wall before she let out a small whimper from her own pussy igniting from pleasure. It was almost even hotter to just listen to those lewd, disgusting sounds, now that she couldn’t see into the room. It gave her imagination room to run wild, and run wild it did.

She heard a sliding schlorp
 sound and Bobby coughed and wretched. “Y-Yes, big bear, I’m sorry I caused such a ruckus at your work. Can you forgive me? Can you please slam your huge alpha nuts against my face and smother me with your hairy sack?”

“I will do that and more, my boy, but not so you’ll like it. You need disciplining, not rewarding, you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Then show me that little butt of yours so I can split it wide open.”

Jennifer nearly choked on her own spit. Her body twitched from a sudden orgasm, then she straightened against the wall.

For some reason, she wanted to stop this before it came to full penetration. Mainly because she
 wanted to be penetrated, but also because she wanted to embarrass the two men, in the heat of their passions.

It was part of the territory of her voyeurism.

She fumbled around in her little purse around her arm until she found her cellphone. She backed up from the door and wall and looked down at it like she was deeply engrossed.

Then she trudged through the door with her head down, all while saying, “Quentin, I was thinking we could dine at—”

Then she looked up and put on her best Oscar-worthy look of shock and awe. Her eyes bulged and she dropped her phone on the hardwood floor—though it was luckily in a leather case and she knew it wouldn’t break.

“Oh my God!” she cried aloud, watching as Quentin stood over Bobby Stein with his huge wet cock draped over the younger man’s head.

Bobby and Quentin’s faces both darted in her direction, Bobby’s turning redder than a tomato. Quentin didn’t seem embarrassed, much to Jennifer’s disappointment. He just tilted his head to the side and stared at Jenny with his big, piercing eyes.

The older man wasn’t embarrassed to stand in front of her with his hulking fat cock and big hanging balls so close to Bobby’s face, the younger man’s saliva still dripping from his great package.

“I-I-I’m so sorry!” Jennifer said, her own face going beet-red. She slapped a palm over her mouth again, trying her best, and backpedaled like she was about to leave the room.

As expected, Quentin called out, “Wait! Jennifer, ma chérie, don’t go.” His cock was still rock-hard, even as he spoke to Jennifer with a groveling voice.

Jennifer froze where she stood.

Bobby faced the ground, so overly embarrassed that it looked like he wanted to die.

Serves him right for being such an asshole earlier!

Bobby tried to get up from his knees, but Quentin had his hands on the boy’s head and refused to let him up.

Jennifer’s face broke into one of understanding and knowing—like she had a sudden one-up on Quentin. Her playful shock and awe had disappeared.

“So, Quentin, you’re . . . bisexual?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips.

He shrugged. “I’m French.”

Jennifer threw her head back and barked a nasty laugh. “Oh, that’s what we’re calling it now? You have your dick in another man’s mouth, and it’s because you’re French?”


“Don’t be angry, my rose. I told you, I reward all of our greatest benefactors.”

“Yeah, but when you said all,
 I thought you meant—”

“Only women, yes, I gather that.” The big man shrugged again. “I do not discriminate between my patrons, Jennifer.” 

Jennifer scoffed and snorted. She had an angry look on her face, though she was feeling much more horny than she was enraged. But she didn’t want to play it off with Quentin that way—she wanted to see how he’d respond.

So far, he’d responded with unencumbered, unembarrassed aplomb. He truly didn’t give a shit what people thought of him, and that only made him hotter.

“Dammit, Q . . .” she murmured.

“This changes nothing between us, my dear, unless you allow it to,” Quentin said.

She wanted to say “This changes everything!” but she knew it wasn’t true. Staring at that big sloppy cock, as hard as a steel beam as it wagged near Bobby’s face . . .

She needed it.

“Will you flee, Jennifer?” Quentin asked, his voice serious and thick with his French accent. “Or will you . . . join us?”

He showed his palms to her in a white-flag moment of surrender.

The choice was hers to make.

And she had already made her decision before she’d even stepped into that room. 

Jenny realized that she didn’t mind if that tremendous fuckrod broke open Bobby’s supple asshole . . .

She just wanted it to break open hers, first.
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Chapter Three


Q
uentin flipped Jenny’s dress up her back and then spanked her big, luscious ass, sending ripples through her curvy flesh. He had her planked over his desk, on her stomach, her legs jutting out past his hips. He’d moved in between her thighs and spread her legs apart.

Noticing the knob-end of the buttplug sticking out of Jenny’s asshole, the Frenchman chuckled and said, “Ah, I see you’ve been training your cute asshole for me.”

He put his strong hands on both her buttocks and squeezed, then bent his head forward and grabbed the knob of the buttplug with his teeth. His nose sunk into her asscrack, disappearing. He growled like a dog, twisting left and right to get the plug to move inside her.

Jenny whimpered and flexed her asscheeks around Quentin’s face. Her face and arms dangled over the other end of the desk, and her fat tits felt tender smashed up against her body.

After toying with Jenny’s ass for a moment, Quentin reeled his head back and ripped the buttplug out. Jenny’s whole body twitched.

Her asshole gaped and breathed in Quentin’s face. He could see more than a few inches down her sphincter.

Quentin smiled, dropped the buttplug onto the ground, and licked his lips. “You have such a pretty bum, my dear,” he said.

Jenny bit her bottom lip and glanced over her shoulder at him. She saw the eager, hungry look in his eyes. “If you think that, then why don’t you stick your tongue in my asshole and rim me like a margarita?”

Quentin chuckled. “It’s not very often I take orders from a woman, but that suggestion is just too good to pass up. Still, you’ll have to be taught a lesson.”

Jenny opened her mouth to speak, but before she could she felt a lightning bolt pierce her butthole, causing her whole body to seize up.

Moaning, Jenny bent her head down.

Quentin savagely tongued her anus, not opting to take any time at all for pleasantries. His tongue darted in and out of her asshole and rimmed the tender skin around the hole. He spread her cheeks with his hands so he could get his face past those fleshy buttocks, and he squeezed hard on them as he ate out her bum.

Jenny’s eyes popped open, her neck veins bulging. It was such a rush having her asshole eaten out, and it was always orgasm inducing. Especially when Quentin rimmed her, with his fat leathery tongue dripping with saliva.

Like most real
 men, he wasn’t afraid to eat ass—he actually relished it.

The tongue that replaced her buttplug hit all the right spots, perusing her rectum and sliding against her walls.

As Quentin slobbered in her asshole, she started to grow wet around her pussy, the juices leaking all around her thighs.

The Frenchman rimmed her for a good 10 minutes, at which time Jenny let her mind go wild and she came. As her toes curled behind Quentin while she released her orgasm, a pair of softer hands snagged her feet.

She yelped and tried to look over her shoulder again, but the pleasure of Quentin tonguing her butthole was too great, and she couldn’t move her head on her limp neck without twitching.

She heard Bobby Stein’s snooty chuckle, coming from behind Quentin.

The Frenchman stood up and spanked her bubbly asscheeks a couple times, until red handprints showed, and then he hammered his cock lengthwise against her bouncy booty. His heavy dick slapped down into her asscrack and was enveloped by her luscious mounds.

She was still wet between her crack, from his rimjob, which made a natural lubricant for his dark, thick fuckshaft.

Quentin squeezed Jenny’s asscheeks together like he was squeezing a pair of tits, and created a natural tunnel for his cock to slide along. He hotdogged Jenny’s butt with slow strokes, gaining speed as the minutes went by.

Then Jenny felt the Frenchman’s body flinch and he stopped moving.

“If you stick your cock in my ass, Bobby, there will be dire consequences,” the big man rumbled. “You won’t walk straight for a month.”

Bobby’s voice was meek. “B-But—”

“Don’t get into a battle you can’t hope to win, you cucky bitch.”

Hearing Quentin speak like that almost made Jenny crack up. She was incredibly turned on at the thought of what was happening behind her: Bobby sliding his pecker in between Quentin’s toned, hairy ass, while Quentin did the same with Jenny’s luscious butt.

Bobby wanted to create an ass play train, like a human centipede connected by dicks, but Quentin warned him that it wouldn’t end how he wanted . . . well, it probably would, if what Bobby wanted was a gaping asshole and a belly full of cum.

Bobby whined some more, but gave up. He decided it wasn’t in his best interest to assfuck his friend’s father.

Quentin, meanwhile, had no such hesitation when it came to Jenny. He grew tired of hotdogging her asscheeks like a pair of tits, molding her buttocks around his thick girth, and then pulled her body further down the desk.

She yipped as she was dragged across the desk, forced to lift her head so her chin didn’t catch the edge. She repositioned herself by placing her elbows on the desk and her chin between her arms, also on the desk, and awaited Quentin’s merciless ravishing.

Her entire body trembled with eager trepidation.

She yipped when his big, bell-shaped cockhead first prodded her asshole, stretching out the skin and plugging her up like a wine bottle.

Jenny’s mouth fell open and she let out a little whining sound as Quentin’s thick fuckstick drove deeper into her shitter, spreading her anus wide and dipping into her rectum. It filled her ass tunnel, and then he started to move, swinging his toned hips.

Quentin grunted as he drove into her. “Despite your buttplug training you all day and leaving you gaping, dear Jennifer, your asshole is still so tight!”

Jenny snorted, her neck veins going taut. “It’s because your huge cock is so thick, Quen!”

The man chuckled and rammed her again, bringing his heavy balls swinging into her pussy hanging off the edge of the desk.

Her legs kicked out wildly as he assfucked her, and Jenny’s moans became deep and guttural, like a primal animal.

It felt so amazing having her asshole filled to the brim with Quentin’s girthy dick. She felt like a true naughty slut being put in her place, which was all she ever wanted from her lovers. She just wanted to be used and abused and ruined, until she was a brain-dead mess on the floor and writhing with her belly and womb deeply filled with thick, stinky cum.

She felt hands grab her ankles again, and tried to look over her shoulder to see what was happening, but Quentin put his hand on her neck and pushed down. Her mouth open, she licked the oak table like a dog, eager to wet something.

She came within minutes of Quentin jamming his cock in her ass, despite having zero pussy penetration. His fat slab of manmeat filled her and touched all the right nerve endings, reaching much further than her buttplug could ever hope to.

Her muscles clenched around Quentin’s cock, making the man groan in ecstasy, and then she barked as she unleashed a monstrous orgasm.

“Fuuuck!” she cried. “You’re really pounding my guts in with your big fat dick!”

Quentin spanked her ass over and over as he railed her, until her body was rocking back and forth on the desk. Her tits ran raw against the wood, squeezed down from her bodyweight. 

The hands on her ankles moved to her feet and ran over her smooth soles. She heard Bobby’s snooty laugh and wanted to say something, but the words wouldn’t come. Her body just felt too blissful and her speech was momentarily lost in her mind.

She felt something warm sliding against her feet and knew that Bobby was running his cock over her soles. The young man brought her feet together like two defibrillators on his cock, and let out a shuddering moan as he gave himself a footjob with the strange girl planked in front of him.

Jenny’s bulky thighs wrapped around Quentin’s hips as Bobby moved her feet back and forth along his cock.

“What the hell!” Jenny yelled, but her voice wavered as Quentin speared her asshole hard and sent more than five inches of his cock down her rectum. She groaned and moaned and felt like her tummy would inflate from the sheer size of the penis impaling her.

“F-Fuck, I’m gonna cum on your ass, Quentin!” Bobby cried out as he rubbed Jenny’s feet on his dick and built up more friction. He was just inches from the hairy Frenchman, and at one point, Quentin’s heavy balls swung back and smacked into his cock and Jenny’s feet.

“Don’t you dare,” Quentin rumbled.

Jenny realized that Bobby had an average sized cock, based on the size of the member running along her soles and toes. If it had been Quentin’s big dick getting a footjob, it would have stuck out on both ends of her feet like a ballpark hotdog. But Bobby wasn’t so lucky.

He said, “Can I stick my fat sweaty balls in her mouth to shut her up, then?”

“You little bastard!” Jenny shouted.

“That’s a better idea,” Quentin said.

Jenny frowned. Quentin spanked her again.

Bobby rounded the desk and stood in front of her with a smirk on his face.

Jenny was helpless to move—immobile because of the monstercock reaming her asshole, turning her into a human shish kabob. She wiggled around defensively, but it was helpless.

So she just stuck Bobby Stein with a stare, her body bouncing along the desk, seesawing back and forth.

Bobby jerked off in front of her, his average-sized dick in his hand. Then he reached into his trousers and hoisted his nutsack out, letting it dangle down between his legs.

Jenny’s eyes went wide.

Compared to his cock, the boy’s balls were huge. They were thick and saggy, hanging much lower than his cock would were it soft, and shaped like two cum-filled eggs.

Jenny furrowed her brow. “You’ve got a hefty pair of nuts on you for having such a mediocre cock, Bobby S—”

Quentin gave a particular harsh thrust and spanked her ass at the same time, and Jenny’s voice was cut off. Her mouth opened wide, and it was at that moment that Bobby lunged forward and popped one of his large balls into her mouth.

It filled her cheek like a Cadbury egg. His testicle was sweaty and slick and tangy, and Jenny nearly choked on it as her mouth closed around it.

A second later, Bobby pushed forward again, forcing her mouth open, and shoved his other nut into her face.

Spewing saliva and snot, Jenny took the boy’s entire scrotum into her maw and gagged from the manly taste and size. She mumbled something offensive that came out as “Graack!” and then started slurping and sucking on Bobby’s nutsack, despite herself.

Bobby smeared the underside of his cock over her forehead and nose, swiping it along her face like a windshield wiper.

She choked and kept gurgling on the man’s ballsack.

It didn’t take long for the younger man to cum. He grunted and held his breath, his face taking on that universal look of a man about to lose his shit.

Bobby pumped his hips forward and pressed Jenny’s cheeks together, making her look like a blowfish. She struggled in his grip, but could hardly move her head.

The first jet of cum spurted from his cock and smacked her forehead, splashing upward like a rock thrown on a lake’s surface.

Then he grunted, and a second torrent of cum sprayed out from his cock like a fountain, thick and white and gooey. It rained over Jenny’s head and cascaded down into her hair, messing everything up.

“Oh fuuck, she’s such a good nutsucker!” he yelled as he erupted.

At nearly the same time, Quentin squeezed both hands on Jenny’s plump asscheeks, spreading them far apart until her crack became a wide crevice.

The Frenchman nearly hilted himself in poor Jenny’s asshole, clogging her sphincter with his thick inches. She shouted and came for a third time, and she felt another orgasm on the rise.

Quentin growled like a bear, then held his body taut against hers, his hips shaking. His first explosion of cum swept down her rectum and coated her innards in viscous heat.

Jenny screamed, clenching her muscles. “Oh my God, Quentin, fill my fucking belly with your nasty seed! Break my stupid little asshole in two!”

The river of jizz kept coming from the Frenchman’s heavy nutsack, pouring into her and messing up her intestines.

She felt both full and bloated, and thought she could see her stomach inflating from the enormous quantity of spunk that battered her insides.

She bit her bottom lip and held on for dear life, and then erupted in her own orgasmic bliss. She squirted back on Quentin’s stomach and legs like a fire hydrant, her piss and juices flying out behind her.

Quentin just laughed as he dislodged his cock from her ass and took a step back. He smacked his still-hard cock on her asscheeks, wiping off some of the cum.

Jenny’s asshole as wide and breathing and dark. A flood of jizz rolled out like backwash, running down her legs and thighs and dripping onto the floor to create a puddle at Quentin’s feet.

Quentin kept laughing as the sticky cum dripped down between her legs and plopped onto the wooden floor with an audible sound. Jenny’s piss and fluids dripped from his own heavy, dangling nutsack.

He looked over the prone, planked body of Jenny and said, “That was extraordinary, Jennifer, my dear.”

She just gasped and tried to catch her breath. Her body still felt afire with climactic aftershocks.

Bobby caught Quentin’s gaze and tried to look away, but it was hopeless.

“Now then,” Quentin said, facing the younger man. He spanked Jenny’s ass one more time, making the woman cry out miserably. It jiggled in his hand and the ripples ran through her fleshy, curvy body.

Quentin grinned at Bobby’s scared face. “It’s time for your punishment, Bobby my boy. Bring your tight little ass over here so I can gape it like this poor woman’s fat bum.”
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Chapter Four


J
enny watched in awe from the corner of the room for a while as Quentin Marchand assfucked his own son’s best friend. He had the yuppie bent over the same drenched desk that she’d been planked on, and railed into him mercilessly, grumbling words of dominance and punishment.

With her mouth open in shock, she fingered herself and quickly realized how fucked up this family was.

Quentin Marchand was so deeply embedded in sexual congress that he didn’t even care who he fucked, apparently. As long as he got off, that is all that mattered.

It helped that he was incredibly good at fucking and well endowed, like some European god.

It made sense to Jenny, watching him batter poor Bobby Stein’s ass, his hips colliding and slapping into the boy’s tight, small butt, that he was La Jolla’s most eligible bachelor.

Once you saw the man for what he really was: a depraved, horny beast, it became almost impossible to resist him.

During business hours, he worked you over with his charm and million-dollar smile. His black-and-gray beard and tanned skin made him look rugged and esteemed. His dark cock was long and thick and uncut—a regular chip off the old block.

He was a man’s man, quite literally, since he was now pounding a man senseless and making the pasty boy scream out his name and all sorts of other nasty things.

“Yes, you big fucking bear! Rape my ass until I can’t staaand!” Bobby wailed, uncaring that Jenny was still in the room, listening and watching everything transpire.

Jenny’s pussy was still soaked. Her knees were drawn up to her chest, pressed against her fat tits. Her dress was in shambles around her waist, and her fingers plunged into her cunt and rummaged around like they were searching for gold during the San Francisco gold rush.

She came, whimpering as another moment of passion racked her body.

The plap-plap-plap
 of Quentin’s heavy balls banging away against Bobby’s ass rang out and echoed through the room and down the hall.

After watching for another heart stopping few minutes, Jenny quietly let herself out of the office and limped down the stairs to the front of the museum.

Her brain was still foggy and fuzzy from all the times she’d cum. Her body felt weightless as she zombie-walked down the stairs. She held her high heels in her hands, because she hardly trusted herself to be able to walk normally—much less with pin-sized stilettos on.

She was sweaty and sticky. As she reached the cool night air of La Jolla, outside the museum, it did little to avail her dampness. The air was humid and sticky, just like her.

She reached her car, and wondered if she would fuck Quentin Marchand again. She was a strong woman, but she didn’t know if she could put up with his egregious, animalistic behavior for very long.

He was a bit scary, probably because
 he was such a fixture in the community.


If only the little old ladies and men who frequent the Museum of Contemporary Art knew who he
 really is!
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AFTER SHOWERING OFF
 at home and purging her thoughts of the righteous assfucking she’d received, Jennifer went downstairs and had dinner with her son.

While they ate, Jenny was all smiles. She congratulated Ethan on manning up and asking out Colette, the half-Costa Rican, to the prom.

For the first time in a long time, Ethan actually smiled back at her. He blushed like an innocent child, and it made Jenny’s heart melt.

She also gave him a hearty congratulations for turning his English grade around. She said she couldn’t have been more proud of him, and the mother and son finally reconciled.

Little did Ethan know, the thoughts swirling around his mother’s head were anything but innocent.

She wondered if Vincent Shannon had the sexual prowess that Colton Cunningham and Quentin Marchand did.

Colton and Quentin were very different, but similar at the same time. They were both A-type alpha males, commanding and in charge. They both had huge, juicy cocks, though the 18-year-olds was a bit bigger and intimidating than Quentin’s. They both had strong, sculpted bodies, though Quentin had the “old man strength” and experience of a man twice Colton’s age, which he was, at least.

Quentin seemed a bit more diabolical in nature, because his dark side was well masked by his charming personality. But then again, Colton had first seemed like an innocent do-gooder when he’d been growing up with Ethan. It was always “yes ma’am” and “thank you ma’am” when Jennifer was involved.

Until she blackmailed him, which brought out the boy’s mean streak. He fucked like a jackhammer, which brought Jenny to her knees, while Quentin screwed like a well-trained expert.

They were very similar beings, despite their tremendous age gap.

But Vincent Shannon had seemed different. He was taller than either of them, but scrawny and feminine in appearance. He wore big glasses that outed him as a geek—as if his “business card” for tutoring didn’t already do that.

For all Jenny knew, his big bulge was just a pair of socks smuggled into his underwear. She wouldn’t have been surprised.

But he also had said that he frequently went to dinners with his students’ mothers . . . and he’d said it with a bit of a hint behind his words.

Jenny eagerly awaited her own dinner with the bright young man. He was ambitious and confident in his abilities, and she just hoped that he was as confident in the sack as he was with Ethan at the schoolroom.

She wasn’t sure she had read the situation correctly, also—had Vince been coming onto her? It was Jenny who had invited him to dinner, but he had seemed ready for it . . .

Maybe he won’t even want to fuck me!

After finishing dinner, Jenny escaped to her bed and masturbated one more time, with the new boy Vince in her mind, before falling into a deep sleep.

[image: ]



THURSDAY CAME AROUND
 and Jenny was a mess. She went through the day at the museum like Frankenstein—slightly brain-dead and stumbling.

As usual, she had big fat donkey dicks on her mind. But she had forgotten to grab her buttplug from Quentin’s office room upstairs, after their torrid threesome. She wondered if he kept it in one of his drawers as a keepsake, because he hadn’t yet offered to give it back to her.

Instead, she wore her motorized mini-vibrator, which kept her busy and wet all through the day.

She gave a few guided tours, signed a few annual memberships, and was out of the museum by 6:00 p.m., leaving without saying goodbye to Quentin. In fact, she hadn’t spoken much to Quentin since their savage menage.

She texted Vince at 6:30 and told him where to meet for dinner.

He quickly texted back “OK,” and they were off to the races.

They met at Eddie V’s, a fine seafood restaurant that sat on the cliffside of the La Jolla Cove. It was utterly fancy and completely inappropriate for a dinner with Jenny’s son’s tutor. But she had ulterior motives, of course, and the means to pay for a nice meal.

She was trying to wine and dine this cute bastard, and it was clear from the onset.

She went home and dressed in a tight, curve-hugging dress that showed off her best assets. Her low-plunging neckline pressed her cleavage together and pumped her big tits out for everyone to see.

She wanted to impress, and judging by Vince’s wide eyes when she arrived at the restaurant, her attire had the intended result.

Vincent was dressed in a nicely tailored suit that also hugged his skinny frame. It was nothing like the baggy suit that Bobby Stein had worn, which didn’t fit the young man’s form at all. Then again, she couldn’t expect yuppie tech guys from Silicon Valley to know anything about style and fashion.

Vince did, though. His lanky arms and legs were perfectly cuffed and dressed by his smoker’s jacket and creased slacks. And this time, he did wear a tie: a purple one.

They hugged at the door and were quickly seated.

“Seven o’clock on a Thursday night, and the place seemed packed,” Vince said, slightly surprised. “Did you make reservations, Ms. Steele?”

She smirked at him as they walked arm-in-arm to their table. It was dressed with a pristine white cloth and two small candles to create the romantic ambiance. One entire wall of the restaurant was made of glass and looked out at the beautiful Pacific Ocean.

“I might have,” she purred, taking a seat once the maitre d’ pulled her chair out for her.

“Ah, eager to impress, are you?” Vince asked, winking at her. His demeanor wasn’t much changed from the classroom, but he spoke in a lower voice, which gave him more of a mysterious air.

She smiled at him again. She loved the shallow dimples on his cheeks, which made him seem so damn young but adorable at the same time. She clearly had a thing for younger guys—Colton being a prime example—and was not ashamed to admit it.

They spoke in hushed voices throughout dinner, both of them leaning forward and resting their chins on their fists. They stared into each other’s eyes with dreamy expressions.

For anyone looking in on the table, it was clear what was going on.

Little did Jennifer know, Colton Cunningham and his girlfriend and family were seated at a table across the way, and the young football stud could hardly take his eyes away from the table.

An immense sense of jealousy ripped through Colton as he watched Ms. Jennifer Steele getting chummy with the dorky looking English tutor. It was an emotion that Colton rarely felt, because he always got what he wanted, being so handsome and such a star on the football field.

Gabby, his girlfriend, kept elbow-bumping him to get him to pay attention to her. The innocent, beautiful teenager had strapped on a mighty dildo in the past and pegged Jennifer Steele’s fat ass, skewering her like a roast pig. If anything, Gabriella was even more ruthless than Colton, but it was Colton who couldn’t get his mind out of the jealous gutter.

Luckily, Colton’s parents were oblivious to the whole thing. They were at the fine restaurant to celebrate Colton’s latest victory, where he’d caught 18 passes for 226 yards and scored three touchdowns against one of their rival teams.

Also, Colton and Gabriella were going to prom together, of course, and they were the expected Prom King and Prom Queen. That was cause for celebration, too.

Jenny never took her eyes away from Vince’s handsome, gaunt face, so she never saw the angry looks of Colton and Gabriella. Had she seen them, she would have fled Eddie V’s like a matador running from a bull.

“So, as long as there’s grass on the field, you’re free to play ball, huh?” Vince asked her at one point, smirking.

She tilted her head and gave him a sly half-smile. “I’m not sure what . . . oh.”

“You like them young,” the young man continued.

“It wasn’t always that way.”

“Tell me about it.”

“You like to get personal real quick, don’t you, Mr. Shannon?” Jenny said wistfully, but with a grin on her face.

“It’s in my nature to understand the mothers of my students. I guess I’m just a people person.”

“I’d say. What do you want to know about?”

“The football player incident,” Vince said, leaning back in his chair. “Ethan said it was with one of his best friends on the team, you naughty woman, you.”

Jenny blushed. She sighed, then said, “Incident, or incidents?”


Vince’s mouth nearly fell open. “You’re incorrigible, Ms. Steele.”

“I thought we said you were going to think of a better thing to call me on our dinner date.”

“Oh, this is a date now, is it?”

Jenny leaned back in her chair. Her eyebrows arched downward in a lurid, seductive way.

“How about . . . my horny minx?” Vince asked.

“Too rough.”

“My rosy harlot?”

“Too archaic. Go deeper.”

“My silly sex kitten?”

“Mmm, closer,” she said, her voice rising an octave. Underneath the table, she reached out with one of her curvy, bare legs. Her shoe stayed on the ground, and her bare toes pressed between Vince’s legs. She twiddled her toes around and caressed his hefty bulge, then let out a soft whimper.

Vince grunted to himself and looked down at his lap. His hands disappeared beneath the table and he grabbed Jenny’s dainty foot. He roughly smashed the sole of her foot into his groin, and his face brightened with color.

“Oh my, you seem to be getting flush, my sexy tutor. Think you could teach me a thing or two?”

Vince nodded. “I could teach you some big things.”

“That outline in your crotch seems . . . huge . . . too.”

“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Vince said.

She nodded. She reached into her purse and whipped out two hundred-dollar bills, then set them on the table, knowing that their bill couldn’t have been more than $150.

When Vince stood, the cock outline running down his leg and bulging from the middle of his pants was absurd. Jenny nearly burst out laughing.

“That looks painful,” she said.

“I’m hoping you can help alleviate the discomfort.”

“That’s something I’m great at, I will admit.”

“Superb.”

They left Eddie V’s holding hands, practically power walking out the door, with Colton watching them go the entire way, shaking his head.

He would have to punish Ms. Steele again, he knew, in the future. She hadn’t called on him in quite a while, so he would have to take matters into his own hands.
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Chapter Five



“
W

here to?” Vincent asked as they walked outside.

“Down the street. I’ve booked a hotel room at La Valencia.”

Neither of them had to go to their respective cars—the infamous pink hotel where Jim Morrison and Paul McCartney and all sorts of legendary celebrities visited was just down the way.

“Wow, you really came prepared,” Vince said, smiling at her as he wrapped a long, lanky arm over her shoulder.

“Eager to impress, like you said,” she finished. She nudged her head into the nook of his arm, next to his shoulder. She loved being with a taller man—she could wear high heels and still be dwarfed. Her arm encircled his torso and came round to the other side, though, because he was so thin.

But the protrusion between his legs was enough to make her not care about his slenderness. He walked with confidence, upright, and was like a rail or a stick figure, save for the massive mound bulging below.

“Isn’t this place like $500 a night?” Vince asked as they reached the gates of the beautiful hotel—also just feet from the water.

“Something like that. But I don’t suppose we’ll be staying the night.”

“No?”

“I have a son, remember.”

“Ah, how could I forget?”

They escaped up to their room. Before they were even at the door, Vincent had Jenny wrapped in his arms and was kissing her harshly. He tasted like mints—at some point he must have thrown one in his mouth after eating all that fish—and Jenny loved it. She kissed him all over, standing on her tiptoes to reach him.

Then they barreled into the room and Jenny ripped Vince’s dress shirt off. She threw his smoker’s jacket onto the bed and turned on the light.

She could see that they had an excellent view of the sun setting in the distance, on the horizon, but neither of them cared.

“Time for the golden moment,” Jenny said with a bright smile. She kicked her high heels away and they banged against the wall. Then she went to her knees in front of Vince, almost before he’d even closed the door of the hotel room.

She unzipped his trousers for him and unbuckled his belt.

Vincent just smiled down at her the entire time. He put his hands on his hips, in that power-stance that was all too common among confident men who knew what they were sporting.

Jenny took a deep breath, then yanked the boys slacks down. She lurched back in surprise, but nothing came springing out.

To her surprise, Vincent was actually wearing tighty-wighties.

The bulge was tremendous—even more so because of the thin fabric keeping his package together.

She licked her lips and slowly lowered his underwear from his thin, narrow hips.

A long, heavy cock flopped out and swung in the air, catching her in the side of the face before it draped over her head.

Jenny’s eyes widened with shock. Her mouth fell open. She stared up at the underside of the giant schlong resting on her head, and simply laughed.

Vincent had skinny legs and thighs, which made his unit seem even bigger, contrasted against his thin body.

“My God, you’re fucking massive!” Jenny exclaimed, mouth still agape.

“Most girls are scared of it,” he said, blushing slightly.

“I’m not most girls.”

“I’ve noticed.”

Vincent didn’t bother touching his cock with his hands. He knew that Jenny would do something special with it.

She leaned back to let the enormous penis swing and hang to its full flaccid length.

It hung well past halfway down Vince’s curly-haired thighs. It was paler than most cocks she’d seen, but also ridiculously big.

“It’s like a fucking elephant trunk, kid,” she said, her voice going raspy.

Twinkling lights sparkled in her eyes. She wrapped a hand around its girth and held the warm appendage in front of her, flopping it up and down for a moment.

Vincent chuckled as he watched the MILF on her knees playing with his ridiculously big cock.

“So, how does it compare?” he asked, raising his eyebrows.

“Well, I haven’t seen it hard yet, but . . . bigger.” It was bigger than Quentin and Colton’s cocks, soft, at least. And they were packing some heat, but this was even more insane.

Vincent Shannon’s giant cock was at least eight inches soft.

It started to grow in Jenny’s grip. Her mouth dropped open again as it thickened and widened, growing girthier and meaner as the seconds passed.

It was smooth and white, save for a huge blue top-vein running down the length of his enormous shaft.

The cockhead ballooned to become as big as a fist, and it turned purple and angry. It slightly curved to the left as it grew, but the bigger curve made it swing up toward him like a banana.

At its full length, Vince’s cock stuck out at a 90-degree angle—it was simply too big and heavy to rise up any further.

“How . . . big is this monster?” Jenny finally asked. She lifted it and licked the underside of his shaft, tasting his manly scent. He was clean-shaven in his pubic area and . . . balls.

And that’s when she noticed his meaty low-hangers.

Vince’s nutsack was huge, like two avocados ripe for the picking. His scrotum strained from the weight of his balls and hung about six inches down from his pelvis.

“Good Lord, your nutsack is gigantic too!”

Vince chuckled. “It wouldn’t do to have a huge cock and tiny nuts, now would it?”

Jenny looked up at him. “I guess not.” She licked his cock again. He still hadn’t moved from his hands-on-hip power stance.

“Do you want to smother my face with your giant nuts, Vincent? Want me to slobber on your sack like a stupid silly sex kitten?”

Vince grinned at the woman at his feet calling herself by her given title. He hoisted his balls up with both hands, then let them plop dramatically on her face.

She laughed as the circumference of Vince’s sack covered more than half of her face. Only her mouth was still visible once his balls rested on her.

He pressed down and smashed his nuts into her closed eyes. She raised her tongue like a cat sipping from a milk bowl, and gently caressed the crease between Vince’s ballsack, tasting more of that manly scrotum.

Vince couldn’t hold on for long before he started making lewd sounds of his own. Jenny was clearly an expert ballsucker—as Bobby had pointed out a few days prior—and she took her job seriously.

She sucked and kneaded his nuts like dough, until they drew up tight against his body. Then she dug her head deeper between his legs and licked the boy’s taint. Finally, she turned around while underneath him and stuck her face in his ass.

“Wow, that’s . . . different,” Vince said, flexing his butt for a second as he felt a tongue prod his anus.

He tasted wonderful, and his ass was hairless and fresh, much unlike Quentin’s hairy bum.

She was on her knees underneath his legs—she could only do it because he was so tall—and it made her seem like she was under a bridge.

Jenny grabbed the boy’s hips and forced his body down, so that his ass pressed deeper onto her face. She licked and rimmed him for a good many minutes, until her tongue poked his prostate and he let out a guttural yelp.

She giggled and pulled back. Her face was covered with snot and slobber.

Vince reached down and lifted Jenny by her shoulders. She was still fully clothed, which he changed in an instant.

He tore her elegant dress apart at the middle, exposing her giant tits, which came flopping out much the same way his donkey dick had flopped out earlier.

The reveal wasn’t quite as impressive, but Vince took no time at all to start massaging and squeezing her boobs between his skinny fingers.

Jenny moaned as she took a step back toward the bed.

Vince pushed her onto the bed, on her back, and she bounced and giggled again. She felt like a schoolgirl again.

“Please, sir, tutor my naughty pussy and teach me something useful,” she said in a singsong voice. Lifting her legs, she spread her thighs into a high V, showing off her pussy.

She wore no panties underneath her dress, because she’d hoped that the night would go like this. Her pussy was incredibly wet and looked utterly inviting.

Vince took his cock in both hands, and there was still at least another fistful free, if not too.

“Jesus, just how big is
 that thing?” she wondered aloud.

Vince looked down at himself—at the javelin jutting from his skinny hips. “That right there is almost a foot of grade A cockmeat, my sex kitten.”

“Unbelievable.”

Vince slowly mounted the bed and crawled over her, his lanky frame shadowing her own. She backed up on the bed like a crab and smiled at the boy’s eager, lusty face.

The young man took no time for foreplay—other than getting his ass eaten out and his balls sucked, he didn’t return the favor. But he didn’t need to, because he saw how wet Ms. Steele was.

“Guide me in there, kitty,” he whispered to her, leaning close and kissing her on the mouth.

“I’ll try,” she said hesitantly. She reached between their parted legs and took hold of the mammoth cock. The dicktip barely even fit in her palm, and when she closed her hand around it, her fingertips didn’t meet.

When she plunged the cockhead into her greedy pussy, she came a little bit. She let out a snort and whinnied like a horse as Vincent drove his cock deeper inside her.

It filled her just like Colton and Quentin’s cocks did, but it was even longer. It might not have been as thick, but it was still plenty thick to clog her holes and stretch her pussy walls.

She looked down at her stomach and saw the bulge of her flat belly when he thrust into her.

Seven inches of cock shot down, with nearly half of it still stuck out of her pussy.

Jenny lifted her legs and wrapped them around Vince’s thin hips, pulling him closer.

“I don’t want to hurt you . . .” Vince said, trailing off, as his body was urged closer to hers.

“Rip me in half, demon boy. I want your cock splitting my womb open!”

Vince didn’t need any more encouragement. He growled and plowed forward.

Jenny screamed. It was almost too much for her to bear—even her.

“So stupidly fucking big, you fucking monster!” she wailed senselessly.

Her legs went numb as he pounded her from above in the missionary position. Their bodies melded together and sweated from the humidity—the windows of the hotel were still closed.

Vince’s skinny thighs glided over Jennifer’s much thicker ones, like oil over water.

The boy’s giant ballsack swung mercilessly against Jenny’s ass, pelting her buttocks with wild slapping noises.

“You’re gonna ruin my poor little cunt, horseboy!”

Vince laughed and continued railing into her. He reached out and grabbed her tits so they would stop bouncing. They trembled in his hands as he leaned forward and pressed his tongue against her face. He licked her cheeks and forehead and the bridge of her nose, then kissed her.

Jenny opened her mouth wide and engulfed Vince’s tongue and mouth.

All the while, the hung donkey continued to batter her gaping cunt.

Juices and precum started splashing and squirting out from Jenny’s plugged hole. The bedsheets became soaked.

At one point, Vince wrapped his arms around Jenny’s body, his lanky fingers touching tips behind her back. He spun her around so she was on top, all while keeping his cock embedded in her muff.

She came when he did that, and again once she started riding him. She had to stand on her feet and put her butt against his raised knees, to keep from falling and literally impaling herself on the entirety of his footlong cock.

She could get two-thirds of the way down the length of his monster shaft, but that was it—anymore and she would have passed out and damaged herself.

Her pussy was stretched to the brink.

“How are you not in porrrrn!?” she screamed, bouncing up and down on his cock. Her tits jumped in the air of their own accord, smacking into each other and even hitting her in the face.

Vince hugged her closer and forced her body to plank over his own, so she was no longer crouching upright.

Then he started pounding her from below, raising his hips and battering her pussy like a madman.

“What do you think I did before I started teaching kids good English?” he whispered into her ear.

Jenny let out a brainless cackle, her mind fogging over from the sheer bliss of the young man’s gigantic fuckstick.

Her entire body lost feeling as he power-bottomed her and rammed his cock over and over into her, uncaring about her safety.

Jenny squirted onto Vince, showering him with piss and his own precum. It lathered up both of their legs and made the sheets even more drenched. But it also made the sex easier and freer.

Vince tossed Jenny onto her side and started banging her sideways, keeping one of her legs lifted as she screamed mercilessly.

A loud knock came from the wall next door, probably due to their ridiculous screams and mad fucking, but neither of them cared.

The headboard on their bed just kept thudding against the wall, over and over, at whatever pace Vince set the session at.

Finally, after Jenny had cum at least four times, she threw in the towel. She slapped her hands against Vince’s chest and yelled, “I need a break before you break me!”

“I thought that’s what you wanted, you silly little slut! You want this giant horsecock to rip open your womb and fill you with baby swimmers!”

“Yesss, you’re right, breeeed me!”

Vince grunted and lodged his cock into her pussy, piercing her cunt like a greatsword. He was a man of words—his English degree proved that—and when he heard the magic words “breed me,” he nearly exploded at that very moment.

His orgasm was giant and messy, spewing forth a gout of cum that rushed into Jenny’s cunt like a river. It filled her walls and womb and inflated her stomach, and he still wasn’t done.

He pulled his dick out of her and waved it around like a fire hose, splashing her with sticky remnants of jizz.

The entire room was covered in sweat, piss, and spunk, and he managed to shoot a huge load onto her face, too.

It got in her hair and eyes and nose, and she coughed and gagged, then laid back against the bed breathing heavily.

The sex hadn’t lasted as long as with Colton or Quentin, but it had been even more intense than either of them—that she could remember.

She vaguely recalled passing out at the hands of both those studs, at one point or another.

But this wasn’t a competition—Vince was an expert cocksman with a ridiculously large weapon, and he satiated her lust for young dick like no other.

“Fuck,” she said when they both had finished cumming their brains out. Her face was still sticky and painted in his spunky glaze. “That was intense.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, Ms. Steele. Your pussy was excellent—you were excellent.”

Jenny sighed. She shook her head as her thoughts started rushing back to her. She had work in the morning, and Ethan’s prom was also tomorrow, on Friday. She wanted to help him get ready.

But she wasn’t sure she could walk . . . not after such a thorough pounding.

She had just started to recover from Quentin’s rough assfucking, and now she had a new gaping hole that needed healing.

It was a rough life, being Ms. Jennifer Steele.

But she wouldn’t trade it for the world.

“All right, I changed my mind,” she said suddenly, staring up at the hotel room’s stucco ceiling. “I might sleep here for a little bit . . . but you need to get the fuck out.”

Vince frowned. “No round two?”

“Maybe next time, donkeyboy. But I need time to recuperate from your stupidly big dick. We both got what we wanted, didn’t we?”

Vince nodded. “I suppose so . . .”

“And I’m sure you have other cougar mothers to seduce. So go on, Mr. Shannon, get back on the prowl and hunt those mommies down, while I rest here and marinate in your thick cum.”

“If that’s what you want—”

“It is,” Jenny interjected. “And also, Vince, from now on when you tutor my son, don’t stick that fat fucking cock in his face, okay? Could you do that for me?”
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Chapter One


I
t was prom night for Jennifer Steele’s son, Ethan. The school year had come to a close and he’d managed to get his grades back up with the help of his huge dicked tutor, Vincent Shannon.

Jenny was proud of her son. She was also proud of herself for being able to take so much of Vince’s monstercock without passing out—the slender, tall stud had a bright future ahead. She could only imagine how much pussy the college grad got from all the horny sluts at school, eager to get stretched and filled and completely dicked down.

Jenny knew she outclassed all of those little minxes—she was successful, beautiful, well-endowed with a fat ass and big plump tits. But she also knew that college students tended to gravitate toward people their own age. She wanted to “congratulate” Vincent for helping Ethan turn his grades around, which meant she wanted to get her cunt busted open until she was screaming senselessly, her legs dripping the young man’s virile, thick spunk that flooded out of her sopping pussy.

But on the night of prom when she called Vincent, he didn’t answer. She frowned at her phone, wondering what type of hairless, slick pussy he had gotten himself into.

As she sat in the living room staring at her phone, hoping it would either buzz with an incoming text message from Mr. Shannon, or it would ring, Ethan came down from the top of the stairs.

He was dressed in a form-fitting tuxedo that Jenny had gotten especially tailored for the boy. He wore a blue tie and had his dark hair combed and slicked.

“Sonny, you look so handsome!” Jenny exclaimed with a wide smile as Ethan descended the steps.

Ethan flushed as he reached the bottom of the staircase, his pale cheeks burning bright red. He had the physical appearance of his father, Eliot, unfortunately. He didn’t have the tanned, smooth skin of his mother—his face was slightly pocked from acne scars—but rather the pasty visage of his adulterous, wealthy dad.

Still, the boy had managed to snag a beautiful prom date named Colette—a half-Costa Rican girl whom Ethan had been pining over throughout the entire school year. She was the reason, initially, that his grades suffered, because he was distracted.

Jenny didn’t tell Ms. Kirkpatrick—Ethan’s English teacher—that he was probably distracted by the fact that he’d walked in on his mom getting gangbanged and trained by three of his football peers, but it went without saying that that had scarred his psyche . . .

They didn’t talk for weeks, and it seemed like everything out of Ethan’s mouth had been snide and hurtful. When Jenny had first met his tutor, Ethan had commented that his mom wanted to bang him,
 too. Jenny had scoffed and tossed the insult aside, even though she did end up getting ravished by the hung tutor.

Ethan didn’t need to know that.

But now that his English grade had flown from a D to a solid B, and he was going to prom and had the girl he wanted, Jenny couldn’t have been happier for her son.

“Are you ready, honey?” she asked, standing from the couch. She slipped her phone into her purse and decided she’d get back to her own pleasure-seeking later. Even without high heels, she was still an inch or two taller than her 18-year-old boy—another byproduct of Ethan being physically similar to his father.

Whenever Ethan’s friends first met his mom, they were always flabbergasted that they were cut from the same cloth. She was curvy and busty and oozed sexuality, while he was a bit nerdy and awkward. He’d been the kicker for the high school football team for a while—before his best friend Colton banged his mom and he quit—which had gotten him some brownie points with his contemporaries.

But Ethan’s friends were always stunned that his mom was such a hot MILF. They even went so far as to say it to his face, utterly embarrassing the boy.

“God, Ethan, what I wouldn’t give to have a night with your mom . . .”

“I’d like to bounce my cock right off that fat booty . . .”

“I bet she gives the best blowjobs, Ethan, just look at those dick-sucking lips!”

Ethan was always too squeamish and non-confrontational to say anything other than “stop, guys,” so the ridicule continued through the years.

When Ethan didn’t make a move from the bottom of the stairs, Jenny cocked her head at him. “Are you nervous, E?”

He nodded shyly.

“What do you have to be nervous about? You already got the girl!”

“Yeah, but she’s so much better looking than me . . .”

“Fuck that,” Jenny said, startling her son. She walked up to him and tilted his chin up from the ground, until she looked into her eyes. “You’re a sweet, lovely young man, Ethan, and any girl should be lucky to have you. Don’t forget that.”

In trying to give her son a pep talk, she didn’t want to mention that he had a bit of a small cock—she hoped it wouldn’t matter, in the end.

“Thanks, mom,” Ethan said with a sheepish grin. He was still flustered and flushed.

Jenny was tempted to ruffle his hair, but thought better of it because of the pomade and all the work he’d obviously put into it.

She headed for the door with her son dragging his feet behind her. Once they were in Jenny’s Lexus, she headed for the House of Blues downtown, where the prom was taking place.

In the car, she asked Ethan, “Is there any kind of theme for the prom this year?”

He shrugged. “Just look your best, I guess. The best dressed will probably go to Colton and Gabriella. They’re expected to be crowned Prom King and Queen.”

Jenny frowned. She knew her son’s problem with his ex-friend Colton—and it was all her fault. She felt guilty, for some reason, and it must have shown on her face.

“It’s a popularity contest, mom. It’s no big deal,” Ethan added, softening the blow.


He really is a sweet boy,
 Jenny thought, glancing over at her son with a half-smile. I just hope this Colette girl doesn’t break his heart.


Less than half an hour later, they arrived downtown, at the Gaslamp District. The streets around the House of Blues were buzzing with well-dressed teenagers. Some of them looked tipsy and drunk already, even though it was only a little after 6:00 p.m.

Jenny felt lucky that her boy had never gotten into drugs or alcohol. Yes, at least. It was a blessing, because she’d seen what that could do to a person, firsthand.

“Wow, looks wild,” she said, trying to find a place to pull over to drop her son off.

Ethan simply nodded. He was biting his bottom lip.

“Act like you own the place, sonny,” Jenny said, trying to fire him up again. “Everything will be fine. Just be yourself.”

It was shitty advice—being himself was shy, dorky, and a lover of video games—but it felt like the right thing to say at the time.

They pulled over a few blocks away from the venue, at a restaurant where Ethan was meant to meet Colette.

“There she is!” he said excitedly, pointing out the window.

Jenny’s eyebrows rose at the sight of Ethan’s prom date. She was beautiful in a teal, ankle-length dress. It shimmered on her petite body.

And she was
 petite—hardly even five feet tall. But she wore a pair of elegant high heels that gave her some height. She had her dark hair curled and dressed down. Her face was cutesy but beautiful, with a sharp-angled jaw-line, a pointed chin, high cheekbones, and eyes that seemed slightly narrowed. Freckles dotted her light beige face. She had a little upturned button-nose that was simply adorable.

“Wow, she looks stunning,” Jenny muttered, her eyes widening. How the hell did my son bag this hottie?! Maybe he’s got more game than I give him credit for!


Jenny’s dirty mind couldn’t help but immediately try to undress the girl. She imagined what such a quaint, tiny thing like Colette would look like next to a titanic cock belonging to Colton or Vincent or Quentin. Slapped up against her tiny pussy, those thick members would probably stretch to her sternum! She was rail-thin, too, and Colton would probably be able to touch fingertips if he put his hands around her waist.

The idea of watching that cute, wholesome girl bouncing on a big angry dick—squealing like a little piggy while she squirted all over herself—made Jenny incredibly hot and bothered. She awkwardly shifted her weight in her seat, feeling her pussy dampen.

Jenny needed to get Ethan out of car, stat, before her warm face gave her away. She didn’t want to ruin her son’s big night with filthy thoughts of her lovers running a heavy cock-train on Ethan’s poor little date. 

She wondered if Colette was a virgin. She seemed innocent enough, but you could never tell at that age. And 18 was quite a raucous age, as she well knew.

“I know, she’s pretty, huh?” Ethan said, still looking out the window at her. Luckily, he hadn’t yet turned to see his mother’s blushing face.

“O-Okay, I think this is as good a spot as any, yeah?” Jenny said quickly, pulling over in a no-parking zone. A car honked at her as she peeled over to the curb.

The Gaslamp was bustling with activity. A line had already formed at the House of Blues, reaching more than a block down the street.

Ethan unlocked his door and smiled wide as he prepared to leave. Colette had finally noticed him in the car, and her face lit up when she saw him.

It was so damn cute.

Now it seemed like all three of them were blushing—Ethan and Colette because the star-struck lovers had rested eyes on each other, and Jenny because she still imagined the gorgeous girl on the sidewalk getting railed and stuffed by fat cocks.

Jenny now thought of Colette getting spitroasted in the air, seesawing back and forth—her pussy stretched and her mouth corked on meaty fucksticks—while her toes and fingers flailed wildly in the air and couldn’t touch the ground.

The girl probably weighed 100 pounds soaking wet.

Jenny was soaking wet, too, and needed to get the hell out of there . . .

“Sonny, remember to be yourself!” she called after her son as he eagerly stepped out of the car.

He nearly ignored her, but then she called out his name again, sternly. He turned to her with a scowl.

“Don’t forget to wear protection . . . if it comes to that,” she said in a low voice. It made Ethan’s face turn into a tomato, but it had to be said.

Jenny was one of those “Do as I say, not as I do” people. She’d been raw-dogging those overhung studs for as long as she could remember, but she didn’t want her 18-year-old son to bust a nut inside this girl he’d probably never see again after this night.

Yes, she had little faith in Ethan’s ability to continue forth the relationship with Colette. But it was only because she was probably going to college far away, soon, while Ethan would probably remain in San Diego and attend community college until he could transfer.

And it was because Jenny still doubted Ethan’s game—despite everything leading up to this moment. She felt bad about that, but it was true.

“Mommm,” Ethan scoffed.

“And call me if you guys drink and need a ride!”

“There’s Uber for that,” Ethan snapped, then slammed the door shut.

Jenny stayed at the curb for a moment, her eyes laser-focused on the two as they embraced. Ethan pecked Colette on the cheek, and the girl’s freckles seemed to light up like stars.

“Aw, cute,” Jenny muttered. She felt a warm gushy feeling inside like she hadn’t felt in some time.

Her baby was all grown up.

The two of them walked hand in hand into a restaurant, but Jenny never caught the name of the place. She was zooming out of there once they’d turned their backs.

Her seat was wet—soggy from her damp panties.

She knew Ethan’s itinerary: Dinner at 6:30 with his date, music and dancing at House of Blues from 8:00 until 10:00, and then some kind of after party.

She expected that he wouldn’t be home until late—at least 11:00. And, if things went well for the boy, hopefully he wouldn’t be home until much later.

Even though Jenny had said “I don’t want you out too late, son,” before the day got underway, in her heart of hearts she hoped that Ethan would show some rebellion and stay out until two or three in the morning.

Not only because she wanted Ethan to Get Some, but because she had her own plans and needs that she wanted to get filled . . .
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JENNY WANDERED INTO
 the Royal India restaurant near the House of Blues, for a bite. She had planned to head home, to prepare for the night ahead, but her stomach growled and traffic was hellacious getting out of Downtown San Diego on a Friday night at 6:30 p.m.

So, she stopped into the casual Indian eatery.

She wasn’t really there for the food, despite her stomach grumbling in protest.

Immediately after sitting down at a small table, she glanced around and stood up to head to the restroom.

That’s when she noticed Colton Cunningham at dinner with his prom date, Gabby, on the other side of the restaurant.

Colton noticed her almost immediately. Jenny’s eyes widened as the handsome young man rose from his seat and pardoned himself from his table.

Gabby’s back faced Jenny, and the pretty cheerleader didn’t turn. She was dressed in a lavish, dark blue dress, and looked every bit the Prom Queen that she would probably be.

Colton had on a perfectly tailored suit—gray and stunning—that seemed to play off his dark eyes well. He wore a red tie, a power color, and exuded confidence and sex as he approached Jenny’s table.

“C-Colton,” Jenny said, eyeing the white tablecloth in front of her, as if it had something interesting on it.

“Ms. Steele, what a pleasure,” Colton said, a wry smirk on his chiseled face.

The young 18-year-old was utterly dashing in his suit. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, showing off his bulky forearms, which made him like 1000% hotter.

Jenny could hardly handle it. “It’s been a while . . .” she said, trailing off when she glanced up and saw Colton staring through her.

The young man frowned. He clenched his jaw and the back muscles of his mouth bulged. Jenny looked away, down, and noticed a bulge of another kind that was unmistakable in those pressed slacks.

She wanted to leap across the table and yank those stupid pants down so that stupid fat cock could slap her in the face.

Her mind was awhirl with gutter thoughts, both relating to Colton and Ethan’s little date.

“Yes, but not as long as you might think,” Colton said.

Jenny quirked a brow. “Huh?”

“I saw you leaving Eddie V’s the other night, though you didn’t see me.”

Jenny frowned. Her face lost some of its warm color.

“Don’t worry, I wasn’t spying on you . . . I was at dinner with my folks. But you looked super fucking hot all dressed up.”

“T-Thanks, I guess . . .”

Colton’s smile turned into a frown. “Though I was angry to see you with another man. Some tall, skinny nerd. Who the hell was that?”

“None of your business, Colt.”

“Did you let him fuck you?”

Jenny growled. She decided to get a little even, to see how it played out. “His cock was bigger than yours.”

“Bullshit.” Colton’s face didn’t change. He remained stoic, but Jenny thought she could see the hint of something twinge in his eyes.

“Maybe not as thick,” Jenny said with a shrug, feeling a bit looser now that she’d seen Colton’s stony exterior start to fade. “But longer.”

Colton narrowed his eyes.

“The young guy was hung like a Clydesdale, Colton. He was packing a Subway footlong in those skinny pants of his.”

Colton chuckled and shook his head in disbelief, like he either didn’t believe Jenny, or he couldn’t believe that she was talking this way to him.

Jenny leaned forward, her eyes glittering. “You still fucked me harder, I’ll admit.”

“I made you scream like a banshee and cum like a whale.”

Jenny nodded. “True. You and
 your pretty girlfriend.” She nudged her chin over her shoulder, over to Gabby, who still sat by herself, unnoticing of the conversation going on behind her.

“That was a hell of a time . . .” Colton said. He cleared his throat.

Jenny got the first whiff of booze emanating from the football star. “Don’t you think you should get back to your Prom Queen?” she asked, feeling a bit uncomfortable as silence washed over them.

Colton cleared his throat and nodded. “Right . . . Well, I just wanted to say . . .”

When he stopped, Jenny tilted her head. “Say what?”

Colton narrowed his eyes. “Never mind. I’ll see you around, Ms. Steele.”

Jenny smiled innocently. “I look forward to it.”

There was innuendo in both of their words, but neither of them acknowledged it.

Colton swung around and sauntered back to his table, an unmistakable swagger in his step. Jenny couldn’t tell if it was from confidence or drunkenness.

Once he was gone, she sighed and nearly crumbled in her seat. Her body seemed to deflate. It had been so difficult keeping her calm around that hot piece of ass.


Goddammit,
 she thought, despite all the big dick I’ve been getting, I still find myself wanting the youngest and meanest one of all.


What’s wrong with me?

Why does Colton’s fat slab turn me on so much? Or maybe it’s his rugged personality . . . his dominant behavior . . .

Jenny sighed.

Get yourself together, Jen, he’s still a high schooler.

Actually, after tonight, he won’t be anymore . . .
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Chapter Two


J
enny sat on a toilet in the bathroom of the Royal Indian. The restroom was clean and white and ridiculously bright due to the fluorescent lights overhead, but it was also empty.

She fumbled through her purse until she found her little vibrating clit-massager, then tore her panties down to her knees. She breathed heavily and watched as her tits rose and fell on her chest.

She wore a business skirt that went down her thighs and a low-plunging button-up shirt that showed off the tops of her huge soft tits.

She pulled one tit free from her shirt and it plopped into her hand. She started massaging and pinching her nipple. Her other hand slid down her curvy hips and felt the inside of her thigh. It was warm and slick with wetness.

Her fingers pressed against her aching pussy lips. Touching the tender flesh sent a jolt through her body.

She angled her hand in a way that allowed her to push the vibrator against her clit, attached to her thumb like a banjo picker. It rumbled softly and sent delightful nerve-spasms through her body.

She stifled a moan as her pinkie and ring fingers found their way into her pussy. She fingered her vagina earnestly, while the buzzing sound of the vibrator did its work.

Jenny became wetter and wetter as time dragged on. Her hand started to move faster against her chest, until both tits were heaving out of her shirt and she played with them like they were her favorite toys.

Her nipples were rock-hard. She heard a drip-drip sound and noticed that her juices were trickling into the toilet.

She spread her legs further and dug deeper into her pussy. The three bottom fingers of her hand now perused her depths, becoming slick and sticky from fingerbanging her wet cunt.

Her vibrating clit seemed to affect her whole body, until the spasms came on stronger and stronger.

Jenny’s thick body writhed in pleasure. She leaned her head back and stared up at the fluorescent ceiling, closing her eyes so she didn’t blind herself. Her eyes darted around underneath her lids, seeing red and yellow spots that kept changing and molding into new, beautiful colors.

She bit her full, bottom lip, and lifted her legs from the floor, until her knees were almost level with her fat funbags.

She felt ridiculously slutty rubbing one out in the Royal Indian bathroom. Her big ass smudged against the toilet seat, but she didn’t pay any attention to it. All her focus was lost on the blissful feelings coming from her pussy.

She stopped playing with her titties and let them sit out of their shirt, growing colder, the nipples growing harder.

Her free hand joined the other hand at her pussy, and she continued to masturbate with building intensity.

Her legs kicked out reflexively as another jolt of pleasure shot through her body.

She now had five fingers in her greedy cunt, three from one hand and two from the other, as she attempted to stretch herself and recall the feeling of a big huge dick splitting her open.

She wanted to be filled right now.
 If this bathroom had a glory hole in it and a cock happened to pop through the opening, she would have hopped on top of it and slid her cunt against the dripping manhood in a second’s notice.

With her pussy feeling pliable and loose from all the play her fingers gave it, she balled one of her hands into a fist. She kept the vibrator latched to her clit, and upped the speed so it started buzzing louder.

Someone entered the bathroom and she heard a door close, but she didn’t care anymore.

The buzzing coming from her stall was practically echoing through the restroom.

She cried out as her fist slowly sunk into her widened cunt. Her eyes bulged as she watched herself with raised legs.

A moment later, she heard the sink running and a soft chuckling sound.

“Get it, girl,” said a slightly familiar voice.

Jenny ignored the voice and moaned again. Now she had an audience—a cheerleader, even—which turned her on even more.

There was a dull pain that racked her body as her fist sunk into her pussy. Then all of her knuckles were past her pussy lips and she exhaled her stored breath, panting and breathing hard.

She filled her pulsing pussy with her entire hand, fisting herself up to her wrist. Her was stretched wide open now, and finally felt like a monster-sized horsecock was stretching her open.

Her entire fist was coated in juices. It made a sloppy squelching sound as her fist dove in and out of her pussy, like the sound a good mac and cheese makes when it’s fresh out of the oven and being stirred.

“Oh macaroni fuck,” she muttered breathlessly.

Whoever was at the sink chuckled again as the faucet turned off. Jenny didn’t hear any footsteps, and she knew that her voyeur was simply listening to the pants and moans coming from the stall.

The vibrator continued its relentless buzz. Her body seized up as she felt a massive explosion coming.

Jenny closed her eyes and her tongue fell out of her mouth. She wanted to feel like a slutty brainless bitch and it was working—working so damn well.

She kicked out and her feet connected with the door of her stall. She leveled herself out like a plank, leaning back against the toilet flusher while she rammed her fist into her soaking cunt over and over again.

The explosion came on strong. It started as a low rumbling in her belly, then lightning bolted down to her pussy.

An orgasmic wave rolled over her as she released, keeping her hand plunged inside of her as she came.

Her body quivered with pleasure. The climax disoriented her mind.

She yelled out, “Fuuucking shit!” and pulled her sticky fist out of her gaping pussy.

The orgasm continued, but it was coming on too strong—

“Ahh!”

Jenny suddenly squirted like a fire hose, the juices jetting forth in a cascading stream. It had volume and power, and her fluids splattered against the door of the stall, making the plopping sound that rain makes when it strikes a rooftop.

After smacking into the door, her pussy juices and piss splashed onto the ground, darkening the white tiles underneath the frame of the stall.

The girl at the bathroom sink laughed. “Holy shit!” she exclaimed, and that’s when Jenny recognized her voice for the second time.

Jenny’s eyes widened with the recognition. Her mind came whirling back to her, the orgasm subsiding.

“You’re such a big horny slut, Ms. Steele!” Gabriella said happily. Her voice was slightly slurred. It seemed she and Colton were two of the prom-goers who wanted to get hammered before the festivities.

They’d probably be fucking like angry bunnies later in the night.

Jenny felt jealous.

“I might have to peg the piss out of you again some time, hot momma!” Gabby continued.

“Ughh,” Jenny replied, slurping her tongue back into her mouth with a squishy, lewd sound. She had drooled on her own tits, and the glistening wetness reflected fluorescent light back at her.

She surveyed herself: lying back like a crab-walker, head against the nasty toilet flusher, feet pressed onto the locked door with a sturdy foundation . . . a mixture of ejaculate and urine coating the white floor.

She looked and felt like an utter whore, and it couldn’t have pleased her more. She closed her eyes and let her arms dangle at her sides as she regained her breath.

Her juices still dripped from her fist—from every digit of her hand. It sounded like a tinkling faucet, like a shower that hadn’t been turned off all the way.

“Well, I’m off. That was fun!” Gabby yelled.


H-How does she even know it’s me in here?
 Jenny wondered. Is my voice that recognizable? Or maybe she knew I was at the restaurant all along, and was just playing along in ignorance, for Colton . . .


Gabby’s high heels clacked against the tiles.

“H-Have fun . . . at the prom . . .” Jenny croaked, and then the young woman was gone.

Not only had the voyeurism turned Jenny on and made her ejaculation that much more powerful, but it seemed Jenny had been correct in her assumption—

She did
 have a cheerleader.
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THE DJ STARTED AT THE
 House of Blues and all the prom attendees got down with the tunes.

Ethan watched as his peers ran to the dance floor, smiles on their faces and hands entwined in their dates’ arms.

It was 9:00 p.m. He felt a bit squeamish and stiff, but Colette was right alongside him. She cozied up to him and put an arm around the boy’s waist, leaning her head against his shoulder.

They stared at the growing dance floor, as more and more tuxedos and dresses made their way there.

“So, do you want to just watch everyone else have fun?” Colette asked in her cute, high voice. “Or do you want to have some fun of our own?”

Ethan raised an eyebrow. His heart hammered in his chest. He’d never expected a girl as beautiful as Colette to get this close to him, but she had her arm around him.


It was magnificent but terrifying at the same time.

He felt like a lucky man. He was just . . . shy.

“N-No . . . I want to have fun too . . .” he stammered.

“Come on,” Colette said with an airy laugh. “Have some liquid courage.”

Ethan tilted his head, then looked down. Colette had pulled a little flask out from under her dress—from her bra. She had cute little tits and Ethan could just make out the tops of them in her low-plunging attire.

He smiled at her, and they huddled close so no one would see them.

It looked like they were making out, but really they were pulling from the flask.

Ethan fought off the bitter taste of whatever was inside it—rum, he guessed—his face twisting into a grimace.

Colette took the shot much easier and smoother. Her face barely twitched as she pulled at the flask.


Not so innocent after all
, Ethan thought.

After, she smiled wide, showing perfect rows of tiny teeth, and put a hand on Ethan’s flushed face—which only made him blush even worse.

“You’re cute, Ethan,” she said, her voice low. “You don’t drink much, huh?”

Ethan shook his head. “Hardly ever.”

“That’s good. Drunks are the worst. My dad’s a drunk.”

“I’m . . . sorry, Colette.” He didn’t know how else to respond to such a TMI statement.

She quickly forgot it. Taking one more pull from the flask, the girl snagged his hand and pulled him along. “Come on!” she said gleefully, “I want to dance!”

The girl dragged Ethan across the floor, until they were one with the crowd—mixed in with all the hot bodies sweating and dancing their young hearts out.

He pulled Colette close, trying to retake control of the situation, and their faces were just inches apart.

A slow song came on and it gave him the perfect opportunity to rock her body slowly, while also somewhat grinding against her.

He could feel his cock getting hard in his boxers. The bulge might have poked Colette, had it been bigger, but it still stiffened against her leg and was quite noticeable.

Colette smiled, pretending to ignore it. She stared up into Ethan’s eyes.

The butterflies in Ethan’s stomach were on a rampage—tearing through him with a madness that he thought would never go away.

With their eyes locked, Ethan felt he had the perfect opportunity, but he was simply too nervous and skittish to make a move.

He felt like a pussy.

He had the girl he’d been yearning for all year long—he had her right in front of him.


But he couldn’t pull the trigger. The beating heart and butterflies, mixed with the little bit of booze . . . it all made everything swim in his head.

Then Colette went on her tiptoes and initiated it for him.

She leaned forward, puckering her lips.

Ethan lowered his head and savagely pressed his own lips against hers. She was soft and tasted like strawberry chapstick.

His underwear got even tighter beneath his pants.

They made out for a long, drawn-out moment. Colette did most of the work, flicking her tongue past Ethan’s parted lips and poking his tongue. She caressed the roof of his mouth and Frenched him.

Ethan just stood there, stunned, his eyes wide open.

Colette’s eyes were closed in rapture—it seemed she really enjoyed kissing him, and he couldn’t believe it.

Ethan’s eyes wandered around, star-struck, and he noticed that other people on the dance floor had started kissing, too.

So he wasn’t alone. He was one of the gang again.

Finally, he felt at peace. He closed his eyes and gave in to the pleasure of kissing Colette.

It was possibly the best moment of his life.

Then Colette suggested something that he knew would become the new
 best moment of his life.

She leaned back from the kiss. Her pink lipstick was slightly smudged on her face, and Ethan wondered if it had smeared on his own lips.

He hoped so.

“C-Can we go somewhere, Ethan?” Colette asked, her eyes pleading. They looked wet, like she was about to cry.

Ethan nodded fervently. He was at a loss for words.

“Where?” was all he could say, feeling like an idiot.

“Somewhere special . . .” she said, then trailed off. She leaned forward again and kissed him once more, but for a shorter time this go-around.

Ethan’s mind whirled with possibilities. What is she really asking?
 he wondered.

She made it obvious a moment later.

“I want you to fuck me, Ethan Steele. I want to take your virginity.”

The first thought through Ethan’s mind was to defend himself—to claim that he wasn’t a virgin. But he couldn’t lie to Colette. Why would he?

And she hadn’t said “I want you to take my
 virginity,” so he knew that he would be the less experienced one in this . . .

Either way, he couldn’t believe his luck.

He also couldn’t think of a place to go. He was struck dumb.

“Okay?” she asked, smiling up at him dreamily. “Can you fuck me, Ethan, please? I’m aching for it.”

Ethan nodded dumbly. He remembered that his mom said she’d be out all night, waiting for his call. She had wanted to make things as easy as possible for him . . .

“We could, uh, go to my house?” he said dumbly.

Colette’s smile grew on her face. “That sounds perfect, hun. I want to make you feel good.”

Ethan knew that wouldn’t be very difficult to do.
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Chapter Three


J
enny left the Indian restaurant in a hurry, her eyes scanning the ground and her face red from embarrassment. She knew the feeling well—that sense of disgust that often comes after watching porn or getting off, and then looking at what you were watching with a horrified expression on your face, like, What kind of filth was I looking at?!


Even though she left the restaurant with speed, trying not to be noticed, she did see that Colton and Gabriella had already left. So she had nothing to worry about.

Still, she was concerned that someone in the restaurant might have heard her moans—some peeping tom or something—or that her splatter of ejaculate and piss would be discovered splashed against the inside of the door and on the floor in the restroom.

She got to her Lexus and breathed a sigh of relief, realizing that no one was watching her and no one really gave a shit what she was doing. She was just one of hundreds of hot cougars out on the prowl on a Friday night in Downtown San Diego, in the end.

She decided to go see a movie to pass the time. She still hadn’t heard from Vincent, which bummed her out, and even Quentin Marchand, her boss at the museum, hadn’t answered her call.

Jenny figured that he probably had some wealthy, prestigious donor that he needed to inflate with his thick dick and dripping cum—as a “reward,” of course, for being such a kind benefactor to the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art.

So, her two favorite cocks were busy.


Dammit,
 she thought as she started her car and drummed her fingers on the steering wheel, but I’m still so horny!


After a long week at work, she wanted some release. Well, she’d just had some release, but she wanted the real thing. She needed a big manly dick to impale her pussy and make her a gaping, screaming mess.

Instead, she headed to the theater. Perhaps tonight just wasn’t the night for violent lovemaking.

She left Downtown and headed back toward La Jolla, then parked at The Lot. Despite its casual name, it was the highest-tier movie theater in San Diego, with reclining seats and footrests, waiters that brought you food and drink. The whole nine.

She decided to go check out the new Downton Abbey
 film, because she’d always liked the show. Plus, she could relax and just veg out—she didn’t need to use her brain like she might need to at a thriller, or gather her wits about her if she saw a horror film.

The film had been out for a week, but the small dark room was still packed full of people.

Perfect, I can blend in here . . . and no one will notice me.

She even figured that she might be able to rub one out again if she sat at the back of the theater, if the need arose.

Jenny bought herself a beer, which a waiter brought, and then a second one. She stopped at two, and at around the halfway mark of the film, it was nearly 10:00 p.m.

Then her phone buzzed in her purse, and she saw the screen light up.

Her heart skipped a beat as she reached for the phone.

She hoped it would be Vincent Shannon finally getting back to her, telling her that their fuck session was on. But she expected it to be Ethan, saying that he needed a ride home from the prom.

It was neither of them.

The phone read Colt Cunningham
 in big letters.

She gulped and furrowed her brow. Since she was in the theater, she didn’t pick up the call. She let it go to voicemail and waited for a minute . . .

Then the text came: Gabby and I need a ride


Jenny snorted. Who did these kids think she was, their fucking chauffeur?

She replied: What happened to your car?


Colton: We’re drunk


Jenny: Get an Uber


Colton: We’re horny


Jenny frowned. She typed, I’m happy for you,
 and hoped that her sarcasm would come across via text.

Colton: Come on, we want to fuck


Jenny: So do it!


Colton: you don’t understand. We want to fuck You


Jenny’s breath caught in her throat. She put a hand to her mouth and glanced left and right, worried that someone was eavesdropping on her conversation. Of course, no one was. Everyone had their eyes glued to the silver screen.

She typed a few things on the phone, but then deleted her comments. She wasn’t sure what to say.

Finally, she sighed and typed, Where are you?


Colton: Ha I knew it. HoB still, but leaving. Pick us up at the Indian place we saw you at earlier.


Jenny narrowed her eyes on the phone, then clicked it off. She felt like she was being used—hell, she knew
 these damn pretty teenagers were using her.

But she couldn’t help herself.

After debating in her head, she knew what the end result would be.

She left The Lot five minutes later, before the film had even reached the halfway point.
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ETHAN AND COLETTE LAUGHED
 the entire ride home in the Uber. Colette sipped from her flask and even Ethan imbibed a bit, though he didn’t have nearly as much as Colette. Neither of them were too drunk, though, but the warmth tipsiness was starting to settle into his bones as they approached his house.

Ethan was happy to learn that Colette was an easy laugher. He didn’t need to say too much to get her going. She was also handsy and flirty, and that turned him on like a middle schooler seeing porn for the first time.

He literally had no idea why Colette was so nice to him—or attracted to him, even.

He never could have imagined it was because he was a nice boy, and Colette had been burned by fuckbois her entire young life.

She made it obvious that she liked him.

He was still nervous as they stepped out of the Uber and stood in front of his house.

“Wow, your house is huge,” Colette said, staring up at the beautiful white-walled structure.

Ethan’s dad, Eliot, had bought it, before he screwed up his relationship with Mom, cheated on her, and lost the house in the divorce.

The house did make Ethan seem like a big deal, even though it obviously had no reflection on his own success in life. He was still just an 18-year-old kid, with no money of his own.

Luckily, he hadn’t been raised like an entitled brat, but he was still a bit spoiled and sheltered, he knew. Nothing bad had ever really happened to him—nothing serious—
besides his parent’s divorce.

He tended to keep to himself and stay out of trouble.

Not many boys his age could say that.

“Thanks,” he said to Colette, unsure what else to say. He took her hand and they wandered up the winding path to the front door.

“Can you . . . show me what else of yours is huge, Ethan?” Colette asked lowly, her voice oozing seduction.

Ethan’s eyes widened. “I, uh . . . well—”

She slapped him on the shoulder and giggled. “Ha ha, I’m only joking, hun. Don’t worry, you don’t have to be nervous around me.”

“Impossible.”

She snickered as he opened the front door. “I’ll make it easy for you to relax . . .”

They walked into the foyer and Ethan turned on the light. The high-ceilinged room surprised Colette once again.

“Jeez, what does your dad do
 to buy a place like this?” she asked, her head tilted up toward the ceiling, looking at the golden chandelier hanging from the rafters.

“Investments. Money stuff.”

“Right. Money stuff,” she said. She took his hand and led him over to the couch.

Ethan got more nervous than ever. The butterflies had turned into a full-blown panic.

Colette’s soft fingers went to his shoulders and caressed him. “God, you’re so tense, babe . . .”

Ethan breathed in shallow breaths.

“Relax,” she added. Her hands disappeared inside the top of his shirt and massaged his hairless chest. Then she unbuttoned his tuxedo and slowly untied his tie.

The petite girl ripped off his tuxedo jacket and flung the tie over his head and onto the ground.

Ethan had expected to go into his room upstairs, to start whatever foreplay they were going to do there . . . he hadn’t thought Colette would take such immediate control, in the living room
 of all places.

Once he was down to just a white button-down shirt and slacks, Colette slowly teased the buttons off and then took his shirt off. “Nice, hun, you’re pretty ripped,” she said, running a hand over his veiny, vascular arms.

Playing football had had its perks, at least in that respect.

His boxers hurt as his hard dick pressed up against the fabric.

Colette unbuckled his belt and went on her tiptoes, kissing him at the same time.

He closed his eyes and tried to forget about everything for a second, so he could gain control of himself . . .

But Colette tasted so good. Her lips were so warm and wet, and it made his cock leak with precum.

She noticed the bulge that his dick made in the pants. She went to her knees in front of him and then stared up at him with her narrow eyes, wide and excited.

She had a happy expression on her face.

Ethan took a deep breath, his whole body tensing.

Colette slowly lowered his slacks, to reveal his black boxers. Then she lowered those and his hard cock rocketed, flinging up like a doorstopper on the loose.

“Hmm,” she said as she took in the sight of his less-than-average-sized cock. Her face didn’t betray any emotion—neither surprise nor shock and awe nor disappointment.

Ethan was glad for that, but he blushed anyway.

She kept scrutinizing his cock for what seemed like eons. She still hadn’t touched it or his little balls or anything—her hands rested on his hips, with his slacks pulled down to his knees.

He felt like he had to say something. “S-Sorry it’s not big,” he blurted out, “. . . like you hoped it would be.”

A little frown touched the corners of her lips. Without looking up at him, she said, “Hun, it’s fine. This will definitely do. Don’t you worry about a thing. And it’s so hard!”

Ethan’s heart swelled. He totally had expected his first experience with such a hot girl to be a letdown—he thought he’d get made fun of!

Instead, Colette wrapped her dainty hand around his cock, taking his shaft in her fist.

He let out a miserable moan as she first touched it. He looked up to the ceiling, the walls—anywhere but down. He thought that if he could make it past these first few minutes, he might be okay . . .

Then Colette cradled his balls in her other hand. She lightly squeezed them and pressed her fingers into his little sack, and the sensation was slightly painful but also extremely erotic.

“G-Goddamn,” he muttered. “That’s nice.”

She giggled. Then her head leaned forward and she kissed the pink tip of his cock. She opened her mouth and put boy’s warm manhood on her lips, then she licked his precum-leaking cockhead.

Ethan grunted and his entire body stiffened.

“It’s like a hard rocket,” she said with a smile.

Before Ethan could say anything, or determine if that was a good or a bad thing, Colette’s face shot forward and she swallowed his cock whole.

His eyes bulged as he watched her take his entire four inches into her mouth, in one fell swoop.

She sucked his cock like a lollipop, not needing to open her mouth that wide to take the skinny dick into her mouth.

To Ethan’s delight, he did hear her gag once, and thought that the tip of his dick might have kissed the back of her throat.

But it was just Colette getting situated.

She grabbed his narrow hips and pulled him forward, then went full-board on her blowjob. Her tongue swirled around his shaft and cockhead like it had when she had kissed him.

She was French kissing his cock.

One of her hands moved from his hip to his balls, which she cradled again and gently pulled and squeezed.

Ethan felt himself losing control within five minutes. He grunted and groaned like a Neanderthal, but managed to keep from blowing his load.

He desperately did not want to be known as a premature ejaculator.

Luckily, before he lost control completely, she stopped blowing him. His cock popped out of her mouth like a Tootsie Roll pop and she kissed it again. It was wet and red like a strawberry, the small veins running along its length engorged and bright blue.

“Come on,” she urged, “I want to feel that hard dick inside me, Ethan.”

He simply nodded, unable to form words.

Colette took her dress off over her head, stripping slowly for him and making him as hard as diamonds. She threw the glittering teal dress away and stood in front of him naked—she had obviously planned for this to go this way, since she wasn’t wearing any bra or panties.

Ethan’s mouth dropped open. Her perky little tits looked so inviting and supple, like half-apples with slightly upturned nipples. Her pussy was hairless and shaved.

Because of her slight body, she was all bony angles.

Colette was not a curvy woman, by any means, but she was still beautiful in Ethan’s eyes. He almost preferred her to be small and quaint, because he imagined that it meant her pussy would be small and tight, too, which would be better for his little cock.

She backed up to the black sofa and splayed herself on her back. Then she parted her legs and stared at him with a twinkling look in her eyes. “Come on, hun, get on over here.”

Ethan hurried over and almost tumbled forward, forgetting that he still had his slacks ringed around his knees. He eagerly kicked off his pants and rushed over in only his black socks.

His little prick bounced left and right as he moved, and Colette couldn’t help but giggle as she watched the earnest boy crawl over her on the couch.

He got his body close, keeping his arms and hands framed around her head—lifting himself up like he was doing a pushup.

But then he didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, I’ll guide you in,” she whispered in a sultry, raspy voice. 

The hairs on Ethan’s neck and arms stood up on end. Goosebumps rose.

This was it!

Her hand disappeared between both of their legs, but Ethan couldn’t take his eyes away from her beautiful face.

He felt her warm touch on his penis and let out another soft groan. She kept smiling at him, their eyes locked in battle.

He bent down and kissed her, his mouth moving hard over hers.

At the same time, he felt a warmth envelop his cock like he’d never felt before. It wasn’t tight or gross or awkward—it was perfect.

Before he even knew it, Ethan Steele had lost his virginity.

He kept kissing her, then started pumping his hips like he’d seen on pornos. He didn’t know what else to do.

Colette let out soft little whimpers while they kissed and he fucked her, gently, though he was trying as hard as he could.

He started picking up speed quick. He could feel his cock darting in and out of her cunt—he had the whole length of his shaft hilted on her slick pussy lips.

He didn’t dare pull back too far, because he was worried that his dick would lose its place and slip out. That was the last thing he wanted—he wanted to be inside Colette forever.

The girl wrapped her legs around his waist and let out more moans as he picked up his pace. His hips moved faster.

Her hands cradled his face. Her calves rested on his butt, urging him forward, locking him in a leg-embrace.

They fucked in the missionary position for what seemed like hours, to Ethan, though it was actually about 10 minutes.
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Chapter Four


C
olton and Gabriella stumbled into the backseat of Jennifer’s Lexus, both of them laughing. She looked in the rearview mirror and saw how sloshed a and sloppy they looked. Their faces were red, and Colton’s tie was loose around his neck. His collar was undone and unkempt. Gabby’s elegant dress was ruffled.

They came into the car holding each other up, with Colton’s arm over Gabby’s shoulder. The only difference Jenny noticed from when she’d first seen them at the restaurant was that they were a bit drunker, and now they both wore crowns on their heads.

It seems the handsome couple had been crowned Prom King and Queen after all, just as Ethan had anticipated.

Jenny rolled her eyes at the two in the rearview mirror, though they didn’t see.

“Thanks for picking up us, Jenny—picking us up,” Colton slurred, then chuckled awkwardly.

“Anytime, hun . . .”

Jenny wondered what the fuck she’d gotten herself into. Here she was, an esteemed member of the La Jolla Museum of Contemporary Art—a successful woman in her mid-to-late 30s, fraternizing with a couple drunk, spoiled kids playing dress-up for the night.

She was angry at herself.

Jenny started driving back toward La Jolla, without saying much to the two prom-goers in the back. They seemed to have the conversation covered themselves, and she was fine with that.

They both looked like hot messed—but “hot” was the key word in that phrase.

Gabby’s slightly flushed cheeks only make her look cuter. The cheerleader still had those nice little tits and a round bubblebutt that made Jenny jealous. Plus, she was clearly fun to be around. 

Jenny could see why Colton would go for her.

Once they hit the freeway, Jenny heard a zipping sound and she looked in the rearview mirror.

Her eyes widened.

Colton’s giant cock flopped out of his pants, onto his lap. He pulled his slacks down slightly and reached in, then swaddled his huge nuts and let them plop onto his lap.

He chuckled as he stared at his genitals, and Gabby did too.

“Come on, Gab, it ain’t gonna suck itself,” he said in his slurred voice. He laughed and leaned his head back.

“Ha, fuck off, Colt!” Gabby said. But her hand instinctively reached down and gripped the big flaccid shaft, her fingers not long enough to reach all the way around its incredible girth.

Jenny’s eyes shot back to the road and she swerved the car, realizing she’d accidentally merged a lane and a half over.

Colton and Gabby’s bodies both jerked over, their heads nearly hitting the side of the car. Gabby almost fell into Colt’s lap, her head bumping against his strong bicep.

“Woah, eyes on the road, Jenny!” Colton yelled in a singsong voice.

“I don’t think she can stop staring at your big fat dick, Colt!” Gabriella cried out.

Colton chuckled.

Jenny bit her bottom lip. She said nothing and kept glancing back into the rearview mirror intermittently, to see what was going on.

The nonchalance that Colton had shown before exposing his oversized manhood had shocked Jenny to the core. He was so blasé and confident in everything he did . . . it pissed her off.

And it turned her on incredibly. Her panties were getting wet again, just seeing that big fucking tool.

Colton reached into his pocket. He came out holding a little white bag. He pushed his big floppy donkey dick over his thigh, so it rested against his hipbone.

Jenny got a perfect shot of his big balls. God, those sweaty nuts look so ripe and lovely . . . I just want to taste them and gargle them in my mouth like mouthwash. I want to feel his smooth ballsack drooping over my lips and face before I gobble those eggs down my greedy little gullet . . .


Colton squeezed his balls together, until they looked like two pool balls splayed out in his lap.

“Look at those big puffy alpha nuts,” Gabriella muttered. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from them, and Jenny hated that she
 had to so she could drive.

Gabby leaned over and kissed Colton on the mouth. They made out for a second, and the boy’s huge cock started to thicken against his leg, the underside pulsing outward . . .

Colton pulled away and made his testicles as level as he could, until they looked like a leathery table.

Then he opened the baggy and carefully dropped some of the white powder right on top of his nuts, in the crease between his balls.

Gabriella licked her lips.

“Come on, babe, don’t you wanna sniff that shit off my huge fucking nutsack?” 

Gabriella bent her head forward. “Your balls are the best, babe . . . almost as good as this coke . . .”

“Hey!” Colton spat.

Gabriella giggled and then dove in. She made an exaggerated sniffing sound like a vacuum cleaner on overdrive. She stuffed her face right into Colton’s huge ballsack, until her entire face region was covered in scrotum and sweat and blow.

As she took the line of coke off his balls, she put her hands against his hips.

Colton chuckled and put his hands on top of Gabriella’s head. He forced her head to stay down, then laughed when she let out muffled choking sounds.

Jenny watched in the rearview mirror as Colton smothered his girlfriend’s face in his stupid fat ballpouch. He didn’t seem to care how much pressure he put on his own testicles, and Jenny almost expected there to be an imprint of Gabby’s face once he finally let her up.

It was a long time coming before he let the girl come up for air. When he finally did, she gasped and choked, and a bit of white powder smeared her face just under her nostrils.

Her eyes were wide and red-rimmed. “Jeez, Colt, you never said you were gonna try to suffocate me on your big dumb balls!”

“You knew it was coming, babe. Let’s be real.”

Her rage quickly vanished. She seemed to grow timid. “Yeah . . . I guess . . .”

“And you loved it.”

“Ughh,” she whined, jokingly. She rolled her eyes at him, then bent her head forward and suddenly licked the underside of his cock.

That got the big hung stud going. His flaccid dick started to engorge and stiffen against his hip. It grew and grew as Gabriella kept licking it like a popsicle.

“Aw, fuck yeah,” Colton murmured, his hands clasped behind his head as he watched his girlfriend orally stimulate him.

It didn’t take long for Colton’s monstercock to become its full, rock-hard self. It protruded up from his lap like a javelin, curving in the middle like a backwards-facing banana.

The purple cockhead looked menacing and gigantic. It was nearly the size of one of Gabriella’s small tits—an apple in its own right.

“You’ve made the beast angry, babe,” Colton joked. “Now you must pay the toll.”

“Oh shut up, babe,” Gabriella said.

Jenny groaned in disgust. The cutesy way they talked to each other was so ridiculous, especially after the dumb slut had just racked a line of coke off Colton’s fat ballsack. And now she was acting like a timid little Bambi . . .

Her eyes shot to the rearview mirror.

Colton had his hand on top of her little head again, only this time she had Colton’s cock in her mouth. She struggled to stretch her jaw as far as it would go, until the flared ridge of his glans pushed past her lips and into her cheeks, filling her mouth completely.

Snot and coke instantly started dripping from her nose, and tears came to her red-rimmed eyes.

Gabriella gagged and choked on Colton’s cock, and Jenny could only stare. At the same time, even though she fought for her life to try to pleasure him, she looked like she enjoyed it.

Gabby loved the abuse—just like Jenny. In that way, Jenny realized, they were kindred spirits.

Perhaps she’s going to turn into me when she’s older . . . a hot, horny MILF who just wants to fuck young hard cocks. The bigger the better.

God knows she’s already well on her way—a size queen at the ripe young age of 18!

Gabriella’s blowjob was sloppy and wet. The squelching sounds coming from the bottom of her throat were quite alarming, but she didn’t seem to be on the verge of passing out.

She took nearly half of Colton’s cock down her throat, which was an impressive feat. There was five or six inches of manmeat stuffed down her gullet, bulging her neck like a pregnant belly, and she fought like a trooper.

She slurped and moaned like she was asphyxiating, but it clearly turned her on—Jenny could see that her leather seat underneath Gabriella’s legs were slick and wet.

The girl was on her knees, scrunched up in her seat and facing Colton. She obviously didn’t have her seatbelt on, and for a second Jenny worried what would happen if they were pulled over by the cops.

“Oh, yes, sorry officer! I wasn’t swerving because I’m drunk, I was swerving because I was busy watching this teenager lodge his stupidly huge cock down this girl’s tiny tight throat.”

“Oh, yes, they’re both 18, don’t you worry. Is he my son? No! And she’s not my daughter, either.”

“Oh, you’ll let us off with a warning if you can fuck the girl’s tight twat? Don’t worry, if your cock is big enough, I’m sure she’ll love it! She’s pretty drunk, anyway.”

“Yes, ma’am, I’m sure my son’s friend will plow your needy cunt and give you release like you’ve never felt before. He’s so good at plugging loose holes with his massive fuckstick!”

Jenny chuckled to herself at the daydream. She pulled off the freeway and headed toward her house.

Her pussy leaked and the insides of her thighs were wet and glistening from her own juices.

For the entire second half of the ride to Jennifer’s house, Gabriella choked on Colton’s gargantuan cock and did her best to please him. He just groaned and moaned as she sucked him off like a real trooper.

The sounds coming from her throat—wet, squishy, violent noises—became more and more alarming as time passed.

But she never stopped, even when he took his hands off her head. She was forcing his cock down her throat, and only came up for air when her face was absolutely blood-red.

“God . . . she could be an Olympic swimmer . . .” Jenny found herself muttering.

“I know, right!” Colton laughed. He forced her head down gently and was rewarded with another gag that sounded like a dying animal.

“Grrrrgh!”

To keep Colton’s cock steady in her gaping mouth, Gabby held the base of it with her hands. She choked herself without any care for her own safety.

Jenny pulled up into the driveway of the house. Almost immediately doing that, she drummed her fingers on the steering wheel . . .

“Gaaack!” went Gabby’s plugged throat.

Jenny unlatched her seatbelt with a quickness of a much younger woman. She bounded over the center console and stuck her head through the driver and passenger seat.

“Come on, you big dummy, fuck my stupid face,” she growled. “You owe me for the ride.”

Colton’s eyebrows jumped on his forehead. “You give me a ride and now you want a ride, huh?”

“Something like that. You’re the one who said—”

“I’m just playing, Ms. Steele,” the boy chuckled. His sweaty face leaned forward. “Come on, babe, let’s give the big-titted MILF a chance.”

Gabby drooled and frothed as Colton pulled his behemoth out of her gullet. It made a lewd schlorp
 sound as it slid out from her cheeks, and then the cockhead popped free from her mucked up lips.

Gabriella’s face was ruined—makeup and drool and coke and snot caked every inch of her. She looked like a ridiculously dirty slut, and it made Jenny wetter.

The older woman stuck her head forward. Her giant ass nearly ripped through her business skirt as she bent over.

If someone had the eyes to see, they would have noticed a massive fanny wiggling between the driver and passenger seat in the front of the car—her buttcheeks almost pressing up against the horn on the steering wheel.

Colton had to crouch into an awkward position to move himself forward in the low-ceilinged car, but he made it work.

Plus, his cock was very long, so he didn’t have to reach very far.

Once it was inches from Jenny’s face, she reached out like a greedy leprechaun and snagged the shaft and cockhead. She jerked him off roughly, her hands moving back and forth with wet friction.

“Woah, easy, bitch!” Colton grumbled. “Don’t rip the fucking thing off!”

Jenny snarled and widened her mouth. She had a bigger face and lips than Gabby, and she stuffed Colton’s wet, bulbous cockhead past her lips easier than the cheerleader.

Once she had his dicktip bulging her cheeks like a chipmunk, Colton growled and put his hands on the sides of her blonde head.

He started pumping his hips, swinging back and forth until his cock dove down Jenny’s throat, bloating her neck like a blow-up doll.

He facefucked her roughly, just like she wanted.

From her side, all she could see was his stubble of pubes getting nearer and then further as his flat, muscled tummy swung back and forth.

Colton’s huge dick slammed into her face over and over. His big balls swung between his legs and pelted her in the chin.

“Yeah, smack those heavy horse-nuts into the bitch’s face, babe!” Gabby urged, ever the cheerleader.

Jenny could hardly breathe. She choked and struggled on Colton’s cock, but he wouldn’t stop skullfucking her until he was satisfied.

The young man got into a rhythm and seemed to lose all track or time. He was in a trance as he pummeled Jenny’s face with his giant slab of manmeat and weighty balls.

Just like Gabby, snot caked Jenny’s face. She couldn’t help it—it was part of the deal. You suck a huge cock, your face is going to get messed up.

Her neck started to hurt from the battering it was taking from his swinging nutsack, plus the bulging from getting stretched out by his cock.

Jenny knew that once Colton pulled out, she would be able to breathe better than she had in days—her esophagus would be opened up like a cleaner had been run through it.

That was the magic of getting cored out by a boy’s oversized tool.

Colton came in her mouth—an explosion that she knew was coming by the way his shaft thickened and throbbed. The veins protruded all over his dick, and her cocksucking duck-face looked ridiculous.

The jet of sticky, slimy semen shot down her esophagus, directly into her stomach. It swirled down her tube and shot out her nose, until there was cum flying all over the car, dripping down onto the leather of the center console.

Jenny’s eyes were wide as Colton groaned and unleashed his load without any verbal warning. One second he was fucking her face mercilessly, turning her into a brain-dead, used-up cockwarmer, and the next second his hot spunk was flooding down her throat and inflating her belly.

She loved every second of it.

When he pulled away, she gagged and choked and spit out cum, but Colton’s hand shot out, took her chin, and snapped her jaw shut.

“Swallow that thick load, bitch!”

She snorted involuntarily and cum bubbles popped, the stinky jizz leaking from her nostrils.

But, like a good little whore, she managed to keep most of his load down. She made an exaggerated gulping sound, then opened her mouth and showed him her tongue, and under it, and then he patted her head like she was a doggie.

She felt like a dumb dog—like a dumb bitch.

She had cum simply from the exhilaration of the asphyxiation. And she wanted more . . .

“I-Into the house,” she croaked.

“What was that, you big horny slut?” Colton asked. “Are you gonna ‘moo’ like a cow for me, with those big hanging udders?”

Jenny frowned and snorted again. “I need mooooore . . .”
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Chapter Five


E
than came like a geyser. He warned Colette that it was coming, but she could tell by the way his body seized up and every vein on his body popped out. His neck veins, especially, protruded like he was about to have a subdural hematoma, and his face went beet-red.

“Oh fuck, Coletttte, I’m gonna cum!” he cried out.

They hadn’t moved from the missionary position. They hadn’t moved from the couch.

Everything just seemed so perfect there—the way their bodies melded together into one. It was gentle and pleasurable beyond belief, mostly for Ethan, but even Colette came close to climaxing at one point.

It had been a while since she’d had sex, and even though Ethan was an inexperienced, earnest lover, she could tell that he truly cared for her, and that was a turn-on.

“Cum inside, Ethan, hun! Don’t worry, it’s safe!” she said into his ear.

That was all the excuse he needed. Never mind that he had no pull-out game to speak of—but he finally realized how difficult it would be to pull out when you were on the verge of a monstrous orgasm, and he gained a new respect for all those he’d watched do it in his porn videos.

He unloaded inside her, and though it wasn’t a long-lasting or thick gout of cum, it shot out with a vengeance, straight through Colette’s pussy tunnel and up to her womb.

They both yelled and grappled one another, their arms moving uncontrollably. Colette opted to ruffle the boy’s hair as he came, and pull on his neck. Ethan simply wrapped his forearms behind the girl’s neck and leaned forward, until his face was in the nook of her shoulder.

Then the front door burst open.

Ethan was too tired to even care—too content to look over his shoulder to see that his mother came bounding into the house, topless, her skirt hiked up to her waist.

Jenny’s huge tits flopped around wildly as she ran in giggling, her face a ruined mixture of cum and saliva.

Colton ran after her, spanking her fat ass and causing the older woman to yelp like a schoolgirl.

Behind him, an actual
 schoolgirl sprinted by, her hands cupping Colton’s tight ass and slapping him.

All three of them were in a horny frenzy, and Jenny didn’t even notice at first that the light in the living room was on.

She also didn’t see that her son was facedown on top of Colette’s body on the couch, utterly spent and completely naked except for his black socks.

Jenny had her attention solely on Colton behind her—on that giant wagging fuckstick that swung left and right, and she could imagine a whooshing
 sound as it flailed in the air. His big balls bounced against his thighs as he chased after her.

Colette’s eyes opened wide as she stared past Ethan’s shoulder and held the boy close to her body. She tightened up and used him as a shield so that these three strangers wouldn’t see her nakedness.

She recognized Colton Cunningham and Gabriella Evans—they were the two most popular kids in school.

And Colette couldn’t help but zero in on the mammoth manhood swinging between Colton’s legs like a tree trunk. It was the biggest, scariest cock she’d ever seen.

She quickly imagined it ravaging her tight little body, and knew that it would probably kill her, it was so big.

“Oh, look at that, little Ethan got some!” Colton cried out, noticing the bodies on the couch before Jenny did.

Jenny’s giddy face froze and she slowly turned to face the couch, a mask of horror in her eyes and mouth.

“E-Ethan!” she wailed.

“Come on, bitch, he’s spent!” Colton laughed.

“M-Mom?” Ethan’s little voice croaked. He slowly started to turn his head to gaze over his shoulder, a similarly petrified look on his own face.

Then Colton shoved Jenny from behind, surprisingly hard, and the older woman yelped and lunged forward.

Jenny fell over the edge of the couch and directly on top of her son. “Ahhh!” she screamed as her fat tits pressed up against her son’s sweaty, pale back.

“Nooo!” she continued, trying to scramble, to roll off her son.

Colette made an “oof” sound as the bigger woman’s whole weight fell on top of the boy already on top of her.

But Colton pressed down on her back with his strong hands—hands that were made to catch footballs and do manly things.

“Ha ha, this is perfect!” he screamed, his fingers digging into Jenny’s back. Gabriella was behind him, urging him on, her mouth a perfect “O” of surprise.

“Mommm!” Ethan wailed, aghast and dumbstruck. He was sandwiched between the love of his life—or who he thought was the love of his life—and his own mother’s naked body.

Everyone was naked. Everyone was horny, except Ethan, and he had nowhere to go.

The boy’s little flaccid shrimpdick nudged up against Colette’s wet pussy and smeared cum and fluids all over her pubis and legs.

Colton flung Jenny’s dress up her back, revealing her giant puffy asscheeks, and he spanked her as he held her down on her son.

The hung stud laughed as he slapped his huge cock down between her asscrack and hotdogged her, lubricating his shaft with sweat and precum and the saliva that still dripped.

Without ceremony, he shoved his fat cock inside Jenny’s tight cunt, stretching her apart and corking her like a wine bottle.

Jenny screamed in pleasure and pain and fear as Colton rammed his dummy thick dick into her cunt—she screamed directly in her son’s ears.

She couldn’t help but wrap her arms around the bodies in front of her—the bodies she lay on.

Colton swung his hips and fucked Jenny on top of his son. The older woman’s tits drooped over the sides of the boy, her hard nipples pressing into his shoulder blades.

Ethan was still struck dumb from what was going on—he couldn’t see anything except Colette’s frightened face in front of him.

His body started to rock back and forth with the inertia of his mother’s movements on top of him.

Jenny and Ethan’s sweaty forms seesawed, her plump tits continuing to squish down on him. The mother’s legs stuck out past the end of the couch, where Colton had them lifted and in his iron grip.

Colton used Jenny’s legs for leverage as he fucked her.

As much as Jenny tried, she couldn’t stop herself from cumming. She closed her eyes and wailed like a monster—unbelieving that she was on top of her son in the horniest state of her life.

She tried to block out thoughts of Ethan, but it didn’t help that his oiled, slicked-back hair was directly in her face, and she had to spit out his curls so she could breathe before screaming again.

The three sandwiched bodies on the couch swayed and moved.

Colette came, finally, after having Ethan’s little soft dick smearing onto her pussy—the insane event happening on top of her was too much. It was also painful, but her entire body writhed from the pleasure, and she wasn’t even being penetrated.

“I’m sorryyyy Ethan!” she wailed, leaning her head back and exploding in orgasmic bliss.

Colton cackled and spanked Jenny’s bare ass over and over, and ripples swept down from her fat flabby cheeks, up her back.

He had her spitted on his cock like a kabob, and Jenny squirted back toward him, piss and cum flying and splattering against his belly.

Colton just laughed and continued to rail the MILF through her orgasm.

His heavy balls swung up and plapped against Jenny’s legs and pussy, the lewd noise echoing through the house.

Gabriella ran to the side of the couch and clapped her hands. She was completely naked, too, and wanted to become part of this ridiculous, impromptu orgy.

She couldn’t believe that the awful slut Jennifer Steele was hugging her son against her voluptuous naked body as her boyfriend’s titanic cock was railing the brain-dead cougar!

Gabby straddled her legs over Ethan’s head and managed to stick her muff right in Colette’s trapped face.

Colette’s eyes went wide as the horny cheerleader sat on the back of Ethan’s head and planted her pussy on the girl’s face. She couldn’t help but stick her tongue in that sopping wet mess of a cunt, and Gabriella took Colette’s lovely brown hair and forced her to eat her out.

Gabby could feel Jenny’s head bumping against her butt, and she reached back and spread her cheeks. “Come on, you big dumb bimbo, eat my fucking asshole!”

Jenny groaned and looked up. Her nose poked Gabby’s quivering sphincter the next time Colton thrust her body forward.

Gabby smelled sweaty and sweet and tangy. Jenny pushed her tongue out and rimmed Gabby’s asshole, tonguing her shitter while her pussy was being turned into a gaping, soaked mess.

Gabriella screeched with glee, pushing back and down at the same time, so that Colette ate her pussy and Jenny slobbered her anus. Somewhere underneath all of that, Ethan’s head was still trapped, probably losing consciousness from asphyxiation.

Colton beat Jenny’s cheeks over and over, thrusting as hard as he could, until most of his 10-plus-inch cock was disappearing into her stretched pussy. He spanked the big woman again and then stuck his thumb into Jenny’s inviting asshole.

Jenny screamed and came again. Her body wouldn’t stop writhing. She’d almost forgotten that Ethan was under her, wriggling and trying to get out of the desperate situation.

But it was hopeless.

Jennifer Steele climaxed on top of her son, and her juices rolled down the boys asscrack and legs and little balls.

She thought she heard sniffling, and she imagined that Ethan was crying now—weeping like a little bitch.

“Don’t be such a baby, boy!” she cried out, unable to control herself. Her mind was awhirl with lewd, lurid thoughts. Then her face was smashed back into Gabriella’s hungry asshole. She licked and prodded the younger girl with her tongue, getting deep into her bubblebutt.

Gabriella came from the anal tongue dart, and she pissed in Colette’s face at the same time. She roared with glee and nearly drowned the poor diminutive little girl under her.

Colette’s face was coated with piss and cum and saliva. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head from shock and pleasure, and she came again.

All three girls were writhing and flailing. Their sweaty bodies had morphed into one cohesive unit, and they couldn’t stop squirting all over the couch and all over the people around them.

Ethan was getting the worst of it: piss and cum dripping down his crack and legs and back from his own mother and from Colton’s oversized horsecock; a trickling stream of squirted cum-piss from Gabriella’s cunt; his mother’s saliva leaking down the Gabby’s buttcrack and onto the top of his head.

The gangbang was a sloppy mess.

Colton roughly grabbed onto Jenny’s bouncy asscheeks and heaved. “I’m gonna cum so hard down your dumb fucking cunt, bitch!”

“Fill me, Colt! Stretch my little pussy with your donkey dick so I can’t walk right! Beat my fucking guts up” Jenny yelled.

The Clydesdale stud unleashed his eruption of cum and sent the majority of it straight down her pussy tube. It coated her walls and swirled around, until it jetted into her womb and he pulled out.

A fountain of thick jizz cascaded into the air as he yanked his cockflesh out of Jenny’s gaping cunt and rained his seed all over the bodies in front of him.

Jenny’s pussy breathed with relief, wide open and dark like a cavernous crater.

Gabby planted her firm rump directly into Jenny’s face one last time, so she could feel that prodding tongue poke her shithole and send her through one final orgasm.

Ethan came again, ashamed and baffled, from the sheer motion of rocking back and forth. His little soft dick resting on Colette’s body had smeared and squished around in his cum puddle until it grew hard again, and this time he leaked a second, tiny load onto the girl’s stomach.

Colette gasped for breath, trying to breath and speak through Gabby’s clear liquid that coated her face. It looked like she wore a wax mask, and her eyes were wide with shock. But as Ethan came onto her stomach, she came too.

All five bodies exploded in orgasmic bliss.

And then it was over.

And it was that same feeling that Jenny had felt a thousand times before—that everyone had felt: What kind of filthy, kinky shit have I gotten myself into! This is so shameful!


Colton’s tree trunk cock slowly lowered and softened. It oozed cum, and jizz dripped from his giant pool balls, too.

Jenny rolled off her son’s back, falling to the ground with a thud. She simply lay on her back, breathing heavily, her round tits spilled out to her sides. She looked up to the ceiling and saw Colton staring over her.

“N-Never again,” she swore, more to herself than to the young stud. There were boundaries that simply couldn’t be crossed.

Getting fucking on top of your own son’s prone body was one of those boundaries.

Gabriella was the next to get up—lifting her long legs over Colette and Ethan, until she no longer straddled them. She looked suddenly ashamed, but still eager to do more coke.

Ethan rolled off the couch—off Colette, and nearly fell on top of his naked mom. He crawled away, his little twig and berries swinging between his narrow legs. He heard Colton laughing at him as he rolled away.

This had been the greatest day of his life, quickly followed by the worst day of his life—all in one night.

Without looking back, he fled upstairs, his head buried in his hands.

“W-Wait, E . . . don’t . . . go,” Jenny called out after him, but her voice was raspy and low and sore from all the cocksucking, and he was already gone.

She thought she’d lost him forever.

Had it been worth it?

This time . . . No. She felt like the worst mother on the planet.

“N-Never again,” she said once more. “That was the last straw, Colton . . . how . . . could you?”

“How could I?” Colton said angrily. “How could we?
 I didn’t hear you tell me to stop, Jennifer.”

Jenny’s face reddened. It was true. She’d cum so damn hard, it had never crossed her mind to tell Colton to stop pounding her little pussy into submission. She’d just gone along with it, despite it probably scarring her son for life . . .

Colette helped herself off the couch and spit on the ground, clearing her nostrils and eyes and ears and mouth of Gabriella’s ejaculate and piss. The little lady still looked dumbfounded and flabbergasted. “Y-You people are terrible,” she croaked.

At the very least, she looked toward the stairs, and was ready to chase after Ethan.

Then her eyes found Colton’s giant cock and low-hanging ballsack dangling between his legs.

“Yes,” Colton said, “we’re terrible. I’m Colton, by the way.”

“I know who you are,” Colette said with a scowl. She crossed her tiny arms over her little tits. “We go to school together, dumbass.”

She looked angry, but she couldn’t stop from staring at Colton’s enormous package.

Colton chuckled. “Do you want this terrible dumbass to sit on your face and smother you with these giant sweaty nuts?” He grabbed his huge dangling package with both hands, to make a point. 

Colette narrowed her eyes at him angrily. Her mouth opened to say something, then closed. She was so close to saying it . . .

“Or I could stuff your cute little mouth with this monster horsecock. . . to make it up to you, that is.”

Colette squeezed her arms tighter around her body. She looked so conflicted. All eyes were turned to her.

“No
,” she finally said, firmly, her high voice breaking the silence. “I’m going to go check on Ethan. You’re a big bully, Colton Cunningham.”

And she ran away up the stairs, toward her prom date.

Colton’s mouth dropped open. He stood there with his big flaccid dick hanging out of his fist. He let it drop against his thigh with a clap.

It was the first time that he could remember ever being turned down by a girl after he presented her with his monstrous unit.

But it wouldn’t be the last.
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Check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont, such as the Little Big Man series:


Book 1: Professor on the Prowl
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Or, if you like sweet, lewd stories about cute chicks with huge dicks, check out The Futa Girl’s Journey series:


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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