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Senator Succumbs to a Fat Nerd’s Big Cock





​Naughty teaser from the book

[...] Finally, when she's trembling from overstimulation, Brian pulls back. His face is slick with her juices, his glasses slightly fogged. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

"You taste like old cunt," he says. "But I love it!"

The crudeness of the comment should disgust her, but it sends another jolt of desire through her quivering body.

Kennedy lies there, breath coming in ragged gasps, limbs heavy with the aftermath of the most intense orgasm she's ever experienced. Her world has been upended. This was supposed to be just a price to pay for her political survival. It wasn't supposed to feel good. It certainly wasn't supposed to feel better than anything she'd felt in years.

Brian rises from his knees and positions himself between her open legs, placing the head of his monstrous cock at her entrance. Kennedy's eyes widen as she feels the massive cockhead opening her pussy. Despite the intense orgasm, despite how wet she is, she can't possibly accommodate something that size. It'll split her in two.

"Wait," she says.

Brian doesn't wait. His hips surge forward, and the massive head of his cock breaches her entrance. The head of Brian's cock stretches Kennedy's entrance to the point of burning. She sucks in a sharp breath, her manicured nails digging half-moons into the pristine sheets as he pushes inexorably forward, filling her inch by impossibly fat inch. Her body betrays her now—her back arches involuntarily, her thighs tremble, and a sound escapes her throat that would scandalize her Bible study group, a guttural moan that's equal parts surrender and astonishment.

"Holy shit," she gasps as he continues to sink into her, stretching her wider than she's ever been stretched, going deeper than any cock before. "It's too much—I can't—"

"Shut up!" Brian grunts.

His hands grip her hips with bruising force, holding her in place as he drives forward with a single brutal thrust that buries him to the hilt into her aching canal. Kennedy's eyes roll back, her mouth opening in a scream; she's not sure if it is a scream of pleasure or pain. The fullness is overwhelming. She feels impaled, split open, utterly invaded. And then Brian withdraws slightly and thrusts again and something inside her breaks lose.

The second orgasm hit her with the force of a freight train, blindsiding her completely. One moment she's struggling to accommodate his enormous girth, the next, she's convulsing around him, her pussy clenching rhythmically as pleasure explodes outward from her core. Her body jackknifes beneath him, legs wrapping around his soft waist.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" she screams, all senatorial dignity forgotten. [...]
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Senator Kennedy Taylor Brooks stands at the podium, her platinum blonde hair shellacked into submission, not a strand daring to defy the image she's crafted as she complains about the moral cesspool America has become. The crowd eats it up like it's their last meal, these middle-aged white folks with their crucifixes and constipated expressions nodding along as if she's handing out the word of God himself, not just another politico spewing whatever horseshit will get her re-elected.

"The sanctity of the American family is under attack," she drawls into the microphone, deliberately thickening her Southern accent. "These rainbow people and their woke agenda are corrupting our children." She pauses dramatically, letting her gaze sweep across the crowd. "But I promise you this: not on my watch."

The applause thunders through the hall like a stampede of self-righteous buffalo. Kennedy's smile stays fixed, a perfect arrangement of pearly whites that cost more than most of these people make in a year. Her tits—pushed up and out by the miracle of modern underwear engineering—strain against her crisp white blouse, drawing the eyes of half the men in the room and a quarter of the women. It's a deliberate effect she's perfected since her beauty queen days.

Forty-nine years old, and she's still got it—the Barbie-doll waist, the legs that go on for fucking miles, the kind of blonde hair that makes men stupid. The Miss Georgia crown might be gathering dust on her mantle, but she wears the title of Senator with the same pageant poise, the same vacant eyes hiding calculations sharp as razors.

When the event ends, she shakes hands and poses for photographs, her smile never slipping, even as her feet scream in five-inch heels. By the time she slides into the back of her town car, her face aches from the performance.

"Home, Gerald," she tells her driver. 

Immediately, she kicks off her shoes and pours two fingers of bourbon from the minibar. The amber liquid burns a path down her throat, the only genuine sensation she's felt all day.

The car glides through the gated community where phony smiles and too-green lawns mask the same dysfunction plagues the rest of America, just with better window dressing. Her house—a five-bedroom colonial monstrosity—looms at the end of a curved driveway, as hollow as her marriage.

Gerald opens her door, and she steps out, three or maybe four shots of bourbon buzzing inside her head. Her husband's car isn't in the driveway. Off at another "business dinner," no doubt. Kennedy's lips twist into a sneer as she imagines what kind of "business" Robert is conducting and with whom. "Fucking pervert," she mutters.

She's fumbling with her keys at the front door when a voice calls out from behind her.

"Excuse me, Senator Brooks?"

Kennedy turns, the politician's smile automatically sliding into place before she registers who's speaking. When she does, the smile falters. It's the neighbor’s kid—or not really a kid anymore, she supposes, after all his parents died during Covid. Nineteen, maybe twenty. What was his name? Brian. That's it. The fat boy with the glasses who never leaves his house except to waddle to the mailbox.

"Can I help you?" Her tone is cool and professional. She uses the same voice when constituents corner her at the grocery store to complain about potholes.

Brian shifts his considerable weight from one foot to the other. Sweat beads on his forehead despite the mild evening temperature. His glasses slide down his nose, and he pushes them back up with one pudgy finger. He's clutching a manila envelope to his chest like it contains state secrets.

"I, um, I need to talk to you. In private." 

Kennedy glances at her watch—a delicate Cartier that Robert gave her for their tenth anniversary, back when he still pretended to want her. "I'm rather busy. Why don't you call my office and—"

"It's about your husband."

The words stop her cold. Her smile freezes in place, but her eyes narrow dangerously. "What about my husband?"

Brian swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing in his fleshy neck. "I think... I think you should see this." He holds out the envelope.

Against her better judgment, Kennedy takes it. The bourbon has made her reckless, or maybe the mention of Robert has sparked her curiosity. She opens the envelope and slides out a glossy photograph.

For a moment, she can't make sense of what she's seeing. Then, the image resolves itself, and her stomach lurches. Robert, his face contorted in ecstasy. Another other man's dick is half buried into Robert's—

Kennedy shoves the photo back into the envelope, her manicured nails digging crescent moons into the paper. "Where did you get this?"

Brian's eyes bore into hers, magnified to owlish proportions behind his thick glasses. "Doesn't matter, what matters is that I'm the only person having that and some video evidence about your husband's encounters with other men." He licks his lips. "I have more. Different men. Different hotels."

"What do you want?" 

While waiting for him to tell her what he wants, Kennedy is already calculating the damage. The headlines. The end of her career. The sanctimonious bitch who preached family values and said that gays are abominations while her husband fucked men behind her back. That would actually work in her favor, but Robert is a congressman and just as conservative as she is and deep into the closet. He would tell the media that she'd always known about him being gay. That would destroy her. Probably. The hypocrisy would be too delicious for the media to resist.

"You," Brian says simply. His eyes drop to her chest for a split second. "Come home with me now. Do what I want. And these never see the light of day."

Kennedy's first instinct is to laugh in his face. This pathetic, overweight virgin thinks he can blackmail her into his bed? But the alternative flashes through her mind—the press conferences, the pitying looks, the gleeful destruction of everything she's built.

And beneath that practical assessment, something else stirs. A dark, forbidden thrill. When was the last time she had sex? Three months? Six? Their marriage has been a sham for years, a convenient political partnership. She's disgusted by what her husband does, by who he is, but she's also envious of his freedom to pursue his desires, however perverse.

Brian lives just two doors down. His parents are dead, so he's a loner. No one would see her go in, and no one would know. And if this sad little man thought he could blackmail her, well, she's dealt with far more intimidating opponents. She knows people whose job is to make these kinds of things disappear, even him if she so wants.

Kennedy looks at Brian, really looks at him for the first time. He's much richer than she is because he inherited his parents' assets and sold a phone app to one of the big tech companies. That much she knows, but he's also repulsive—soft around the middle, with the pasty complexion of someone who rarely sees sunlight. His clothes are rumpled, and his hair is greasy. Everything she's spent her life avoiding, the type of man she'd cross the street to avoid.

And yet...

"One time," she says, her voice hard. "And then you destroy these. All of them. Or I will destroy you."

Brian's mouth twitches in what might be a smile. "Sure. One time."

As Kennedy follows him down the street, her high heels clicking on the pavement, she tells herself this is just politics—damage control, constituency management. But there's a heat building low in her belly that has nothing to do with political calculation and everything to do with the need to feel something, anything, even if it's disgust.

She's spent so long pretending, playing the role of the pious conservative wife, that she's forgotten what it's like to act on impulse, to do something just because she wants to. And right now, as fucked up as it is, she wants to follow this unlikely Lothario into his lair and see what happens when Senator Kennedy Taylor Brooks stops being a symbol and starts being a woman.

God help her; she's actually looking forward to it.
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THE STENCH HITS KENNEDY like a slap to the face the moment Brian opens his front door. As she gets in, she sees pizza boxes stacked in unruly piles, energy drink cans clustered on every flat surface, and the chairs and sofa are covered with dirty clothes. As she gets in the 'atmosphere,' her nostrils flare in disgust. Brian shuffles ahead of her, his oversized t-shirt riding up to expose a pale strip of back fat, and she follows with the cautious steps of someone navigating a minefield, her designer heels avoiding mysterious stains on the carpet.

"Jesus Christ," she mutters, eyeing a half-eaten burger fossilizing on a plate. "Your late mother must be so proud as she looks down at you from heaven."

"I'm an atheist," Brian replies as he leads her through the labyrinth of trash and discarded electronics.

Kennedy's stomach rolls. The place smells of stale sweat, food gone bad, and unwashed laundry. She knows his late father was a millionaire, so he has money to hire a cleaner. Why has he not done that? How can he live like this? She thinks that she's made a terrible mistake. She should just call his bluff and deal with the possible fallout from Robert's indiscretions. It couldn't possibly be worse than whatever awaits her in this cesspool of bachelor filth.

But then Brian opens the door to his bedroom, and Kennedy stops short.

It's like stepping into another dimension. The room is pristine—almost unnervingly so. The bed is made with crisp, white sheets pulled taut enough to bounce a quarter. The hardwood floor gleams. The walls are a serene blue-gray, adorned with tasteful framed photographs of landscapes. A small desk holds a single laptop and a lamp. Nothing else. There is no clutter, no mess, not a speck of dust.

And the smell—gone is the fetid odor of the rest of the house. The air is infused with something clean and herbal, like mint and rain.

"What the fuck?" Kennedy says.

Brian shrugs, a half-smile playing on his lips. "I like my bedroom clean."

The incongruity is jarring. This meticulous, zen-like space cannot possibly belong to the
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