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Chapter 1

Crystal

When Ethan and I bought Sarino’s Pizza and became co-owners of the place we’d worked at for a decade, it was the proudest day of our lives as husband and wife.

We were business owners. Both of us thirty-five, ready to start our next chapter together. We lived the DINK life—double income, no kids—and were happy that way.

What started as a sweet romance between a line cook and a hostess in their early twenties had become something more. We started dating at twenty-five, while we both worked under Larry as employees at Sarino’s.

Then Larry helped us take out a loan once he was ready to retire. Now, we’ve owned the place for over a year, and business is booming in our small mom-and-pop pizza parlor. It’s a hole-in-the-wall establishment that has roots with the local community. Our friends, family, and strangers want to see us succeed, so they frequent Sarino’s even when there’s cheaper pizza down the block.

One thing we didn’t expect when we bought the place was the number of favors we’d be taking from friends.

On a breezy Friday afternoon in sunny San Diego, I find myself sitting in one of the eight booths in our tiny restaurant, with Ethan in the back slicing cheese, prepping for the supper rush. I’m on the phone with my friend Tanya, a girl I went to school with who is now a successful lawyer downtown.

I wince when she asks the question.

“Look, I know it’s a lot to ask, but Greg and I are going out of town for the weekend and we don’t want Zach staying at the house because we know he’ll throw a party.”

I sigh, glancing over my shoulder at Ethan, who is elbows-deep in flour and oil now, making the dough.

One thing that came with this restaurant when we bought it with our big loan? The apartment upstairs, where Ethan and I live. Our lives are smothered by Sarino’s at all times, whether we want it or not.

“He just finished high school, right? He’s out for the summer? Of course he’s gonna party.”

Tanya scoffs. “Not at my house he’s not. My son can go trash his buddies’ houses if he wants.”

“If he’s gonna stay here for the weekend, Tanya, then I’m gonna put him to work,” I tell my friend of twenty years.

She chuckles on her end. “Well, that was my next question . . .”

“Oh boy.”

“. . . I wanted to see if you would, maybe, uh, give him a summer job? He can work. And it’s about time he does. He’s going to college in fall, so it wouldn’t be long.”

I bite my lip, frowning. “Shit, Tan. I’ll have to ask Ethan.” But I know what he’ll say, because he’s always the Good Cop. “Of course we could use a family friend! What’s the harm?”

Well, the harm is our already razor-thin margins. Our bills. Ethan tries not to think about stuff like that, which is one of the reasons I love him: His carefree attitude.  

“I appreciate you’re trying to teach him some structure,” I tell Tanya. But we can barely pay ourselves, much less an eighteen-year-old who might not even know how to wash dishes.

“Just think about it, okay?” she asks. “Please, Crys?”

I think for a moment and let out a heavy sigh. “I don’t have to,” I say in a dreary tone. “Zach can stay with us for the weekend, and he can work here for the summer.”

It’s the right thing to do.

“Oh, yay! Thanks so much, Crystal. Greg will be thrilled to get him out of the house. You won’t regret it, I promise!”

Little did I know how much I wouldn’t regret it.
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After the phone call, I hoist myself up from the booth and wander toward the back-of-house, where Ethan is just finishing with the dough and cheese. He’s got his cute apron on and I slap his tight ass when I walk up behind him, hugging him from the back.

He jolts. “Shit, babe.”

I smile in his ear. “I’ve got . . . some news. You might not like it. Or maybe you will.”

He lifts his brow.

“We’re taking on Zach—you know, Tanya and Greg’s kid?—for the summer. Oh, and he’s staying with us for the weekend while they’re out of town.”

His shoulders stiffen. Then my hand starts to trail down his flat abs, lower, until I grab his dick through his pants before he can answer.

“And if you don’t whine about it, I’ll reward you, baby,” I whisper.

One other thing about me: My libido is wild. Always has been. Ethan can hardly keep up, though I never hear him complaining when I’m wringing all the cum I can from his balls. Owning this place has only made me more frisky.

My husband’s hands clench the sides of the counter, the pizza-making station. It’s partly hidden from the front of the house and the street beyond, but not completely.

I feel him getting hard against his leg, in my palm, and stroke a firm line down his pants as he groans. “Fuck, Crys, we got dinner in thirty minutes.”

“That gives us thirty minutes before we’ve gotta flip the open sign around,” I tell him. “So we’d better be fast.”

My hand dips into Ethan’s pants. I start stroking his cock, feeling his warm flesh against mine, and tingles run up my spine.

Ethan spins around, abruptly pushing into my curves. He’s a tall, lanky dude, and I’m a shorter, voluptuous woman. People think we’re cute together because I’m round and curvy and short, and Ethan is stick-like, tall, and wiry.

Ethan presses into me, and I stumble back until my fat ass hits the other side of the room, planting on the counter there. I lift my feet off the ground and part my legs, and he lifts them up from the bottom, up to my thighs until my pale fleshy ass drops out.

My husband murmurs something and I rip his pants down to his knees. From this angle on the other counter, we’re more hidden from anyone passing by on the street looking in.

Perfect place to get fucked.

My feet encircle his waist and coax him toward me as his cock springs out. My husband has a sweet little dick that I can’t get enough of. I love shoving his whole cock in my mouth, my nose pressing against his flat belly, and licking his nutsack and underside of him at the same time.

He loves it even more than I do.

But right now, we’re pressed for time, and he can’t thrust his cute cock in me fast enough. His hips start to move like a jackrabbit, and I moan and roll my head back on my shoulders. My hands dig into his back, hugging him against me as he fucks me straight-on.

Ethan bends his knees and stuffs his face between my heaving tits, getting as much cleavage as possible while his little dick slams into me over and over.

I’m tight because he’s small, and I love the way he ravenously fucks me like he can’t get enough of me. He’s always been this way, since we were in our early-twenties, and nothing has changed in our mid-thirties.

My legs lock on his taut ass, pummeling into me. He slaps and claps against my curvy ass with his hips, nearly sending me skidding back on the cold steel table I’m sitting on.

It’ll have to be disinfected and cleaned once he’s done dumping his cum inside me, because that’s where we set our pizzas to cool, and we can’t have my huge ass sliding all over the place. Got to keep that A rating health code.

My hands grab the waistband of his pants, tugging them up his thighs while he speed-fucks me and I moan and curl my toes in my shoes and come from the incessant pistoning of his dick in my tight pussy.

“Oh fuck, baby!” I cry out. My hand curls around the back of his neck. I notice his hands are still powdered with flour, and now there’s some of it on my cheek.

Ethan groans, tightens his wiry body, and I grab his balls between his legs. He yelps when I lightly squeeze and say, “Give me all that thick fresh cum, baby boy.”

He explodes inside me a second later, unable to stop himself. Despite having a below-average-sized dick, his cumloads are thick, viscous, and voluminous. Those baby balls of his hold a lot, and he loves slamming it deep into my womb.

It’s a marvel we don’t have any kids by now, with how often we fuck.

His body loosens once he’s done flooding my insides with his warm, gooey cum. He lets out a deep sigh, practically melting into me on the table, and I hug him and giggle when he pulls out.

“When did you say Tanya’s kid is coming to work here?”

“Well, uh, she’s leaving today, so . . . tonight.”
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Chapter 2

Crystal

I don’t know what I expected from Zach when he showed up, but definitely not this. I remember my time in high school, when everyone was trying their hardest to avoid zits and weight gain and all sorts of silly shit.

Zach is a shorty like me, but he’s tan and good-looking. It’s the first thing I notice, how handsome he is. I mean, I love my husband, but this guy has a movie-star face, and I think Ethan notices it too. He’s got sandy hair moshed all over his head, dipping onto his forehead and blue eyes. Full lips that match mine, almost looking feminine. A slender build but vascular arms in his T-shirt.

When he comes waltzing in wearing board shorts like he just got off the beach down the street, flip-flops, and his hands shoved in his pockets, we’re busy.

Ethan and I are running around like headless chickens, making salads, tossing pizzas into the huge industrial oven attached to the table we were just fucking on an hour ago. I keep running out to the front-of-house to ring people up, but we’re getting behind, and we haven’t even started dishes.

Ethan orders Zach around. “We’ll show you the ropes later.” He tosses him a red apron. “Put that on and do some dishes.” Then my husband returns to his pizza, spreading out the marinara sauce on two flattened saucers of dough—orders that have just come in.

“Sure thing, boss man,” Zach says with a snide little salute.

Ah, so he’s a little shit, huh? I mean, Ethan has almost a foot on him. He’s like five-five, so what’s he doing acting so tough?

Then again, Ethan’s a lover, not a fighter. He’d get snapped like a twig by a strong wind.

I polish off some salads, toss them in a bag, and catch Zach glancing at me from the back of the room past the oven, where the dishes are stacked high.

“Hey, Zach,” I say with a small smile. “Thanks for helping us.”

I swear he gives me a once-over, from toes to head, but maybe I’m imagining things. He smiles though, a charming, boyish smile that tilts wider at one end, and says, “Thanks for the job, Crystal. My mom’s happy, so I’m happy.”

My cheeks lightly blush when I turn away to give the customer in line his order. Why am I blushing? Because this eighteen-year-old fresh out of high school gave me a compliment? Because I made them happy?

I shake away the thought—and the hotness of the youngster—and return to my work.

Within an hour, things start to die down. The dinner rush ends, the four booths are full with chatter and happy customers, and Ethan and I can help Zach with the dishes.

They’re nearly done when I scoot back there. “Nice work, Zach. You move fast.”

He smiles, drying his hands. “Yeah, only when I want to. But I like helping you guys.”

It seems like an odd comment—only when I want to—but I don’t think anything of it.

Then he says, “Maybe you could help me with something too, Crystal?”

My brow furrows. “Huh? We’re already letting you sleep in our tiny apartment. How many more favors—”

“It won’t take long.”

I blink. Look over my shoulder, where Ethan is at the front, past the small kitchen, chatting with some of the eaters at a booth and giving them their check, pouring them some wine on the house.

He seems to have things in order.

“What do you need help with, Zach?” I ask.

“Come here, I’ll show you.”

He takes my hand, surprising me, and drags me around the giant sink, to the tiny hallway that leads to the miniature bathroom we have. It’s hardly enough to fit one person in, much less two, but he stands with his back to the urinal and I stand at the door.

“Uhh, Zach?” I ask. “What’s this about?”

He looks down at himself—the front of his T-shirt wet at the bottom, soaked against his abs, from the sprayer he used to wash the dishes.

That’s when I notice something just below that—seeing it for the first time—that makes my eyes widen.

Before I can say anything, Zach digs into his board shorts. A second later, a huge meaty slab swings down between his legs, throbbing and growing harder by the second.

Zach is fucking huge, and my eyes bulge as big as the saucers we make our pizzas on. Even soft, his massive cock is at least twice as big as Ethan’s is hard, and it doesn’t stay soft for long. Within seconds it’s swelling and lifting in front of his huge pair of hairless balls. He has no pubes, either, keeping himself shaved—clearly this monstrous thing has seen a lot of action in Zach’s short life.

My hand flies to my mouth and I muffle a squeak. “Holy shit,” I croak behind my palm. “You have three legs, Zach.”

He chuckles like the dumb boy he is, rubbing the back of his neck and his sandy mop of hair. “Yeah.” he takes his oversized dick at the base and starts to move his hand up and down, until he’s cranking his thick shaft like it’s a steel beam. “I have to come at least five times a day. Preferably six.”

I blink for the first time in thirty seconds, my eyes dry and burning. I can’t move my gaze away from the hung teenager, and I also have no idea why he wanted me to show me his blessed endowment.

He talks so nonchalantly while exposing himself to me, right here in my restaurant’s tiny bathroom. Heat swells in my belly and my pussy starts to get wet from the sight of the young stud jerking himself off right in front of me.

“W-Why did you need . . . me?” I ask shyly.

I’m never shy. If anything, I want to fuck all hours of the day. And clearly Zach does too, if he needs to come five times minimum to be satiated every day.

He shrugs, looking up at me while he jerks himself off in this weirdly intimate setting. “Because you’re hot as hell, of course.”

My cheeks flare. His cock drips thick globs of precum onto the floor—the floor I’ll have to clean up once he’s finished in here.

“And I like a pretty picture to look at when I blow my load,” he says, and it almost sounds romantic coming from those full lips of his.

This is bat-shit crazy. I know that. Yet I can’t turn away. I’m frozen in place. I can’t stop staring at the way his forearm muscles bulge and flex while he strokes his huge cock. The damn thing is nearly half the width of his fucking thigh, and it scares me.

I can’t even imagine what something like that would do to my insides . . . but that doesn’t stop my brain from trying to envision it.

Before I realize what I’m doing, I start to finger myself through my jeans. Right in front of him. Both of us looking at each other but saying nothing.

“There we go, that’s a good slutty girl,” he tells me.

“D-Don’t call me that. I’m twice your age.”

“So? You love it.”

I don’t deny it.

“Come here,” he orders, and even though we’re practically the same height and I’m his boss, landlord, and twice his age, my feet drag me forward at his commanding tone, until we’re only a foot apart.

His glistening, bulbous cockhead nearly presses against my belly, fully extended and engorged now. His hand moves faster, and I watch while his giant nuts bounce, mesmerizing me.

I start to say, “I s-should get back to helping E—”

“Lift your shirt.”

I do. I’m pale and my belly slightly swells when I lift my shirt, embarrassing me, but he simply licks his bottom lip like a hungry wolf.

“Drop your pants and show me the inside of your panties, Crystal.”

“Zach!” I hiss in a whisper. “I’m not going to—”

“You are.”

What would Ethan say? I wonder. But I already know the answer.

My husband, the kinky freak he is, would be angry at me for not inviting him into his obscene moment. And, maybe, be disappointed that I took advantage of an eighteen-year-old fresh out of high school.

But the truth is that he is taking advantage of me. And I love the loss of power I feel—the sensations making my pussy wetter and wetter as I zip down my jeans and start to lower them.

The worst part is that I’m standing in the doorway because it won’t close with both of us in here. Someone could walk down the small hall and see us, and that only makes this absurd situation hotter and riskier.

Before I know what I’m doing, I pull my panties forward so he can see the wetness of my cunt and the landscaped hair just above it.

Zach groans as he presses forward, mumbling, “There we go,” and I inhale as his cockhead lingers inches from my panties, dripping precum on my hands.

Then he clenches his jaw, his dick throbs wildly and somehow grows even bigger, and he squeezes three thick ropes of cum on the inside of my panties, dropping them right where my pussy will sit. My mouth falls open as he comes directly into my underwear, while I’m fucking wearing them, and then he sighs to himself and starts to stuff his horsedick away.

“You can put your panties back now,” he tells me.

All I can do is stare down at the thick pile of cum he’s poured in me. “That’s disgusting. I’m not walking around with your cum all sticky against my pussy, kid.”

He smirks—the arrogant ass. “Yeah you are, or else you wouldn’t have done what I told you to do. You haven’t fired me yet, Crystal, so I know the score.”

He’s fucking right and I hate it.

My panties flap back with a squishing sound and I shiver in my skin. I have my friend’s son’s cum squelching against my pussy, sitting there for me to walk around in the rest of the night.

He pats my paunch—the center of my panties, and dribbles of cum trickle out the sides of my underwear, sliding down my thighs. 

“Okay,” he says, “now let’s get back to work, yeah?”

“Y-Yeah.” Ethan’s probably dying out there alone, wondering where the hell we skittered off to.

When I turn around, he lightly slaps my wide ass. “I’ll let you know when I need your help next. And maybe I can return the favor.”
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Chapter 3

Ethan

Crystal looks like she’s just seen a ghost when she rounds the corner and appears from behind the oven where the dishes and Zach are stationed. Her face is pink, her eyes wide, and she’s walking like she’s uncomfortable.

I walk up to her, moving from the front-of-house past the little swinging door that separates it from the back. I lower my voice so the patrons won’t hear me. “What’s wrong, babe?”

Over her shoulder, Zach is smirking, and he winks at me before turning around and getting back to the dishes—a new pile has arrived since he disappeared five minutes ago.

“Well, uh,” Crystal starts. She seems flustered and embarrassed, if not ashamed. “Zach just came inside my panties.”

My heart launches to my throat as the words leave her lips, and I think I must have misheard her. “Zach what?”

“The boy is hung like an elephant, Ethan,” she tells me, “and he took me into the bathroom, jerked off right in front of me, and poured his cum in my panties. Maybe to, like, claim me or something?”

My ears turn red, burning. It’s not from anger or steam, but from the sheer ludicrous nature of what she’s saying. I mean, the kid just got here two hours ago!

Of course, Crystal and I tell each other everything. Zach probably didn’t expect that, and now I know what to look out for.

I’m not about to question my wife and say something demeaning like And you just let him?! Because the truth of what she’s saying . . . is that it sounds hot.

And I probably would have done the same thing.

“We’ll talk about this later,” I tell her, and then return to the front of the house to bring some checks to patrons finishing their pizza and salads.

Within the hour, the restaurant clears out. I’ve poured myself my third glass of wine by this point, and I pour one for Crystal as well. We always top off the night once we finish a good dinner rush, while we count the bank and close up shop.

Zach wanders up to the front with a towel over his shoulder, his apron off. In fact, I don’t think he ever wore the apron, the smug little prick.

I tower over the recent high school grad. He puts his hands on his hips and says, “Can I get a glass?”

“You’re eighteen, aren’t you?” I mutter.

“So?”

He has a commanding presence, despite his height, and it alarms me. My voice is weak when I say, “Your mom said she doesn’t want you partying . . .”

“I’m not partying. I’m working, Ethan. Sir.” He tilts his head, then looks past me to my embarrassed wife.

“Oh, baby, it’s just one glass,” she says, coming to his defense, and this time it does frustrate me a little. Coming in her panties? Fine. But getting this newcomer’s side? Not cool.

The phone starts ringing and I pick it up. It’s a customer asking for a last-minute order. I sigh and say sure, telling him to come by in twenty minutes.

By the time that twenty minutes has passed, everything has changed. I catch Zach saying something to my wife in a quiet tone, just past the window where we set pizzas. I’m at the front-of-house counting the bank, and she’s lined up on the other side, in front of the oven where we fucked earlier, with Zach beside her.

I assume she’s showing him how we make pizzas here, so he’s ready for tomorrow to do something other than dishes. I can’t see past the edge of the counter where she’s spreading out the dough.

The old-timer who called comes by for his pizza, and it’s not ready yet. It’s still in the oven, yet both Zach and Crystal are still standing there.

My wife has her head down.

I come around from the side, saying, “What’s the hold up—”

And from my profile view I get to see what’s taking them so long. Below the edge of the counter, Crystal has her hand wrapped around Zach’s dick, which is right out in the open.

He is huge, and it puts me to shame. He’s leaking precum all over the doors of the fridge that sits beneath the counter. She’s stroking him off . . . and I look past his giant cock and her dwarfed hand, and see that he has his hand stuffed in the front of her panties, too.

That’s when I see why my wife’s head is dropped, chin toward her chest: because she’s drooling. She can’t help it: this hot eighteen-year-old is fingerbanging her right there while she jerks off his monstercock, and my throat runs dry.

I rush behind them to get the pizza out of the oven before it burns. Then I hurry to the front after boxing it, and hand it off to the old customer. Meanwhile, Crystal is starting to let out little moans, and I just have to hope this guy’s hearing isn’t so good in his old age.

He turns around and leaves Sarino’s.

I turn around to scold my wife and new employee—

But Zach is gone. Nowhere to be seen. Crystal has her palms down on the counter now, flat, and she’s mewling.

I move to the side again, stepping past the swinging doors—

And find Zach on his knees behind her. My wife’s pants are pulled down to her knees, her giant ass stuffed in Zach’s face. He’s rimming her asshole and tonguing her sopping-wet pussy, and we haven’t even fucking closed yet.

My jaw drops. “Jesus Christ, you two.”

Zach looks up at me with glistening lips and a smug smile. “We would get a room, Ethan, but I don’t know how to get up to your apartment.”

He slaps her ass, presses his face in between her wobbling cheeks again, and keeps her slightly bent over the counter.

My cock hardens in my pants, seeing my wife getting defiled like this, right in front of me. Luckily, my apron is hiding my boner.

But not Zach’s. His dick is still out, I notice, and it’s shaking between his crouched legs, nearly sweeping on the damn floor like a python.

The stupid hung bastard finishes sucking on my wife’s clit and pussy from the back, popping his lips, and Crystal shakes where she stands. She trembles as she moans and comes.

Then Zach stands.

He’s hard again, dick jutting out past his narrow hips and resting on the counter, a fat fucking slab of cockmeat. I can tell he wants something from Crystal.

She looks over at me, her face sweaty. “I-It’s your turn, baby. I . . . I can’t handle it.”

Zach walks over to me, his cock swaying side to side, sweeping through the air. He puts his hands on his hips. “Well? You heard the boss-lady. Whip it out, dude.”

I gawk. “I, uh—”

He reaches out to brush my apron aside, and I slap his hand away. “Don’t!” I yell.

But then my hands are doing the same thing, moving toward my pants where I have to free my cock before I soil my jeans with cum. I’m so fucking hard, watching this young dude defile my wife like that, without a care in the world.

I take my dick out, feeling embarrassed by our size difference. Yeah, I’m a foot taller than him, but he’s practically a foot longer than me at the same time.

Zach starts to jerk himself off right in front of me, in the same way I imagine he was doing earlier with Crystal in the restroom.

He smiles down at my little dick, about four inches hard. “Come on. Stroke your shit, man. I know you want to.”

I fist my cock and tug on it, jerking myself off in the same way he is.

Then he starts to bat my smaller dick aside with his monstrous tool, chuckling to himself. He says, “I’ve never come on such a babydick before.”

My mouth falls open. “Wait, what—”

Cum spews from his big piss slit before I can finish my question. Hot strands of cum land on my dick, my abs, my thighs. He claims me with his load and I just stand there, taking it.

Then he says, “Now shove that little prick inside your wife and breed her with my cum.”

I cough, and Crystal mutters, “Holy shit, you’re depraved, Zach. What if your mother knew—”

Zach spins around and slaps her ass, hard. She yelps, and I rush over to her, whining, “Crys!”

Zach sidesteps as I get to her pushed-out rear, her giant ass directly in front of me now with Zach’s little red handprint across her flesh.

“Go on,” he says. “You know you want to. Look how your dick is dripping with my cum. Look how her pussy is leaking from my tongue.”

“Oh God,” I mutter.

Crystal parts her ass cheeks, showing me both holes. Widening them for me even though I don’t need it because of my size. “Do it, baby. It’s fun and kinky . . . right?”

I gulp. Nod.

Then I stuff my cum-covered cock inside my wife’s juicy-dripping pussy from the back.
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Chapter 4

Zach

Watching these two hump like monkeys makes my cock twitch where it hangs. I’m always fucking horny, and there’s nothing that makes me hornier than seeing two people who love each other fucking like wild animals.

Ethan slams his little cock inside Crystal’s sloppy cunt from the back, doggystyling her while her huge tits wobble and sway against the steel countertop. Her nipples pebble from the friction through her shirt. He curls his hands around her waist and brings her big beautiful ass smashing against his hard hips, echoing claps through the pizza parlor.

All with my cum slathered on his pindick. The thought makes me smile crudely. 

I’ve never seen a girl so enamored with such a small dick before. I mean, Ethan isn’t packing a micro or anything, but I’ve got him beat four to one, and most of my high school classmates were bigger than this guy.

But Crystal clearly loves him. Those moans and that sweaty flesh and those twitching bodies can’t lie. There are no fake orgasms here.

You see, I knew something before showing up here—something that Ethan and Crystal had no idea I knew about.

One of my classmates told me about walking in on their dad—accidentally—with my mom’s friends. All three of them banging it out in a freaky menage that my buddy at school couldn’t stop talking about.

So I knew Ethan and Crystal were freaky before I even showed up. And when my mom said I would stay with them for the weekend, I ate that shit up. Because I knew it wouldn’t take much to push their buttons and get them like this: rutting in their place of business, now that the customers had all left.

While Ethan has his wife bent over and keeps banging her from the back, she yells, “I can feel Zach’s thick cum being pushed inside me, baby! Fuck, it’s so much h-hotter than I thought I’d be!”

“So d-disgusting, you mean,” Ethan growls, but keeps giving her backshots as best as he can.

I smile, waltz off for a moment, and flip the sign to CLOSED at the front window. They forgot to do that, and we don’t need anyone coming in interrupting our lewd affair.

Then I snag the wine bottle by the neck and start drinking from it, plopping myself up on the counter opposite them so I can watch.

I came twice before coming here, and I’ve blown two loads since starting work. Which means I need at least one more to feel fine, but hopefully a handful more climaxes to really set the night off.

Once I’m finished with the wine, I hoist my dick out and start jerking off while watching them. Then I get bored and swing down from the counter, dropping off the empty wine bottle in the trash.

I’m a small dude, so it doesn’t take much to get me drunk, and I’m also young. My head buzzes once I’m on my feet, wobbling and chuckling like an idiot.

“I’m coming again, babyyy!” Crystal yells.

I stand to the side of them, just behind Ethan. I have half a mind to stuff my dick in his ass, but I know he’d never be able to take it. He’d squeal like a pig.

So instead, I say, “Come on, man, give it to her. You still got it, don’t you?” And then I grab his balls on one of his backswings, and start to lightly squeeze.

He groans, grunting, “F-Fuck, you little . . .”

“Is this a bi awakening for you, or what?” I ask.

“The fuck is wrong with kids these days?!” he yells back.

I laugh. “We start young. We’re fucking in high school, dude, and some of us before. I know, I know, it’s not right. But what can you expect when I’m packing this beast?” I wag my cock. “All six of my girlfriends love it. At least the four that can take it.”

Crystal guffaws. “Six girlfriends?”

“Off and on,” I say with a casual shrug. Her body looks lovely rocking back and forth from Ethan’s short, quick-paced hammer shots. “And two boyfriends, I guess. Things are different these days, you two. Maybe if you got out more . . .”

“We’re stuck here all the time!” Ethan whines.

“Well . . . there was that time a couple months ago,” Crystal starts, and I know she’s talking about the time with my bud’s dad.

“He never t-touched my balls though, or came on my fucking dick,” Ethan says.

“For shame,” I reply. “Did he do this?”

I stick a finger in Ethan’s asshole and he yelps.

“Fuuuck!” he wails, and then his body convulses as he comes inside his wife.

“Oh my God, E! Fill me up, baby, there’s so much!” Crystal yells.

I slap his ass once he’s done, and his more-than-expected amount of cum drools out of her tight pussy.

I want to destroy that pussy, and I will. I love this older woman’s sexy curves, her hot face, her raspy voice. It’s a voice worth shutting up full of cock.

Ethan cracks open another bottle of wine once he’s done and thoroughly embarrassed by losing his cool. The tall lanky nerd drinks with his wife, and they start to loosen up.

Within a couple hours of horseplay, it’s bedtime, according to Crystal.

“Aw, but it’s not even midnight,” I complain.

“We have to be up early to get the shop open,” she explains, like a scolding mom.

I go into a flourish, bowing and sweeping my hand out. “Lead the way, you two.”

They bring me to the back of the small building, past the bathroom, and into an alley out back. Ethan brings out a key when we come to a small gate at the back wall, which leads up a stuffy stairwell.

Their loft apartment is small, quaint, and cute. It’s a one bedroom.

Crystal is already shaking her head, rubbing her temples. “What the hell am I gonna tell your mother?” she ponders aloud.

“Uh, nothing about this, that’s for fucking sure,” I tell her. “Just say I was a good worker and you’re more than happy to take me in for the weekend.”

“Are you gonna pull any more shenanigans?” she asks, tilting a brow.

I shrug. “Probably.”

With that, Ethan tells me I can take the small living room near the front door. They have a separate bedroom that they retreat to.

I frown once I’m left alone. I’m tipsy from the wine, my head swimming, and starting to think about sweaty skin and bouncing tits and wobbling asses again. Revisiting the sight of me coming all over Crystal’s pussy and Ethan’s cock, before sending them on their way so they could breed.

Staking my claim on these two older horndogs without them even knowing it.

Once I lay down, my dick starts to thicken in my shorts. I frown, debating jerking off again, but I figure I’ve done enough of that today.

So I get up and retreat to Ethan’s and Crystal’s bedroom.

They’re posted up in bed like quaint old people, backs up against the headboard, watching a TV that’s hanging off the wall right next to my face when I enter the room.

Their eyes zero in on me. Crystal says, “Yes, can we help you, Zach?” all innocent-like.

I sigh. “Can’t sleep. I’m gonna join you guys, if it’s all right.”

Ethan starts to say, “Well, I mean, we gave you a sleeping bag out there—”

But I’m already bounding across the room. My cock swings in my shorts, my bulge bouncing, and I catch both of their gazes moving to it as I hop onto the bed on my hands and knees.

I crawl to them with a lusty smile, spin myself around, and plop down right in between them.

It’s a queen bed, so the fit is very tight, but I’ll make it work.

Then we’re all staring down at each other’s toes, with the reflection of the blue screen from the TV playing off the window to the right and our bodies.

“Uh . . . this isn’t awkward or anything,” Crystal says to my right. Her hip is pressed against mine. My feet don’t go as far as Ethan’s toward the end of the bed, and that annoys me.

“Yeah, you’re right,” I say. “We need something to do.”

So I take my cock out.

Crystal lets out a gasp when I yank my shorts down unceremoniously, and my towering dick topples back against my belly with a heavy thud.

“Fuck,” Ethan mutters. I’m sure he knows how this is going to go.

“Sorry, E. I’m not ready for bed yet,” I say with a cheery smile. “But you can help yourself here . . .”

I push my cock up so it stands straight up, growing harder and thicker by the second. I hold it at the base, glancing over at Crystal, who can’t take her eyes off the mammoth slab. “Why don’t you hop on it like it’s your favorite dildo?”

She croaks a cough and shakes her head. “I don’t have any dildos that size,” she answers.

“It’ll fit. I know it will,” I answer with another smile. “You just have to relax your body and try.”

“No, it’ll never fit, Zach. You’re too fucking big, kid.”

I roll my eyes. “Pussies. Both of you.”

Reaching over to my left and right, I decide I want to play with them both. Yes, I might be younger and more forward than either of them, but haven’t they learned that I always get what I want?

I bat Ethan’s hand away, trying to hide his junk. Within seconds, I have my hands stuffed in their respective underwear, fingering Crystal and jerking off Ethan’s little dick in his shorts.

“Are you two just gonna leave me hanging?” I ask, frowning. “Not very neighborly of you.”

Crystal twitches when I curve my fingers in her cunt. “I-I prefer Ethan’s dick, if you w-want the honest truth. I like his size.”

“I’ll turn you into a size queen yet, babygirl.”

She laughs nervously.

Despite her words, it doesn’t stop her from hesitantly reaching out for my throbbing cock. It’s resting against my belly again, pulled down by its own weight since both of my hands are busy in their pants and I can’t hold it.

She starts to slowly stroke me, and then Ethan joins. His hand grabs the base while she takes the top and the head, and they jerk me off together.

I wiggle where I sit between them. “There you go. Good sluts,” I praise them. “But I want your lips and tongue on it, not just your hands.”

My sticky hands lift out of their underwear and move to the backs of their heads. “Come on . . . just a little bit.” I start to shove them together, toward me, slowly at first.

It doesn’t take anymore coaxing than that to get them both on their hands and knees. And then I’m staring down my narrow body at them as they lick and lave my cock like hungry animals, snorting and snuffling and accidentally banging their foreheads together a few times.

Crystal takes my cock, trying to throat it and failing. She sticks the head past her lips and can only get a few inches before she’s gagging. So I help her along, hand on the back of her skull, and start fucking her face until she’s drooling and her eyes are rolling to the back of her head while she moans and mumbles on my shaft.

Ethan gets my balls and the underside of my shaft. I’m big enough that both their faces fit on either side, my cock thrust between their pretty lips, and I love the way he coats my nuts with his slobber and licks my crease and—

Shit. They might make me come soon.

“Do you want me pumping this next load into your belly, Crystal? Or maybe Ethan wants it?”

She pops her mouth off the head of my dick, licking her lips and coming back to reality as she gasps. “I . . . my jaw hurts. Like I said, Zach, you’re too big of a boy. Maybe Ethan . . .”

His head pops up, eyes in a daze as he lifts himself off my wet sticky nutsack. He looked perfectly at peace down there, and I never expected Crystal’s wife to be such a good little bitch.

I angle my dick toward his mouth and they trade places—Crystal slobbering on my nuts and Ethan throating my dick until his neck bloats. His head bobs up and down and he gags every time he gets past five inches.

It isn’t going to work. I need deeper, and these two aren’t used to such a big cock in their faces.

“I’ve got a better idea,” I say, grinning like a villain at them. I motion to both of them with my fingers, then sit up and move onto my knees. “Fuck your wife again like the passionate missionary lover you are, Ethan. I’ll watch . . . and then I’ll join when you need me most.”
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Chapter 5

Crystal

Oh God, this eighteen-year-old has turned us into horny little sluts of the worst kind, making us act like we’re the young inexperienced ones.

And we’re supposed to be the good influences to the youth! We’re supposed to be the ones who have wisdom and intelligence and . . . fuck, it’s just so hot when he watches, stroking off that giant bitch-breaker of his.

I can’t wait to see what it feels like, no matter what he says. He’s been teasing us all day, throwing his cum around like it’s water, coating our bodies with it—forcing my husband to shove Zach’s young spunk into my womb when he came inside me.

He’s turned us into absolute animals. In a single day, this hung little bastard has rotted our minds and now we can hardly think straight.

I’ve always been a horny bitch, like I said, but this is next level. He’s brought out a side of us I never expected. And I can tell Ethan loves it just as much as I do, because he’s all for it.

My friend’s son has us ensnared in his depraved lifestyle. I wonder if Tanya knows that he has six girlfriends and two boyfriends. If she knows why he spends so much time at their house, because he’s so busy deflowering and destroying everyone he comes across.

Ethan and I are no different.

Once I slide down from the headboard, with my brain swimming and dazed from all the cock shoved in my face, Ethan gets on top of me like a true lover. He takes me missionary, smiling down at me, kissing my lips, flicking my tongue with his as our hips collide and his rock-hard cock slips inside my drenched pussy.

It’s romantic and lovely . . . and obscene when you consider we have an eighteen-year-old voyeur fapping his huge cock right next to us, humming to himself and giving us pointers about how Ethan can be fucking me better with his sweet little dick.

I wrap my legs around my husband’s waist, locking him in place while he bears down into me. His arms frame my face, and he swipes sweaty hair out of my face as he fucks me passionately. He’s a quick fucker, hips moving fast so he can drill that lovely little cock inside me as deep as he’ll go.

After all the coming I’ve done today and how many times he’s fucked me, I can hardly feel him. But I don’t need to, because it’s the passion of our bodies sliding together—melded as one—that has me close to orgasm before even ten minutes have passed.

And then Zach decides to fuck up our intimate moment.

The young firestarter sets himself behind Ethan, on his knees, palming his dick and waiting for the right moment. “You know, Ethan, you’ve got a pretty good ass. Would be a shame if someone . . . stuffed it.”

My husband gasps. He’s never gotten close to having a cock ripping up his anus, and I know that’s exactly what will happen if Zach decides to make good on his promise.

“Your hole is winking at me, begging for it,” Zach explains. The bisexual menace chuckles to himself. “And I think your balls could use some bruising with mine. Don’t you want some fatter nuts putting you in your place?”

If this is his version of asking for consent, it’s driving me wild. I hug Ethan against me as he continues to drill my pussy, slapping his hips into my rippling ass cheeks.

Even as I coax him to hilt himself inside me, I murmur, “Do it, baby. You’ll love it. I’ll love it.”

Ethan looks torn. His eyes are wide, the pretty face I fell in love with ten years ago is sweaty, confused, the cogs turning in his mind. “It will hurt. This stupid boy is too big.”

“And then it’ll feel amazing,” Zach explains. “I guarantee it.”

“H-How do you know?” Ethan stammers. He grunts as his balls clap my engorged pussy lips.

“Because it was amazing the first time I had a dick in my ass,” Zach explains, without any shame or embarrassment coloring his words.

It’s insane hearing this youngster talk like this. Sure, I thought he was a cutie when he showed up, but I never expected such a lewd, lusty soul. He’s had more sexual experiences than I could ever hope to have, in half the time! If anything, he’s lapped me in a single year since reaching adulthood, and that’s just crazy to think about.

Zach applies the peer pressure. “You’re going to come harder than you ever have, if you just let me . . .” I can hear the soft skin-on-skin contact of him jerking himself off behind Ethan while my husband fucks me.

“Do it,” Ethan growls, coming to a decision.

“Say less,” Zach answers, and I have no idea what he means.

Then Ethan’s face contorts. His eyes go wild, roaming to the back of his head, and veins distend on his neck. He lets out something between a grunt and a groan.

I swear I can see his belly bulging as Zach pushes his monstercock inside my husband’s asshole from behind. Ethan starts howling, and the greatest thing happens then: his sweet little dick swells inside me, throbbing harder than I’ve ever felt.

“Oh my God baby, you’ve gotten so big!” I tell him for encouragement. Sure, he’s still not half Zach’s size, but for my husband? It’s amazing. It’s everything.

All Ethan can do is drool like a zombie as Zach starts to push forward and sink more thick inches into his rectum. My husband looks lost now, fucked mindless, and his body tightens against mine, all his muscles flexing.

Zach starts to move behind him, fucking my husband’s ass while he fucks my sopping-wet pussy. Our bodies squelch together, the three of us losing our collective minds. Moans fill the room. I see Zach’s small hands around my husband’s waist, just above Ethan’s jutting hip bones, pulling his tight bubble-butt against the younger man’s front.

“You’ve taken more cock than I thought you could for your first time,” Zach explains, speaking through gritted teeth. “But you’re too damn tight, I don’t think you can take more than half of my dick. You might pass out.”

“That’s only half?!” Ethan cries out.

“Take that big fucking cock, baby,” I urge him, hugging him tight against me. “Fuck me harder, slam your big angry dick inside me!”

Ethan moves like the wind. He jackhammers me, the clapping of our flesh reaching a staccato pitch that juts through the small room, filling it with the scent of sex and sweat.

I can hear their balls clapping together now. Zach’s oversized cum-sack slams into my husband’s from behind, and Ethan starts to mewl like a bitch in heat. He’s in the perfect position—taking and giving, pitching and catching. He can’t hold back.

And then he lets loose inside me. My body trembles and shakes as we come together, both of us yelling out in sheer blissfulness. It’s more cum than I’ve ever gotten from Ethan, and he’s always a hard comer.

For thirty seconds straight, all while Zach dominates and abuses his prostate, my husband spews cum inside my womb, filling me and yelling about it the whole time.

“Breed that beautiful wife of yours, dude!” Zach shouts.

It’s exactly what happens, and then Zach pulls out, leaving my husband a gaping, gasping mess. My husband keeps his cock shoved inside me, resting, marinating in his sea of cum that’s spilling out of my cunt.

And that’s when Zach wipes his dick off, spits on it, and shoves it under my husband. I look down and see that monster anaconda pushing Ethan’s balls up so they droop over his thick shaft. It dwarfs my husband and makes me so hot and horny I’m ready to come all over again.

“Oh fuck, where do you think you’re putting that thing?” I whine as the fist-sized cockhead approaches my pussy lips and fully doesn’t look like it’ll fit.

“You need some double-stuffed action,” Zach says. “Don’t you think?”

“Y-Yes please,” I moan.

Zach pushes his cock inside me and my mouth falls open on a silent scream of pleasure. It widens my hole further than it’s ever stretched, and I can’t stop the instant orgasm from rocking my body to its core. All the while, his cock mounts just beneath Ethan’s small dick, which is growing more flaccid by the second.

Zach is larger enough to spear through my husband from behind, past his thighs, and still punch inside my pussy. It steals my breath away once they’re both shoved in my pussy hole, ruining me with the younger man’s size.

My body starts shaking uncontrollably. Zach moves Ethan’s body forward, using him like a fuckdoll, forcing him down and into me so they can fuck me together. Zach is hugging my husband from the back, punishing my poor pussy and making me come wildly every few seconds.

When he pulls back for a moment, I squirt all over my husband—a clear stream straight into the air that’s coupled with a guttural moan from me. The force of my explosion pushes Ethan out of me. My husband spews more cum from his dick until his balls are dry, all over my pussy lips, making me sticky and sweet.

All I can do after that is watch as Ethan’s small dick bounces and hardens on Zach’s monstrous shaft while the younger man fucks me stupid between Ethan’s legs. He uses my husband like a shield between us, pushing him down and dominating us both.

I lift my legs so I can try to encircle them both. I’m too short, and all I end up doing is putting myself in a mating press with my knees shoved against my huge bouncing tits. I shake and lose it again, coming for the millionth time. I’m getting dry from all the fluids and juices jetting out of me.

Zach heaves and ruts, slamming down into me, and Ethan is forced aside. He flops onto his side and twitches after coming his brains out, his asshole gouged and widened so he won’t sit straight for a week.

It leaves me alone with this beastly young man, this boy who hasn’t even reached college yet or the peak of his years. His knees are bent, he’s crouched, slamming down into me, grabbing me by the ankles to keep my legs lifted.

His small ass slaps down on mine, flattening my cheeks into the mattress. The bed creaks and groans louder than I do, ringing out as Zach destroys my pussy harder than I’ve ever had it.

I reach up and grab the headboard for stability. Look down and watch as that horsecock plumbs my depths and disappears into me, pushing my walls apart, trying its hardest to reach my womb.

When Zach unleashes his torrent of cum inside me, it’s a vortex of warmth that makes me shudder and twitch wildly. I come so hard I black out, my scream cutting off short as my body goes limp.

When I wake up, my pussy feels battered. I’m on my side, spilling out all the thick cum bloating my belly, ruining our bedsheets.

“How . . . how long was I out?” I croak past dry lips.

“A few minutes only,” Zach says. He’s spooned behind me. Ethan is on his back to the left, staring blankly up at the ceiling like he’s going over his entire life story, wondering where he went wrong.

“Fuck,” I mutter.

We fall asleep together like that—sweaty and content and satiated from the maelstrom of orgasms we all experienced tonight. All the new experiences that will change me and Ethan forever.

And who would have thought, it came from this wild-eyed, shaggy-headed little fucker who calls himself my friend’s son.

I fall promptly asleep . . . but wake up sometime later in the pitch blackness when I feel Zach’s cock growing on my thigh. It thickens, hardens, and I hear him grunting—not sure if he’s asleep or just on the verge.

“Please, I need one more,” he tells me.

Ethan snores on the other side of him.

I reach back, sighing, and clamp my hand down on his shaft. I set myself perfectly sideways, keeping my thighs together so I’ll be tighter than ever.

I sink Zach’s cock inside my pussy from the back, as the boy spoons me and hugs on my curves like he owns them.

And slowly, I rock the boy back to sleep as he punches my guts and ruins me.

My phone rings at some point, and I wonder if it’s really as late as I thought it was.

Imagine my surprise when I grab the phone—while Zach is still quietly, peacefully fucking me into oblivion in his near-sleep—and see Tanya’s number come up.

Zach mutters, “Don’t answer it,” which only inspires me to answer it because I’m tired of people telling me what to do.

“H-Hey, Tanya, everything all right?” I ask.

While her son is fucking me from behind, she speaks into the phone. “Oh hey, Crystal. Sorry to call so late. I just wanted to make sure everything went well with Zach today. You know, at work.”

“Yep,” I croak. My body shakes, my tits bounce. “Hngh. He’s . . . great. It w-went better than expected.”

Zach angrily starts to fuck me faster, hugging me harder. I hide a guttural sound from my lips so his mom can’t hear me losing it to her son on the phone. It’s so wrong and disturbing, I’ll never be the same after it.

“Okay, great! Sorry again for calling late, I just worry about my special boy, you know?”

Oh yes. I definitely know how special her boy is.
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When I wake up the next morning, Ethan is still recovering in bed. He turns to me, smiling, swiping hair off my face, and we both look and feel disgusting and clammy and completely wrong and right at the same time.

There’s an empty space between us, so he scoots in until our bodies are touching.

“Where’s the hole-stretcher?” I ponder.

“Downstairs. Said he was getting the shop opened early, as thanks to us for . . . well, you know.”

“All the depraved things he made us do last night?” I ask with a smile.

Ethan kisses me. We snuggle in each other’s arms, cuddling our warm bodies together. “That he made us do? Babe, I recall us both begging for it. Zach changed us, whether you like it or not.”

“Right. I’ll never be able to sit without wincing again, for starters.”

I laugh. Then I dip my head in and kiss him. “I’m even more frisky than usual,” I say. “I want your beautiful cock. Give me that morning dick, baby.”

He laughs at my forwardness. “You really don’t care that I can’t compete with him?”

I snort. Take Ethan’s hands and pin them above his head, then flip myself onto him so I’m straddling my husband’s torso. “Compete with him how? Size isn’t everything, Ethan, and I love you more than anyone. Including that sweet cock of yours. I’ll never want anyone more than I want you, baby.”

Without anymore coaxing necessary, I fumble to find Ethan’s pretty little dick and then I shove my pussy down on it. I smother my husband with my curves, listen to his delectable groans as I bounce my fat ass on his thighs and moan like a banshee, all while keeping his arms pinned so he’s helpless to stop my onslaught.

I proceed to ride my husband stupid, first thing in the morning, hoping more than anything that Zach can hear our bodies thudding together down below, and that he’s smiling and realizing what he’s done for us.

That stupidly hot, stupidly hung little high school grab has changed us completely, transforming our marriage . . . and there’s no going back.
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The End!
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Hope you enjoyed this short, horny story! Keep reading the Snared and Shared series for more unexpected shenanigans like this!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

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

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

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!

[image: ]

For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.


The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there and writes smut daily. If you’d like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com.   
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