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Chapter 1

Marissa

While Rodrigo moves inside me, I smile in his ear and wrap my legs around his strong body, until my calves are bouncing on his taut ass.

My nails dig into his strong shoulder muscles, hands moving further north until I’m cupping the back of his neck and head, urging him on. “Harder baby, please. I know you can drill me harder.”

He grunts in my ear, his thick accent prickling my skin with goosebumps. “Your husband comes home soon, no?”

My smile widens. I bite my lower lip, feeling his cock grinding into me, his hard hips rolling against my fleshy curves. “Also my son.”

For some reason, my response makes him throb inside me. He’s even harder now, legs straightened on the couch, bare feet digging into the cushion behind him as he rails me faster. The sounds of our sweaty sex fill the living room, echoing into the high rafters of my drafty house.

Rodrigo lets out a choked gasp. His dick pulsates, I tighten my leg-lock around his rear, and then feel his warmth flooding inside me. “Mierda!”

“Fuck, baby!” I answer in his ear, my voice all breathy and moaning.

Rodrigo is a good fuck. He’s been mine and my husband’s pool boy for almost a year now, and we’ve been banging when the house is empty for about half that time.

It’s a shame he only comes once a month, because I love the feeling of his beautiful brown cock filling me with his thick cum.

Sure, he’s half my age, but that only makes the thrill even better. And the fact my husband could come home any minute . . . I’m already coming just thinking about getting caught.

My son Jimmy isn’t on the way home. I said that because I knew it would make Rodrigo harder than diamonds. Jimmy has a new crush he’s sweet for—Sam, I think her name is.

But Bill, my man? Well . . .

I hear a knock at the front door, and my brow furrows. Bill wouldn’t knock, he fucking lives here.

Breathless, Rodrigo stares down at me, his dark face blowing wide with surprise. As he picks himself up off me, pulling his sticky cock out of my pussy, his strong forearms move from framing my messy face.

I swipe dark hair off my brow, fixing him with the same expression of surprise he’s giving me. “Uh oh,” I mutter.

The front door creaks open. It’s on the other side of the back of the couch, ten feet away. I’m down here, hidden by the couch-back, but Rodrigo’s face is sticking up. I know the room reeks of sex, sweat, and cum. We’ve been going at it for half an hour.

“Hello? Uhh, Jimmy, you here, dude?” comes a voice from the door.

My heart launches to my throat.

This was not part of the plan.

“Shit, no bueno,” Rodrigo murmurs. He swiftly stuffs his softening cock into his shorts, but he’s shirtless—I always want to get some eye candy while getting fucked—and sweaty, and his short dark hair is glistening.

Two pairs of shoes clack on the hardwood floor at the door. Letting themselves in.

“O-One sec, boys!” I yell, closing my robe in the middle around my heaving tits and buttoning it while I’m still prone. I can feel Rodrigo leaking out of me, staining the couch.

When I pop my head up over the back of the couch, I simultaneously kick Rodrigo away, and he stumbles back and stands, readjusting his dick in his board shorts.

“Oh fuck,” says one of the boys as they see what’s going on.

I’m staring into the handsome faces of two of Jimmy’s college baseball teammates. Clint and Paxton—first and third basemen, respectively.

I go to all of Jimmy’s games, not only because he’s my son, but because I love watching these young studs swagger on and off the field, strutting their stuff. I don’t know shit about baseball, but I know Jimmy’s team is full of young hotties. 

Clint and Paxton are two such hotties. Whenever I see Paxton, I can’t help but snicker and think to myself, Wouldn’t mind rounding third base with him.

Even now, my eyes roam over the shocked faces of the boys, the short beard Clint is trying on, and the pinstripe uniforms hugging their taut bodies, and my gaze finds the fat mounds between their legs.

Rodrigo is already waddling off, stepping awkwardly past Clint and Paxton with his head bowed in shame. He shimmies out the front door, leaving me on the couch alone, watching these two in a moment of mutual silence.

Then Paxton crosses his arms over his chest. “This doesn’t look good, Mrs. Day. Right, Clint?”

“Right, Pax.” Clint adopts the same stance as his bud. He’s about three inches taller than Paxton, strong and built, while Paxton is a wiry, vascular guy with a tattoo on his neck that makes him look older and more menacing than he is.

My cheeks flush with color. I hug my arms around my body and notice they haven’t taken their eyes off me—my thick curves, my fucked-up sex hair, the bead of perspiration dripping from my collar down to my deep cleavage.

These boys are getting more than they paid for.

“W-What, um, hi, boys,” I stammer. Trying to act nonchalant, I cross one leg over my knee, bouncing it when they round the couch to stand in front of me. Analyzing me. Judging me. “What are you doing here?” I ask, trying again.

Clint throws a thumb over his shoulder toward the front door and the wide window looking out to the street. “We came to swoop Jimmy up for practice, ma’am.”

I scratch my cheek. “Oh? P-Practice? Today?”

“Every Friday, Mrs. Day,” Paxton drawls. Then he shakes his head, scoffing, and runs a hand through his thick dark hair. “What would Coach say, huh?”

I tilt my head. My eyes narrow. I’m not going to let these boys half my age dictate shit to me. Not in my own house. “About what, Paxton? What is it you think you saw?”

“I know what I saw. We both do. Ma’am.”

At least he finishes with the “ma’am” bit, but I know how pissed off he is. My husband, Coach Bill, is probably on the field right now, at the college, not far from here. While I’m lazing at home, living out my younger years with the pool boy.

Yeah, they’re right: It certainly doesn’t look good.

Clint starts to say, “Coach would be heartbroken—”

“You don’t know shit about me or my family, Clinton, so you can shut the fuck up,” I scold.

Their heads reel in unison. It’s almost comical. And why can’t I stop bouncing my leg on my knee, like I’m a nervous little bimbo being chided by my betters?

Fuck that.

I stand. My robe stays closed, but only just. The buttons strain for freedom, barely keeping my bust enclosed.

At my full height, I’m taller than Paxton and almost up to Clinton’s six feet. I’m a large, tall woman. Bill’s baseball boys know not to fuck with me.

“Jimmy isn’t here,” I tell them, putting my hands on my hips. “He’s out with his little girlfriend.” I spit the words, firming my full lips.

Paxton sighs. He takes me in from head to toe. “Right. Well, then I guess we’ll just—”

“She told me to shut the fuck up, Pax,” Clint whines.

“It’s her house, idiot. She can do what she wants. Clearly.” Pax makes eyes toward the door where Rodrigo bailed. It’s still slightly ajar, the pool boy didn’t even bother to close it all the way in his rush to get out of the situation.

My gaze lowers again. I blink, thinking I see a twitch between Clint’s legs, and I can’t stop myself. The words come out too quickly for me to stop them. “Maybe you two can shut the fuck up about everything you saw here, eh?”

They stop at the end of the couch, tight asses flexing in their jersey pants. Over their bulky shoulders, they look at me, eyebrows raised.

“. . . And perhaps I can help make sure that happens,” I finish.

Their eyebrows try to merge with their foreheads.

I unbutton the single button keeping me closed, and my fat tits do the job for the other two buttons, blowing open my robe. My heavy chest bounces down, large nipples hard, with my clit throbbing beneath the swell of my soft belly.

Clint’s mouth falls open. Paxton clenches his jaw, muscles moving near his sharp jawline.

“Bribery, Mrs. Day?” Paxton says, trying to stay cool. But I think I see a twitch in his pants now, too. “That’s low.”

I snort a laugh. “Don’t pretend you don’t like what you see, boys. I know I like what I see. Always have.”

They face me fully. Take a look at each other, seem to come to a silent agreement, and round the couch again to stand in front of me.

“Yeah, you’re a hot MILF,” Paxton says crudely. “Whole team knows how lucky Coach Bill is.”

I bob my eyebrows at their bulges, lips curling in a smirk at the corners. “Do you boys always wear cups off the field? Is it for chastity, perhaps?” I joke.

Paxton gives Clint a menacing smile, chuckling. He rubs the back of his head. “We’re not wearing cups, Marissa.”

My body tightens when he uses my first name. I hardly even hear him. My nipples are pebbled into nubs in the drafty room. I can’t believe I’m standing next-to-naked in front of them, and they’re talking to me like this.

“Coach will miss us, Pax,” Clint says, and I know what he’s talking about. It’s not that he’ll be sorry they’re gone—it’s that Bill will notice them missing if they don’t return soon.

I shrug my shoulders. “A shame, I guess,” I say, starting to turn around—

Paxton’s hand curls around my wrist and stops me short. I gasp when he turns me abruptly to keep me facing them, and my whole body jiggles at his roughness.

“Where do you think you’re going, ma’am?” To his friend, he says, “Don’t be a pussy, Clint.”

Rodrigo is finished spilling out of me, strands of cum trickling the floor between my legs. I might have squirted a little bit of him out of me when Paxton turned me around, too.

But now I’m ready for more. I’m ready for both these boys, knowing I have the house to myself for a little while yet. The anticipation is stifling. I can’t stop rolling his words over in my head, “We’re not wearing cups, Marissa.”

“Care to prove your claim, honey?” I ask in a motherly tone.

Clint says, “Pax, don’t—”

Paxton is already unbuckling his belt. He laughs at his friend, shaking his head, reaches into his pants unceremoniously, and hoists himself out.

The boy’s cock flops down between his legs and my eyes bulge. It’s a giant slab of meat, so fucking juicy and veiny and angry. Paxton is twice as big as my husband is hard, and the young stud is still soft. It’s no wonder he whipped it out so effortlessly: He has nothing to hide, and every reason to brag.

“Holy shit,” I eke out. My hand instinctively goes to my mouth.

“Dammit, dude,” Clint groans, palming his forehead. “Not everyone wants to see what we have to see every day in the locker room—”

“How do you haul that thing around during a game?” I interrupt. My eyes are glistening with want now. As I watch Pax’s python twitch and jump on its own, I let out a small gasp and he laughs at my shock.

Paxton ignores my question and says to Clint, “Whatever, man. It’s not like you’re packing a shrimp. Why so shy?”

Clint throws his hand out at me. “Because this is Coach’s wife, you idiot!”

I grab his hand, surprising him, and pull myself into Clint’s taller body. My huge tits press against his chest, pushing him upright until he’s stiff as a board.

Then my horny hand roams his bulge and feels the outline of his cock through his jersey pants. “No one has to know, Clinty. Or is Paxton just trying to make you feel better about having a little baby di—”

Clinton growls, sets me to arm’s length, and rips his cock free. Even though he’s taller than his buddy, he’s half as big as Paxton’s monster cock, but Clint still has a lovely young dick. It’s half-hard already, getting stiffer by the second now that it’s out in the air.

“There, is that better, you crazy sluts?” he growls.

When they look over at my face, I’m no longer there.

I’m on my knees in front of them.

The boys gasp when I grab their cocks with each hand and start stroking them. They go from soft to hard in seconds. I give a seductive glance up to the studs.

“This is much better, boys. And once I have you nice and stiff, I want these big fat dicks plowing me . . . at both ends.”

My mouth closes around Paxton’s bulbous cockhead and I let out a purr as I lick precum from his slit. Meanwhile I stroke Clinton until he’s throbbing in my hand. I push his dick against my cheek and feel his precum smearing my skin.

I try to throat Pax but can hardly fit him past my lips. I gawk and croak as I stuff him inside my mouth, and he grabs the side of my head.

The boys crowd in around me in the living room. Paxton says, “That’s a good fucking slut,” and starts to fuck my face, until I can’t even think about what I’m doing anymore.

I start to move on instinct. I know how Bill’s team watches their coach’s hot wife in the stands. They always act so tough and funny for me, like gladiators in an arena trying to impress the emperor.

And now I have two of their cocks. I’ve got them in a position I know they’ve dreamed about, and their stupidly hard dicks only prove it. The fact one of them is rocking a literal horse cock only makes my pussy wetter, my clit throb harder.

I pull Paxton out of my mouth, spittle running down my chin. “Fuck, you stupid hung studs. I can’t wait.”

I back up onto the couch, sit promptly, throw my robe open wider, and part my legs wide, giving them a perfect look at my shiny-wet pussy. I put my fingers to my folds and widen my hole. “Stuff those lovely cocks inside me and make me scream, boys.”
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Chapter 2

Bill

When Clint and Pax don’t return to the field with my son, I have to keep trudging on. I have no idea what they’ve gotten into, or how they could get lost going two fucking miles to my house, but the other boys on the team need their workout.

I don’t know what they’re doing . . . but I do have some hope.

I’ll make the three idiots run laps tomorrow at practice for their tardiness, I decide. My son Jimmy is hopeless—he’s a shit baseball player and too nice. That girl Sam is going to eat him up, and he’s been missing more and more practice lately.

The other boys are starting to notice, and I can’t be seen giving my soft son preferential treatment. So I’ll make him run double tomorrow, to make up for all these absences. I can’t float the fucking kid forever.

I mean, it’s Friday afternoon. I know he’d rather be trying to get lucky with that new girl of his, and he’s a college student. But he’s the one who begged me to join the baseball team. And now he’s missing more practices than he’s making.

Once the sun is starting to set behind the bleachers, I call practice. It’s half an hour early, but the guys got some good batting practice in and we have a game tomorrow, so I want them well-rested.

I march through the locker room once they’re getting ready for the showers, trying to keep my eyes averted from all the young, impressive dicks swinging around.

I announce, “Noon sharp tomorrow, boys. Game’s at three and I want a good warm-up before we hit the field.”

When I spot Tommy trying to shove his big dick away and scoot out toward the showers, I say, “Try not to kill anyone with that hammer before tomorrow, Tommy. Yeah?”

Some of the boys laugh, while Tom blushes. They’re used to my semi-inappropriate, lewd locker room talk, and they don’t seem to take it the wrong way. Probably because I’m never shaming them, just giving them positive affirmations.

“What about Jimmy, Coach, huh?” Tom shoots back. “He gets to get his little wick wet while we have to swat balls—”

“I’ll swat your balls if I hear one more complaint, boy. Let me take care of Jimmy. I won’t let him off easy for today.”

With that, I clap and the boys break for the showers.

Half an hour later, I’m headed home with my workout bag full of bats and gloves and balls. I’m gonna make Jimmy smack balls all night for putting me in the shit today.

When I park and head toward the front door, I hear sounds coming from inside, ripping me from my silent thoughts. They’re carrying outside, probably because the damn front door is partly open.

At first, I think I’m about to stumble in on my son with his man-eater girlfriend, but then I stop near the door, put my ear close, and recognize the moans as my wife’s.

It isn’t rage that fills me at the sound. No, it’s something much more devious.

I look down and see my cock is shifting in my slacks, pushing out. I grumble to myself, stay standing and listening for a minute, which only makes my erection harder.

Then I hear two telltale voices and my original “hope” fills me with a dirty thrill.

Clint’s and Paxton’s voices ring out, muffled through the door.

“Take that fat dick, Mrs. Day,” growls Paxton. “I know you can take it deeper, you big curvy slut.”

I’m full-mast now. My jaw clenches from the young man degrading my wife. They’re probably doing it in the living room, judging by where the sounds are coming from.

I hear a smack of flesh, another cry from Marissa, and then Clint says in a low voice, “You want her mouth now, dude? ‘Cuz I want that fat pussy of hers.”

“You won’t be able to fit inside this cunt after I’m done with it, Clint.”

“You both just fit inside it a few minutes ago!” Marissa screams. “Fuck, I’m c-coming again!”

I don’t storm in on them. I can’t imagine Paxton stuffing his huge dick inside my wife’s tight pussy. She may be round and curvy, but her snatch has always been tight, and this double-penetration action is a revelation to me.

I have to think more about it, and I can’t get a good visual from the front door . . .

So I hide my bag near some bushes and move to the side of the house. There, I have my special window, which looks into the living room at an angle.

I immediately recognize the small tattoo on Paxton’s pasty little ass. He’s drilling into my wife on the couch. His giant balls swing and smack into her wide ass cheeks from above. He’s pressing into her like he’s trying to breed her, and I sure hope he fucking does.

My hand makes its way to my pants, where my erection has to be freed or I’ll cream myself. I find myself drooling in my beard when I whip my dick out and fist it, starting to stroke furiously at the window.

Over here at the side of the house, it’s harder to see me from the street level. But not impossible. If a dog-walker or curious neighbor decides to walk by . . .

The thought makes me spew cum across the side shingles of the house. I slurp my drool and suck it back in, groaning, “Fuck,” as I prejac my load against the wall.

Within seconds, I’m starting to get hard again. It’s one of my superpowers.

To my dismay and utter delight, I quickly learn it’s one of Clint’s superpowers, too. He’s busy ramming into Marissa’s mouth from the side of the couch, keeping her head slightly tilted. She quacks like a duck and squelches as she tries to take his dick balls-deep in her throat, and neither of them can handle it.

Paxton slaps her pussy, rubbing her clit vigorously before pulling his dick out momentarily. My wife squirts up into the air all over him as he does, shaking uncontrollably as she comes her brains out, and Pax chuckles down at her.

Meanwhile, the sight of it leaves Clint coming down her throat like she’s a receptacle. “Fuck, I’m gonna pump all my cum into your belly, ma’am,” he says, almost respectfully, as he debases my wife and clenches the sides of her head before spewing his thick cum into her stomach.

When he pulls Marissa’s lolling head off the end of his fat dick, he’s already getting hard again.

I start jerking off once I see Clint’s round-two situation, trying to liken myself to him for a moment.

But the truth is much more glum: I’m nothing like these two studs, or any of the studs on my team. I might talk a mean game, and they respect me because I’m good at baseball and I’ve bagged a hot wife . . . but I look down at my dick and frown.

I’m hardly four inches. My little pecker hasn’t ever gotten in the way of having a good time, but I know I can’t give Marissa what she truly craves.

Which is why I don’t mind when she pulls shit like this and bangs bigger dicks than mine. It keeps her happy and satisfied, and the deliciousness of the secrets we’re both keeping also adds some spice to our life.

She has no idea I’m watching right now in the window like some filthy voyeur. I’ve already painted the side of the house white with my cum, and I’m about to do it again, the way Paxton is fucking slamming her.

“Go easy on her, boy, damn,” I mutter under my breath. “You’re gonna break my girl in half.”

Literally a second later, Marissa screams the same thing, begging for it. “Break me in half, baby!” She locks her legs around his tight ass and her whole curvy body bounces on the couch as Paxton slams down into her with his hands on the backs of her thighs, pressing them into her huge tits.

I watch as Marissa’s eyes roll. She trembles again, thighs jiggling and trembling, mouth falling open as she comes again, so soon after the last one I just saw.

My son’s teammates are doing a number on her, fucking her silly. She’ll be a blob of putty at the dinner table tonight, and I’ll have to act like I have no idea why, because Jimmy will be there. Maybe.

Hopefully not.

Hell, after what I’m seeing right now, I hope Pax and Clint can keep fucking her all night, until they pump a baby in her womb and keep her bloated and filled and brimming with their young cum.

The thought is so nasty, my balls tighten against my taint. I let out a groan, watch as Clint holds Marissa’s head up by the hair and slathers her face with another thick dose of cum, until she’s hardly recognizable.

I stumble back from the window, my pants and underwear making it awkward and almost making me fall backward. Then I waddle to the garage, which is detached from the house, and I go in through the door.

I go on my hands and knees, rubbing my cock furiously, playing with my balls, gasping for breath. The sight of the two students on my baseball team gouging out my wife and giving her the time of her life . . . it burns in my brain until I can’t hold back.

My second cum-shot is more explosive than the first. I accidentally spray my ropes all over the floor and the legs of my desk.

Then I heave, breathing heavily, and stare down at the thick globs on the floor.

Yes, on the floor . . . right where I belong.
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When I get back to the window about fifteen minutes later, the boys are gone. I hid my equipment bag, but I have to wonder if they saw my car parked at the curb.

My hope is that they were so braindead from draining their balls dry in my wife, that they didn’t notice anything.

Marissa is down the hall, humming in the shower when I head inside.

An hour later, Jimmy comes home. He has a cheery smile on his face, making me wonder if Sam finally let him round third base and opened her legs to him. The shit-eating grin tells me she did.

Over dinner that evening, I momentarily scold Jimmy about missing practice. But it has a purpose more than just to make my soft son sad.

He leaves with his plate of dinner for his bedroom, telling me I don’t understand anything.

Once he’s gone, Marissa says, “Do you have to be so hard on him, honey? You know he really likes that girl.”

“And I’m glad he does. I don’t give a shit if he misses practice.”

“Really?” She cocks her head.

“I just wanted him out of the room so we could talk.”

Her brow furrows. Now she looks suspicious. She puts her fork down and sits back in her chair, pumping her voluptuous chest out in front of her. “About what?”

I put my fork down also, facing her head-on. I’m not scared of my wife, and she knows it. It’s why we get along so well—there’s a mutual meanness about us. It feeds our kinks and fetishes. “He can miss the game tomorrow for all I care. In fact, I think it’s best he probably does.”

“Why?” Marissa asks.

“Because I want you inviting those two boys you had over today, and I’d rather Jimmy isn’t here when they are.”

Her eyes widen a fraction. “Shit.”

I give her a tiny half-smile. “Yeah. Shit, baby.”

“You saw.”

“Barely made it to the garage before I lost it.”

A dark look overcomes her. She leans forward, lowering her voice with a smirk. “And you want me to invite Paxton and Clint over again, tomorrow, after the game?”

“Damn right I do.” I nod decisively.

She folds her arms under her tits, making them look even more ridiculous. “What are you gonna do while they rail me six ways to Sunday at both ends, Bill?”

I lift my fork and return to my food, poking my spaghetti around and bowing my head so she can’t see my smile. “Oh, I have some ideas, honey. I think you’ll like them.”
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Chapter 3

Marissa

“That was a good hit you had today, sonny,” I tell Jimmy after the game.

He’s moping, head hung low. “We still got crushed. And I only had one at-bat!”

I touch his shoulder, giving him a sympathetic smile. “But it was a good at-bat. Ended up on base, didn’t you?”

He’s sad his team lost, but I’m actually excited. It’s hard to hide the giddiness from my face when we return home from the game as the sun is setting. Because I know some boys who will want to take out their frustrations from the loss.

Some hard, hung, wild boys. So virile and full of cum. I can hardly wait.

“Why does Dad put me on the bench?” Jimmy whines, throwing up his arms.

I’m not sure what the hell he’s talking about. I’m wearing the team’s baseball cap, but that’s about as far as my knowledge of the game goes, besides the positions. I only know the positions based on the hotness of the boys who play them.

Paxton is my number one. Even though the third baseman is shorter than me, what he’s packing drives me wild. I don’t think I’ve had a bigger cock before, feeling like it’s pushing into my stomach when he’s destroying me.

Clint is nice and dominant too. Not as big but just right—enough to reach beyond the back of my throat, and a better fit for my ass, too. Damn guy can blow load after load, and had my ass and belly filled yesterday.

I have to wonder what the other boys on Jimmy’s team can do to me.

“Did you hear me, Mom?”

I blink at my son. “Huh?”

“I said Sam texted me. I’m gonna go hang out with her.”

I smile at my son, my heart thrumming. “Okay, baby. Sounds good. I’m sorry about the loss, but keep your chin up, yeah?”

He gives me a sad smile. My poor boy.

I kiss him on the cheek, then lightly tap his chin and say, “I’m sure your new girlfriend can cheer you up.”

He gets all shy and adorable, shaking his head and blushing as he steps back. “Mom, you’re embarrassing. I’m freaking twenty-one.”

“Still my baby. Be safe, okay?”

With that, he leaves the house.

He’s not gone five minutes before I hear the back door behind the kitchen creak open.

Rolling my eyes, I yell out, “You can come in now.”

Paxton and Clint waltz in, shit-eating grins on their faces. The dumb studs know exactly what I want and how I want it, since they gave it to me for hours yesterday.

How could I deny them a second helping after that earth-shattering affair? And to know Bill was watching through the window, stroking his little cock and getting off to watching his wife get pummeled by stronger, better, younger men?

What’s not to love?

They’re still in their uniforms from the game, with Paxton covered in dirt across his front numbers from sliding home at one point.

Unlike my son, neither of them seem too bummed about the outcome of the game. Not when they see my smirk, my huge doughy ass, and my swaying tits when I sashay toward them and the kitchen.

I put on a faux frown. “Sorry about the game today, boys. Maybe you can . . .” Slowly, I unbutton my matching numberless uniform shirt, displaying my bra and cleavage underneath. “. . . take out your anger on your coach’s needy wife?”

Paxton gives me a wicked smile and has me turned around in the kitchen before I even know what’s happening. He peels my curve-hugging pants down below the swell of my ass and I jiggle free. His hands roam the wide expanse of my rear, both cheeks, before he spanks me and I yelp.

He spanks me again, and again, until red handprints form on my tender skin. “Yeah, we should be all right after we break you in two, Marissa.”

There it is, my first name. Like it’s some sort of taboo thing to say, when I’m not his teacher, or his mom, or anything of the sort. I’m just a needy older woman desperate to get her holes plugged and gaped and filled with their young cum.

Clint already has his dick out, fisting it at the base and wagging it as he strokes off and watches his friend manhandle me.

Paxton pushes me forward and I slam against the fridge, my tits flattening on the cold door, my nipples hardening. He hugs me from the back, stretching his wiry arms around my wobbling middle just under my tits.

He starts to dry-hump me and I chuckle, until his cock comes free and smears against my ass crack, that huge thing shutting off any silly comment or chiding remark I might have been thinking.

“You’re gonna take me in your ass tonight, and you’re gonna like it,” he tells me.

My skin prickles with excitement. “You’re way too big of a boy to fit in my ass, baby.”

“I’ll make it fit, and I’ll make you scream so all the neighbors can hear. You understand?”

Or at least so Bill can hear.

I nod, infinitely turned on by his dirty talk and dominant posture. His body is all hard and bulging—muscles flexing, cock throbbing—against my taller, softer frame.

I’m the luckiest woman in the world, being in my early forties and getting boys half my age crawling all over me, draping their fat dicks on me, thrusting their cum inside me. I’ve always been unreasonably horny, but these two have opened up a new level for me.

I get to experience that new level over the next few minutes. Paxton lowers my ass and lifts himself up, spitting on his cock as he flosses it through my crack, deep into the crevice of my weighty ass cheeks.

I mewl as he plays with my body like I’m his sex toy. Clint jerks off to the side, spilling precum all over the kitchen floor.

Then Paxton’s cockhead presses against my anus and I tighten. “Loosen up, Marissa. You’re already gonna be tight. Don’t want to make this anymore painful than it has to be, right?”

“R-Right.” I try to loosen my body and muscles, but he makes it hard with his fingers touching my heated skin, palming my wet pussy, roving all across my body.

Then he cups the front of my throat and it’s game over. I melt into him, nearly falling backward—

Just as he thrusts forward and plunges the first few inches of his giant cock inside my asshole.

I howl from the anal penetration, never expecting something so big to fit inside. It caves the skin of my asshole and I know he’ll turn it into a used donut if he has his way with me.

“Oh my Goddd,” I groan, drooling out the corner of my mouth as my mind starts to shut off from the sheer pleasure and intensity. It’s not pain I feel, but tightness and a heady sensation I can’t fight off.

When he starts moving his hips, saying, “I’m going deeper,” and his cock sinks into the depths of my rear, punching my guts and practically bulging my belly with his size, I start to tremble and shake where I stand.

I can’t take this kind of pressure and intense anal fucking while standing. It’s just not possible, and I don’t have the training for it.

“Ha, you’re already making her come, dude,” Clint says from the side. “Look how she shakes and quivers. She can’t even talk right.”

My mouth moves but only babble comes out. He’s right: I’ve gone braindead and mindless from how deep his cock is impaling my ass. He must be close to bottoming out by now . . .

“I’m only halfway in, you big beautiful anal slut,” he tells me, and my eyes widen. “You’re too damn tight.”

He starts moving faster then, going into a rhythm to fuck my ass like it’s my pussy. Problem is, I’m not used to it, and my toes curl and every thrust is a grind deep inside me that widens my walls and lights more nerve-endings on fire.

My pussy spills juices, drenching the insides of my thighs and trickling to the kitchen floor. Clint comes up beside me and starts to play with my bouncing tits as Paxton keeps his hand lightly choking my throat and his body mercilessly fucking my ass.

My whole body jiggles incessantly. It’s loud and sloppy, and when his hips smack into my cheeks, and he claps his balls against me, I come again.

The orgasm is even more intense and deeper this time. My eyes roll and I let out an inarticulate sound, drooling worse now, tongue lolling, losing my mind and consciousness.

Suddenly I’m falling . . . backward into pure oblivion . . .

Except it’s not a dream. I actually am going backward, but Paxton has a strong enough grip of me from the back to make it a graceful stagger.

The hung stud goes onto his ass right there on the kitchen floor, with me above him, all my weight pressing down on his strong thighs. Now I’m riding him reverse cowgirl, cock deep in my ass in this new position, and I start to yell and bounce and cry out.

My tits swing up and heave weightily with every bounce. I put my arms back in a crab-walking position, finding his strong chest, and he jackhammer-fucks my asshole from below, so fast that his bouncing balls are a blur.

My voice comes out as a staccato punch, “Ah-ah-ah-ah!” and I come for a third time.

Clint stands in front of me, hard dick looming over my face as I stare up and gasp. He feeds himself in my mouth and instantly pushes to the back of my throat. He holds my head and fucks my face to get himself wet and sticky and to bloat my neck with his fuck-rod.

Then he pulls back, goes to his knees, and says, “I’m gonna take this hole, dude. You wanna keep her ass?”

“I’m gonna loosen this thing up,” Paxton says beneath me. His hands wrap around my thighs so he has better leverage to thrust up into me. All I can do is sit there like a damn crab, heavy ass a foot off the ground, and take it deep in my guts.

I stare down my bouncing, jiggling body to where Clint is lining up beneath the swell of my belly. “Oh God, oh fuck, you two are gonna ruin me!”

The taller boy grabs my thighs, and I realize his hands are right on Paxton’s, almost like they’re threading their fingers together while they take me down together. Like a lewd brotherhood.

Clint slams into me and I nearly explode from the impact. Their cocks rub together outside my holes, big and meaty and hard. Inside, it’s not much different, with only a thin partition keeping their dicks from kissing inside me.

I guffaw and grind my teeth, screwing my eyes shut as they start to move in a rhythm and ride me like a seesaw.

When Clint accidentally pulls out for one second, I erupt, squirting all over him and yelling obscenities at the same time. They both laugh and Clint stuffs his wet dick back inside me.

I hear the front door open, and I worry Bill has already come to make his mark and surprise the boys.

Imagine my surprise when I see it’s not Bill arriving for his voyeur cucking . . .

It’s a group of new boys!

There’s Lorenzo and Tommy and Mark, and there’s little Shilo and . . . fuck, it’s the whole team!

“O-Oh God,” I croak from the kitchen floor, with these two big-dicked fiends pummeling my insides in both holes.

Bill stands behind the gathered squad like it’s a meeting and I’m the obstacle that has to be taken down. My body is lewd and curvy and sweaty, my baseball cap still stupidly on, but my huge tits are bouncing beneath the jersey and all of Jimmy’s teammates can see it.

I could cry. From joy.

My husband has his hands on the startled boys’ shoulders. “Welcome to my home, boys. Take what you need.”

It’s less of an offer and more of a command.

Once the horny newcomers see how much fun Clint and Paxton are having destroying my body and using me as their freeuse fuckdoll, they all jump in.

First it’s Tom, who has a surprisingly fat dick that he knows how to use. He crawls all over me and turns me sideways on the kitchen floor.

Then it’s Lorenzo, and his big black cock joins Clint’s inside my pussy to keep me double-penetrated while Paxton finishes dumping his cum deep in my ass.

When Pax pulls out, everyone is shocked that he’s still rock-hard and giant. Especially for being on the shorter side of the team.

“Thanks so much, Coach!” yells Shilo, who whips out a little shrimp-dick that he rubs up against my face. “And Mrs. Day! Your body is so lovely, ma’am.”

I gather his dick and balls together in my mouth, licking the crease of his little nuts. Blowing him, I get some strange contrast between his tiny size and the three cocks pounding my insides incessantly.

I come for the fifth time, then the sixth. Two more boys join and I end up on my hands and knees, gasping for breath, begging for mercy. “Wait, boys, you’re too eager! Fuuuck meee!”

New cocks join my pussy. Two of them, maybe even three if that’s Shilo’s little weenie I feel scrounging up inside me. Or maybe that’s Tom again? No, he’s almost as thick as Paxton, though not as long.

I find myself daydreaming and losing myself to the thoughts of their cocks. Balls cover my face and someone teabags me. Then they pull back, laughing, and a new boy joins.

These college-aged motherfuckers are treating me like I’m a meatbag with holes for them to screw, and they keep spraying cum all over my body.

Paxton lifts me up and bends me over the kitchen counter.

On the other side of it, Bill jerks himself off, smiling at me. He takes my hands and pulls, watching as my big tits drag and rub raw across the counter. “You enjoying it, honey? All the boys taking their frustrations out on you after the loss?”

“Y-You boys need to lose more often!” I wail, and they all laugh.

I’m not sure how many of them gangbang me, but there has to be at least seven, maybe eight. Whenever my holes are stuffed fulled, everyone crowds in a circle, keeping themselves hard, until someone busts a nut inside me and the next boy takes over the train.

Before long, I have so much cum flooding out of me and staining the kitchen floor, I nearly slip on it.

But Clint is there to catch me in his hard chest. He smiles over my shoulder at me, and I smile at him—

Just as Lorenzo comes at me again with a grunt, shoves his dark bitch-breaker inside me while we’re both standing, and fucks me straight-on, face-forward.

My eyes roll. Clint keeps me lifted up with his hands under my armpits. Someone else comes in and starts nibbling on my tits, licking and laving my nipples until I’m squirting all over Lorenzo’s cock.

My throat runs parched, my lips cracking even though they’re wet from cum and spit. “You boys are . . . draining me dry . . .” I groan.

Bill comes over and says, “Step aside, boys,” and proceeds to walk through the tunnel of hung studs who part to make way for their coach, and then rope my face with his cum once I’m on my knees.

Others join him. Before long, there’s a circle jerk happening right over me, and I’m on my knees, practically fisting myself from how elastic and used and filled my pussy feels. I continue to spray my ladyjuices all over the kitchen and mark each boy’s feet in my terrain.

Meanwhile, they stroke their hard dicks inches from my face in a circle, the meaty scent intoxication. I lick all their tips and jerk as many of them as I can. It’s too bad I’m only one woman with only two hands, because I’d love to have all eight cocks held in my grip, to show them what true control feels like.

Though I’ve lost my mind and things will never be the same for me again—I don’t know how anything can ever top this—there’s a sense of control I get from getting dominated by the entire college baseball team with my husband watching over the whole thing.

I’m the star of the show. And I didn’t even have to show up on the field.

My thoughts die once the first rope of cum slashes against my forehead and eyelids. I close my eyes so I don’t go blind, and then the torrent begins. It’s a maelstrom of thick cum that slathers my face, after they all busted at least one load each inside me already.

These boys have been desperate to breed me for hours now, and I’m not even sure how long it’s been since we started. Time seemed to stop at some point, and now I’m worried Jimmy will come home soon and see his mother on her knees for his teammates, getting showered with their spunk.

They mark me until I’m unrecognizable, then give each other high fives like it’s not the most humiliating and lovely thing that’s ever happened to me.

Once they’re finally done draining their balls in and on me, the boys start to file up to leave the house.

Bill gives each of them a pat on the shoulder, saying, “We’ll get ‘em next time, boys,” as if they didn’t just fuck the senses out of his curvy wife and I mean nothing to them.

It’s the cherry on top for this degrading, scandalous, amazing night.

And there’s one more twist to make the cake fully baked.

Once Bill and I are alone, and he takes a good look at my heaving body, my sweaty skin, my flesh covered with his team’s cum, I sit up from the kitchen floor.

“You ready, honey?” I croak. My voice hardly works from getting my throat battered and bruised by so many dicks tonight.

“You know it,” he answers.

Then he gets on his knees.

I spread my legs for him, where cum is still globbing and dribbling out of my pussy and asshole. “Get over here and clean me up. Then we’ll give you your punishment for turning your wife into such a used-up fuckdoll tonight.”
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Chapter 4

Bill

There doesn’t seem to be anything I won’t do to please my wife. Even letting her gangbang the entire squad from my college baseball team, while I watched and jerked myself off and gave in to the humiliation of it all.

Or at least the main roleplayers on the team. The bench doesn’t get the privilege of fucking my curvy wife. Maybe I’ll give them a different day to storm my house, and they can watch like I do while the bigger boys defile Marissa.

I may be Coach Bill to my young men, but they’re stronger, younger, more virile, and more energetic than me. I’ve seen the kind of cocks these early twenty-year-olds are packing these days, and it’s alarming to say the least. It seems more than half of them have pornstar dicks swinging between their muscled thighs.

Once they’re finished breeding Marissa and I send them on their way with a stern “Good work, team,” I’m left watching cum drool out of my wife’s holes in the kitchen.

Then she bosses me around, my limp dick stiffens, and I go to my knees to grovel before my queen. I leave a trail of sticky jizz trickling from my dick as I move toward her like a dog.

Marissa says, “Crawl to me, baby,” and spreads her wobbling thighs so I can get a better look at all the cum seeping out of her beautiful gaped holes.

I stuff my face between her thighs, mewling as I lick her engorged clit and salty-sweet pussy lips. She pushes the back of my head with her hand and forces my tongue deeper inside her, until I’m snuffling and gasping for breath as I drink her clean. “That’s a good boy,” she whispers encouragingly. “You’re such a perfect little bitch for me, aren’t you Bill?”

I nod incessantly, unable to see anything but the darkness between her thighs. The scent of the boys’ mingled cum and their sweaty sex and musk drives me wild, and I’m about to come again hands-free from the potent smell.

Once I’m done with her pussy, my tongue laves her winking asshole. It breathes cum with every slurp I take, making sure to swallow so she’ll be pleased with me. She pets me and stands on her feet. I start to lick her toes and ankles and legs where ropes of cum managed to get.

From there, I go higher, higher, onto my knees, holding her by the waist, losing my mind to the pleasure of hearing her let out breathy moans as I clean her curvy flesh from the raunchy ordeal.

Marissa lifts me to my feet after that, where we stand at an even height. She reaches down, past the swell of my beer belly, and grabs my hard dick. “Your little clitty is rock-hard again for me, baby. You just can’t get enough of watching your boys fuck me stupid and cleaning up after them like their cum-rag, can you?”

I shake my head. “No ma’am, I can’t get enough,” I agree in a raspy tone.

She pulls at my beard and kisses me while she roughly starts to fist my cock and stroke me, almost painfully so. My knees bend and I groan as her lips slant over mine. She has complete control over me and she knows it.

“You’re a perfect little bitch, Bill. I think it’s time for your punishment. You can’t just go on letting your wife get ravaged like that. Proving to your team that you’re nothing more than a slutty voyeur bitch-boy.”

I gasp, shaking my head and bowing in submission. “No, ma’am. I can’t.”

“What will Jimmy think if he learns his father is a no-good cum-sucking fuck-slut?”

My cheeks flush with embarrassment. I leak precum over Marissa’s hand and she laughs at me and moves behind me, curling her soft fingers over my shoulders and arms as she moves.

When she’s behind me, I start to look over my shoulder—

But her hand grips my beard and yanks my face down, chin to my chest. I growl as she bends me over the kitchen isle. “Look straight ahead while I do my worst to you, Bill. You don’t get the privilege of gazing upon me.”

I love her dirty talk. It’s been like this for years, and I can never go back to the vanilla life we lived before. Jimmy going off to college and giving us time alone at home was the best thing to ever happen to us.

Her hand creases between my sweaty ass crack and she prods my anus, making me gasp. Then her hands leave momentarily, and I hear a click a few moments later once she returns to the room.

Next thing I know, her soft fingers are on my shoulders. Caressing, lightly squeezing, making my body relax—

Seconds before she stuffs her strap-on into my asshole. My eyes shoot open and I gawk, groaning as the dildo sinks inside my asshole and tears up my walls. My hands grip the edges of the marble kitchen island, and she starts to move her hips, digging her fingers into my shoulder blades.

My dick smacks against the edge of the island. I groan when her huge tits rest peacefully on my back and start to jiggle while she pegs me and treats me to the most delicious punishment.

Her hands move, roving over my hairy back, and she speaks low in my ear. “How does it feel having your asshole gaped like mine, baby? You can fit the six-incher now. I don’t think you’ve made it past four inches before. Shows how much of an anal slut you’ve become, huh?”

I nod furiously. My cheeks burn red, veins distending on my neck as she rolls her hips and bounces her huge ass on mine. Her dildo hilts inside me, punching my guts, and I cry out as she flattens my prostate and I involuntarily spew cum all across the side of the kitchen isle.

She reaches down between my legs, lightly slapping my little balls, and grips my dick. I start spraying like a broken hose, driblets of cum showering the kitchen counter. My groans turn into long moans, my body sweating now from the pain and pleasure sifting across my body.

“Oh God, Marissa,” I whine, “you’re ripping my ass apart!”

“And this toy is only half as big as some of your boys, baby,” she answers. “How do you think I feel?”

I shake my head, unable to answer. She’s pummeling my hole now, smacking and clapping her wide hips against my ass cheeks. She’s so deep, my mind is going blank, and my eyes start to roll. My tongue falls out and I drool on my beard as the rustling of our fucking rings out in the kitchen.

She keeps my dick gripped and starts to shake it and stroke it. I don’t have much to work with, and she’s rough with me, and before long my red-raw dick is coming again, uncontrollably, and she’s laughing at me. “That’s a good little cuck, baby! Drain those baby balls all over the counter like a gooey fuck-whore.”

She pulls out and the friction of my asshole gripping the dildo makes me come again, until there’s nothing left spilling out of my dick. Still, she slams me back on my knees and stuffs the dildo in my mouth so I can taste my own ass.

The sensation makes me crazy and I fall onto my back and ass like a turtle. I breathe heavily as she stands over me, arms folded under her huge tits, curved dildo looming over me. “You think we’re done after one round, baby? The boys had at least three on my poor body. So you’ll get the same treatment. Understand?”

I nod up at her, my dominant pegging queen. “Y-Yes, ma’am. I understand. I am just your anal slave, and you need to teach me a lesson.”

“Good. Then get up and crawl your fat ass over to the bedroom. I’m gonna bend you over the bed next.”

I do as told, wishing she had a leash wrapped around my neck. It would be so lovely to be led around like a bitch in heat in my own house, by my own curvy mistress.

Hours later, when she’s all done with me and we hear Jimmy’s voice outside, she tells me to get showered and clean up after coming all over myself. She already cleaned downstairs to make it spotless before our son comes home, while I was busy marinating in my filth upstairs, dissociating and wondering how my life had become such an adventure.

Before she disappears downstairs to greet our son, I call out, saying, “Marissa?”

She glances over her shoulder, a kind smile on her face. “Yes, honey?” Gone is the dominant tone, the dominatrix replaced by a loving housewife. She can turn it on and off so effortlessly.

“Should I hire a new pool boy? Are you finished with this one?”

Her eyes widen. I love the expression, knowing I’ve surprised her when she least expected it. “You know about Rodrigo?”

I smile at her from the bed. Still naked, still limp, still small, still a bitch. I hope I’ll always be. “I know everything you do here, love.”

“Because you’re a sneaky little voyeur.”

“Exactly. Why do you think I hired him in the first place?”

She laughs.

“So answer the question,” I say, wincing from the dull anal pain as I start to sit up, now that my elated body is returning to the land of the living. “Are you done with him? I’ll gladly get you a new boytoy to play with while I’m away coaching.”

She pouts and taps her chin. “Well, he ran off like a coward when Paxton and Clint showed up . . . and I didn’t like that.” She nods firmly. “So, yes, I think you’d better find a new one. Make sure he’s hung, fit, and doesn’t take shit from know-it-all bitches like me.”

I laugh, nodding. The key downstairs starts to click into place, signaling Jimmy. “I know how you like ‘em, baby. You can count on me. I wouldn’t give you anything less.”

She winks. “That’s a good little bitch,” she whispers. “Now take a shower. Dinner will be ready in thirty minutes.”

Then she’s gone. I hear her voice pleasantly calling out, “Jimmy, is that you? How was the date, honey?!” all excited and full of happiness.

Meanwhile, no one will ever know how much we just defiled each other, and to what lengths we’ll go to keep our perverted secret.

Well . . . no one will know except the eight boys who just ran a train on my lovely wife.

I smile, resting my head back down, staring up at the ceiling. I’ll take a shower soon, but first I need to close my eyes and remember all the torrid moments from this afternoon.

It was the best gameday of my career.

Despite us losing badly on the field, we ended up winning beyond our wildest dreams off of it.
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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!
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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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