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Chapter One

Jason


I
loved watching these girls turn stupid when I fucked them.

Their faces screwing up, eyes going askew until they looked cross-eyed and mindless. The way their lungs pushed guttural, strange sounds out of their mouths that they probably never knew were even down there, trapped like their own burgeoning, repressed orgasms.

That explained Suzie Taylor to a T.

Girls like Suzie came to me for that intense release that everyone needed, but that they weren’t getting elsewhere.

Suzie was no stranger to sex—she was one of the hottest girls on the cheerleading squad, which meant she’d slept around with plenty of dudes on the football team and plenty of duds outside the group. Some even thought she’d had a few dalliances with teachers, but that was a locked conversation.

While Suzie might not have been a stranger to sex, she was clearly starved for good
 sex—rough fucking that made her eyes bulge and pop when I first stuck my fat cock inside her tight little twat.

It had been difficult to shove my girth inside such a compact snatch, but she’d been wetter than Niagara Falls and the going got easier as the minutes dragged by. Before long, her pussy muscles unclenched and she let herself go to the constant thrum of orgasms that were causing her body to writhe and flail in ecstasy.

“Oh God, Jase, how are you so fucking big?!” she’d wailed when the broad ridge of my cockhead first breached her hole, shoving 
apart her pussy lips like a swimmer wading through water.


Well, isn’t that a stupid question?
 I thought, chuckling to myself. Then again, those are the kinds of questions you get from someone whose mind is slowly melting to that absolute, hardcore pleasure.

Bionics, Suzie. That’s how my dick is so big.

No, I take it back—GMOs. My cock is a genetically modified organism built to split your pussy in half and make you cum buckets.

Yes, that’s it . . .

I snickered at my own lewd thoughts. If I wasn’t careful, I’d start thinking like one of these bimbo brats.

I mean, I’m not lying when I say that her pussy felt great. Warm and wet, the walls clenching against my wide shaft as I pummeled her. I could feel the bumps sliding up and down the protruding veins on my cock.

And as I wrapped my hands around her itty-bitty waist—my fingertips nearly touching—and held her in place so I could battering-ram her cunt raw, it wasn’t long before her phrases like, “Oh God fuck! Keep ramming me harder!” turned into unintelligible mutterings.

I had noticed that the motor senses were usually the first thing to go once I started dicking down a girl good.

Second were the legs. Once I picked up pace and got into my rhythm, no girl could withstand the dramatic pussy-pounding for too long. The knees got weak and wobbly, knocking together like she was a bright-eyed young doe. Then the legs themselves turned into rubber, and if I wasn’t holding her up by her slim waist she would have fallen right through my hands like a ghost!

As it stood, I had a firm grip on Suzie’s body. Her legs straddled the toilet and trembled as her own juices leaked down the warm insides of her meaty thighs.

I had her skirt hiked up to reveal her round little bubble butt—nicely tanned and bronzed and just asking to be spanked and swatted.

In fact, my large red handprints on her right asscheek were just starting to fade into that caramel skin.

I took her from behind, fucking her with my customary grunts 
rubbing against her ear. I was slightly bent at the knees so I could ram the smaller girl with the full weight of my heavy nutsack swinging into her and echoing with ricocheting, satisfying claps and thwaps.

It was getting stuffy inside this little restroom stall, but we made do with what we had. The cramped stall only made those meaty claps louder and even better. Every time my heavy balls bounced off her pink pussy, it was the sound of five or six nuts smacking off her skin, rather than just two.

It made me smile as I watched the curve of her back become more severe. Her spine seemed to be bending downward, into a U, as she spread her legs out further to give herself an even wider foundation.

Her arms were placed against the grimy wall behind the toilet. Her head was just inches from the wall, and if I really wanted to, I could have jackhammered her and smashed her forehead into that peeling white wall.

But I didn’t want to hurt Suzie Taylor. Not too badly, anyway.

I just wanted to get my nut. My balls had been aching inside my boxers all day, making my bulge even more problematic than usual.

We both should have been in our respective classes right now—English for me, History for her—but this had become somewhat of a regular thing.

It wasn’t always Suzie, but it was usually someone
 who joined me in the upstairs restrooms next to Mr. Green’s chemistry classes after lunch. These bathrooms were nearly always vacant after lunch, for some reason, which made them perfect sex pods.

And I was pretty popular with the girls. I wasn’t very modest—clearly—which meant my prodigious package was usually on full display, and for the wide-eyed senior girls of my school, it was like watching a porno unfold in real time. They all wanted a piece of it.

Some of the femmy boys had even begged to suck my cock and plow their assholes. I hadn’t taken them up on it yet, but I was an equal opportunity fucker—as long as I got mine, and filled a hole with my fat loads, I didn’t care too much about all the other stuff.

That being said, as I reached up and caressed Suzie’s perky tits, which were bouncing incessantly from the momentum of my 
ravaging, I smiled as I felt her nipples grow hard. I played with them and elicited more lewd groans and moans from the cheerleader.

The plastic partitions on either side of us shook with our vibrating force.

I felt my cockhead throb inside her, pushing her flat belly outward. I groaned, my eyes widening, as I realized I was going to explode inside this chick any second now.

Instead, I gritted my teeth and bared them like a wolf. My arms quickly hooked underneath her thick thighs—the best part of her body, in my opinion. They were rock solid and toned from years of cheerleading practice and gymnastics.

The bitch might have been whiny and annoying, but she had a killer body and it felt nice destroying it.

“Ahh! Oh nooo!” she cried as she realized what I was doing.

Her legs went out from under her—

But I caught her before she could fall. She fell back in my arms and my huge cock seemed to spear further into her, widening her pussy even more.

I lifted the blondie off the ground and her wailing continued.

I folded Suzie like a lawnchair, and all she could do was gawk at the sight of her own pussy getting plowed beneath her.

Her knees were suddenly pressing against her little tits and I had an arm-bar around them, hugging her body close. I was using her as my own personal cum-dump, and since I was so much bigger than her, it wasn’t hard to twist her like a pretzel.

My biceps flexed as I pushed on her wobbling thighs with my forearms. Her arms were pinned to her body, stuck and making her totally immovable. Only her hands flailed around below the wide curve of her ass.

Then I pulled up suddenly, my arms sliding to the crease at the backs of her kneecaps. Her feet bounced near her head as the rest of her body shook from an intense orgasm.

I had her in a full-nelson—well, as close as I was going to get from our standing doggy position. Her head was tilted down so she could only see the skewering her poor pussy was taking from my oversized cock.

The lips of her cunt suctioned my shaft and pulled it back and 
forth as I rammed up into her, not letting it go.

Her tongue fell out of her mouth, her eyes rolling aimlessly.

She was mewling now, like some type of mindless beast.

I’d broken her. Mission success. She had been tamed and owned and now destroyed. I knew that Suzie Taylor would always be at my beck and call, now that I’d shown her the joys of near-constant cumming.

From behind, I heard the door to the restroom open. It wasn’t a sound it made, but rather the floating noise of giggling voices coming from outside that rose in volume for a split second, before shutting off again.

I guess we weren’t as alone as I’d thought. People had been listening.

But I still wasn’t sure if anyone had come inside the bathroom—

I was too involved in my own thing—keeping Suzie airborne and content, impaled on my cock as I bounced her up and down like a ragdoll. Her squealing voice was turning heavy and sultry, and I felt warm juices splashing and splattering against my legs.

She was either pissing herself or cumming full-on.

I didn’t care which.

I felt my own eruption coming on. It was imminent and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

I groaned and squeezed her body tighter. Thank God she was athletic and as flexible as a gummy worm, or else I swear I would have broken more than just her mind—I would’ve snapped her body in two!

She was drooling on her own tits now, and that was enough to make me grunt, clench my teeth, and explo—

The door to the stall swung open.

How the fuck did I forget to lock that? Oh shiii—

“H-Hey!” a voice yelled, then cut off abruptly. 

I spun around all at once, still holding onto Suzie, her legs still kicking aimlessly at the air above her as she hopped on my cock.

My balls swung out—

Cum spurt from my throbbing dick and I tried to hold it as the warm semen jetted up inside Suzie’s pussy.

I gave her one more hard thrust for good measure, then 
completed my turn and lifted her at the same time—

Off my cock—the wind caressing my nuts and slimy erection.

My cock flopped out of her yawning hole like an unwieldy snake and I couldn’t hold my ejaculation any longer—

“Gah!” I groaned. I lost control.

My cum ejected with volume and force, spewing out of my widened pisshole like a geyser. Thick white ropes of jizz blasted outward toward the opened door, and at the same time I noticed Suzie was squirting her ever-loving face off, crying and shooting out jizz and piss and lady juices in an arc—

Right into someone’s shocked face.

Both of our projectile orgasms hit this person square in the face and chest, and at first I thought it was some nosy student who wanted a first-hand look at the exhibition.

But no.

My eyes widened in disbelief, my cock still spitting out strands of spunk that were dribbling onto the dirty floor.

It wasn’t Mr. Green, but rather a female teacher—the music teacher, Ms. Bisset—a gorgeous French woman with curly brown locks on her dark face.

And a spattering of white cum-slashes contrasted beautifully against her dark skin, painted on her face like an overturned bucket of Sherwin-Williams Antique White.

Her shirt was starting to soak through from Suzie’s exploding orgasm. Suzie was still shaking in my arms, and she felt like a paperweight—a frail thing that I could easily drop and she would crumble into a million pieces.

Ms. Bisset’s pretty face displayed abject horror. Her mouth opened and that was a mistake because a droplet of cum oozed off her eyelashes and dribbled onto her exposed upper lip, then the lower lip. One of her eyes was closed—where my initial spunk cannon had launched onto her lid.

Her hands were wide up in surrender.

My own face was also masked with shock, as was Suzie’s. For a split second, time seemed to stop.

Then jizz trickled off Ms. Bisset’s face and plopped onto the floor to form a pool around her.

“
Putain de merde!”


I knew that meant something like “holy hell” or “what the fucking shit,” or something.

“What the fuck is g—” she cut herself off as her eyes wandered to my large cock, which was slowly starting to soften and come to swing down between my legs.

I thought I saw her blush a little beneath that plaster of cum I’d painted on her face.

“I-It was an accident!” I said, feeling ridiculously filthy and horrible. That postcoital clarity hit me all at once, as well as the smell of sweaty sex and lewdness.

I gingerly turned and seated Suzie on the toilet bowl, plopping her butt down like she was a little puppet.

Ms. Bisset’s face tore away from my swinging cock and when I looked at her again, her features were twisted in utter disgust and anger.

“Let’s go, young man!” she screamed.

“W-Where?”

“Where do you think?!”

She spun and tried to march away with as much dignity as possible . . .

I hid my smirk. “Um, Ms. Bisset—”

She turned on me with such a savage glare, I thought my balls would jump up into my stomach.

“Your . . . face.” I gestured around my own face, to show her what I meant.

She blushed even darker, her face brown and pink.

“Go there!” she yelled in her slight accent, which was incredibly sexy.

“Where?” I asked, but I already knew.

“Don’t be an idiot!” She stormed up to a sink, looked in the mirror, and started mumbling in French to herself. Then she ran the water, bent over, and splashed her face to start washing the cum away.

I knew where she was sending me, of course, but I wanted to hear her say it.

Hell, I’d been planning
 on it!

It sure took these dumbass teachers long enough to catch me, despite stinking up this bathroom with sex and sweat day after day.

Finally, though, I’d been caught. Accidentally cumming on Ms. Bisset’s heart-shaped face was just a bonus.

“To the principal, you barbarian! And when I’m done here, I’m coming to check on you, so don’t even try to squeeze out of this one!”

I pulled my pants up, stuffing my cock inside my boxers. “I wouldn’t dream of it,” I assured her as I marched right out of the restroom, without giving Suzie another look or thought. She was still on the toilet seat, dumbfounded, terrified, mouth agape, pussy agape.

I thought I heard Ms. Bisset mutter to herself as I passed, “Dumbass couldn’t squeeze out of anything
 with that swinging fucklog smacking between his thighs”—but it could’ve just been my imagination. 
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Chapter Two

Lara


U
gh. I had so much to do and it was driving me crazy. I hated being stressed out—which was a common occurrence, which was why sexual release was needed on a daily basis. And if not “release,” then “fulfillment.” And if not daily, then every other day at least!

I was the youngest principal that the school had ever had, and it showed. I got flustered more easily than others. I wasn’t as comfortable talking to complaining parents, because oftentimes they were nearly twice my age and could have been my
 parents.

But I was stern and fair, and that got me places. Not to mention smart and hardworking, so it hadn’t taken me long to become the top administrator of the public school.

Today, I had numerous complaints to deal with: A parent who whined that their little girl wasn’t getting a fair education—that she was being treated differently than other students.

I wanted to tell the mom that her “little girl” was 18 years old and not so little anymore, and she probably didn’t want her mom making a scene. It wasn’t my fault that Suzie Taylor ditched her classes all the time and had taffy between her ears when it came to schoolwork.

She was a cute little spitfire that relegated all the boys to frothing breeding bulls when she passed by the halls and swished her bouncy booty and perky tits, twirling her strawberry blonde hair and shooting them seductive smirks. 

She knew exactly what she was doing, and I’d seen it firsthand. 
With a calculating, manipulative mind like that, the girl undoubtedly had a bright future, though I couldn’t exactly tell Mom that her “little girl” was probably going to be the best stripper in the land, or that she was going to make an excellent trophy wife and wouldn’t want for anything.

And then there was Frank Green, the chemistry teacher. He had been complaining about a strange odor wafting from the bathroom near his class—possibly through the pipes—and he wouldn’t get off my ass about it. Apparently the smell was getting worse and more noticeable and pungent.

I told Mr. Green I would investigate the situation and get someone to snake the pipes if I thought something was amiss.

I also had a mountain of paperwork to fill out for the school board and a “Teacher of the Month” to elect and that was on top of the dinner I was supposed to have ready for Michael in a few hours and I didn’t have a clue what that was going to be—

Ahhh!

I threw down my pen and ran both hands over my face, then leaned my elbows on my desk. I lifted my reading glasses and massaged my temples.

Then the door to my office opened.

And in stepped Jason Christenson. My boyfriend’s son, sculpted like a Greek god, and the taboo object of my desire recently.

Shit.  

He had that infuriating smirk on his lips that I either wanted to punch or slam my pussy on at any given moment. My thoughts about Jase Christenson changed as much as the direction of the wind, but they were almost always naughty, and it was bad.

He was my boyfriend’s son,
 for Christ’s sake, but I had already dropped the ball there. He was staying with us after his father gained full custody, and I should’ve known that it was a bad idea—that I couldn’t trust myself.

Because I’d already fucked him. Right here, in this office, after school was closed for the day. For us, school never closed . . .

I felt incredibly guilty about it, and in the week since I had avoided him as much as possible—at school, where it was easy, but even more so at home, which was harder.

I could tell that he’d been getting frustrated at home. It gave me a small measure of satisfaction that he was reverting into a horny little boy that was sexually maddened when I was around and wouldn’t pay him attention.

But it was becoming more difficult, because he always had that monstrous package shifting about between his legs, and at home he seemed to show it off even more. Of course I had screwed up initially by letting him pound me on this desk, but that had been a moment of weakness . . . I told myself.

Abrupt weakness that turned into the best sex of my life.

My guilt hadn’t transformed into action—I hadn’t told Michael I’d cheated on him . . . because I really didn’t want to lose the life I had. Michael was a good man, and I was a slimy, slutty whore.

. . . But it just felt so good.

As I thought of that oversized unit stuffed in Jason’s drawers, my eyes inadvertently scanned that area and I noticed that his bulge was not only pronounced, but the top button of his jeans was undone.

“W-What the hell is this?” I asked.

Jason shrugged and said, “I got in trouble, I guess.” He was about to close the door behind him when a small hand shot out and stopped it.

Madelyn Bisset—our esteemed French teacher and one of the most popular teachers at the school—stormed into the office to stand beside Jason. She only came up to his shoulders, but it was easy to tell why she was so popular with both the staff and students: curly brown and yellow hair, a heart-shaped face that looked a bit grim right now, big pools for eyes, and that caramel skin that Southern Californians spent their whole lives trying to achieve, but she had it naturally.

She was beautiful, and her slight French accent only made her prettier.

“Yes, Ms. Langley, this boy is indeed in trouble!”

I canted my head, frowning. “What did he do?”

“I caught Mr. Christenson fornicating in a bathroom stall!” she yelled in little more than a squeak, then thrust a finger in his direction.

As she blushed, so did I—she was probably remembering what she witnessed, while I was remembering what I’d felt in the past.

“He . . . what
?” I asked, my eyes burning a hole right through Jason’s soul. I was incredulous, and he seemed to recoil from my glare.

“Yes! Mr. Christenson was copulating with Suzie Taylor—another senior. Their voices were loud and alerted me to the act as I was walking down the hall. Plus, there were a few snickering students outside the bathroom, like a couple of rapacious voyeurs! They weren’t even trying to hide it!”

My mouth fell open, but I quickly stiffened my jaw and clamped my lips together. I could feel Jason studying me as I listened to Madelyn Bisset’s nervous, loud assertion.

She was clearly flustered, and I guessed for good reason. In fact, the top of her shirt seemed . . . damp . . . if not altogether soiled.

Had she been sweating? Did she walk in on that egregious act and lose herself at the sight of Jason’s horsecock plowing into poor little Suzie Taylor?

Speaking of. “And where is Miss Taylor?” I asked.

She sighed. “I sent her away,” she said with a wave of her hand. “She’s the victim here, Ms. Langley. I’m sure she was coaxed or beguiled to take part in this, to boost her popularity or—”

“Whoa whoa whoa,” Jason interjected, speaking for the first time and raising his hands. “Hold on.
 I didn’t do any coaxing
 or beguiling
 or anything of the sort.” He emphasized every other word, clearly not appreciating Ms. Bisset’s assumption. “If anything, Suzie came onto me
!”

Madelyn flung her head back and snorted. “Rubbish! I know your type, Mr. Christenson, and you can’t get away with doing whatever you want. You’re lucky that Suzie said she didn’t want to press charges!”

“This was a victimless crime!” Jason insisted. His eyes darkened and he gave Madelyn a strange look that she abruptly turned away from. “Well . . . besides yourself, perhaps . . .”

As Madelyn’s face turned bright red, I furrowed my brow. “What does he mean by that, Madelyn?”

“N-Nothing! He’s just trying to mold what happened to his liking!” 
she snapped, agitatedly.

I raised a hand to calm the poor woman. “All right, that’s quite all right, Madelyn.” I lifted my elbows off the desk. “I’ll take this from here, okay?”

I saw Madelyn’s face twist, her eyes narrowing on me. I could tell she was debating on whether to believe me or not. “Fine,” she finally said, “but he must be punished! Don’t let this kind of thing go undisciplined in our school, Lara!”

Madelyn Bisset was older than me, and she’d been at this school longer. So, she had a matronly way of talking to me, despite my superior position. I frowned, nodding solemnly. “Oh, I’ll make sure he’s punished, Madelyn.”
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I KNEW IT WAS STUPID
, but somehow I felt betrayed.
 I couldn’t help it. I hated Jason Christenson right now, but somehow I was even more turned on by him.

The young man took what he wanted. He was a straight-up alpha, even at such a young age.

And there was nothing young
 about the way he acted, or the way he looked . . .

He was a manipulator. Call me brazen, but I had no doubt that he had fucked Suzie Taylor and gotten caught on purpose, to get to me. If he hadn’t wanted to get caught, then why not just go somewhere off campus to do his little debauchery?

He wanted to see this frustrated, jealous look on my face, and there was nothing I could do to hide it.

It was just us in the room now, but unlike the first time this had happened—when I had ended up bouncing on his huge cock and cumming my brains out—school was still in session. It was the middle of the day.

Jenny, my secretary, wouldn’t be leaving anytime soon.

I felt a measure of safety in that . . . safety in trusting my own instincts—that I wouldn’t be giving myself to this hedonistic young man like some floozy.

“What the hell did you mean, ‘besides yourself,’ when speaking to 
Ms. Bisset, Jason?” I asked him, folding my hands on the desk. I waited patiently.

He shrugged and spoke as if he was discussing the weather. “I accidentally came on her face.”

I reeled, nearly falling from my rolling chair. “You what
?!”

He recoiled defensively. “What?! I couldn’t help it! She opened the door right as I turned and it startled me. My cock popped out of Suzie and I sprayed her. Hell, Suzie squirted her worse than I did, all down her shirt—”

“Okay, okay, that’s enough!” I demanded, closing my eyes to try to forget the mental image playing in my head.

Or maybe I was trying to rummage up the mental image . . . it was hard to tell anymore.

After a moment of awkward silence, I sighed, then looked up at him. My eyes were strangely wet. “Why did you do this, Jase? Are you trying
 to drive me crazy?”

He frowned. “I did it so I’d be right where I am.” He gestured around him, then stared pointedly at me.


Ah ha, so I was right! He
 did do this to get to me!


. . . But why doesn’t that make me feel any better?

The burning jealousy bloomed through my body. I gritted my teeth. “There are other ways you could have gotten my attention . . .”

He shrugged, turning away from my brutal gaze. “This seemed the quickest.”

“And you wanted to see how I’d take it.”

He shrugged.

“Well,” I said, “it means nothing to me.”

I turned from him, defiantly, a pout on my lips. I could tell that he didn’t believe me, but I needed to believe myself.


So far, that was becoming more and more difficult the longer I stayed around this steaming pile of stud-meat.

There was another long silence.

Finally, I said, “I have to suspend you, you know.”

“Yeah, I figured.”

“It would send the wrong message to the rest of the school if I didn’t. Besides, I’m sure your little escapade is already making the 
gossip rounds.”

He chuckled. “Probably also true.”

We seemed to be getting on the same page a bit, and my jealous rage was subsiding.

But then he said something that reignited it all over again.

“That’s fine if you suspend me, but you can’t tell my dad about it.”

I furrowed my brow. “W-What?”

“You can’t tell Dad I was suspended. Or why.”

I scoffed haughtily, crossing my arms under my breasts. “And why the hell can’t I?”

He took a step forward and leaned over the desk, palms down, and I couldn’t help but shrink against his penetrating gaze. My haughty attitude was very quickly erased and replaced with a cold chill up my spine.

“Because then I’ll tell him about us.
”

“You wouldn’t dare,” I hissed.

“Try me.”

So, that’s what this was.

Blackmail. Fucking intimidation.

It was another thing I was helpless to stop. Not unless I told Michael first, which was out of the question at this moment in time . . .

I was under Jason’s thumb, and I saw no way of getting out from under it.

Shit.

He sighed and stood to his full height, apparently pleased with the way my face reacted and went blank with worry. I just blinked at him.

He crossed his burly arms over his broad chest, staring down at me like I was a pawn on a chessboard. I felt meek, frail.

“I was going to have you fingerbang yourself in front of me,” he said nonchalantly, “but I don’t want to put Jenny through that, having to listen to your moans.”

“H-How dare you—” I snapped, my eyes burning with unshed tears. I blinked them away. “You’re a little bastard, you know th—”

“So, instead,” he interrupted, ignoring my words, “I expect you to have this on during dinner tonight. Or in,
 rather.” He reached into 
his pocket and produced a small object that he tossed on the table in front of me.

My eyes widened.

It was some type of little mobile, remote-controlled vibrator. I looked up from the device. “You can’t be serious.”

His smirk broadened, his face shadowed. “As serious as a heart attack, babe. I want to see you squirm when we’re eating dinner tonight. Hopefully Dad won’t see you losing your mind while you’re trying to eat your spaghetti.”

I sat back, shaking my head. “I won’t do it. You know I won’t.”

The embarrassment was too much. The humiliation of him even suggesting
 that I stick something up my hooha to let him control me and artificially create sexual urges during supper—it was just ludicrous!

He shrugged and opened the door behind him. “I suppose we’ll find out if you will or not, won’t we?”  
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Chapter Three

Lara


I
sat at the dinner table with Michael across from me and Jason to my right. The seat to the left was vacant. It was just us three and some low music playing from the Alexa in the kitchen that I’d put on.

When Michael had asked why I was putting on music during dinnertime, I had shrugged nonchalantly and said, “To change things up. Maybe Jason won’t get so bored listening to us old-timers if there are some tunes playing.”

Michael had smiled and pecked me on the forehead. “That’s thoughtful of you, babe.” Then he’d hooked an arm around my waist, pulled me closer, and kissed me deeply.

When Jason came from downstairs to join us, he smirked at me as I separated from Michael. He raised a brow from behind his dad’s shoulder. Heavy rock was playing on Alexa, but at a reasonable volume.

“Oh, is dinnertime Van Halen and Chill now?”

Michael turned to his son. “What does that mean?”

I put a hand on Michael’s shoulder and turned him back to me, saying, “It’s just a stupid phrase kids use these days.”

My boyfriend scoffed, furrowed his brow, then shrugged. “Guess I truly am an old-timer now.”

“Pretty much,” Jason said snidely, walking past us into the dining room. Before he left, he snuck me a knowing glance, as if to say, “I know exactly
 why you have music playing. You’re not fooling anyone.”

Michael watched him go with half-lidded eyes. Then, in a low voice he said, “Is it just me, or has Jase gotten surprisingly . . . arrogant since staying here?”

I gulped. “Um.” No idea why that would be!
  “I haven’t noticed it,” I continued, my voice rising happily.

Michael harrumphed and I massaged his shoulders. Then he helped me bring out the food: spaghetti, just like Jason had said earlier when he’d been in my office. The conceited little shit. Michael was right, of course, that his son had been acting up a bit.

But he was still young, and in Jason’s mind, he had every reason to: he had his own dad’s girlfriend by the tit hairs. I was desperate for our secret to stay just that—a secret.

Which meant I had to suck up to Jase and do whatever he said . . . including sticking a mini vibrator up my snatch right before I started making food.

The first buzz came about ten minutes into eating, when we were still quiet and I was midsentence.

“So, honey, how was your d-day
!” I finished with a yelp.

His fork scraped his plate as he swirled noodles around it. He fixed me with a single raised brow. “Uh, you okay there?”

I coughed, then dabbed my mouth with my napkin. Wiping at my eyes, I chuckled and said, “Y-Yeah, I probably shouldn’t try to talk while I have spaghetti in my mouth—went down the wrong tube!”

He smiled at me. “Need me to pat you on the back, little baby?”

I scrunched my nose at him in a joking way. “Nooo.”

I glanced over and caught Jason rolling his eyes. His father and I were so sappy, he probably absolutely hated it . . . and if I wanted to get through this dinner, I had to stay on his good side.

When he had shocked me, the little pussy-tingler inside me sent a ripple of nerves shooting up through my body. I hadn’t been able to control my voice from the sudden explosion of endorphins and happy chemicals that washed over me.  

I clenched my fork and knife with white knuckles, hoping that Michael wouldn’t notice. Then I shifted my weight in my seat when I realized I was uncomfortable.

I was damp. Fuck.

Sweat started to bead my forehead.

This public display was a turn-on but also terrifying—the thought at the back of my mind that we could be caught . . . that was kind of hot. But this was my life
 we were talking about, in the palm of Jason’s hands. With the touch of a button, literally, he could ruin everything I had going for me.

I supposed I ruined everything the first time I let his bulbous cockhead push into my greedy hole, but he was making it known that I was under his control.

Like a slave.

And that thought aroused me even more.

Don’t screw this up, Lara. Just control yourself! You’ve felt that first static shock tear through your body . . . now you can expect it.

Prepare for it.

I knew that Jason would be petty—he’d press the button at the most inopportune times. Like, when I was talking. So, if I kept my mouth shut, maybe he’d just get bored, finish his food, and leave.

As the meal dragged on, I swore to myself that I would never let something like this happen again. This feeling of utter helplessness was too much all at once.

My body was betraying me and my leaking cunt would start to show through my pants before long.

This wasn’t a tenable situation.

Michael was finishing a story, but it was hard to pay attention because I kept glancing over at Jason’s face, to see if I could notice any movements. But he had a deadly poker face going, and it infuriated me.

“. . . so I told him, ‘We’ve got escrow covered, so let’s just leave it to the professionals, yeah?’ Anyway, long story short, I sold the Nautilus house.”

He smiled at me and I beamed. “Honey, that’s great-t-t-t!”

Bzzzt—

Another shockwave of pure adrenaline surged through me, setting my insides on fire. I tightened my sphincter instinctively and slammed my palm down on the table before I’d realized what I was doing. I had drawn out my “great” like Tony the Tiger.

Luckily, the music from the kitchen drowned out the sound of Jason’s torturous buzzing—which had been its intent.

But Michael was starting to get suspicious anyway.

“Babe, are you sure you’re okay?”

He eyed me strangely as I craned my neck and made a show of knocking my stomach with my fist. “Jeez, is this stuff spicy to anyone else? I’m getting crazy heartburn or something. Like a sharp pain.”

“It’s just . . . marinara sauce, right? We have it like twice a week,” Michael muttered.

I scooted back from my chair and started to stand—

And Jason’s bare foot slapped down on top of mine, under the table. Abruptly, I plopped back down on the seat, sighing loudly.

I made a face, glanced up at the ceiling, and smiled. “A-Actually, I think it went away. I should be fine.” I gave Michael a disarming smile, but I’m sure it looked phony.

Oh my God, this torture is going to be the end of meee!

“You’re . . . uh, sure, Lara?” Michael said. He had such a baffled expression on his face, I thought I was gonna be sick just looking at it. The poor man!

“We have Tums upstairs, if you need them.”

I smiled, twirled spaghetti, and started eating again. “Enough about me,” I said, turning to Jason. “How was your
 day, Jase?”

“Yeah,” Michael said, following suit and probably thinking I was doing his son a kindness. “What’d you get into today, kid?”

Jason was taken aback slightly, so he shrugged to gather his thoughts. “Oh. You know. Nothing to report.”

I craned my neck, biting my bottom lip now that Michael’s attention was firmly away from me. “Oh, come on. There’s gotta be more than that.”

I reveled in the slight discomfort I was giving him, but I knew I was skating on thin ice. He could blurt out anything he wanted . . . which was a little bit like playing with fire.

“Well, I had a big play during practice,” the young man lied. He’d never made it to football practice before getting suspended. I wondered how he would keep this lie up to his father—wouldn’t Michael notice that his son wasn’t getting up to go to class for the next three days?

Unless Jason planned to play it cool and just do everything like normal—waking up, breakfast, the drive there. We hadn’t gotten that 
far yet.

“Damn! What a stud,” Michael said, smiling at me.

You have no idea, Michael.

“How far are we talking?” he asked, facing his son again.

Jason shrugged. “Forty-five yards or so.”

“That’s phenomenal. Kid’s got a cannon!”


Again, Michael, you have
 no idea.


Jason gave his dad a half-smile, then returned to his spaghetti.

After a moment of peaceful silence, with only the smooth sounds of Bill Withers playing and the clattering of forks and knives, Michael broke the quiet.

“So, do you guys, like, ever run into each other? At school? I mean, I know you’re principal and student, so that wouldn’t really make sense, but—”

I dropped my fork and nearly choked on my food. The utensil clanged off the edge of the table and went tumbling to the ground.

“Shit,” I said, huffing and puffing as I scooted back to bend down and pick it up under the table.

Bzzzt—

My body jerked and my head smacked the edge of the table with a loud thud.

“F-Fuck!” I cried, cradling my knees together and squirming in my seat. My pussy was wet as hell, and I didn’t know how much longer I could take this punishment.

While I was underneath the table, Jason’s bare foot rose and collided with my face.

I screwed up my features and tried to turn away, but I had nowhere to go . . . so I let the boy’s dirty ass toes poke my cheeks and then I licked the sole of his foot to get it the hell away.

“Sorry,” I said, finally coming up for air, my face red. I was out of breath from all the sudden action—mainly from the orgasmic tension shooting through my warm, wet canal.

I rubbed the back of my head. “Ow.” Then I absentmindedly waved the fork I’d rescued in the air.

“You seem out of sorts, babe,” Michael said.

“To answer your question,” Jason piped up, somehow saving me, “no, we don’t ever run into each other. Why would we?”

Michael shrugged and turned away from me. “Good point. I was just thinking, it might be weird if everyone at your school knew about me and Lara . . . Weird for you, I mean, Jase.”

He smirked. “I don’t think it would be that weird.”

When I blinked, he was staring right at me. I acted like I wasn’t listening—and I hardly was, seeing as that I was about to cream my pants. The sweat was building, and I wouldn’t be able to hide it for very much longer—

“N-No,” I stammered. “I don’t think it would be weird, either.” I looked around and put a palm to my tummy. “On second thought, Michael, I am going to get some Tums. My stomach doesn’t feel right.”

I stood with the quickness, and this time Jason didn’t try to stop me.

“All right, babe, hope you’re not getting sick.” 

“I’m sure I’m fine,” I said, drastically begging Jason with my eyes not to do anything as I stood from the table.

Luckily, he had mercy . . .

I was under the young man’s dominion—at his disposal.

He didn’t buzz me while I stood there like an idiot. It wasn’t until I reached the stairs leading up to the bedrooms that he finally sent a prickle of energy coursing through my pussy.

I grabbed the handrail hard, nearly doubling over and suppressing a moan. Thankfully, Michael’s back was to me.

And I hoped he didn’t see me waddle all the way up the stairs, trying to stave off my building orgasm.
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Chapter Four

Lara


A
fter being on pins and needles all day, enveloped by stress, and then having my clit throbbing like I’d stubbed it on the edge of a table, it felt amazing to finally let it all go.

When I reached the top of the stairs, I was already wiggling out of my pants. By the time I hit the bedroom, I was tearing my panties away and sprawling onto the mattress to feel the firm coldness of the sheets against my puffy, wet pussy.

I grinded my hips against the sheets and let the feeling of bliss overtake me. Closing my eyes, I hugged a pillow and groaned as I thrust my body onto my flat bed.

Then I took the little device out of my vagina and slammed it into the nightstand drawer, but not before finding my Hitachi Magic Wand and getting it going.

I lifted myself a bit on my knees so I could reach under me, then drooled into my pillow as the vibrating buzz eased my tension away.

I was facedown ass-up, like I was getting it doggystyle, and the wand saved my life. I let an orgasm roll over me easily, my toes curling at the end of the bed. My nipples hardened against the soft fabric of the pillow and I started to unbutton my blouse to take it off, so I could fondle my big tits and really get into the groove.

Finally, I smiled. The wand didn’t judge me. It didn’t have an opinion. It didn’t think I was a dirty slut, or an awful person, despite the mistakes I’d made.

It was only there to pleasure me, and in that, it was better than 
any man.

Men came with strings attached. Guys like Jason and, to a lesser extent Michael, thrived on power. They got off on it. And while the dinner was incredibly awkward and uncomfortable for me, I knew it had made Jason stiff in his jeans, until his bulge was outlining his crotch to an extreme measure.

Hell, I’d seen it when I’d had my head underneath the table to pick up the fork. Before he molested my face with his foot, I caught sight of his spread legs and that mountainous cock outline running down his inner thigh.

He loved watching me squirm.

Even now, he was probably imagining all the naughty things I was doing to myself, stifling my moans because it wasn’t yet late enough to really let loose . . .

Just how I was fantasizing about him.

After dinner, he would probably limp upstairs and rip off his own jeans, then hoist that monster cock in both hands and tug on it while he watched some heavy-titted bimbos getting railed by cocks half his size on PornHub. He’d imagine himself in those situations and let his mind run wild with the possibilities.

If Jason Christenson didn’t already have a path set out before him—either as a star football player in college or a successful real estate agent after that—I had no doubt that he could’ve excelled in porn. He had the attributes: big dick, pretty face, sculpted body, he was great at sex, and he loved it rough.

He would give those poor twats on the ‘Hub the time of their lives.

Just like he did to me.

Oh goddammit, why can’t I stop thinking about you, Jase? Why can’t I get your stupid big dick out of my head?

I slurped up my drool as the Hitachi rubbed my lips and sent me sprawling back onto the bed face-first.

I rolled over onto my back and finally tore my shirt away to let my fat tits spool out in front of me. With one hand I fondled my soft jugs and with the other I did my business downstairs, until my hand was veritably soaked in my juices.

My head rolled back on my shoulders.

I parted my legs in the air in a V, and I could only imagine how 
lewd and horny I looked.

Thinking about Jason and his big tool, the way he handled it and knew exactly what he was doing . . . it was starting to push me to the edge again. I was on that cliff, ready to launch into oblivion.

Then Michael walked in.

My eyes opened as I turned to the door and saw him standing here, dumbfounded, a shocked look on his face.

“Oh, wow,” he said, scratching the back of his head. “This . . . isn’t what I was expecting.”

I smiled at him, but then my face screwed up and I gaped as a roiling explosion went through me, my whole body going tingly.

“Fuck me in the ass, Michael,” I said abruptly, before I could even think about the words and regret them.

He craned his neck, closing the door behind him. “R-Really, babe? Are you serious?”

I closed my legs, my thick thighs wobbling. Then I rolled and went to my hands and knees, positioning myself like an obedient dog and spreading my legs. I positioned my huge ass right in front of his face, so he could get a look at all the delicious fluids running down my thighs, and my swelling pussy lips.

“Do I look serious to you?” I asked, shaking my ass for him. The big melons that were my buttocks swayed in place as I teased him.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, babe,” he said, trailing off, “. . . but I like it.”

I heard his belt unbuckle. His zipper came down. His pants fell to the floor and he stepped out of them. He joined me on the bed with a creak and hooked his hands under my love handles, then pulled me back by my waist.

I yelped happily.


Yes, this is what I need,
 I thought. I need to get back into the swing of things with Michael. That will make everything better. I need to see if I can set things right with him . . . and maybe forget about Jason.


Things have only been chaotic because of that hung boy!

His hands implanted into my asscheeks. His fingers caressed the flesh and I shoved my arm underneath me and kept massaging my clit with the Magic Wand.

He spanked me lightly and I grinned over my shoulder.

His cock was hard and curving upward, and he rested it on my crack, sliding it back and forth. He used my own lady juices to lube it up, hotdogging me before positioning his body at the edge of the bed.

“Do it!” I begged.

His cock slowly entered my puckering little asshole. It spread the skin apart and plunged into my rectum, making my eyes widen in disbelief.

Even an average-sized man felt huge
 in your ass. That was the beauty of it.

He grunted and said through clenched teeth, “So f-fucking tight, babe.”

I was at a loss for words as his length scraped my insides. It filled me and spread my cheeks apart. Below, my thrumming clit exploded with energy. Liquids were streaming down my legs, pooling on the sheets beneath me.

Then he was moving his hips, pulling my body closer to his as he reamed my ass.

The way my butt slammed against his narrower hips was amazing. And the contrast of the fat tool inside my asshole with the wand bristling against my clit and pussy lips had me at an orgasm almost immediately.

If anything, I had to thank Jason for getting me in the mood tonight . . . especially after such a trying day.

But that was my mistake—thinking about Jason at all—while Michael was anal fucking me.  

Because as soon as I thought of the hung young stud, I imagined him behind me, railing into my rear-end. Michael was doing fine—moving with a quiet rhythm, quiet hips, and the tops of his thighs smacking against my wobbly buttcheeks.

But he was nothing like his son . . . the animal.

Right now, Jason would have been primal in his furious fucking—he would have been putting me in my place and using me as a cocksock and nothing more.

He had no qualms about my feelings, but Michael actually cared for me.

I guess, at times, I just wanted to be ravaged. I didn’t need the loving embrace of a lover, but needed the beastly response from a sex god.

Jason had all that in spades. I don’t know where he’d learned at such a young age, but he knew just how to set me off and dick me down.

God, is this how it’s going to be from now on? Will I ever be able to screw another dick without thinking of Jason’s massive horsecock, or has he ruined me for other guys forever?


Have I been conditioned to
 need my boyfriend’s son like I need air?


I felt tears stinging the corners of my eyes, even as Michael did his best and drove into me. He was silent when he fucked, and that was good enough, usually. But I didn’t want him hearing my sniffling.

He couldn’t see me, but I thought my face would be enough to turn him off—or scare him away.

My body gently rocked forward. My fleshy body rippled against his thrusts. His flexing bottom let him charge into me with all the force he could muster . . .

But it still wasn’t enough.

I wanted to tag him out. I wanted to tag Jason in.

F-Fuck!

“W-We need to do this more often!” Michael whined. “Your ass feels amazing, honey!”

Talk dirty to me, Michael, please! Say something demeaning! Tell me I’m an awful skank for what I’ve done! Tell me I’ll never be forgiven until I lay my head at your feet and kiss your toes!

Anything, please!

I needed someone to dominate me, now more than ever.

I imagined Jason getting off to this—to the near quietness of our session. He was probably yanking his fat fuckrod in the other room, listening to the bed creak, knowing that he could be in here doing a better job.

And I knew it too!

“Ahh!” I yipped, thrusting my ass back against Michael. I came again, not because Michael was hitting my nerves particularly well, but because my imagination was running rampant.

“Yes, that’s it, babe!” he yelled.

“Fuck me harder, daddy, please!”

“Oh, I’m your daddy now?!”

“You’ll always be my daddy!”

My voice was high. My face was low against the pillow. I bit it and cringed, feeling his cock slide in and out of my ass. Now that it had become used to my tight canal, it glided easily through me, until I could hardly feel it anymore—

Until the cock throbbed inside me.

You’ll always be my daddy, Michael—but more importantly, you’ll always be Jason’s dad! Aghhh fuck!

I came again. My trembling fingers dropped the Magic Wand between my legs. The slaps of Michael’s driving hips against my flattening asscheeks rang out, until he paused and thrust inside me a final time, holding out for dear life—

Then exploding, unleashing his torrent of cum with an exhausted exhale.

All at once his balls emptied inside me, pouring through my ass tunnel and splashing my insides.

It was definitely one of the larger loads I’d ever taken from Michael.

But it was still nothing compared to his son.

After five seconds, Michael was done—but Jason . . . he would’ve been going for nearly half a minute, just shooting rope after rope of cum into me, until I felt bloated and bulgy and like I was going to puke jizz out of my dirty fucking mouth.

His gigantic nuts would’ve been pounding against my flesh, making my skin raw and creating those satisfying claps and thwaps that Michael simply couldn’t replicate.

It wasn’t that I needed a new boyfriend. Michael was great at that part. But ever since having Jason inside me, he’d been the only one who could satisfy me . . .

And I knew he was probably snickering next door, because he knew it.

The boy knew I was his to command.  
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Chapter Five

Jason


G
od, it was so easy getting these horny broads obsessed with me. They all wanted only one thing, and I provided it. They were like baby birds, but instead of feeding them regurgitated food from their mother’s mouth, I was feeding them big fat cockmeat.

And they loved it.

As much as Lara tried to act like she hated me for all the stuff I was doing to her, I saw the longing on her face. I saw the reactions—the squirming in her seat, the pleading look as she rose from the table and begged me not to buzz her pussy once more.

She was under my complete control.

Usually, I would have grown bored with a chick by now. I had made my conquest and made it quick. I’d injected her with my seed and gotten my satisfaction. I had made her jealous when she’d heard of me screwing around with other girls, and I’d seen that desire and jealousy clearly masked on her face when I’d been suspended. I’d seen her beg me to stop with her face at dinner, while actually begging me to keep going.

And now I heard her through the walls, letting out a wail as Dad fucked her and probably unloaded inside her.

I jacked off in my bed as I listened to their sex, knowing that I could do better. I mean, there was a reason Lara sought me out, rather than Dad, right? Otherwise, she would’ve never cheated on him—not if she was completely satisfied.

All I’d had to do was find that tiny seed of doubt . . . water it . . . 
and help it grow.

And now, there was something about Lara Langley that kept me coming back.

It was probably the taboo aspect of our relationship. The fact that she was with my dad, and I was attracted to her, was no accident.

I was surprised, as an older lady, that she had fallen for me so quickly. Maybe she had just been looking for an excuse to sleep around on ol’ Pops? She wanted a big-cocked young man to fill her needs. And I was the perfect candidate once I arrived like a golden god in her eyes.

The veins of my shaft rippled beneath my hands. I grunted and arched my back, tilting my cock so it stuck straight up into the air like a footlong spear. My left hand scooped my big nuts and I fondled them as my ballbag drooped between my fingers and over the edges of my palm. My right hand slid up the length of the upper half of my cock, where it was most sensitive, until that pleasing fap-fap-fap
 sound filled the air.

I grunted, lifted myself on my heels, and pushed my cock higher.

A fountain of jizz shot out from my piss slit and cascaded down all over me and my bed. I laughed as I came like an animal, coating my bed and floor and stomach and chest in stinky spunk.

My room smelled like sweat and sex, and I plopped back and let the orgasm ride out, my cock twitching and spilling out dribblings of cum.

After half a minute, I was done, and my dick quickly started to go flaccid. The long floppy appendage rested between my bulky thighs, and I sighed.

Rather than clean up after myself, I dozed off, hoping that Lara would wake me up in the morning and be offended by what she found—

And also turned on.
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THE NEXT DAY STARTED
 out well enough. Dad still hadn’t been told about my little episode at school, thankfully. He would’ve been furious that I’d jeopardized my future for such instant gratification. 
Especially with someone like Suzie Taylor, who was destined for the annals of PornHub more than anyone I knew.

“And for what?!” he would ask.

Then I would have had to explain my strategy of fucking his girlfriend, and that just didn’t bode well. My endgame would not
 be to his liking.

Now, did I want this to go even further? That was debatable. I mean, it’s not like I wanted a sister-daughter like some kind of freak—God forbid Lara ever did
 marry my dad and she became my stepmother and then I impregnated her.

I definitely needed to temper my expectations.

My problem was that I always needed to drain my dragon. My big aching balls needed release all the time, and it just so happened that girls always threw themselves at me to provide a receptacle for that release.

I had countless cum-dumps and cock-sheaths at my disposal. They were all pretty and cute and obsessed with my oversized organ.

But Lara had that “it” factor that the other girls didn’t. First, she was my principal. That was huge, just from a dominated-dominator perspective. She was my submissive little queen, and I was her teacher’s pet.

She had the authority, but I had the power.

Second, she was older than me, and that age difference was an immediate turn-on. She was more experienced than the little brats at my school. She knew how to fuck
 like a succubus.

Third, she was thick in all the right places. A big round ass, fat bouncy tits, little love handles to hold onto while I pulverized her . . . mm-mm good. None of the girls at school were as, ahem, developed, as Lara Langley.

And finally, the taboo of our hidden romance was enough to make anyone jealous. I knew she was jonesing for my cock again, no matter how much she tried to deny it.

That first day in the office, when I’d plowed her and had her screaming like a banshee—I’d given her an out. I had asked her if she wanted it, and she had abruptly said no.

. . . But then she thought of it and reconsidered, and practically pulled me into her by wrapping her big legs around my ass.

Now, it was morning. I was ready to go to school—at least to my father’s knowledge—but I was suspended. I couldn’t show up on campus.

But I still did everything like normal. I woke up, showered (cleaning that crusty cum off me in the process. Ew.), and ate. I shit, brushed my teeth, put on clean clothes, and threw on my backpack.

Dad even drove me to school, like usual.

But once I was there, and once he took off, I wandered around the outskirts of campus . . . then crossed the street.

I sighed, knowing I’d need to take the bus back home or something like that.

Standing there like a dumbass on the side of the road across the street from my school, I saw other moms and dads dropping off their kids—some of them my friends—and I scratched the back of my head.

Then I saw a pearly white Benz streaming by, and with a screeching ERRT!
 the Mercedes slammed on the brakes and pulled over to me. I spotted Lara’s sunglass-clad face as she rolled down the passenger window.

“The hell are you doing out here, Jase?”

I leaned down. “I’m suspended, remember?”

“How could I forget? You had your dad drive you to school anyway?”

I flashed her a smile. “Had to put on the façade, ya know?”

She nodded. She looked ahead and drummed her fingers on the steering wheel, silent for a moment. I just stared at her, not sure what to say or ask, if anything at all.

I could tell she was debating something.

I cleared my throat, and she turned to me.

“I’m gonna fuck you in this car,” I said nonchalantly, making a show of looking around at the pretty, dark gray interior. “It’s way too nice and sleek inside there not to take advantage of it.”

“Oh?” she said, scoffing and hiding her smirk. “Is that a fact, you little devil?”

I nodded, then shrugged. “If not now, then later. How about during lunch—you could take time off and—”

“I don’t get a lunch break like students do, Jase. It doesn’t work 
that way for me . . . as the principal.”

I sighed, frowning, hooking my fingers over the rim of the window. “Then I guess we’ll just have to do it now, huh? Bummer.”

I couldn’t see behind her stylish black sunglasses, but I knew her brain was ticking. She was a smart lass.

And I knew she would make the best choice possible. The right
 choice.

I mean, I wasn’t giving her much of an ultimatum, was I?

And as long as you took what you wanted with these types of girls, you could have anything you desired.

After a moment of silence, the shrill sound of the bell echoed from across the street. First period was about to start.

She reached into her purse, clicked through her cellphone, and put it to her ear. “Yeah, Jenny? I’m gonna be an hour late. Something came up. Can you hold off my appointments for the time being?”

She looked over at me and my lips slowly curled into a grin, my teeth flashing.

“You know what, Jen? Better make that two hours.”
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Chapter Six

Lara


W
e didn’t make it out of the freaking garage. I guess Jason wasn’t lying when he said he wanted to dirty up my sparkly new car.

After seeing him standing on the side of the road like a lonely hung barbarian, I swooped him up and flipped a bitch and headed back to the house.

I didn’t care if anyone saw. Except Michael, of course, but he was busy at work. He always left early and came home reasonably late, so I wasn’t too worried about him discovering our debauchery this early in the day.

I wasn’t sure if Jason just wanted to cuck his father or what. Was I really the apple of his eye, like he made it seem? Did he really go through all of this rigmarole of screwing other students and making me jealous just so he could keep me under his control?

Probably.

And screw it.

I was a lost cause. I gave up trying to fight my urges.

When we pulled into the garage, he scooted his seat back and unzipped his pants before the garage door had even closed. The lights came on, the blaring incandescent light making every little imperfection so noticeable underneath it all.

But I had my eyes focused firmly on his crotch, and there were no imperfections there—the bulge was starting to uncover itself . . .

He whipped his cock out and pulled his pants down, and I leaned over to rest my tits on the center console.

So much had changed since the first time I’d seen his erect giant, when he’d jerked off in front of me right where he was sitting now.

This time, instead of reaching for the glove compartment for napkins, I planted my lips on that broad red cockhead and kissed it. I felt the warmth with my tongue, sliding my muscle over his shaft to get him harder, until the veins were popping out from all over and it looked like an intimidating, rugged slab of meat.

His hands cupped the back of my head and he pushed down before I had a chance to take my tongue away.

The cockhead shoved past my lips and the suddenness of it pinned my tongue to his shaft so I looked like a stupid lapping dog as I throated him.

I gagged and coughed immediately, snot bubbles spewing out of my nostrils. My eyes bulged as his warm dick filled my mouth to its limit and pushed against my roof.

He thrust his hips up into me, not caring about my safety or worrying about choking me on his huge cock.

I wanted to be choked. I wanted to be used. And Jason knew just how to do it.

Ugh, he was just so much more forceful than Michael!

Within seconds he was getting into a rhythm, slamming my head down on his rod so I could take as much of it as possible. I only managed to get halfway down his length before it kissed the back of my throat and widened my esophagus, making me choke and wheeze.

I gasped for air, but none was coming. His bitchbreaker was lodged in my throat and suffocating me with its sheer width and length.

My head bobbed up and down in a blur. My face turned red. I became slick and wet and started to unbutton my own pants so I could finger myself.

But he saw me do it and he snatched my hands and raised them in the air above my head like I was a puppet. Then he started fucking my face with ruthless force, not showing any mercy.

I blacked out for a second, my eyes rolling back.

I looked like a complete tool to be used at his whim, and he made sure to humiliate me while he dominated me.

I had no doubt my expensive cute clothes would be ruined after this little extravaganza.

Hips bucking, he grunted as he railed up into my facehole. He chuckled as I struggled to keep his cock wedged in my throat, my lips so spread apart that I thought my jaw would break. I could taste his musk on my tastebuds. I could feel his precum trickling down my bulging throat.

My hands were above my head still, like a scarecrow or some helpless animal, and he was using them as levers to pump his cock. My bobbing blonde head stopped moving, my mouth suctioned to his dick and with nowhere to go—

I let out a mewling sound. Then I hummed, then screeched in the back of my throat as the last of my air threatened to vanish and I was on the brink of passing out and—

He slowly lifted my head with one hand.

I gagged and wretched as I came up, coughing my lungs out. My face was already a wreck, my mascara running and my makeup splotchy. And that had been with only five minutes of facefucking. My throat was sore and I knew I’d struggle to talk for the rest of the day.

He pulled the lever at the side of his chair and flipped the seat all the way to a reclining position, as if he was going to sleep in the car.

“Sit on it,” he demanded, holding his monstrous cock with both hands at the base. He wagged the hard mammoth a couple times and it dripped with precum and my own saliva. It jutted up like a javelin.

“I want to see your fat ass riding me and bouncing,” he said.

With a sad look, I sniffled, then nodded. I unzipped my pants and pulled them down, to reveal my lacy purple thong underneath. I squished my body so I could hop over to him, and he opened the passenger door to give me more room.

Once we were comfortably positioned, I squatted over his cock—my neck craned so my head didn’t hit the ceiling of the car . . . but I knew it was only a matter of time—

His cock punched up into my pussy and split me in two. I let out a breathless gasp as his incredible size filled me, and then I was perched on top of his enormous dick once more.

Just like I’d been waiting for—but it still surprised me.

I had a feeling that no matter how many times I sat on this cock or let it have its way with me, it would always astound me with how big and menacing it was.

My eyes rolled aimlessly again. I came, the feeling swirling through my body and already it was stronger than any orgasms I’d had last night with Michael.

Even with the dirty sluttiness of getting assfucked by my boyfriend, my boyfriend’s son made me cum buckets in comparison.

I screamed as he railed into me. He jackhammered me from below, holding down my thighs on top of his muscled body so I couldn’t move away from him.

Then he hooked his arms under my armpits and hugged me close, so my heavy tits smashed against his hard pecs. My arms were useless once more, flailing about at my sides and he humped me like I was a ragdoll built only for his pleasure.

His hands wrapped over my shoulders from behind, then pushed me down on his cock as I jiggled on top of him from his incessant, powerful thrusts.

My moan was like a staccato violin—shrill and piercing with a constant lilting sound. It was as if I was trying to talk into a fan, and the words I was saying were unintelligible.

I sounded like a squealing animal.

He almost speared his whole cock into me, and I could feel it deep against my insides, pushing and shoving and rearranging my guts in the best way possible.

I couldn’t last another minute without—

“Gah! Fuck me stupid!” I wailed, cumming again energetically. My warm liquids dripped down his cock like a volcano.

“Too late for that!” he laughed.

Our bodies became one, sweat riding both of our cracks and crevices and nooks and crannies. His hard muscles and strong body was a perfect match for my soft curves and large bits like my bouncing ass and jiggling tits.

I couldn’t believe how deep he’d gotten. If he thrust any harder or scraped my pipes any deeper, he’d be in my fucking womb.

My head hit the roof from my body’s bouncing, but I immediately forgot about it. With the lower half of my body shooting off with feel-
good chemicals, the numb half of my head was already gone in a swirl of dissociated thoughts and stars.

Suddenly, I was turned to the side. He was flipping me and I cooed as he flattened my stomach over the center divide. He squeezed my ample body between the two front seats, squishing me in there like I was an object and not a human person made of flesh and bone.

His cock came into me from behind, and now my arms were flailing in front of me, unable to reach back and dictate his movements while he rammed me and jiggled my ass some more.

I imagined what I looked like—ass up in the air, visible between the two seats, with nothing else of my body showing except for a hint of blonde hair.

I imagined if someone walked in right now and saw me getting absolutely demolished in my own sexy car by this merciless brute with his giant cock—

And I came again. I was losing track of all the fluids leaving my body, and how many times my body spasmed and convulsed from his ceaseless pounding.

He picked up speed and roared as he spanked me and made my ass raw and red. He swatted my butt over and over as he rode me doggystyle and pushed down on the curve of my spine.

The slapping, lapping sounds of our melding fluids sounded so damn lewd and freakish, it was enough to drive me to another orgasm. His balls collided with my backside and bounced off my ass like healthy tennis balls. My pussy was engorged—fat and pink. It was being split in half while my clit felt like it was the size of a mini penis.

It was all so incredible that I lost track of time and place. I couldn’t speak due to the huge organ impaling me. I couldn’t complain or cheer or anything—all Jason let me do was cum and cum and cum.

And it was the best feeling in the world.


This
 was what I’d been missing.

We kept it going for another few sessions. Even after he buried a fat load deep inside my pussy and emptied his balls, he showed me that he wasn’t empty after all.

He slammed my fat ass against a window and my cheeks flattened against the glass as he railed me that way. He twisted my body like I was a freaking pretzel and planted wad after wad of stinky thick jizz inside me. He also splashed some of the precious white nectar over my tits and face and the dark gray leather of my car.

When it was all said and done, it looked like a bomb had gone off inside my vehicle, with white paint inside. Streaks of jizz and my own piss and cum soiled the cushions of my seats and the cracks between them. The windows were foggy from our own perspiring breaths, rubbed away in sections by the round shape of my big buttcheeks.

I ended up on my side in the backseat, drenched in semen and drooling out of the side of my mouth—brain dead from Jason’s young hung cock.

I couldn’t fairly claim myself as his principal anymore. He was my
 principal, and I was his eager cumslut—his cocksock that he could use whenever he wanted.

He stood outside the car with his hands on my hips, watching me melt into the cushions. He was still half-naked from the waist down, and his fat limp cock swung between his legs, dripping onto the garage floor.

With a satisfied grunt, he said, “I think you might need to see a detailer, Lara.”


Jesus Christ,
 I thought, closing my eyes and dozing off as an orgasmic aftershock twitched my body. How am I ever going to keep hiding this from Michael?
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(to be continued)
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Take a look at these other selected hot books by Bella Beaumont, in similar niches as this story:

A hot college athlete falls for her dorky stepbrother when she discovers the ridiculous heat he’s packing between his legs!


Forbidden Lust: Books 1-3
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A MILF professor finds out a student has a pussy-breaking cock at his disposal, and she does everything she can to steal him away from his peers.


Little Big Man: Books 1-3
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A mother who can’t stop spying on her son fucking everyone around!


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3
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Or this series about a young college woman caught in the middle of a love triangle with her professor and classmate:


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3



The Author


B
ella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there.  

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com.

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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