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I
 walked into the bar
 bone-tired but hoping to get a second wind, remembering a time when I worked hard and played harder. Now I just worked.

The perpetual grind of my life had made me very successful, but it was starting to wear on me. There were still things I wanted to do before I got too old—and now I was pushing forty, so time was running out. Those things were becoming less and less probable.

And no, one of the things on my bucket list was not
 having a kid. I didn’t have time for that right now . . . though I did have time for other things.

I needed to have some fun. Unwind. Find someone who could light a fire inside me and show me a good time.

For most my life I had focused on my career. I’d never had much time for relationships or anything other than casual flings. I had no children, of course. I was still a beautiful woman—at least other people told me that day in and day out—but I was also somewhat of a stone-cold bitch—also something that people told me.

I enjoyed it. There’s a certain measure of satisfaction that comes with being a successful woman and seeing men squirm because they don’t know how to deal with you. I could be the loudest in the room, or I could be calm and threatening. Both were scary, and men couldn’t hang with either, for the most part.

It took a domineering, confident man to overpower me in the workplace these days, and they were few and far between. The new kids didn’t have a chance. 

I had the history and experience to back up my business agreements. What other people perceived as “bitchiness” was simply me being cutthroat.

I’d been a successful real estate agent for years before striking out on my own, starting my own firm, and taking my expertise and clients with me. Some people weren’t happy about that, but they could eat shit. They were my competition now, and whenever I got involved in a deal it usually meant I won.

Don’t hate the player, hate the game.

I knew how to play the game. I knew how to get people the houses they wanted, and companies the commercial buildings they needed to succeed. I was paid handsomely for my efforts, and I would never feel guilty or ashamed about that.

But all those 16-hour days at the office came at a toll. My social life had been lacking for years. I think I was becoming more and more dissociated from what goes on outside
 work in, you know, the real world. I’d been trapped in my own little bubble of agents, developers, construction companies, investors, and all the other boring aspects of running a successful business.

I needed some zest.
 To borrow a phrase, I needed to add some spice to my life. To put it quite simply. . . I needed some dick.

Just because I was professional didn’t mean I wasn’t crude. I was horny practically 24/7. If people knew what was going on in my perverted mind on a regular basis—even while showing a house to clients and such—I’d probably be committed. Hell, some of those filthy thoughts involved
 my clients.

Yet I’d never taken the plunge to absolute hedonism. I maintained a strict work ethic because, well, I loved being rich. As a mentor once told me: Whoever said money couldn’t buy happiness was shopping at the wrong store.

It would’ve been nice to blend my work and play, but that didn’t seem possible. Not yet.

I hadn’t been in a long-term relationship in years. Even then, I was always distant. I thought I was incapable of love, though certainly not incapable of lust. I was human, just like everyone else. I was just a human with a lot more money than some.

And having that kind of cash can come with serious benefits. I just needed to exploit those benefits.

As my thoughts had become more and more lurid and naughty, and I found myself masturbating multiple times a day—in between showings, after work, before work, you name it—I realized that my mind always came back to a certain type. I was looking for something specific in a relationship or fling.

A young stud.

I already dealt with stuffy older men all freaking day. I had seen them wilt under my stern gaze, or try to one-up me on a sale, or generally screw with my business. It was a dog-eat-dog world out there being a female CEO, and I had to be a tough bitch to survive.

So I was looking for someone younger. Someone I could mold, perhaps. Someone who could make me scream out their name as I raked my fingernails across their back while they fucked the life out of me.

For once, I didn’t want to think.
 I wanted a boy who could fuck me so good my words stopped working. Someone who could fill me to the brim and have my eyes rolling around in the back of my head from the pure orgasmic bliss.

I wasn’t looking for a lover. I was looking for a motherfucker who could dominate me.

It was pretty common in my field: powerful men getting caught with their pants down, being whipped by a dominatrix with their hands tied behind their back. Less common for a powerful woman, perhaps. But when you live a life of authority, at the top of the food chain, it’s nice sometimes to let that authority go and be the subservient one. To live out your submissive fantasies.

But I was also somewhat of a domme myself, which would make my search harder. I was just as “businesslike” in the bedroom as the workplace, which could be intimidating for some men. I could teach a man some things, but ultimately it was up to him to try and put me in my place . . . and I wouldn’t go willingly. He needed to already have some grit.

Or I’d have to beat that grit into him, if his endowments were right enough but his attitude was misplaced.

Bottom line: I would get what I wanted. And so would he. And we would both win.

Now I just needed to find said motherfucker.

With my assets, it wouldn’t be hard, I hoped. I had a curvy body, which included an ass that wouldn’t quit, big melon tits that didn’t sag to my knees, and a pretty face that wasn’t marred by years of alcohol and drug abuse. I also had a perfect, million-dollar smile that was mostly fake but kept my clients feeling safe and cared for.

In short, I was a perfect real estate agent. I had my shit together. I worked out to keep my figure firm and tight. I wasn’t a small, dainty girl—rather a voluptuous cougar at this stage in my life—but that was fine. I was looking for a man who could handle a real woman, and wasn’t looking for a timid waif or damsel in distress.

I didn’t need help monetarily. I didn’t need high maintenance or guys lingering around when I didn’t want them there. I didn’t need a Casanova to take me on fancy dates and shower me with gifts—I could afford all the gifts I wanted.

No, I just wanted a fat cock that could plumb my pussy and make me squirt like a river in springtime! Was that so much to ask?

When I sat at the bar, my eyes took a natural scan of the area. It was dimly lit, nice but not too nice, with a mellow vibe. Perfect. I wasn’t trying to hop into a frat party or a blaring club filled with fuckboys and college kids. Even though a fuckboy could probably have given me what I wanted.

Little groups of people were seated around cute round tables, giving the place a homey vibe. I’d been here during the day before, to meet with clients, but had never seen it busy on a Friday night, like now.

Music played from a stage on one side of the bar, some sweet blues tunes that rang nicely in my ears. A few couples were lingering, either standing near the bar, sitting at the booth tables, or standing up near the band to watch while their bodies gently swayed to the music.

The band was good. The vibe was right and mellow. After a long day at work, I needed mellow—at least until I dragged someone into a bedroom. Then I needed frenetic energy.

I chuckled to myself, staring down at the table as the “frenetic energy” thought passed through me. I had turned into a total cougar on the prowl, and I couldn’t help but laugh at it.

“Cute dimples, ma’am,” a voice called out.

I snapped my head up and saw two sturdy arms placed on the counter in front of me, tattoos covering both sleeves. The bartender had a nice smile with a slicked back haircut, and looked like a typical young bad boy. I couldn’t help but immediately wonder what his cock would look like in my mouth.

I gave him my priceless smile, making my dimples grow even wider. I wasn’t usually into catcalls, but he was just being polite—he wanted a good tip. I wanted more than the tip.

“Thanks, honey,” I said, my voice low and thick. Some people had said my voice sounded like sex and chocolate, or velvety, and I usually told them that it was inappropriate to say such things at the workplace.

I’d had more than enough clients hitting on me, also—young homebuyers with whom I never took up the offer. But I was starting to let my curiosity get the best of me. Perhaps it was time to take that plunge with a complete stranger, even if I was doing business with them.

I batted my eyelashes at the bartender a couple times, waiting for him to say more.

“Can I get something started for you?” he asked.

“I’ll have a Manhattan, please.”

He nodded and said, “Coming right up.”

I licked my lips as he walked away, watching his tight ass flex. I wasn’t sure if he did that on purpose or not, but it was alluring just the same. The guy knew what he was working with.

He was a good-looking specimen for my little experiment: young, hot, confident. He had said all of ten words to me, but I could tell. In my line of work, you had to be able to read people excellently, and I could.

Then I saw how he made my drink: the hip-cocked pose; the hand on waist. I realized how tight his jeans actually
 were, and why I could see him clench his ass through them. The way he smiled at a few patrons.

When he came back and gave me my drink with a polite smile and nothing else—no witty banter, no chatty flirtation—my suspicions were all but confirmed.

Dammit, he’s gay.

I wouldn’t call someone out like that unless I was sure, but like I said, I could read people like a menu. And of course I had nothing against gay people—I had just hoped it would be my
 ass he gaped and not someone else’s.

I took a sip of my Manhattan. My lips puckered: He made a damn good drink, at least. I raised my glass with another smile, showing him my appreciation from across the way, and he nodded back at me before turning to another single patron at the bar.

Tossing my leg over my knee, I sighed and swiveled in my stool. My eyes locked onto the band playing music off in the distance, my thoughts swirling as the booze began relaxing me.

I guess I needed to look elsewhere to find my young stud . . .
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S
 ometimes the best
 things come to those who wait. I was in no rush, and these Manhattans were going down smoother and smoother as the night progressed.

I didn’t want to turn into that sloppy, horny older lady at the bar, so I drank water in between. I had time to kill and the booze was making me feel looser. I was also getting hornier as the night progressed, which meant I would become more desperate if I didn’t find what I wanted soon.

A couple guys had approached me, all of them older men with salt-and-pepper hair, or a disheveled tuxedo, or, in one case, no hair at all.


Damn,
 I thought, is this really the only type of man I attract these days? That’s grim.


The group of younger people at the booth behind me had gotten louder as the night dragged on and they got drunker. They seemed to be having a swell time.

A pang of jealousy shot through me. I wanted fun like that, but I barely even had any friends to call these days. Everyone was either an associate or an acquaintance.

Another grim realization.

Self-pity wasn’t my thing, though, so I fought off the dismal thoughts the Manhattans were working to mask and turned my eyes back to the music.

They were a three-piece: a slender, cute boy who played guitar and sang, a long-haired bass player, and a burly drummer. Every once in a while, the cute lead guy would go over to a piano and jam on that.

He had shaggy hair that was unkempt but made him more attractive, like he didn’t care about what other people thought of him. He also had a stellar voice and had the whole thing going on: easy to look at, easy to listen to.

He was probably in his early twenties. Give the guy a few more years and I could see him doing some big things,
 I thought to myself, pumping my foot over my knee to the beat of the blues song they played.

The guy had a croon that made him sound like an old blues master—a regular BB King. He wore tight, form-fitting pants and a loose button-down that was getting a bit messy from his sweaty body.

Hot.

I found myself wandering up from my chair and heading over to the dance area where other people watched the band. The magnetic pull of the lead singer-slash-guitarist was pulling me in.

As I walked, I realized how wet I was.

The young man was tall, or maybe that was just the perception from his raised stage.

There was only a crowd of ten people or so watching, though I thought these guys deserved a much bigger audience.

The interesting thing was, someone like me could make that happen. Even though I had few friends and only “associates” or “acquaintances,” many of those associates and acquaintances were movers and shakers that could do a lot of good for someone like this.

My clientele was definitely of the upper echelon. I’d found houses for rockstars and business moguls and marketing wizards. With a few well-placed phone calls, I could get a little trio like this playing somewhere big in no time at all, if they had the work ethic and drive.

Maybe they preferred playing in small, intimate settings like this.

“Who are these guys?” I asked a woman standing in front of her boyfriend, whose arms were placed protectively over her front.

“The Ratty Rascals,” the young lady said with a smile. “Pretty dope, huh?”

I smiled at her and nodded. “Very.”

The guitarist sang a few notes into the mic, and then stepped away from the stand. I was right in front of him, eyes staring up at him like he was a golden god—

And that’s when I saw something that made me double-take, my eyes popping wide. I looked around, feeling flushed, wondering if anyone else had noticed the same thing.

Perhaps it was his slender build that aided him, or the tightness of his pants . . .

The boy had a bulge on him that was out of this world. His soft cock snaked down his right pant leg, nearly halfway down his thigh. I had to imagine he had a few socks stuffed in there or something. It reminded me of those cover albums from the ‘80s of the tight, leather-clothed rockstars with the big bulges, but this boy was even larger, from what I could tell.

It literally made me gasp. I had to clench my mouth shut to keep my jaw from falling open.

I studied his cock outline for a beat too long, making sure that I was correct about what I was seeing—that it wasn’t a phone or wallet or something.

No, it wasn’t.

My eyes wandered again over my shoulders. I wondered how many people in this audience—boys and girls alike—were more focused on that outline than the superb music coming from his guitar and voice. How many pussies were leaking and how many uncomfortable boners were guys sporting right now as they watched this stud having fun.

I wanted him to have fun with me.


I gulped and squeezed my thighs together, then started to sway to the music so I didn’t look out of place.

He looked down from the stage and caught me staring. His face didn’t change a beat—no expression, no sly smirk.

It made him even hotter in my eyes, almost like he was confused at the hungry expression on my face.

Does this guy not know what a gift he has? He looks almost, uh, confused. Is it because I’m an older woman and he’s not used to us staring?


Shit, I’m not
 that old!


I overtly bit my bottom lip while he watched me, more as a way to get a rise out of him. I wanted to see that cock twitch in his tight pants. I wanted to see it come to life.

Most of all, I wanted it to destroy me.

When the music stopped about half an hour later, I was well and lubed up—both from the booze and the dampness soiling my panties—and ready to approach someone and say something stupid.

The stud thanked everyone for showing up, and people tossed money into their tip jar. I threw in a ten.

Then the young man and his two bandmates wandered off the stage and were immediately met by three or four younger fans offering them free booze and pats on the backs, telling them what a phenomenal job they did.

The three bandmates were cordial and gave shy smiles, but they seemed a little weirded out by the attention they were getting. And it’s that humility that will keep them from getting famous,
 I told myself drearily. You needed to have a certain bite and attitude if you wanted to make it in music.

Nonetheless, the three band members walked over to a booth and joined the well-wishers, no doubt appreciating the free alcohol they were given.

I flattened my dress over my body, watching from afar as the dance floor emptied and people went back to their tables or stools.

Narrowing my eyes, I braced myself and marched over toward the table. Besides the three guys in the band, they were surrounded by two girls and a guy, all three of whom I recognized from the audience.

I wasn’t a shy person, and I didn’t mind making a big stink. Most people might have felt timid going over to the table and announcing their presence, but I wasn’t most people.

“Excuse me,” I said, standing over the table of seated folk.

All six pairs of eyes turned to me, stopping them mid-conversation. The smiles on the two girls’ faces vanished as they saw a competitor in their midst. The guys gained curious looks.

“I just wanted to say how great you sounded,” I told the three band members, ignoring the other three.

“Oh, thanks a lot,” said the lead singer, giving me a small smile. He quickly averted his gaze and ran a hand through his shaggy hair. His voice was raspy from all the singing, which I found very hot.

When he averted his gaze, the two young biddies next to him got his attention back and it made my blood boil.

“Do you guys have any merchandise or anything I can buy?” I asked, speaking up louder. I put my palms together in a hopeful gesture, like I was praying to the music gods.

I also gave the young cutie a small eyebrow waggle, as if trying to tell him something in secret code that the young hussies next to him couldn’t decipher.

“Um . . . oh,” he mumbled, then began to stand from the chair. “Yeah, we do. Here, I’ll take you over to the table. Probably makes sense to have someone keep an eye on it anyway.”

With that, the handsome young man was standing in front of me. He wasn’t as tall as the stage made him seem, but I was all right with that. Let’s just say he wouldn’t be tossing me around—my thigh was almost as meaty as his torso.

But he had kind eyes, a laissez-faire attitude, and again, that anaconda that I still wasn’t sure was real or just for show.

“Thanks for that,” he muttered to me as we wandered away from the table of excited yuppies.

“For what?” I asked, tilting my head. I stared in front of me, trying not to ogle. From the corner of my eye, I caught him checking me out, which made me squirm a little bit inside.

With my heels, I was actually taller than him. Regardless of that, I would’ve let him motorboat me right where we were standing if it weren’t for all the nosy people.

“Rescuing me from the well-meaning fans,” he replied.

“Ah, no problem. It can be overwhelming, huh?”

He shrugged. “The free booze is nice, but I could do without all the chatter right after a gig, when the adrenaline’s dying. It’s just a lot, all at once.”

I nodded sagely. “I totally get it.” I didn’t totally get it, because I wasn’t that way—adrenaline was my fuel: the excitement of a closed deal, the heart-pounding of a huge check hitting my bank account. I lived for that shit.

But to each their own.

“What if I’m the same way, though? Well-meaning but overbearing,” I said.

He furrowed his brow at me. It was cute, seeing him all confused like that. “Well you don’t . . . um, you don’t seem like you are.”

“Is it because I’m older?”

“You are?”

I barked a laugh and reflexively reached out to squeeze his skinny arm. “What a cutie. Good answer.”

He flashed me another small smile—perhaps the only type of smile he was capable of, which was mixed equally with slyness and shyness. It was a very hot smile.

“Anyway, I wasn’t getting that vibe from you,” he said. We reached a table and he swept his hands out in front of him. “Here it is. We’ve got two CDs, also in vinyl, or digital codes if you prefer that. T-shirts, of course, with three different designs. A few pins—here, you can have one for free if you want—and these beer koozies with the Ratty Rascals logo on them.”

I smiled at him and politely clasped my hands in front of my belly as I surveyed the goods. It was all very pedestrian in terms of quality and such, but it was endearing to know that the band went out of their way to try new things. They needed a good marketing person and PR person to really get things moving, though.

Inside, I wasn’t thinking about any of that as I checked out the records and T-shirts. I was squirming to get out of my dress. This guy so relaxed and safe seeming—cute, handsome, mellow. He didn’t give a shit if I bought anything here, he was just happy to be away from blabbing fans.

“I’ll take it all,” I said.

He blinked. Then blinked again, and his eyes locked onto mine for the first time since he’d gotten off stage. “Excuse me, ma’am?”

“Call me Emily, honey. Emily Curtis.”

“Name sounds familiar. I’m Heath.”

“Cute name.”

“Thanks. But rewind a minute, Emily. What do you mean ‘I’ll take it all’?”

“Does that confuse you?”

He snorted like I’d offended him. But there was still confusion written on his face. “N-No, of course not. I’m just . . . well, there’s five or six hundred bucks worth of merch here.”

“Honey,” I said, putting my hands on my hips and striking a pose. “Does it look like I give a shit about five or six hundred bucks?”

He frowned and scratched the back of his head. It was another endearing move. “Uh, I guess not.” His face lit up. “Oh, that’s
 where I’ve seen your name—you’re on those billboards, right?”

“Emily Curtis Realty. Yes, that’s me.”

“Oh, shit.”

I gave him a sly grin. “So you see? Let me buy all your merch—I’ll take a CD and T-shirt home with me, but you can hand out the rest to everyone in the bar or whatever. I’m sure people will love that, and it’ll help get your name out a little better, yeah?”

“That’s . . . that’s true. And super nice. Why are you doing this, Emily?”

“Oh, Heath, I’m not nice. I’m a businesswoman.”

He furrowed his brow. “What does that have to do—”

“I’d like to make a transaction with you. A deal.”

He looked worried suddenly. Blinking furiously, he said, “W-What’s that?”

“In return for buying all your merch, I’d like to take you somewhere and have my way with you.”




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Chapter Three
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“W
 -What?” Heath sputtered
 again.

“I have to see if that stupid thing pressed against your thigh is real or not,” I answered. I had to admit, I gave him my come-on very nonchalantly, so I could see why it would be surprising.

A taller, hot, rich, older woman coming onto a young skinny musician like this? Had to be pretty rare in his line of work. Or maybe it was common, I didn’t know or give a shit. Perhaps he just wasn’t used to women being so forward.

I raised a finger before he could ask me “what” again. “And, if things go well, I’m hoping you’ll be able to have your way with me,
 too.”

His mouth fell open.

“Don’t say ‘what’ again,” I demanded, cutting in before he could speak.

He closed his mouth.

“Wouldn’t you like to do whatever you want to me, Heath?” I asked, pushing my tits together with my arms to give the stunned young man an eyeful of tasty cleavage.

I was laying it on as thick as could be. But that only made it hotter in my mind—I wanted him to smell
 my desperation. 

“Is . . . is this some kind of scam?” he asked.

I chuckled. “No, honey. No scam. I find you cute, talented, and sweet. I want to have some fun, and like I said, I’m a businesswoman . . . so I don’t pussyfoot around deals.” 

Poor boy looked so befuddled, I almost felt bad for him. The Manhattans had definitely given me some liquid courage, but I was usually this blunt anyway. Admittedly, he wasn’t a fuckboy or some dominating young stud like I’d been prowling for. 

“Oh my,” I said, feeling sorry. “I apologize. Maybe I read the situation wrong. Forget I said anything.”

I made to seem like I was turning away, and that’s when I saw the sudden gleam in his eye—a sparkle of lust that I’d been searching for since I laid my “offer” at his feet.

He reached out and grabbed my arm to turn me back around. His grip was like an iron vice. “No, hold up, one sec,” he said, clearing his raspy voice.

I faced him with another dimpled smile.

He bit his lower lip, and that’s when I knew I had him.

He quickly turned over his shoulder and called out: “Clayton, watch the booth, yeah?”

The burly drummer from the table across the bar looked up and nodded, a peculiar expression on his handsome face. He was big, with strong arms, and probably could
 toss me around . . .

I gulped and looked back down at Heath. One boy at a time, you incorrigible slut,
 I told myself.

“Where would we go?” he asked lowly, like he was conspiring to commit murder. I found it hilarious.

I shrugged nonchalantly. “I can rent a suite for the night.”

He nodded awkwardly. “And what would we . . . do?”

“Sky’s the limit, buddy.” I put my hands on my hips. “Just give me an answer, because I’m slightly tipsy and if you’re over it, I want to know.”

“N-No, no, I’m uh . . . I’m into it.”

His slight embarrassment was adorable. I wanted to kiss his full lips, which had a great curve to them—almost feminine, and so soft looking.

This was a boy whose bones I definitely wanted to jump. I had outed myself as the power player early on, so it seemed like I’d be making all the calls.

So be it. I was okay with that. Maybe as the night dragged on, he would feel a little more adventurous.

There was a slight pause between us, the tension getting heady.

I took my phone out of my clutch and raised it. “Do you take Venmo?”

* * *
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O
 N ONE HAND, I FELT
 like I was paying for this kid’s service. On the other, the dirty, sluttiness factor of it was incredibly arousing.

I gave him $700 for all the merch—a tip included—and he told Clayton to start dolling it out to the crowd at the bar. Clayton was just as surprised as Heath, but then I took the skinny stud’s hand and led him out of there before Clayton could give me the 20/20 interview.

There was a nice Hilton nearby, which would do the trick. Didn’t need anything too fancy, but I also wasn’t going to get railed at a Motel 6.

I practically dragged Heath by the hand, which was small but callused and strong. He had a firm grip. I wanted that hand pulling my hair, yanking my head back as he fucked me from behind.

My lust was reaching unwieldy heights. I needed to either rub one out soon,
 or get filled.

Luckily, it took all of ten minutes to get the Hilton room for a few hundred for the night.

I was already out a thousand bucks, but I didn’t care. The knot of desire in my belly was shooting out to my extremities, making me horny beyond belief. All my inhibitions were gone, and thoughts of cocks and naked bodies filled my empty head.

Our room was on the third floor. I pushed Heath into the room and followed him in with a giggle.

“Jeez, Em, you’re something else,” he said as I closed the door behind us. The lights turned on automatically. “I don’t think I’ve ever met a woman like you.”

“What, one that knows what she wants and always gets it?”

He gulped. “Uh, yeah. That.”

I smiled at him.

Then I fell on him like a rabid animal, licking my lips before diving in and hugging my arms around his neck. I dipped my head and kissed him hard on the mouth. He tasted like sweat and sweet booze.

I had to force my tongue into his mouth, and I reveled in the fact that I was dominating his face so quickly. Claiming him for the night. We were still in our clothes and hadn’t even made it to a bed before I started making out with him.

My pussy was alight, wet with desire. I moaned in his mouth and he ate it up.

My hand dragged over the back of his head, through his shaggy dark hair as I pulled him closer.

He tilted his head and finally started batting my tongue away with his. Out sticky saliva mingled.

I pushed my tits against his slender chest, loving the way my breasts flattened against his body and drooped around the edges. My ass was probably twice his width.

Heath’s hands roamed down my dress, feeling my curves and waist. When my waist blossomed into my wide ass, he squeezed and I moaned again.

I pulled my face back and met his twinkling eyes. He was all in now: Where he’d been reticent before, now he was as horny as a bunny and ready to do something scandalous.

I backed up a little so I could get a good look at him.

“Oh my,” I said, biting my lower lip as my eyes sank to his southern half. “That looks uncomfortable.” I jutted my chin in the direction of his bulging crotch.

Heath’s sock-stuffed cock still looked huge and inviting, but now it was even bigger and more noticeable of an outline. It throbbed against his skinny jeans.

“Yeah, a bit,” he said.

“Do you do that to get horny older women to fawn over you?” I asked.

“Do what?”

I blinked. “Never mind.” There was no way a skinny kid like him could be so hung. There had to be some trick—something to do with angles or stuffing that made him look bigger than he seemed. But he’d answered my question completely baffled.

I would just have to do some inspecting and find out for myself.

“Here, let me help you,” I said. “You need to relieve some of that tension—all that hard playing on stage, you must be tired. Let Momma Em take care of you.”

“Yeah . . .” he groaned, then backed up toward the bed.

Before he could sit down on the edge, I stood him up straight by his shoulders. Then I unbuckled his pants. I unzipped his fly and gently peeled his jeans down.

My eyes widened and my mouth fell open.

Now that I could see it clearer, the cock outline looked like a porno dick—there weren’t any signs of an eggplant or some shit being stuffed down there to give him fake girth and length.

I went to my knees, unable to stop myself. The carpet was coarse, but I quickly forgot about it as all my focus zeroed in on the masterful bulge pushing out his boxer briefs.

Heath’s meat jutted down to the ends of his boxers, the tight underwear hardly able to keep the whole thing contained.

“Holy shit,” I said. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He chuckled lightly. “Like what you see?”

Oh, so now
 he’d gotten some confidence? Well, it made sense.

I nodded, saying nothing. I craned my neck and flashed my eyes up at him, my orbs getting big and dewy in my submissive pose.

Heath was smiling down at me with that sly, shy little grin. I felt my pussy juices escape and run down my leg.

I got my head closer and licked the outline, listening to his groan. It twitched.

Then I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his boxers and started to gently pull them down . . .

His cock sprang out like a rocket, smacking me in the bottom of the chin with an audible sound.

My head lurched back. “Jesus Chris!”

Then I was staring into the single eye of a monster, Heath’s cockhead dripping precum onto my nose.

The boy was massive. No eggplant necessary. Yes, his skinny body made him seem bigger, but he could’ve been six-six and 240-pounds and he still would have been massive. On him, his tremendous cock just looked oversized.

“You overgrown little freak,” I muttered, mostly to myself. “Oh, I’m going to have some fun
 with you.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded and wrapped my hand around the base of his cock. Veins protruded when I did that, making his dick look angry and obscene. His cockhead bulged, bright red and helmeted like a church bell.

I gawked at his cock with my mouth open in an O, awestruck. “Just what the hell are they feeding you kids these days?”

He chuckled.

My tongue found its way to his cockhead. I tasted his salty precum and went “Mmm” as I swirled it in my mouth.

Then I lifted his cock and licked the underside of his shaft—the tang of man reached my nose and pushed my hormones into overdrive.

Heath might not have looked it, but he was all
 man. Cute, skinny, and hung like a fucking horse.

I let his cock go and it flopped on top of my head from its sheer weight, unable to hold itself completely up even with an erection. Then I buried my face deeper, tonguing his enormous nutsack. I licked the crease separating his two ostrich eggs and he let out another grunt.

The boy was shaved everywhere—smooth balls, smooth pubic area, smooth cock. Except for the veins. Those were alarming and alluring.

My hands fell on his skinny hips and I pulled myself back so I could find his cockhead. It felt like I was traveling down a highway, rubbing my tongue all the way across his shaft, wetting it and getting it ready.

I wasn’t sure he would fit in my mouth. The cockhead alone looked like it would stretch my poor little lips—both the north and south.

God, I couldn’t wait.

I looked up at him one last time with a helpless expression, and he just nodded to me.

I opened my mouth as wide as it would go in preparation. I struggled to fit the initial girth of his cock past my lips. The ridge of his cockhead hit the sides of my mouth and I had to inhale and widen like a snake to get it past.

Then he was inside—warm, wet, huge. His cock filled my mouth completely, making it hard to breathe.

As his dick sank deeper toward my throat, the breathing became more difficult. Soon, I wouldn’t be able to inhale at all.

I fondled his big dangling nuts as I blew him, moving my head back and forth on his colossal shaft. I could only get my head halfway down his incredible length.

“Damn, Em, you really have a way about you,” he muttered. “Able to fit so much of my cock down your throat.”


Oh honey,
 I thought. You ain’t seen nothing yet.
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Chapter Four
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I
 throated as much
 of Heath’s titanic cock as I could. I was disappointed in myself that I couldn’t get it all the way down my throat, but some things weren’t meant to be. Plus, I might’ve been a bit rusty. And he was fucking giant.

My gag reflex started to hit and I lurched with his cock in my mouth. He put a hand on the back of my hand—a bit timidly—to keep me steady, and that made me even wetter.

Little cock-sucking sounds escaped my lungs while I gave his meaty dick a blowjob. It wasn’t just long, it was also thick like a Subway sandwich.

What audacity for this skinny boy to be born with such a monumental bitch-breaker.

I needed him to break this
 bitch.

One of my hands left his bony hip and went to my pussy. I tucked it underneath my dress, which had hiked up my thighs, and yanked my panties aside. My fingers plunged into my leaking pussy and probed my insides, curving to hit my G-spot. I let out more erotic sounds, and they only got louder as Heath started moving his hips and getting into it.

He had cute little moans. Everything about him was adorable except for this stupid fat appendage stuffed down my throat. It made him even more attractive, because the ones who knew what they were packing but never talked about it were filled with quiet confidence. He wasn’t a showboat, which he could’ve easily been given his bandleader persona on stage.

When I finally pulled my head back to take a ragged, deep breath, my heart was racing. I panted, licked some of Heath’s salty tang off my lips, and stared up at him. “You are a blessed young man, Heath.”

He gave me his disarming smile and backed up onto the bed. When he sat and leaned back slightly, propping himself up on his elbows, his erect cock flopped back and smacked against his belly with an audible thud.

Juices ran down my fingers. I pulled them out and stood on shaky legs. Then I leaned over him and said, “Are you ready to be taken advantage of?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I reached out with my sticky fingers, toward his face. When they reached his lips, he slowly parted them so I could slide my fingers into his mouth. I perused around the roof, feeling his teeth and inside of his cheeks, basking in his warmth, all while he sucked on my fingers and tasted my juices.

“Do I taste yummy, sweetie?” I asked, my voice low and filled with desire.

He nodded but said nothing, still sucking on my fingers like a pacifier. Our eyes stayed locked as I played with his warm mouth.

When I withdrew my fingers, a strand of saliva pulled away from his mouth in an incredibly lewd way. I felt like I could’ve fed him my nectar all night and he wouldn’t have complained.

But I had other ideas.

“I’m going to ride you now, Heath,” I told him. “And you’re going to suck my tits and blow my mind. Got it?”

He nodded mutely.

I straddled his lap, which wasn’t difficult to do considering how skinny he was. I was in full command of the situation, and since he wasn’t a macho, typical alpha male, he was totally okay with it.


Just let me do the fucking, Heathy.
 “You just lean back and look cute while you ruin me for other men.”

His eyes bulged.

I smiled seductively, my dimples getting deep. I hiked my dress up to my hips, exposing my full, meaty thighs. His eyes wandered down and took in my figure: curvy, jiggly, and incredibly womanly.

My sexual advances had never been refused in my entire life, and they weren’t about to start now.

Reaching under me, I grabbed his enormous cock and lined myself up right over it. My juices spilled down his cockhead and overflowed like a volcano down his long shaft.

I guided him to my wet hole and then slowly lowered myself. The instant his dicktip parted my throbbing, tender pussy lips, I moaned and closed my eyes, taking in the blissful feeling. I shivered, unable to control my pleasure centers from shooting off.

It was like sitting on a huge, warm, fleshy dildo, except this was the real thing which made it twice as good. I’d never been with a man as big as Heath, and I’d been with some big ones in my younger days.

I bit my bottom lip as I lowered myself on top of him, trying to sit all the way down on his lap. His cock jutted into me like a spear, pulverizing my insides and pushing my canal apart.

“Jesus, Heath, you’re absolutely massive.”

“Not the first time I’ve heard that,” he said. “Some girls are scared of—” I reached out and put a sticky finger over his lips to shut him up. I didn’t care what he’d been told before—I just wanted him to take my compliments like a good little boy and let me do my thing.

I still hadn’t started moving because I was trying to get accommodated to his size. My hands came down in front of me, fingers flexing on his skinny thighs so I could keep my balance and lower myself faster.

Then I felt like I had his entire cock enveloped, somehow, and I thought the hung bastard was poking me in my fucking stomach.

My mouth popped open but no sounds escaped my lips. I groaned and gently swayed for a moment as the burst of shock and excitement and pleasure all mingled in my head and made me dizzy.

With my heels on the floor and his cock deep, deep inside me, I started lifting myself and dropping back down. Slow at first, to get a rhythm that I knew wouldn’t break me.

But it felt so damn good, I couldn’t keep up a slow rhythm for long. My fingers moved from their awkward placement on his thighs, to his shoulders, so I could use them as leverage to bounce on his lap.

Heath’s cock slid and groaned as it tunneled through my depths, filling every inch of me. Luckily I was wetter than a broken fire hydrant, or it would have been trouble even getting him inside all the way. It felt like there was a foot-long steel beam lodged up inside my cunt.

My rhythm got more frenetic as the minutes went on, until I lost track of time. I clenched his shoulders hard, my fingers digging into his nonexistent muscles, and finally I just leaned forward and hugged him while I used his body like a sex tool.

Heath was my little living dildo, rocking my world.

The pleasure was intense—like nothing I’d felt in years, if ever. My pussy made terrible squelching sounds, letting him know how truly horny and wet this older cougar was for him.

“Oh God, Heath, it feels like you’re punching my guts,” I moaned in his ear. I took a nibble on his earlobe and he grunted, wrapping his arms around my back for stability.

I was basically manhandling him with my bigger body, and the entire bed started to creak from our combined weight.

Then I got a good idea and decided I wanted to take things up a level. Riding Heath cowgirl was fun and all, but I had big plans for the long night ahead of us. I wanted to do something to get him into the mood better.

And I’d start by showing him who was boss.

I pulled my top down to expose my fat tits. They flopped out and he stared at eye-level, like they were priceless artifacts. They were natural, round, and heavy, with cute little nipples that were harder than gemstones at the moment.

I leaned forward with all my weight, shoving my tits in his face to smother him. With my heels on the floor, I pushed forward as well.

He let out a muffled cry—

Then he was toppling backwards and I was falling on top of him with a yelp of a giggle.

We both oof’d as we hit the bed, but his big fat dick stayed inside me the whole time, pleasantly enveloped by my cunt. A smaller man would’ve fallen out of me with that little maneuver.

Now that I was on top of him, I raised the stakes. I kicked my heels off before lifting my legs up onto the bed. I took Heath’s cock out of my pussy and felt my snatch gasping for air, already gaped by his ridiculous size.

My hands worked in a frenzy to quickly take his pants and underwear all the way off, then I tossed them behind us onto the floor. He stared up at me wide-eyed as I loomed over my prey like a wild cat.

I licked my lips and said, “Ever been taken by a woman before?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. “W-What do you mean, Em?”

Without an explanation, I put my hands under his thighs. I lifted his skinny legs, manhandling him with my strength, and then pushed back so his knees went toward his chest.

He was skinny but not super limber, but that was all right. I only needed the right angle . . .

His cock speared up, wavering in the air like a tower, even though he was letting out a worried sound now.

I squatted over him like a sumo wrestler, keeping his legs raised by his ankles with both hands. Then I reached down and grabbed his cock, pulling it back so it was in the air but past his legs and I could get some clearance.

He let out a pained moan, probably because it was an awkward way for his cock to be jutting.

A second later, my huge ass connected with his small, bony one, and then I was lowering myself on his jutting cock again.

I descended and moaned as his cock sank back in. His pained yelp stopped, replaced by a wild look of wonder as he stared up at me.

I had him in a submissive position, like a woman about to be taken hard at the edge of the bed. I rocked myself on top of him, grinding my hips, keeping his legs raised in the air.

I’d seen this position on a porn video before and found it incredibly lewd and erotic—the Amazon position, the kids were calling it. It was where the woman took the power position, the top, and hovered over her lover’s cock. It took a strong core and leg muscles, but I had those in spades.

It was amazing having his cock lance all the way up into my insides from his reclined position. He didn’t have to do anything—I just bounced and moaned and came a few minutes later, from the sheer blissful feeling and the absurdness of it all.

When I came, my thighs quivered and jiggled. I almost fell forward on top of him, which would have folded his knees into his chest like a lawn chair and probably seriously hurt him.

For Heath’s sake, I had to keep my balance.

But the orgasm ripping through me was intense,
 and it made my eyes roll. The power shooting through was palpable, almost enough to make me pass out.

When I came to, I was still hovered over him, still grinding on top of the boy and using him like a toy.

I lifted off his cock slightly to reposition myself.

And that’s when Heath came alive—

I had finally shocked the monster into action.
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Chapter Five
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T
 here was something
 alight in Heath’s eyes as I looked down at him. I had my lewd smile playing on my lips, as if challenging him to do something about what I’d just done—how I’d taken control of his body and used him like a woman, putting him in that awkward position so my cunt could gobble up his cock.

He responded with aplomb, as if finally realizing that he didn’t want to be the submissive one in this experience. He probably doubted he would ever see me again, so why not go full bore?

I wanted to see what the kid was made of.

He hadn’t cum yet, even though I’d climaxed once heavily and had the aftershocks of another. He was still raring to go, his erection harder and bigger than ever.

Heath sat up and grabbed my shoulders.

“Oh, honey, are you all right?” I asked innocently.

His finger dug into my flesh as he narrowed his eyes.

Then he tossed me to the side, showing surprising strength for such a wiry guy. My whole body flopped onto the side of the bed, and he crawled over me like a spider.

“Oh Lord!” I cried with mock fear, slapping a hand over my mouth. “What are you going to do to me, baby? You look angry.”

“You said I could do whatever I wanted to you.” His raspy voice made my pussy sing.

I nodded profusely. “I did, didn’t I?”

He bared his teeth like an absolute animal. His hands lifted one of my legs into the air and he slid over the other one, his huge balls dragging across my sweaty flesh.

Heath came into me from the side, giving me no warning before shoving his massive cock deep into my warm pussy and lighting up my insides again.

I moaned, staring out sideways, my whole world starting to bounce.

He screwed me powerfully, showing no quarter. He was punishing me for what I’d done, and he had me in this lewd, sideways position as if to prove a point—that he could
 be a man and take control of a situation.

Thank God for that, because it would have been a bummer if he couldn’t, given his gigantic cunt-stretcher.

I wailed, the veins on my neck protruding as my cries echoed off the walls. My whole body bounced on the bed from his rough pounding.

The incessant drilling of Heath’s cock bored into me, coring me out and filling me to the brim with his meat. It was a total slab he was filling me with, and if I was a daintier girl I would’ve been in trouble. I would’ve been screaming in agony rather than delight.

But I loved it. Every second of it. Having this young stud have his way with me was exactly what I had set out to do—I’d just never expected to get so lucky with such a hung little bastard.

When he was done with me sideways, he rolled me onto my belly and I groaned when he pulled out. I jolted with a small orgasm, then felt a larger one coming. I knew it wouldn’t take much to push me over the edge and send me off into the fiery horizon.

Heath lifted my belly with his hands, propping me up like a proper bitch—like a dog. His fingers groped my wobbling tits momentarily, playing with my nubs and teasing them until they were at their hardest points.

Then I felt his cock sliding up my ass crack and knew he was about to demolish me doggystyle.

Again, he didn’t give me any warning. He angled and curved his cock back inside me and for a moment my eyes bulged, worried he would try to stick that stupid fat thing in my ass, but he didn’t.

Even I
 wouldn’t be able to take that without some serious damage. At least not without a whole bottle of lube.

I came immediately when he sank in, stuck in that lewd doggy pose that made me feel like an absolute slut.

Even though Heath couldn’t throw me around like stronger, bigger dudes, he more than made up for it by knowing how to use his body to its utmost potential. He was lither than I thought, able to contort his body and get low enough to plunge that cock deep into my wet cunt from a high angle.

My ass jiggled as he rammed into me. He was showing no mercy. His hands slapped my ass, spanking me with loud thunderclaps that rang out and reverberated off the walls.

I felt his huge balls swinging into my wetness, plopping against my flesh and sending me into overdrive.

I came again, my mouth opening in a silent scream as my whole body writhed and revolted, even as he continued to pound me through it all. He didn’t care that I was having a moment—he had decided to use me as his fucktoy and there was no stopping the young lad.

He was going to do with me as he pleased.

“Put me in my place, you big dicked little stud! Pound me senseless and use me like a cheap sex toy!” I cried out after my climax had vaguely subsided. It still stayed with me, like a constant hum—a thrum of euphoria that was itching to explode at any second.

“Degrade me, Heath baby! Make me your bitch!”

He put more weight on me and my legs suddenly gave out. My knees collapsed onto the bed and I belly-flopped forward.

Now I was in a prostrate position, legs wide, like I was praying to God, but this was a god of the huge cocked variety and there was no rescuing me from my sins.

Heath drilled me into the bed. I could feel his lean torso curving over my round ass, while his knees framed my width. He had fallen on top of me but made sure his cock didn’t leave my greedy pussy, keeping me filled and screaming his name.

The bed’s sounds became louder, wetter, creakier. 

“S-Show me what a man you are! Punish my poor little pussy!” I wailed. I didn’t feel like I was even making sense anymore, and my brain was fuzzy and addled. I could hardly keep a straight thought.

It didn’t help that my head kept bouncing along with my body. My face fell into a pillow, but then his hands yanked it up.

I smiled wide as he pulled at the root of my hair and tugged my head back, dominating me just as I’d asked. Then the fingers of both his hands roamed to my face and hooked inside my mouth. He pulled my lips apart to the sides, opening my mouth with a fishhook that had me looking stupid, silly, and utterly owned.

My tongue lolled out. I made gagging, glutting sounds as he continued to fuck the life out of me.

I had set out to have some fun . . . but I hadn’t expected to get completely dominated by this young, horsecocked boy and become his mindless cumdump.

I came again at the filthy thought. Dirty fantasies were playing in my mind, of us doing this again in different settings.

My next orgasm made me black out. I felt my bowels loosen, and then I was squirting audibly behind me like a hose, a cascade of juices shooting out of my pussy as he withdrew his mammoth dick from inside me.

He grunted and his lips left my slutty little mouth.

I could hear him fapping, stroking himself above me, and before I could turn around a final grunt rang out—

A hot load of jizz dumped on my back, all along my spine. Another spew of cum shot out from his widened dickhole and painted the side of my face as I started to turn over.

He looked so magnetic and incredible crouched over me, pumping his huge dick with both of his hands—one at the base, one at the tip—and unloading his massive nut butter all over my slutty, sweaty body.

I blinked in amazement.

When he was finished and I was coated in his warm spunk, he went on his hands and knees over me, his huge python dick flopping limply on my butt.

My toes curled and I wiped some cum off my face with a single finger. Then he watched and groaned as I ate it up, tasting his salty sweetness on my lips before swallowing.

“You taste like a million bucks,” I said. “And you fucked even better.”

He smiled at me, resting his head on my pillowy tits. I petted him. He was back to the more subdued, unassuming young man I’d first met, his eager, barbaric side gone for now.

But I knew I could get it out now, and that meant this wasn’t going to be the last encounter with Heath.

No, he was going to be at the top of the list of fuckbuddies, whether he realized it or not. Heath was the first young stud in my harem, though I doubted he’d be the last.

He had awakened something inside me—a need to have a life like this again. It felt so naughty and wrong, like I was doing something bad, even though we were two consenting adults just having fun.

I narrowed my eyes at him. “You are eighteen, right?” I asked, seemingly out of the blue after I’d just thought about the “two consenting adults” bit.

He chuckled, his soft voice reverberating on my boob. “I wouldn’t be playing in bars otherwise, ma’am. I’m twenty-one.”

Oh, great. I was almost twice his age. I could have been his mother.

And that just made this whole thing hotter, when I really thought about it. Almost taboo. I had never thought much about age gaps and being a cougar preying on younger men, but here I was.

And I loved it.

“Good,” I said. After a beat, I added, “I’m going to help you, Heath. I like you.”

He raised his head. “Help me how? Hell, Em, you already gave me seven-hundred bucks for all the merch. That helped us a lot.”

I scoffed. “That’s small potatoes, honey. Do you want to play in front of larger crowds? Make thousands per night?”

“Hell yeah!”

“Okay then. I’ll make some calls.”

He leaned over and kissed me. I melted into it for a moment, then resumed petting him. “And in return, you’re going to satiate my voracious appetite, young man. I may be an older woman, but I have desires like a much younger girl.”

He snorted. “I’ve never
 met a younger girl who did anything close to that, Em. You’re unlike any woman I’ve ever met.” 


Yes,
 I thought deviously. Just keep stroking my ego, young stud. That’s how you get on my good side.


“Excellent,” I said deliciously. I ran my hand lazily through his shaggy, sweaty hair, watching his puffy, kiss-swollen lips gently part while his cheek lay peacefully on my bare breast, like a babe.

“Momma Em’s going to help you, Heath, and you’re going to help me in return. I’m going to teach you how to fuck this world into oblivion and dominate all those poor little girls fawning over you, to keep them coming back for more, again and again. Stick with me, my cub, and you’ll have a good, good life . . .”
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Chapter One
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T
 here’s something to
 be said about young studs who understand what they’re packing and know how to use it. Someone like Heath, the guitarist from the Ratty Rascals and the boy I corrupted the other night, is a perfect example of what I’ve been looking for.

In my work life, I was the Boss Bitch; the queen who gets shit done and knows how to close a deal. I make a great living doing it, but I’ve never had much to show outside of my financial life. Sure, I’ve got a bit of power in the workplace, but sometimes it’s nice to relinquish that power and let someone else take over—let someone put me in my place and show me that I’m still a woman with needs and wants.

Heath did that for me. Quickly. Hell, I didn’t even know the kid’s last name, and frankly, I didn’t want to know it. I had picked him out from the bar like a true prowler picking her prey, but I hadn’t felt an ounce of remorse or guilt for doing it. Even though he was only 21, the cub knew exactly what he was doing and getting himself into . . . or at least I told myself he did.

He wouldn’t have been wearing those revealing, leave-nothing-to-the-imagination skinny jeans if he didn’t want people gawking at the huge package snaking down his leg, right? And boy had it been impressive. I didn’t know they made boys like that, but I guess things were different these days. I’d never been fucked so thoroughly by such a fat dick, especially attached to such a young guy.

I suppose that is what I’d been missing out on while pursuing my career and neglecting my personal life. The few girlfriends I had had been telling me for years that I needed to find a good man to settle down with, and my question was always: Why? What could they give me that I couldn’t give myself?

Well, as it turned out, quite a bit. Heath gave me sensations that my magic wand had never been able to do. He reached further and filled me more than any dildo—plus a dildo was never as warm and inviting as the real thing.

Beyond the physical aspect of dominating me—which had taken a little coaxing before I managed to bring the alpha male out of young Heath—there was also the mental domination, which I found myself craving more and more.

I wanted a man who could degrade me, defile me, and totally own me. For a few hours a day, it would be fantastic to have someone like Heath satiate my every need and make me realize what a slutty bitch I was.

You couldn’t call me a bitch in the workplace, but outside of it? Yes, please. I craved it. Call me every naughty name in your vocabulary and I’ll throat your cock with every ounce of my being. 

Maybe there was something wrong with me. A woman of my age, stature, and beauty shouldn’t be submitting so willingly to every big swinging dick that I came across, right? Why was I so horny all the time and unable to fill my needs with toys or my fingers? My libido was like a teenager’s, even though I was almost forty years old.

Whatever. If I was screwed up for wanting to get stuffed and fucked into a mindless, howling beast, then I didn’t want to be normal. 

Perhaps it was the idea that, while I was getting owned and dominated, I also
 was doing the dominating. Heath had submitted to me and done exactly as I’d asked, when I thought about it. In that, I hadn’t relinquished much power at all . . . but it was a dynamic that made him look like the aggressor and alpha. I was fine with that, as long as I got my rocks off and he came buckets. Which he did.

And as far as the age gap, well, young guys like him had the stamina, drive, and resilience to outpace older men. He was hot because he was so diligent and knew what he was doing. He was a cute kid, too, but not the type of guy I was usually attracted to: burly, built, fit fuckers.

At first, I’d thought he was inexperienced, but that was foolish of me to assume based on his cuteness. With a cock the size of a Subway footlong, I’m sure every girl he came across a) noticed it, and b) tried to get it. Well, maybe not every
 girl, because there was only a certain subset of women who were size queens—girls who could even handle
 such a hefty fuckrod. Heath had even told me he’d scared some girls his age with his ridiculous size. I understood why.

That momentary breath-stopping sensation of watching his monstercock flop out of his pants and rest on my head like an anvil? Mmm, I lived for that. The sparkle in his eye as my own eyes widened and a quick flash of fear crossed over my pretty features? I’m sure he
 lived for that. It had been a match made in heaven.

Then I had throated him—or as much of him as I could manage—and he had proceeded to fuck the daylights out of me. I ended up a sopping, crawling, cum-ridden mess, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I had expected him to cum a lot, but the boy had such titanic cum-tanks swinging around between his legs that I didn’t give them enough credit. His heavy balls packed a punch that lathered me in spunk and made the subsequent shower in the hotel room that much more lovely.

Just when I thought I had a moment alone, Heath made sure to join me in the shower. I couldn’t find peace and quiet—not on his watch. Owning me and putting me in my place was a multistep process.

With the warm water gently waterfalling down my back and wetting my blonde hair, the skinny lad showed up naked, huge python cock flaccid and smacking between his hairless thighs. He stood in front of the foggy glass partition. When I cracked the door he gave me a sly little wink, and that was all he needed to do to make me as wet as a dishwasher and earn entry into the shower.

Without my heels, we were nearly the same height. I might have had an inch on him. He quickly started fondling my big tits in his little hands, pushing into them until they flattened against my body and I moaned.

Then he pinched my nipples, teasing them and making them hard little nubs. Pain and pleasure jerked through my body as he played with my nipples and then sucked on my tits like a hungry baby. I moaned, reeling my head back and letting the shower water smack onto my forehead as I pulled him closer and let him motorboat my bosom. 

Heath surprised me after that. He went to his knees, his fingertips trailing little lightning bolts down my sides, which tapered to my wide hips and fat ass. He squeezed my ass cheeks and buried his face between my legs. A moment later I felt his tongue probing my pussy lips and filling my hole with warmth.

“Oh, Heath, you little devil,” I moaned with the water still cascading over me. I reached down and grabbed a fistful of his dark, wet hair, then pulled as his tongue went deeper and touched a particularly juicy spot inside me. “Never get tired, huh?”

With his face still burrowed deep in my crotch, he simply shook his head and began to lick my cunt like it was a lollipop. One of his hands moved from my ass to my front and trailed down my tummy before finding my clit and working it over in gentle, smooth circles.

The boy was a natural.

My legs quivered. I bit my bottom lip and moved my head back so the water was no longer pelting my face. I rested the back of my head against the wall while the warmth trickled between my breasts and down on top of Heath’s head.

With his hand and mouth working in tandem, the young rascal made me cum quickly. It came on like a sudden water-break—my thighs shaking and jiggling as I squeezed tightly against his cute face. He ate me out like a man with much more experience, and now I could truly see why girls would fawn over this guy, musical skills and cuteness notwithstanding.

The boy’s tongue moved like he was blowing a flute; his fingers were magic, probably from all the fretwork of his guitar. He was just as musical in the sack as he was on the stage.

When I was finished convulsing and I finally let go of his head with my thighs, Heath took a big gulp of air and rose to his feet. I peeked down and noticed his giant cock jutting out from his body, and he did a good job of moving it between my legs and the little gap between my thighs.

I squeezed my thighs together and caught his hot dick between my wet, supple flesh. He groaned as I started to rub his cock back and forth, gliding my clean, slick body against his hard meat.

“I can’t stand it anymore, Em,” he whispered in my ear, leaning forward so our bodies collided.

I took his lips with mine, claiming the adorable curve of his mouth. The kiss lingered and I nibbled on his bottom lip, pulling back so I could hear him give me a little whimper of pain.

“You’re so hard, honey,” I muttered lowly, moving my mouth to his ear so I could nibble on the lobe.

He nodded profusely, unable to say a thing.

“You want to bury your big boy inside me, sweetheart?” I asked innocently. I felt his cock throb at the mere mention of fucking me, and the naughty, lustful tone I used.

He continued nodding.

“Then call me ‘Mommy.’ Tell me how much you want to fill my pussy, baby.”

Heath grunted and clutched at my tits, squeezing them hard. I had full control of his cock with my thighs, even as the topside of his veiny girth rubbed against my tender folds and lit my libido up like fireworks.

“Please, Mommy, let me fuck the shit out of you,” he whined. “Let me shove this huge, aching thing inside your tight snatch and fill you so I can make us both happy. You like it, don’t you?”

“Your giant cock? Of course, baby. Of course.”

“Then can’t I shove it inside you and make you scream bloody murder? Don’t you want to cum again?”

I rubbed the top of his head, smoothing back the natural bangs that formed from the shower water. “In the shower, huh? So we’ll have to get clean again?”

He nodded, eyebrows arching helplessly. “I can clean you if you want afterward. It’s no biggie. I just can’t wait to be inside you, Mommy. Please?”

I chuckled. This power dynamic was turning me on like nothing else. Only the domination from a thoroughbred stud could compare. “Okay, sweetheart,” I finally said, making him squirm a little more. “You can lodge that big meatslab inside me, Heathy. Just make sure to cum buckets, all right? Make sure to turn me into a cock-drunk, drooling mess, yes?”

“Of course, Mommy.”

I parted my legs, giving him enough wiggle room to lift. I wasn’t sure what he would do next—flip me around and bend me over? Lift my leg and start pounding away? Ask me to guide him to the treasure trove?

Nope, none of the above. He just pounced on me full on from the front. His cock was big enough that he could do it, even though he was shorter than me. He took a step forward, forcing me against the wall. His body pressed against mine, and I felt his iron-hot cock slide up and tickle my pussy lips.

I groaned as he took his cock by the base and angled it upward. Then he pushed forward and penetrated my fuckhole, and when the warmth bloomed inside me the rest was history.

My knees went weak. I immediately saw stars. My neck craned so I was staring up at the shower spigot as it pelted me with water. He wasted no time at all to start hammering into me, until I could feel his huge, heavy nutsack careening between his legs and slapping mine.

The flesh on flesh contact made goosebumps break out along my skin. My dripping pussy was already accommodated to his oversized girth and length, so we quickly reached a rhythm that made my body heat up.

Heath hugged me and I pulled his neck against my tits while standing on my tiptoes. He reared up into me like a stallion, grunting and filling my cunt canal like a true stud.

I’d molded this young man into a dominating wildebeest in no time at all, and I was proud he could fuck me so thoroughly.

My low moans became higher pitched the longer he waylaid me. He was breaching every part of my flower and there was nothing I could do with my back against the wall. The water just made us slicker and easier to move, bodies rubbing against one another.

My head started pounding to the rhythm of his pounding. I came once, twice, and was on the verge of another, more explosive orgasm that would surely send me to my doom.

Words stopped coming, even as I yelled sweet nothings in Heath’s ear to encourage him. I was at his mercy and the relentless battering of his overgrown dick.

I could make Heath call me mommy all I wanted, but the fact was he was a man
 and knew how to show it when provoked. He was a kind, gentle soul on the outside, but a depraved motherfucker on the inside, and I loved it.

As I exploded into absolute bliss and yelled his name while digging my fingers into his hair, I realized that I wanted this all
 the time. This wasn’t just a phase I was going through, I didn’t think—it was something that could be and should be continued as long as I could keep it up.

I wasn’t old yet. It was time I experienced things like I never had before, and Heath wouldn’t be the only one to satiate my desires. No, he was just my first prey. My trial run. The first of many.

How many more guys his age could fuck the Holy Spirit out of me and turn me into a brainless, screeching mess? It was time I found out.
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Chapter Two
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“I
 don’t get it, Em
 , what caused this sudden change?” Jules asked over the phone. 

Jules Finch was my employee at the realty firm, but really she was my best friend and confidant. I told her pretty much everything, and she’d been my Ride or Die for years. I could count on her to help navigate tough deals, handle clients when I was busy, and give me Grade-A research to make sure I didn’t show up to meetings unprepared.

Professionally, Jules made sure I never made a fool of myself. She was about my age, but never had the drive to pursue her own business. She wasn’t married, which I found odd, and wasn’t afraid to mention things about her personal life that some people would consider TMI. I loved it, because she was my outlet to the “real world,” so I could try and keep up with the latest fashions, trends, and whatever else was going on.

Yes, I got caught up in my work fully, sometimes. It was what made me successful, but that hyper focus and productivity could also make me a basket case if I wasn’t careful. Jules was my Crazy Stopper.

And now I was telling her about my newest escapade—if she was going to share TMI that I never asked about, it was her turn to listen to my own.

Clearly, she had no problems with it, because she spoke nonchalantly, as if this was just a run-of-the-mill change in my life and not something groundbreaking and trajectory-changing.

“I wouldn’t call the change sudden, Jules,” I said. “I’ve been like this for a while.”

“What, craving, uh . . . a guy?”

I chuckled into my cell phone while shutting down my computer at work and closing it. “You can say it, hun: craving cock. And yes.”

“My God, Em, I’ve never heard you talk like that!” she cried out, but I could hear the jubilation in her voice. She always had wanted me to get nasty with her in our convos, but I’d always been a pretty closed off person.

All of that was changing, I’d decided. Heath had done that for me, and maybe I owed him a Christmas card or something for it.

“You don’t get it, Jules, this was a cock like no other,” I continued. I peered over both my shoulders just to make sure no one was listening, but I knew I was alone at the office, which was what had prompted me to make this phone call in the first place. I wouldn’t have done it during business hours, when I had other employees working. God forbid they overhear their boss talking about getting railed and splattered with copious amounts of creamy jizz. My reputation would never live it down.

“Why, because he was young?” she asked.

“Young and hung,
 babe. Seriously. Like a Pringles can and a bag of oranges.”

She broke out into laughter, which sounded nervous. “Damn! Really? Shit.”

“You’re curious, huh?” I waggled my eyebrows to no one, smirking as I walked away from my desk and out of my office. It had been a long day, I hadn’t rubbed one out at all, and I was ready to mingle again.

Problem was, I had a routine to keep up—at least partly—so I didn’t let myself go. Fitness was a big part of that routine, and the main reason I’d called Jules, to see if she wanted to tag along. On Mondays like today, she usually did. She’d been out “in the field” with a prospective home buyer, and it sounded like she had them close to closing. Awesome.

That’s my little worker bee.

“How could I not be?” she asked. “The guys I’ve been with lately have been such a letdown.”

“Why’s that?”

“Dunno. Whiskey dick? Sleepy. Uninspired.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Jules. Sounds like you need to stop shopping around at bars at two AM.”

“No kidding. If only it was so easy. We’re just so busy
 all the time. And besides, didn’t you say you met this guy at a bar?”

I got to my car and hopped in. “Yeah, but he’s different—he was playing music, not just getting hammered. I caught him at the right time.”

“Lucky you.”

“Also, I think there are ways around your little predicament, babe. There are other ways to shop, you know.”

She snorted. “Shop.
 You’re funny, boss lady. It’s not like we’re picking these boys out of a store . . .”

“Well, I mean . . . aren’t we?”

There was a healthy pause on the other line.

“Damn, Em,” she finally said in a throaty voice. “You really have changed. I think I like this new boss.”

“So do I.”

“What’s your plan?”

“You’re done with the client, right?”

“Yup. Just closed up the lunch tab. Dude ran me a two-hundred dollar tab at Alfonso’s. But at least he didn’t try to get in my pants.”

“Great. Good work. Meet me at the gym?”

Another pause. “Um, okay. Did you forget about happy hour?”

“No, but that can wait.”

She chuckled again, and I could imagine her pretty head shaking, her auburn curls bobbing on her shoulder as she looked at me incredulously. “Ah. I think I see what’s going on here. I’ve never heard you so excited to work out before.”

“Yeah, babe, I’ll see you there. We’re gonna use that gym as our hunting grounds.”

* * *
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J
 ULIA FINCH WAS A HOT
 girl. There was no other way to put it. She had an outgoing, bubbly personality which attracted clients like none other, as well as an incredible figure. Her tits-to-waist-to-ass ratio was unbeatable. Her face was clear and clean, and she was always made-up nicely—I made sure all my girls were.

If you were going to work for the best, you had to look your best.

I liked to spend time with her on the off-hours because, like I said, she kept me sane and somewhat integrated in real life. Without her, I might’ve been lost already.

From what I’d heard, she liked to get around. She always tried to keep it from me—except when I explicitly asked, which was when her lewd stories unfurled—but I had eyes and ears everywhere. I was the queen spy of the castle, with my birdies always listening. It’s how I kicked ass at my job so much.

I pulled up at the gym in my Aston Martin, and she cruised in right beside me in her Mercedes. Hers was white, mine was black, and we looked like a couple of badasses as I hopped out of our cars in our high heels and sashayed through the parking lot with our little gym bags in tow.

The gym where we met was a swanky one, and I gave all my employees memberships there. It was always reasonably empty because most people couldn’t afford the monthly membership fee at the upscale place. But sometimes it got popping, usually after work hours . . . like now.

I had high hopes for this place. The supermarket, library, gym . . . all these traditional places to pick up men and women seemed to be going by the wayside thanks to the advent of dating apps.

Personally, I still liked a human connection right off the bat, without any of that texting bullshit. As a real estate agent and business owner, I could read a person better than probably anyone else, which meant I could pick up on red flags and such with a quickness.

How were you supposed to get a read on people over text? Pfft.

Anyway, I could already see some hot dudes in little workout shorts bounding into the gym—other affluent men who were probably lawyers, doctors, real estate agents, or what-have-you. Their thighs alone were sculpted like Greek statues and made my mouth water.

Jules’ eyes caught me out the corner of her vision, and a smirk came to her lips. “Uh oh, Em, you look ready to lose the plot and we haven’t even stepped inside yet.”

“Sorry,” I said somewhat bashfully, facing the ground and losing a bit of my swagger. “It’s hard to stop staring now that I’ve found this new side of myself.”

“Oh, no need to apologize to me! I’m just saying you might, uh, want to be a bit sly. Your horniness is showing.”

I nodded as we made our way inside. She made a good point.

When the automatic doors opened, we were greeted with cool, crisp A/C and the usual accouterments of a gym—countless treadmills in one corner, bars and weights taking up a lot of space in another, and a front desk with a pretty young blonde thing who flashed her best millionaire smile at us.

She said, “Hey Em, Jules!”

I waved, waggling my fingers, and followed Julia as she beelined for the women’s lockers. We were still in our work clothes, which were getting us some nice looks from the hunks working out on the curling bars.

I made sure to dart my eyes in that direction to check out their sculpted arms flexing as they lifted, manly grunts escaping their lips. I made sure not to stare—as Jules had suggested—and quickly averted my gaze before they caught me peeping.

Between my legs, my panties were already getting damp. 

God, she’s right. I can’t keep it together around all these hardbodies. Maybe this wasn’t the best idea . . . I should just workout, clean up, and head to happy hour to find someone more suitable. I won’t last here.

I was a fit woman, but I was still almost forty, and the young studs here might have been out of my league.

Inside the women’s locker, I changed into my stretchy pants and long-sleeve Under Armor before heading out to the treadmill with my bestie. She wore similar garb, but where my pants were dark green, hers were pink. I liked to think the darkness of mine accentuated my big bouncy ass better than her pink ones.

We hit the treadmills first, to work on some cardio.

I stepped up beside a bearded guy easily half my age, and stared straight ahead after getting a look at his physique: ripped, veiny arms; a tapered waist; beefy calves and legs.

He was a true specimen.

“Remember,” Jules said lowly as she stepped up to the treadmill on the other side of me. “Eyes on your own work.” She winked and I started jogging, quickly working up a sweat. 

It didn’t take long for my eyes to veer and start watching the scenery. I was staring out ahead into the rest of the gym—it was nice that the treadmills were set up so we could people-watch without having our asses on full display for anyone walking by. Not that I would have minded someone gawking at my ass, but that’s neither here nor there.

A couple trainers were teaching younger girls how to work the weight machines. Their hands were entirely too close and touchy-feely, but the oblivious biddies didn’t mind, and they also weren’t as oblivious as they seemed.

Women came into this pricey gym for two reasons: to get built, and to get fucked. I had no empirical evidence to support my claim, but it just made sense.

I rolled my eyes as the giggling girls stretched their legs and one of the beefcakes put a hand close to her ass to show her which muscle she was working out.

Then something caught the corner of my eye as I swung my head back in front—a swaying and bouncing that was impossible to ignore.

It was coming from the bearded dude beside me. His beard hid most of his face, but I could tell he was probably handsome underneath it. Plus, his face was the least important part of him: huge hands closed into fists as he ran; those veiny arms looked like they could toss me anywhere I wanted; and the best part—

A fat cock bouncing in his shorts left and right, practically slapping against his thighs because he didn’t want to wear constrictive underwear while working out. I understood that, and I also appreciated it.

My eyes widened at the bulge, and my face got warm. The slab swung out with every forceful step of his jog, in complete free-fall mode. I stared ahead but kept my eyes glued on that sloshing thing, wondering what it looked like outside of those basketball shorts.

My pussy started drooling just as much as my mouth. I became worried that my squirming would be noticed, so I picked up my pace on the treadmill.

I tried to stuff down the horny thoughts, but it was hopeless. When I closed my eyes, all I could think about was this bearded man’s man, holding me tight and demolishing me.

I bit my lip, then glanced over at his face, trying to at least have some respect and not keep them glued on his hefty penis outline.

My eyes popped before I could look away.

That’s when he glanced over, and must have seen the peculiar expression on my face.

“Hey . . . you?” he said, slightly confused.


Oh, shit.
 “Hi,” I said stupidly, starting to pant. “You’re, uh . . . I remember you.”

“Yeah, from the other night at the bar.”

It clicked. “The drummer!” I exclaimed, way too excitedly.

He smiled beneath his bushy brown beard. “Clayton.”

“Right!” I smiled wider to match his. My cheeks burned like fire and brimstone.

I couldn’t believe that the clothes he had worn during that show had been hiding all of this.
 Good Lord.

I also couldn’t believe I recognized the stud jogging right next to me. Perhaps it was coincidence, or just serendipity.

Half my age. Burly. Handsome. Hung. 

What luck, right?
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Chapter Three
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“F
 ancy seeing you here
 ,” he said, pressing the button on his treadmill to get it to slow to a mellow trot, and then stop completely. He reached out, grabbed a towel, and swiped his sweaty forehead off.

I found it exceedingly hot how the sweat dripped down his chiseled arms and suctioned his tank top against his hard chest and body.

He looked at me as I continued to run. I felt suddenly self-conscious and stared ahead, quite aware that he was probably getting quite the show from my profile angle—large tits bouncing in my sports bra, fat ass hopping along pleasantly.

And the hottest part was that he showed no shame in his eager gaze.

Then I glanced over and noticed his brow was furrowed. “What’s up?” I asked, starting to pant, but less from the treadmill than from his smoldering stare. His eyes were a mellow amber that lit up his whole reddened, exerted face.

“You’re going to have to remind me your name,” he said. He didn’t ask. His voice was a deep baritone that I could’ve gotten lost listening to, and mixed with his natural dominant vibe I was picking up, my drenched panties had no chance.

“Emily,” I said. “My friends call me Em.”

“Ah, right.” He stepped off the treadmill and moved to stand in front of me. Clayton wasn’t overly tall—maybe six feet or thereabouts—but he more than made up for height with width. Whereas Heath had been a cutesy, feminine guy—by all outward appearances that didn’t have to do with his gargantuan cock slab—Clayton was truly a lumberjack type. The kind of guy who would take you hunting and show off the deer he killed with pride. The kind of guy who would slam me against a wall to fuck the life out of me and have me thanking him for it . . . or at least I hoped.

“The real estate lady,” he added with a smirk.

“That’s me.”

“Or should I say real estate mogul
 ?”

I blushed and shook my head. Glancing over, I saw that Jules was listening to our convo as she ran, but tried to make it seem like I didn’t know her.

What a trooper, not trying to impede and beaver dam me.

“You can call me whatever you like,” I said dreamily. Then my mouth fell open and I quickly clamped it shut. “I-I mean. You know. Mogul, magnate, tycoon . . .”

The lines around his eyes crinkled with amusement. There was a hunger there that only the most astute horny observer would notice, but I was definitely one of them.

“Em the real estate tycoon,” he said exaggeratedly. “Has a nice ring to it.”

I didn’t correct him on calling me by “what my friends call me.” I guess he was my friend already, in his eyes. Score. I couldn’t complain.

Finally, I was starting to feel winded. Had I not been talking and running at the same time, while also springing a leak, I probably could have run twice as far, but I gave up.

Turning my machine off, I stepped away and took a deep breath. “So,” I said, standing in front of him with my arms perched under my breasts. “What brings you to such a ritzy gym?” I gulped, wondering if my comment sounded insulting, as if I thought he didn’t belong here.

He said nothing for a moment, which gave me the impetus to fill the awkward silence. “I just mean, uh, no offense, but I don’t see the Ratty Rascals as making you the big bucks. I hope that’s not offensive.”

One of his big hands swiped the air as he waved me off. “Don’t worry about it. You’re right. It’s just a fun side gig.” He motioned vaguely around the busy gym, twirling his fingers in a circle. “I’m actually a personal trainer here. That’s what I do when I’m not, you know, banging a drum kit.”


Or banging a desperate woman like me,
 I thought immediately. I wished I could slap my brain, because I really needed to keep it under control before I said something stupid. This dude probably has lines of girls eager to rip those shorts down and hop on his cock.


My face lit up like a cherry due to my lurid thoughts.

“Are you okay, Em?” he asked, leaning forward a bit.

He was entirely too close. My breath hitched and I could smell his sweat, mixed with the musk of a strong man—it was such an alluring, natural smell that it did something to my libido and had my base instincts raring to life. I knew I would be eating out of this young man’s hand in a second, if given the opportunity.

I assumed a man like him was already married, or taken, or didn’t want to have anything to do with an older chick like me.

Then again . . . he hadn’t exactly shooed me away. He was sticking around.

“Oh, sorry, just lost in my own thoughts. Just got off work,” I said. Stupidly. Great job, Em. Because everyone wants to talk about freaking
 work when you’re flirting!


“Sounds like you need something to get your mind off your long day.”


Yes, please,
 I almost said. Instead I just nodded dumbly. God, how is this kid doing this to me? I’m never this flustered around people.
 “Something like . . . what?”

His thick bushy brow furrowed again as he looked at me like I was a slow learner. “Um, like the gym? Weights, maybe?”

“Oh. Ha. Right.” I squeezed my thighs together to wade off the dampness. It didn’t help. Biting my lip nervously, I added, “Are you, like, always here working out, even when you’re not training anyone?”

“Not really.” He shrugged. “I had a client but she canceled on me last minute, so I figured I’d get some cardio in before I left.”

“Oh.” Where are you going, stud?
 I didn’t feel forward enough to say it.

“Yeah, I mean, if you’d like I could show you around the gym. Get you used to the weights.”

I struck a pose, hands on hips. “Clayton, are you trying to proposition me as a client?” Using the word “proposition” made me feel dirty, which I liked. Some of my confidence was returning after the initial shockwave tapered off.

He chuckled, and behind me I heard Jules snicker, but I didn’t bother turning around. “No, ma’am. Just trying to be friendly.”

I felt like an ass. Smiling awkwardly, I said, “Oh, well that’s sweet. I mean, sure, you can show me around. Unless you have some place to be? I don’t want to impose or hold you up—”

He put a palm up to silence me, and by golly, it worked. “Not at all. Come on, let’s take a tour.”

Hopefully to the showers after.

I followed him, but not before giving Jules an over-the-shoulder “don’t wait for me” look. She nodded mischievously and shooed me away with a hand. Again, what a trooper.

For the next hour, Clayton showed me around the place and watched my “form,” as he called it. I liked to think he was just checking me out like the other personal trainers, but he was a bit difficult to read. I couldn’t tell if he wanted to take my money as a potential client, or stuff my pussy as a potential mate. Hopefully the latter.


“You know,” he said at one point while spotting me as I bench pressed. I didn’t use much weight, and the under-the-shorts angle was to die for. Looking up, I couldn’t see much in the darkness of his pants, but that bulge was still prominent and I got the feeling he was showing it off.

It was also so close to my face . . . if I lifted my head suddenly—which I seriously considered doing—his dick would have smacked me in the forehead.

“You know,” I echoed. Over the past hour, we’d been chitchatting and now I wasn’t feeling so squirmy around him. He was actually a pretty mellow dude, despite being only twenty-four and clearly a guy who liked to party and get down.

“After you ran off with Heath the other night, we didn’t see him again. Next morning he came over to the studio with a shit-eating grin on his face.”

I nearly choked on my spit. “O-Oh.”

“You wouldn’t happen to know anything about that, would you?” Clayton asked slyly.

“Me? Little ol’ Em the real estate tycoon? Heaven’s no.”

He laughed, his body rumbling with the effort. It was such a sweet, syrupy laugh—deep and brooding like an earthquake.

Also, I knew how guys talked . . . “locker room talk” and all that. There wasn’t much I could say in this predicament to change whatever was on Clayton’s mind. Heath had undoubtedly spilled the beans in excruciating detail already to this strapping young lad.

“Well, he said he ‘had a great time.’ I never expected little Heath could pick up a woman like you.”

I snorted and brought the barbell down so he could grab it and stabilize it. Then I sat up and huffed, turning to face him. “If you remember, Clayton my dear, I
 was the one who picked him
 up.”

God, I really was
 getting more comfortable around this guy. I regretted what I’d said immediately, but he didn’t seem to mind. If anything, the glint in his eye only shimmered more.

He tsked. “Miss Curtis, you harlot,” he said jokingly.

“And besides,” I added, figuring that since I’d already dug the hole, I might as well jump in it, too. “You obviously don’t know little
 Heath as well as you think you do.” I waggled my brow to make my innuendo clear.

“Really?” he asked, shock registering on his face. “I’ll be damned. Heath’s got a hog?”

I snorted and slapped playfully at his arm. “A woman never kisses and tells, Clay.”

“Oh. Well, will you kiss me?”

I was taken aback, brain short-circuiting. I nearly fumbled over the bar bench behind me, so he reached out casually and tugged me toward him so I wouldn’t eat shit. Sparks shot through me from his touch—both rough and protective, it was something I could get used to.

“Sorry,” he said, gently letting go of my arm. “That was unprofessional of me. You okay?”

He seemed genuinely apologetic, but I didn’t want him to be. We were just starting to get somewhere.

“No, no, it’s fine. I, uh . . . just wasn’t expecting that.”

He scratched the back of his buzzed head. “You’re a beautiful woman, Emily. And we seemed to be getting along, so I just went for it.”

“I appreciate your honesty and boldness . . .”

“Really?”

I nodded. “Too many people these days pussyfoot around the issue. Just get to the point, right?” I looked over my shoulder. Double-taking, I spotted Jules doing a comical routine with some weights, curling while she spied on me from across the room. Her curling sped up as she averted her gaze, realizing I’d caught her peeking.

“I mean, this place is pretty big, right?” I asked. “There has to be a place I can take you. Er, I mean, where you can take me.”

“Pretty big?” he said, motioning up toward the second level of the gym. “I don’t think this gym is big enough for all the things I want to do to you, if I’m being honest.”

Jesus Christ. So nonchalant about it. My face heated up like a lava lamp and I worried my lips. “Oh, Clayton, you really are a rascal, aren’t you?”

He winked. “That’s what they call us. Only problem is, I don’t like to, uh, play where I . . .”

“Shit where you eat?” I said, simplifying things.

“Exactly.”

“Lucky for you, I have a rental at the Hilton nearby.”

He cocked his head. “Oh? And you want to take me there?”

I shrugged. “Maybe you can help me unwind after all this sweaty working out.”

“Ma’am, I don’t think you’ll get any less sweaty with me around,” he said, his face a serious mask.

It made me hot and bothered. I gulped. “Good. I’ll rest when I’m dead.”

“That’s the spirit.”

I smiled and started walking toward the exit. Shit, am I really going to do this?


“Is the Hilton where you kidnapped Heath?” he asked.

I nodded easily as we made our way to the automatic doors. “If you’re lucky, we might even get the same room . . .”

Yup, I was really going to do this. 
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Chapter Four
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I
 had Clayton right
 where I wanted him, but the truth was, he had seemed to be in control during our whole meet cute.

I needed to change the power dynamic if I was going to have a chance of holding my own against this guy, but it sounded easier said than done.

Clayton was a beast of a human—a ripped, confident, sturdy young man. He didn’t show an ounce of guilt or embarrassment asking an older woman to lead him to the hotel near his place of work. If anything, this seemed like business-as-usual to him.

Is he used to clients hitting on him and trying to ride him like a thoroughbred? Because this doesn’t seem like his first time doing this . . .

Whereas Heath had been hesitant and cautious at first, Clayton showed none of the same apprehension. He walked a step behind me until we got out of the gym, and then joined by my side.

“Who was the girl you came in with? She’s a hottie, too.”

“You noticed her?” I asked, shamefaced. “That’s Jules, my friend and employee.”

“Ah. Sure she doesn’t want to join?”

I rubbed my chin like I was debating. “She might. But it’s not her call.”

“Right. You’re the boss babe.”

“And boss babe wants you all to herself. At least at first.”

“Fair enough.”

“Not to mention, Jules has a happy hour coming up with friends . . . and I don’t want to corrupt the poor girl with my lustful shenanigans.”

He chuckled as we walked down the street. The Hilton was already in view. It really was convenient to have it so close to my work, my gym, and my local bar. I had everything I needed in a five block area of downtown.

“Do you do this often, Em?” Clayton asked after another minute of walking. 

“What, prey on younger men and steal them away under moonlight, only to return them to their friends defiled and with shit-eating grins on their faces?”

“Yes. That.”

I smiled at him. My cheeks weren’t even feeling warm anymore, which just showed that my horniness had won over and I was no longer feeling butterflies in my stomach. Plus, I had switched the energy in my favor with the “boss babe” comments.

Shit, we were both
 acting like this was just another day in the park—like we weren’t
 about to do something hot and heavy.

“It’s a new development,” I said, all business.

“Sounds like a smart investment in yourself.”

“As long as the boys don’t disappoint.”

His eyes bored into the side of my face. “Do you think I’ll disappoint, Em?”

“Not particularly, no. I just meant in general.” I gave him a fake once-over. “But you, Clayton? No, you don’t strike me as the kind of young man who would let down his elders. You seem much too respectful for that.”

“Respectful, eh?”

“Am I reading you wrong?” I asked. We stepped into the doors of the Hilton as I finished my sentence.

Then he reached out and grabbed my arm, pulling me into a corner. I almost yelped from the suddenness of it, and my heart started hammering. 

“I have a feeling you don’t want me to respect you, Emily.” His baritone voice made my skin shiver with anticipation. Goosebumps broke out along the back of my neck and arms. “If you want,” he added, “I can fuck the dogshit out of you.”

I tried to think of something fast so I didn’t seem too squeamish or aroused. “You think I’d like that, Clay?”

“I think you’d love it, ma’am. I think you want to be fucked so good that you’re screaming my name and can’t think straight. You want all those numbers and calculations from your boring work to be numbed and drilled away, until you’re a sopping, mindless mess.”

Whatever sassy barrier I’d had up fell completely. My shoulders slumped and I leaned into him, dragging a palm down his chiseled chest, feeling his pecs flex as I roamed.

“Yes,” I said sternly. “All of that. Do your worst, drummer boy.” 

* * *
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I
 MADE IT ALL OF TWO
 steps into the hotel room before Clayton closed the door and slammed me up against the wall next to it, just like I’d wanted.

I yelped, my back crashing into the stucco, and then he was groping me with his big hands, perusing my body like he owned it. My breath picked up speed when they made their way to my breasts, feeling them beneath my sports bra.

“God, aren’t you eager,” I said.

He leaned in and claimed my mouth before I could close it, darting his tongue inside to penetrate me. The bristles of his beard tickled my face. I moaned into him and he gobbled it up while his hands continued to roam.

Then his hands clamped down on my wrists and he lifted my hands over my head while he continued to take my mouth with his big tongue and full lips. He tasted like salt and pine, a perfect mixture of man and animal.

With my hands confined above me like they were in cuffs, I squeezed my legs together, squirming while his huge body hovered over mine.

Sunlight streamed in through the windows from the wall adjacent to us. Unlike with Heath, we were doing it in broad daylight, and we hadn’t bothered to close the blinds.

Let the people see, I guess.

His hands moved from my hands but I kept mine raised above my head because it seemed like that’s what he wanted.

He squeezed closer and I felt his large bulge press against my belly.

I gasped, my eyes moving southward. “Jeez, Clayton, is this what you do to all the little girls in your gym?”

He smirked beneath his beard. “You’re not a little girl, Miss Curtis. Far from it.” He yanked my top down, nearly ripping it. The effort freed my bra, and a second later my tits flopped out and my shirt came to snap up against the underboob, pushing them perfectly into melon shapes. “Would a little girl have these
 ?”

“I s-suppose not,” I stammered, my breath coming shallow.

His huge hands roughly squeezed my tits, molding them around his fingers. His fingers were callused from working out and lifting weights and God only knew what else, and it made my nipples as hard as diamonds.

Leaning in, Clayton mouthed my nipple, areola, and half of my right tit in his mouth.

It was like I’d unleashed a monster.

I whimpered, still trying to squirm away from him, but he had me boxed in. And, of course, I didn’t actually want to escape, I just wanted to make him work for it.

I had a feeling Clayton wasn’t against putting in a little work to get to the prize.

Not to mention there was nothing I could do against his strength, and I had practically begged for this. He was just giving me what I wanted, but the speed of which he’d done it alarmed me.

He backed up and held my arms over my head again. I tried to squirm, but his grip was too strong and it was impossible to move.

“You think you’re all that, Emily, but I’m going to put you in your place.”

“Are you going to make me your little bitch, Clayton?” I asked breathlessly.

He nodded. “Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes, please.”

“Say ‘Yes, sir.’”

“Yes, sir. Please ruin me.”

I gulped. Well, there went any modicum of “power” I had in this dynamic. I was giving into him and it was so easy to do, I didn’t even feel bad about it. I was just horny as fuck and ready to get destroyed.

“That’s a good girl.” He petted my blonde head and then backed up a step, letting go of my hands.

With a quick tug, his jersey shorts fell to the ground and his loose cock sprang up. It was fat and heavy, jutting out 90-degrees from his body, unable to lift itself any further due to its weight.

“Damn,” I muttered, eyes zeroing in on it while lewd thoughts played in my head. “Look at the veins and girth on that beast. You’re a fucking animal.”

“Yeah?” he asked, striking a proud stance. One hand went to the base and he flopped it up and down in the air, then moved closer. “How does it measure up to Heath’s hog?”

“Admirably,” I said casually. I didn’t want to sound too excited.

His eyebrows arched in an angry expression. Clearly, I hadn’t said the right word. Or maybe I’d picked the perfect
 word to bring out his competitive side . . .

“No shit?” he asked incredulously.

“The kid’s a freak of nature,” I said. And it was true—Clayton was taller and manlier and hotter, and he had a hefty, fat hunk of dick, but the skinny boy Heath had the bigger cock—somehow—packed away in those little jeans. I wasn’t sure why, but I’d heard lots of skinny guys had frighteningly big cocks compared to their bigger, fatter, and more masculine male counterparts, and Heath definitely fit the bill.

But a little friendly competition between bandmates never hurt.

He leaned in and licked the side of my face, keeping me hemmed in. “I’ll show you what a real freak of nature is, little girl.”
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Chapter Five
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C
 layton carried me
 over to the floor-to-ceiling window of the suite. He spun me around so I was facing the world, and I let out a little yip of surprise.

My shirt and bra were a heap on the floor near his gym shorts. I looked out and could see families in the Hilton’s pool about three stories down. If any of them looked up right now, they would be getting a Grade-A shot at my funbags.

“Oh God, sir, what are you gonna do to me?” I whined.

Clayton yanked my pants down just past my ass, letting my buttocks billow out. He spanked me and I mewled. He spanked me again, harder, and the slap of his large palm stung all the way through my body, rippling my supple flesh.

“You need to be punished for thinking you’re such a hot shot,” he told me.

“Please, discipline me however you wish, Clayton.”

With a grunt, his fingers slid between my legs from behind, and he palmed my soaking wet cunt. I squeezed my thighs together to trap his hand, but it didn’t do much—he just jammed his fingers inside me and I whined some more.

I leaned forward against the window, forehead against the cool surface.

His fingers withdrew from my pussy a moment later, and I realized playtime was over. Clayton didn’t have as much time for foreplay as, say, Heath.

His heavy, thick cock replaced his hand and I was grateful for it. Then he angled it and I felt the broad ridge of his cockhead spreading my tender pussy lips apart.

“Oh God, go gentle at first, please. I don’t know if I can handle eeeet
 !—”

His cock surged inside me, slamming into my insides and lighting me up. It felt like he’d gut-punched me with his cock, trying to stretch my canal all in one go.

I fell forward from the force of his thrust, my tits smashing against the clear glass. They flattened and the pressure felt amazing against my hard nipples.

He started in slow strokes, but his cock was too thick and I thought he was fisting me for a moment. I couldn’t squeeze my legs together because there was too much meat keeping them separated.

So I just took it. My body jiggled and rumbled against the glass as he fucked me, and it took all of three minutes before my moan had turned into a breathless cry and I could already feel an orgasm coming.

Mind you, I hadn’t climaxed all day, and I had been hornier than a bunny on Easter. So it didn’t take much to get me going, and when you were such a manly fuckboy like Clayton, I was practically a puddle at his feet.

The young stud’s cock soared into me over and over again, pumping into my depths until the blissful feelings were making my body numb from pleasure.

My cheek pressed against the glass along with my tits. He had full control over my body.

Clayton’s hands grabbed the sides of my huge ass and pulled me onto him. I joined in the fun and started backing my ass up, trying to let him get even deeper—

Big mistake. He hilted me, his stomach slapping flush against my ass, and I wailed in agonizing delight.

Then he picked up his pace, until he was slamming me into the glass window so hard that I thought it might break. That would be a long way down to the pool below. I had no doubt my tits would leave two round prints of condensation on the window once he finally let me go.

Clayton didn’t show any signs of stopping. He fucked me through two penetrative orgasms and then my legs were shaking and my knees were getting weak. I wouldn’t last much longer while he took me in a standing doggy-style—such a lewd, disrespectful position.

And the way he had me pushed up against the glass, well, it was clear he was showing me who was boss.

“Jesus, Clayton, you weren’t fucking kidding! Screw the life out of me, boy!”

“That’s ‘sir,’
 you slut!”

My head snapped back from the glass. I howled, feeling my hair tug from his grip. He had one hand on my ass while he pulverized my poor pussy with his cock, and the other yanking my hair back.

The trainer had me right where he wanted me.

A moment later, he spanked me again. My cry turned ragged, my throat temporarily caught from the bending of my neck. It felt painful and glorious at the same time, like I was simply a fuckdoll that was there to please him.

He could use me however he wanted, and I’d still come out on top. I was certain of it.

My mind was going blank. I couldn’t think anymore, just like he’d promised.

My huge ass clapped against his stomach, the fleshy sounds ringing out in the room.

“Look at this thing,” he said, slapping my butt again. I would have bruises for sure, and might not be able to sit right for a few days. Worth it. “Huge asses like this are meant to be fucked by fat cocks.”

“Yes! Yes! Slam that horsecock deep inside me! Punch my guts and churn my insides like butter!”

I was just saying whatever stupid, slutty thing I could think of now, with no rhyme or reason. My dirty talk had no class, and he was right—I was his bitch in heat; his dog; his little slut.

He let go of my hair and I yanked my forehead against the glass, bumping it accidentally and whining.

Clayton chuckled at my discomfort. “Time to go up,” he said ominously.

“U-Up? Where?!”

With that, my legs left the floor. I gasped breathlessly from the sudden weightlessness. My toes wiggled in the air and then he was cradling me by my thighs.

I wasn’t a small, dainty waif, by any means. I was a sturdy, tall bitch who was hard to manhandle and even harder to boss around.

But young Clayton found no problem with it. He lifted me effortlessly, all while keeping his cock buried deep inside my slick cunt.

Even as his dick bent to reach me, he made no complaints. He just grunted like a mountain man and destroyed me, bouncing my fat ass on his cock while my legs kicked at the glass.

I put my feet out and placed my soles on them, and only then realized what a lewd position we were in. This standing reverse carry-fuck—or whatever it was—was something straight out of a porno. I could vaguely see my sunlit reflection in the window and goddamn
 was it hot!

My tits bounced. My whole body jiggled incessantly. I clamped my hands around his wrists to try and stabilize myself and get him to slow down, but it was futile. He wasn’t going to stop fucking me until he was good and ready.

“Good Lord it feels so good!” I cried. I’d never been religious, but I felt like I was sensing Christ in this defiled room.

And to think, this had all come from some harmless little banter at my local gym.

He pulled his cock out too fast and I abruptly squirted. Groaning, I unleashed my pent-up bladder and unloaded. Cunt juices cascaded out of me and splattered against the glass, then trickled down the window like lewd blood spatter.

Clayton spun me in the air. His arms flexed and while I gripped his wrists I could feel the veins popping.

I wailed when he spun me, unsure what he was doing.

Then I was tossed forward onto the bed, and that weightless feeling almost made me cum again. “On your hands and knees,” he demanded, and I immediately obliged.

I couldn’t say anything because I was winded from cumming, bouncing in the air, and just the heat of this whole situation. The room was becoming stifling, heady, with sweat pouring off both our bodies.

On my hands and knees like a dog, I still hadn’t faced him yet. Maybe he didn’t want me to see his fuck-face, because he was embarrassed by it.

Either way, he—

The fat dick plunged deep inside my valley, startling me and spreading my walls apart with his girth. All other thoughts left the building.

My mouth opened but no words came out. He pelted into me from the edge of the bed like a battering ram, spanking me and bringing my ass against his stomach.

I could feel the hard abs of his six-pack slapping against the curve of my ass cheeks.

“Y-You . . . really like my ass,” I groaned.

He spanked me again. “Who wouldn’t? Next time, I’ll slamfuck that hole, too.”

Oh God. Would I be able to take that?

I couldn’t think about it right now. My body was sweating and moving too profusely. I came again, not sure if it was the fourth or fifth one. I had stopped keeping track after spewing my love nectar against the window.

Clayton leaned against my ass, putting his whole weight into his strokes. His hips bucked faster and faster, until I thought I would lose control completely.

My moan became a machine gun blast of pitiful yelps. I leaned forward, and that’s when he pressed harder—

My shaking arms gave out and I collapsed face-first onto the bed. My ass naturally raised as my back flattened.

His hands went to my spine to flatten me even more, and then he was gouging me with his big cock, pelting deep into me at an angle.

Face-down, ass-up was such a lovely, pleasurable experience. Especially with a fat cock that could reach deep inside and plumb the depths of my gaping pussy. The churning of his cock batter and my own fluids mixed to create a beautiful, grotesque squelching sound.

My tits squished on the bed and I gave up any modicum of trying. I was like a dead fish now—one that Clayton could fuck to his appeasement, until he was good and satisfied.

In this position, and after such a healthy, rapid fuck session, it didn’t take long.

His heavy weight fell on top of me, torso curving over my ass cheeks. I groaned and the breath left my lungs.

He held onto my cheeks, embedding his fingers deep into each one.

With a primal grunt he surged forward.

His cock throbbed inside me.

“W-Wait, not inside!” I whined loudly.

Too late—

A splurge of thick, hot jizz shot into me and flooded my hole, driving deep into me. It felt like it was going to flood my womb.

I wasn’t ovulating, but still, I felt like I’d need some Plan B—but not before I gave myself over to an earth-shattering orgasm that had my thighs writhing and my whole body going numb. For a moment, I thought the overexertion and explosion would make me pass out. Clayton was cumming inside me like he was trying to impregnate me. Like I was his breeder mare and he was a reckless stallion.

And that’s what he was: a breeder. Full on.

The jizz-load from his heavy nutsack was copious, thick, gooey. It wasn’t a little spurt of cream, but a lance of pure man butter spraying into me and filling my insides.

“Oh Goddd!” I snorted, my head falling into the bedsheets as I screamed in a muffled voice.

He pulled back and withdrew his pulsating cock, sputtering a few more shots along my ass crack. I could feel my pussy gaping. The air hit my tender, engorged cunt lips, and then I reveled in the wetness of Clayton’s juice dribbling down my thighs and legs, pooling between the backs of my knees.

Tears came to my eyes. I wasn’t about to cry because I was ashamed or angry that he came inside me. No, I was about to cry because I felt so elated. I was on top of the world, even as my body mellowed out—finally—and just stayed in the downward dog position with my leaking, red-spanked ass stuck in the air.

It took a while for all his cum to drool out of me. By that time, my breathing began to come a bit more normally. My speeding heart rate slowed.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, his big flaccid cock curved against his thigh and poking out toward me. “So, did I compare favorably?”


God, what a jealous boy,
 I thought. Silly youths . . . but damn can they fuck like there’s no tomorrow!


I nodded and fell onto my side. Cum started to pool around my pussy on the bedsheets. All the strength had left my body. Vaguely, I wondered how Jules was doing, and if she was hiding right behind that door and listening to every lewd thing that happened between me and this young Paul Bunyan.

Boy, she would love
 to get the details out of this escapade!

“Y-Yes, you compared favorably,” I groaned, then tried to sit up and failed.

He chuckled and slapped the side of my ass for good measure. I whined as more jizz sputtered out of me like a cream-filled donut that had just been stepped on. “Good. You were a great lay, Em.”

“Um, thanks.”

I felt a bit embarrassed.

He stood and grabbed his shorts, then yanked them up.

“Already leaving?” I asked.

He nodded. “Gonna take a shower in the gym to wash off. I have a client in half an hour.”

“Male or female?”

“What do you think?”

“Are you gonna try to fuck her, too?”

He shrugged nonchalantly. “If the occasion arises. But usually they don’t make it as easy as you did.”

I groaned and hid my face in the bedsheets. “Great,” I said, my voice muffled. “So I’m an old, easy cow. Wow.”

“That’s not what I meant and you know it.”

“I know, I know.”

“Anyway, you know where to find me.” He shrugged. “If you ever, you know, want another round in the ring.”

“You’re intense, Clayton. Fuck.”

He laughed heartily. “Thanks, Em. Glad I could be of service.”

Yes, that’s exactly what he’d done—serviced me with aplomb.

With Heath and now this strapping lad, my harem was coming along nicely.

A thought came to mind as he reached the door. A thought that would spice up my harem even more. “Before you go,” I said, “I have a question.” 

He turned, hand on the knob, with an expectant arch to his brow.

I finally sat up gingerly. My pussy was sore and still felt flappy and wet. Goddamn, I needed a shower just like him. Maybe with
 him.

“Yes?” he asked, realizing I’d just been staring at him like a dazed mute.

“Oh, um. Have you and Heath ever . . . shared
 a woman before?”

The curious, thoughtful expression on his face was worth the price of admission alone.
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Chapter One


[image: image]








I
 t was so hard to think
 of anything other than big fat cocks for the first few days after my fling with Clayton. Young studs with thick, juicy pillars of meat destroying my insides, and heavy, cum-filled balls smacking wetly against my sweaty flesh.

Mmm. There was nothing like it.

I couldn’t believe I’d been missing this for so long. I was glad I’d come out of my shell eventually, but the time it took to get there embarrassed me. I was pushing forty, had never been married, and was only now
 starting to reach my sexual prime.

Granted, I’d had plenty of sex in my younger college years, but after that I went on a self-imposed dry spell for waaay too long. I focused on my career, worked for various real estate agencies before starting my own firm, and now I was pulling in a comfortable seven figures every year.

Suffice to say, I had made it. At least in the career trajectory. Where I hadn’t made it was in the social trajectory. I had a few friends—most of whom worked with me or for me—and went to dinner with my girls once in a blue moon, but I’d never been married or divorced or had kids.

I had never “settled down,” which one would assume meant I was a slut, but it was the opposite—I’d never pursued my options!

Now, I was finally starting to blossom into a sexual fiend. A demoness addicted to the hunger of sex and the satisfying explosions that came along with it. Addicted to fucking and sucking and grinding.

I didn’t come out of my shell like a meek kitty cat, I came out as a roaring mountain lioness on the prowl, ready to take down men half my age, seduce them until their tongues were tied in knots, and then force those tongues deep inside my aching pussy.

There was something about younger guys that really got me going. Maybe it was the nostalgia—that they reminded me of my younger days when I was freer and wilder. Or perhaps it was the worldly naivety that came with being in your twenties, and the youthful vigor and innocence that came along with it. Or the fact that young studs were at their sexual prime and could satisfy me like no other. Or that they were naturally more interesting than older guys and wouldn’t suddenly want to talk about work or taxes or some boring bullshit after a rough fuck. Or
 just the fact that they could actually fuck me rough at all!

Yes, men in their twenties had a lot going for them, and I loved all of it. Best of all, I could mold them to my liking.

Even if I couldn’t pinpoint what drew me to them like a moth to flame, I had a pretty good idea of what I was after. A “type,” if you will.

Meeting Heath and Clayton had been a lucky accident. Snagging the cute boy Heath at the bar where they were gigging, then dragging him to the Hilton nearby and jumping his bones, had been exhilarating and hot as hell. Plus, the kid owned an absolutely massive cock that put anyone I’d ever met to shame.

To think, Heath was tall enough to motorboat my tits while stretching my soppy pussy at the same time. He had a lot going for him in that respect, and no one ever really mentions those awesome details about screwing a shorter guy.

And then running into Clayton—the drummer of the Ratty Rascals—at the gym the next day . . . that
 was truly serendipity! The burly, tall, bearded lumberjack of a man was everything I could hope for: arms strong enough to hold up my curvy body while he plowed into me; a dominating, authoritative vibe in the bedroom; a casual temperament that I could match with my intensity.

Clayton wasn’t someone I needed to be afraid of. If anything, his “cool guy” attitude was a huge turn on. He wasn’t the stereotypical fuckboy. He had a thick dick like his bandmate, which hit all the right spots and stretched my cunny just right. When he wasn’t dominating me, though, he was also a pretty sweet guy.

Both the frontman and drummer for the Ratty Rascals had been Grade A lays. And now I couldn’t stop thinking about them and I wanted more.

For the first time in my life, I was starting to drop the ball a little at work. I made sure not to call the boys or hunt them down over the weekend after our back-to-back fuckfests, or through the next week, because I needed to pick up the slack. I took the next week to zero in on work, close a few deals, and right the ship. By that Friday, things were looking up again—I could never drop the ball too
 badly, because I had people at my agency I could trust to pick up the slack if I screwed up.

On Friday, I closed a lucrative commercial deal with my favorite co-worker and best friend, and then decided it was time to celebrate.

I told said best friend, Julia Finch, that we deserved a little treat for all the hard work that week, and then took her on a spa date—all expenses paid by me, of course.

Jules was not only my bestie, but she was also ten years my junior and a raging horndog . . . which meant she was great fun to be around.

What wasn’t
 fun, however, was squirming while I tried not to spill the tea during our spa day. She wanted all the gruesome details about my time with Clayton, because she had been with me at the gym where I picked him up.

I was a little hesitant, though. I mean, I was her boss, for one. Second, unless I was super horny, I didn’t necessarily like to kiss and tell. I had been closed up for so long that it was going to take a little bit to get me on her same wavelength. At the time of my seductive spree, I had been on the upper echelons of the horny scale. I had gone into the gym with the sole purpose of scoping out a young hottie, snatching him, and fucking his brains out. And Jules knew that.

“Don’t play coy with me, boss lady,” she said as we sponged up the heat in the sauna. We’d already had our backs worked on, and all the sore, tight knots from my vigorous sex sessions and stressful week of work had been kneaded out.

Now I felt like a puddle of jelly with my back against the stone wall of the sauna, and I sighed.

My whole body was damp, including my pussy, and I leaned my head back. Jules had been at me for hours, it seemed, poking and prodding, trying to wake up momma.

It was only a matter of time before I caved, I knew. Might as well make it now, right? Save myself the agony of trying to get through this with her constant harping.


“Fine,” I said, begrudgingly. I didn’t open my eyes to look over at her, but just stayed with my head leisurely up against the wall. My legs spread a little further apart on their own volition, because the horniness was starting to seep into my being.

Thinking about boys does that to a girl. I had my towel on, which was thick and comfy, so I hoped Jules wasn’t seeing my nipples harden.

She clapped gleefully, like a child at Christmas.

“What do you want to know?” I drawled.

I could feel her smile beaming into my face. “Cocks,” she said simply.

I sighed and raised a brow, eyes still closed. “What about them?”

“Which one?”

Both of the young studs came roaring back into my head, tattooing themselves on the insides of my eyelids. “Hmm. Heath. Size-wise, at least.”

She guffawed. “That little twerp? I still can’t believe it. You really weren’t lying about him, huh?”

I shook my head. “Massive, Jules. Utterly.” I had told her the boy was big, over the phone, before we’d gone to the gym. But I hadn’t really given her anything more than that. 

“Goddamn. That’s fucking hot.” Her voice went down to a throaty, sultry level, and I knew she was imagining all the kinky things she could do with a skinny, hung boy like Heath.

“What about attitude?” she asked. “Like, in the bedroom.”

I pursed my lips and sucked in my breath, mulling that one over. “I’ll go with Clayton. Only because he was strong, had big daddy energy, and could pick me up. Which he did.”

“Goddamn! So all the dick in the world couldn’t help poor Heath?”

I snorted. “Oh no, honey. He just took a little more to get going. Once he did, the scruffy lad was a revelation. Truly. Maybe it’s a case of ‘too much dick to know what to do with.’ He’s young, remember.”

She chuckled. “Was Clayton young, too? I mean, he had a beard and looked pretty rugged. It was hard to tell.”

“Yeah, he was. I was surprised. Twenty-four.”

“Damn. Wouldn’t have guessed that.” I heard her scratching her cheek, and I finally opened my eyes so I wouldn’t doze off. The sauna was nice and could have easily led to a quick snooze.

“I guess you’re right,” she said. “Big daddy energy.”

“Yup. Are we done?” I glanced over at her with a frown.

Her eyes narrowed and she grinned. “Oh, not by a long shot, babe.”

I groaned and closed my eyes again. Dammit.


“What about general, uh . . . temperament. Niceness?”

“Heath was pure: a little dodgy and insecure at first—”

“Even with a gigantic hog?!”

I shrugged. “Guess it shows everyone can be insecure for different reasons, eh?”

“Crazy.”

I nodded. “He was insecure at first,
 but like I said, he got going . . . in a big
 way. Destroyed me. Made me see stars. I might have even blacked out for a minute.”

“Jesus, Em, hearing you talk like this . . .”

“Hey, you brought it up,” I said snidely, staring at her through half-lidded eyes.

She threw up her hands in surrender. “No, no, I love it. I just . . . haven’t had this with you. It’s hot.”

My scowl flipped into a small smile. “Oh.” Sighing, I unfurled the towel wrapped around my blonde locks and let my hair fall limply over my bare shoulders. “Clayton, well, he was as rugged and commanding as he looked. Took charge right from the beginning—carried me around, shoved me against a wall. Owned me.”

Jules made a fanning motion with her hand over her face. I mean, it was hot in the sauna, but I got the picture. I was also growing increasingly lusty during this little interview. All this talk about the two studs had my libido firing away. Plus I was relaxed due to the spa and sauna, and could’ve really gone for a nice filling . . .

“Last question,” she said, perking up where she sat. “If you had to choose one to shag again, which one would it be?”

“Oh, neither,” I said quickly.

“Really?” she asked with confusion in her voice.

“Let me rephrase that: Both.”

Julia gasped. “You dirty slut.”

I chuckled. “Hey, watch it. That’s ‘dirty slut, ma’am,
 ’ to you. I’m still your boss, girl.”

She laughed. “You mean it though? You’d want to try both?”

I nodded. “Asked Clayton about it, actually—if he’s ever shared a girl with Heath.”

She leaned forward, hands clutched around the edges of her bench. “What’d he say?”

I shrugged, trying to be nonchalant. “He hasn’t. But he’s open to it. If Heath is, that is. Clay doesn’t want to do anything that might jeopardize the band or the good thing they have going.”

Jules tilted her head. “You mean that little piece of shit band actually makes money?”

My head snapped over to her. “Hey, that’s not nice. They’re good.”

“You know what I mean.”

I sighed and waved her off. “Yeah, yeah. And no, I don’t think they do. But they have fun doing it, and I got the feeling he meant their friendship
 that he didn’t want to screw up.”

“Why would fucking you with his best bro screw up their friendship?”

“That’s exactly what I asked. To which he replied: ‘I dunno. Guys are weird.’”

Julia stood from the bench, wrapping her towel tighter around her bosom. “Yeah, you can say that again. Well, that’s quite the fascinating tale. Ma’am.”

I chuckled and also stood. My skin was getting pruney and my head felt light and fluttery, but not in a bad way. The spa had been perfect, and now it was winding down and I wanted to find something to do for that evening.

It was Friday, after all, and Julia had just revved my engine in a big way by bringing up all this lewd talk.

“With all that being said, Em, can I show you something?” she asked as we exited the sauna and made our way to the lockers to change.

“Sure.”

I furrowed my brow as she dug through her clutch in the locker, found her phone, and started tapping away on it. Then a mischievous grin came to her blue-tinged face and she flipped the phone to show me something. “Lookie what I found, boss.”

I craned my neck and squinted at the little screen—I wasn’t a young girl anymore, after all—and then my eyes widened a fraction as I realized I was staring at a picture of a poster. And it read:

RATTY RASCALS – LIVE AT PROHIBITION!

I pouted, glancing up at her. “Prohibition?”

“A hip bar made to look like a speakeasy. Do you see the address? Fifth ‘ave.”

“That’s not far from here.” My mind started turning.

“No, it’s not, babe. And they’re playing tonight.”


Oh, shit.
 I cocked my head as a small smile curled my lips. “Well. How about that, Jules? I always knew you were the best researcher at the agency.”
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Chapter Two
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P
 rohibition was a lavish
 place. Tucked away underground and away from the hubbub of the bustling Gaslamp district downtown, it was a long, narrow room with plush booths, couches, an old-timey red brick background that harkened back to the speakeasy days, and real gas-lit lamps giving off murky light to create an intimate ambiance. It was perfect for the Ratty Rascals’ mix of blues and jazz.

Despite the old-fashioned feel to the place, the demographic skewed decidedly younger—this was a hip, little-known gem in the heart of the clubs and I was easily the oldest woman there.

I was fine with that because it meant I went largely unbothered while I watched the band play. Excepting Jules, of course.

After our spa day, we’d parted ways for a bit to get prim and proper. I wore a red, hip-and-tit-hugging dress with a plunging neckline, and she had a skimpier outfit on with her skirt barely reaching her knees. Then again, she was younger than me, so it was to be expected.

She also got more attention than I did in the bar, which was also fine with me. Julia Finch was a hot, successful thirty-year-old with fake tits, a curvy ass, and the cutest face this side of the Mississippi. Who wouldn’t
 be going after that? If I had a cock, I would beeline right for her, too. Or if I swung the other way . . . which I had thought about more than once during my days working with the sprightly, eager beaver.

We sat at one of the booths facing the band, who were tucked away in a corner. I had a Manhattan to fit with the cozy, smoke-filled-room vibe, and Jules had some colorful fruity thing . . . and then another . . . and another.

By the fourth or fifth guy who crawled over trying to hit on her, my bestie was getting wastey. She shooed off each guy—politely—telling more than a couple of them that she was on a date with me. To which I raised my brows and she snickered.

We stayed mostly away from the main crowd in the middle of the hallway-shaped tavern, which meant it took a while for Heath and the boys to notice us.

But eventually they did, and I swear the boy messed up his guitar solo mid-song when he saw my smirking face, my bulging cleavage, and what I was wearing. Heath blushed like the little cutie he was, and went back to playing his song. His voice seemed to also be a higher octave the next time he hit the mic.

Clayton was set up behind Heath and their bass player—a long-haired, skinny guy who swayed while he played—but the burly dude had gravitas and weight to him that made him stand out. He looked like he could have been a tattooed heavy metal drummer just as easily as he could’ve been in this soft-ish, stylish blues and jazz number. When my eyes met his, he gave me a lascivious smile that made my panties wet.

I glanced away and squeezed my thighs, then turned to the giggling face of my bestie. “You know,” I told her, trying to take the attention away from me, “if you want one of these hotties to sweep you off your feet, go for it. You don’t have to watch over me, Jules.” 

She scowled cutely. “But this is exciting. I want to see what happens.”

“Yeah . . .” I trailed off and nodded my chin toward the pink drink in her hand. “I don’t want to have to watch after you either, though, babe.”

She scoffed and slapped her hand through the air like a haughty heiress. “Oh, please. I can handle my booze.”

Famous last words.

By the time her words were getting noticeably slurred, and it was probably reaching the midnight hour, the band was winding down. We had successfully staved off all the men who came onto us—even a couple shooting their shot with me, before realizing I was there “just to enjoy the music.”

Yes, I wanted those cool cats to churn my pussy into butter and make me scream their names. That
 would be music to my ears.

The boys ended with a slower Jimi Hendrix cover of “Hey Joe,” which was met with respectful golf claps throughout the bar. Only Jules clapped and whooped like a madwoman.

She had clearly had too much to drink, since we’d been there for hours at this point, but I wasn’t about to try and cut her off. I didn’t want to seem like a prude to the girl I considered my younger sister. And besides, it was Friday night—she didn’t have to worry about coming in hungover tomorrow.

A waiter walked up to us, dressed in a cute tuxedo and bowtie, with slicked back hair that made him look like Al Capone’s cousin.

I leaned toward the man and smiled. “A round for the band, please. Whatever they want.”

He smiled, bowed politely, and wandered off to speak into Heath’s ear. Moments later, as the band members were stuffing away their gear, the waiter returned with three beers.

I took a deep breath and stood from the bench, smoothing my dress over my body to make sure it was just right.

“Good luck,” Jules drawled, trying to squint at me with one eye. She ended up just blinking super hard with both, which made her look like she had a weird tick.

I laughed and winked at her properly. “I don’t need luck, hun.” Then I cupped my tits and squeezed them together when I was sure no one was looking at me. “I’ve got these.”

Her high-pitched giggle followed me as I slithered up to the band. Heath was folding his mic stand and putting it away, bent over.

When he stood to his full height, he was staring right at my tits. I was wearing heels, so I was even taller than I’d usually be . . . which wasn’t a bad angle for the youngster.

I jutted my chin toward the three beers resting on a tray near their gear. “You could have gone big, hun. It’s on me.”

He flushed and smiled awkwardly. “Thanks, Emily, but, uh, it’s all good. Really appreciate you coming out. How’d you know we were playing here?”

I shrugged and thrust a thumb over my shoulder. “See the sauced-up bimbo trying super hard not to be obvious about spying on us?”

I glanced over my shoulder just as Heath did, and we both caught Julia’s eyes widen and her mouth make a little “o” before she hummed to herself and jerked her body away from looking at us. She moved so fast that she spilled pink drink over the front of her dress. “Aw, fuck,” she muttered, raising her arms and staring down at her dress, appalled.

She really was adorable. Even hammered.

Heath chuckled and ran a hand through his scruffy mop of hair.

“She’s my best friend,” I said. “And best employee. And an actual angel.”

“Nice, you seem really fond of her. Does she tagalong wherever you go?”

I didn’t think he meant it as a slight, but I felt a wave of defensiveness rise up inside me, eager to defend Julia’s honor. “Um, no. She was just excited to see you guys.”

“Because we’re so good?” he said hopefully, with a lopsided grin.

“Because you’re so cute.” I bobbed my head left and right, conceding. “And good.”

His cheeks turned rosy and I just wanted to pinch them before tugging his pants down and shoving my face against his enormous cock.

Ugh, the couple drinks I’d had were really
 making the wheels come off, making me think all sorts of kinky, perverted shit. I needed to rein it in.


Or do I?
 It wasn’t hard to recognize the slightly-shy, slightly-hungry gaze in Heath’s eyes. He obviously wasn’t used to making the first move, and even though he’d seen me naked, completely wrecked me and made me howl with orgasmic bliss, he was still a bit socially awkward, just like the first time I’d met him.

Clayton wasn’t. He sauntered up and said, “What’s all the hubbub, beautiful?”

I snickered and shook my head. “Oh, Clay, what a pleasure to see you again.” Because of our locale and the homey vibe of this place, I actually stuck out my hand. He took my hand like I was a princess and kissed my knuckles. His bristly beard tickled and made goosebumps run up along my arms.

When his piercing gaze met me with an uptilted nod, I noticed he had a decidedly more hungry expression on his face than the young, hung frontman next to him.

Heath glanced at both of us like we were lunatics, his brow creased together. “You two know each—”

Clayton elbowed him in the ribs. “Yeah, dude, remember? I told
 you . . .” The way his eyes bulged as he said “told,” mixed with his expression, let me know that he was trying desperately to hide something from me.

I didn’t care. I didn’t even care if he’d given Heath all the details of our sexual exploits—and boy were they numerous. Maybe it’ll start a little friendly competition and get Heath’s butt into gear.


“I’m guessing you didn’t tell him about my little proposition,” I said. The booze was definitely stealing my inhibitions.

Clayton gulped.

Heath said, “What proposition?” while staring back and forth at us.

I gave him a mischievous smile. “Two cubs, one cougar, honey.” Then I winked for good measure, in case I wasn’t laying it on thickly enough.

They both blushed like whores in church.   

I chuckled darkly and looked over Heath’s shoulder. The bass player was finishing up packing his gear away and was standing up straight, and I finally got a good look at him when he wasn’t tucked away in the shadows and letting Heath shine.

He had a smooth, studious face, like he spent all night studying music theory. His long black hair was beautiful, straight, and went past his shoulders. He centered the glasses on his nose and saw me gazing at him, then smiled.

I had expected a quick blush and darting eyes, but he met my stare.

He was a bit behind Heath and Clayton, who were crowding in front of me, so he was out of ear shot.

That’s when I said, “You know, we could shoot for a whole pride.”

“A whole pride?” Heath asked. “What do you mean, Em?”

“It’s a lion metaphor, dumbass,” Clayton said. “Pride of lions . . . of mountain lions . . . of cougars.”

I inclined my chin to the drummer with a small smile.

“Wait,” Heath said, as if he was just joining the party. “You want both of us . . . no, wait, all three
 of us, to . . .”

I rolled my eyes and scrunched my face, looking at him like he was helpless. I didn’t remember Heath being a space cadet the last time I’d met him. Maybe the gig was grueling and sapped all his brainpower,
 I thought. Or maybe he’s still just rattled at seeing me here.


“Sorry,” he said, seeing the look on my face. “I’m not all there right now.”

“That’s fine, honey. No need to apologize,” I said. I didn’t need to dig any deeper than that. “It’s not your brain
 I’m after, anyways . . .” My eyes veered south, where I saw the telltale bulge snaking down his right leg.

Heath gulped. Clayton licked his lips. The hungry look was back in the drummer’s eyes, and I had a feeling it wasn’t going to go away until he was sated.

I said, “Why don’t you call your bass player over here, Clay? I’d like to meet him.”

He gave me an impressed nod, thinking it over, then looked over his shoulder and gestured to the long-haired boy. “Hey, Felix, get over here. I want you to meet a special someone.”
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Chapter Three
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T
 he boy Felix walked
 up to me and smiled wide. “Hi there, Miss . . .”

“Curtis. But just call me Emily, hun. Or Em.”

He nodded diligently. He seemed like a good boy, and was definitely cute. Like most music nerds, he was a bit shy and awkward, but I could sense something underneath that slender frame that intrigued me.

“Oh yeah,” he said, face lighting up like a Christmas light. “I remember you from the gig a bit ago, you came up to our table and stole Heath away from the groupies.”

I flashed a smile. “Guess I was a bigger groupie than those young biddies, huh?”

Felix flashed a glance over at Heath. “He definitely seemed to think so.”

“She rescued me,” Heath explained. “I was dead tired.”

“You didn’t seem tired later on,” I said, drawing all three boys’ attention with my innuendo. I bit my lower lip and said, “Sorry.”

“Oh, don’t apologize,” Heath said. “You’re right. You definitely woke me up.”

Felix was eyeing us like we were aliens, eyes flashing from me to Heath and back again. His mouth was making little shapes and it was adorable. He had fine features and small, kissable lips, but with a naturally handsome face. I could’ve done without the overly long hair—not that I had anything against feminine boys, but just because I thought he’d look good with a shorter cut.

But I wasn’t about to be picky. He seemed nice, quaint, and had that dark energy underneath his band persona that I really wanted to uncover.

“Did you guys have any big plans after this? Any Friday night celebrations?” I asked, facing each one of them in turn. Clayton stood in the middle—the big centerpiece on my mantle—with Heath to his left and Felix to his right. The long-haired bassist was between the heights of the other two, taller than Heath but shorter than Clayton’s six-plus feet.

Clay and Felix deferred to their shorter band leader.

“Nope,” Heath said with a casual shrug. “You’re looking at it. It’s after midnight, anyway. By the time we pack our gear away in the van it’ll probably be last call.”

I frowned, but quickly replaced it with a smile. “Is there anything I can help with? Maybe get the whole ‘packing’ part moving quicker?”

“In that dress?” Clayton said with an incredulous snort. “I don’t think so, Em.”

With a chuckle, I reached out and playfully slapped his bulky arm. It was kind of romantic having him think of me as a damsel in distress—that just because I was wearing a form-fitting dress that made me practically immobile, my arms didn’t work and I couldn’t lift anything.

I mean, he wasn’t wrong. 

“Why, is there somewhere you have to be?” Heath asked, raising a single brow. I could tell he was already getting more comfortable with my presence. I think the initial sight of me had just been a jolt to his system.

I dodged the question for a moment before saying, “Well, I mean, other than the room I have booked at the Hilton? Nope, no place I gotta be.”

Heath’s and Clayton’s eyes twinkled. Felix looked slightly confused, but when he glanced over at his bandmates, I figured he got the picture.

“Is that an invitation?” Clayton asked. Always the straightforward one—I liked it. If I didn’t know better, I’d think he
 was the bandleader.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“Sure sounds like it.”

I inclined my head with a small nod. “There you go.”

Felix sucked in his lips and then clicked his tongue. “And does this invitation extend to—”

“All of you?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. “How could I turn down a face like that, Felix?”

He blushed like a cherry tomato. “Oh. That’s sweet, Emily, thank you.”

I reached out and put a hand on his shoulder, which was more muscled than I expected. I thought he’d be all skin and bone like Heath. “It’s not that sweet, Felix, because it’s for my benefit. Believe me, I’m sure I’ll be the one thanking you before the night’s through.”

“Oh my,” he croaked, gulping.

I chuckled. My eyes scanned each of their faces: Heath’s blank, gobsmacked expression with a few strands of his straggly hair dipping over his forehead; Clayton’s eager smile set deep within his thick beard; Felix’s bright, excited eyes and perfectly curving nose.

“So? Shall we get this gear packed away?” 

* * *
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A
 HALF-HOUR LATER,
 we were ready to roll. Their white camper van was filled to the brim with drums, guitars, amps, mics, and cords, and there was just enough room for us to fit inside and mosey on out of the Prohibition lot.

I went over to Jules, who was still seated where I’d left her. Except now her head was lolling and drooping to her chest. I gently poked her and her head snapped up.

Her red-rimmed eyes squinted at me like she was seeing three Emilys. “E-Em?”

“Oh jeez, Jules,” I sighed. “Come on, girl, let’s get you out of here. Up and at ‘em.”

She tried to slap away my hand but missed horribly as she said, “No, no, I gots it.”

She didn’t gots it. She nearly ate shit when I put my arm under her shoulder and hoisted her up. Then she pressed in against me and wobbled all the way down the hall of the bar, gripping my arm like it would run away if she let go.

“Maybe some fresh air will brighten you up,” I said hopefully. But I knew it was a lost cause. Julia was sufficiently blacked out and wouldn’t remember whatever happened for the rest of the night.

It was kind of a bummer because it meant I had to look after the poor girl, but I figured that wouldn’t stop me from doing what I needed to do . . . as long as I was somewhat responsible.

I stashed her into the van after some careful maneuvering, and then we took off. The Hilton wasn’t in walking distance this deep into downtown—especially with a drunk floozy wobbling around like a day-old doe—but it also wasn’t far. We got there in about ten minutes flat, by about one in the morning.

I had the valet drive the van off, and then took my four guests into the hotel. I smiled at the front night clerk, a cute Hispanic guy, and said, “Hi, Armando.”

“Oh, mi hermosa!” Armando exclaimed, winking at me. He clapped his hands together as he watched us walk through the lobby, but said nothing more.

My room was for two, with a single bed, and I was bringing in five . . . but Armando was my boy. He wasn’t going to try and stop me from having a good time—especially because he knew exactly what I was getting into.

My heart began to pitter-patter as we took the elevator up to the room. Having the three boys hemmed in so close was too much. Their sweat and manly musks from playing their hearts out wafted to my nostrils and sent me into sex kitten mode. The only downside was having a groaning Julia in front of me, held tightly so she wouldn’t fall over. The girl was practically falling asleep in my grip.

When we reached the hallway and the elevator opened, Clayton said, “Here, I got her.”

I quirked my brow at him, a bit confusedly, and then watched as he hoisted Julia up like a baby, cradling her. It reminded me of our first time together, when he’d thrown me around like a ragdoll made just for his pleasure.


Oh God, it’s happening again,
 I told myself.

When we entered the hotel room, my hammering heart slowed down. For some reason, I mellowed into what was about to happen and all my doubts, fears, and trepidations flooded out of me.

In here, in the lavish Hilton bedroom, I was in my element. The queen of the den. The lioness with her pride, ready to make men out of them all. Ready to have the time of my life and make a damned fool out of myself.

It was so hot I could barely contain myself. I didn’t want to seem too eager, but let’s be real, that ship had sailed long ago.

Heath, Calyton, and even Felix knew exactly what was going on here. What I was trying to get them to do.

I had to imagine it was a first for them, just like it was for me.

We deposited Julia into a plush corner couch where she promptly curled up and started snoring. I swiped a hand over her forehead tenderly and said in a low voice, “I hope you don’t wake up during this dear . . . because you might lose some respect for your boss.”

Sighing, I turned around. The three boys stood at the side of the bed, shoulder-to-shoulder, not sure what to do.

I put my hands on my hips. “Oh, don’t get coy with me now,” I said, echoing Julia’s words to me from the sauna. “You two know exactly what to do,” I said, pointing at Heath and Clayton. “And you”—my finger moved to Felix—“will know soon enough. I’ll teach you.”

I sashayed toward them, pumping my ass left and right to give them a little bit of a show.

My eyes zeroed in on Heath’s skinny jeans, which could barely contain the growing mountain between his legs, and the python that thickened against his thigh. Clayton wore looser, baggier pants—because he’d needed more freedom of movement to play drums—yet I could still see the hefty lump of his crotch. Felix’s slacks didn’t show much, but that was okay—not all my prey had to be packing an oversized dick. Two was enough, and the third would be just added fun . . .

A smile reached my lips and my eyes narrowed on the boys. I’d done well for myself. My harem was complete. For now.

And now it was time to see how this young band really
 jammed together. 
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Chapter Four
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I
 pushed past the trio
 and moved to the edge of the bed, sitting and facing them, then parting my legs. I scooted back, lifting my legs up and bending them at the knees. I kicked my heels off and put my feet down in front of me, letting my dress ride all the way up my creamy thighs until it was bunched against my hips.

I made sure to give all three of them a nice look at my dark, wet panties between my legs. Their faces showed varying levels of disbelief, eyes wide, lips parted.

I smirked and widened my arms out in an embracing gesture. “Come to me, cubs.”

Heath and Clayton shared a look. Desire flared to life in their eyes and then they were moving toward me as one.

Clayton squeezed in, letting my legs frame his face as he took charge and went to his knees. The dominant alpha was fully in command, forcing Heath to hop onto the bed on all fours and then crawl over toward me.

The curly-headed cutie smiled at me before we locked lips. His kiss was tender, but I couldn’t help but thrust my tongue down his throat and grab his scruffy hair in a fistful, pulling him toward me before moaning in his mouth.

I felt warm hands caressing my thighs, drawing all the moisture to my pussy. I moaned again as Clayton’s rough paws gently felt my flesh and then tucked into my panties. He was pulling them aside before I had a chance to say anything—I was still Frenching Heath and couldn’t say a word. Not that I would have.

Heath’s tongue batted mine away and he explored my mouth. Then I felt another wet appendage nudging against my folds down below. My knees came together to frame Clayton’s face as he went down on me, eager to lap up my pussy like a good doggie and eat me like a buffet.

The drummer’s thick tongue swirled along my pussy lips, tasting my nectar. He teased my opening with a few flicks, which made me shudder in anticipation. His expert tongue glided fully over my pussy, enveloping me in warmth and wetness. He found my clit and flicked it, and I sputtered in Heath’s mouth. The small man reached out and grabbed my throat to hold my face in place as I writhed from Clayon’s probing tongue.

A second later, Clayton dipped his tongue into my pussy, penetrating me and lighting my insides up. He made wet slurping sounds as he worked his tongue over, his hand moving to the top of my cunt so he would twiddle my clit and make me spasm in ecstasy.

The burly personal trainer clearly knew what he was doing. And some of his dominant traits had rubbed off onto Heath, who now had my neck firmly in his grip and wasn’t going to let go until he’d sucked on my face as much as he wanted.

When he finally did pull away, I was panting. “Oh, fucking hell,” I cried, surprised at how quickly these two youngsters had molded my body to their liking.

I thought I was going to be the one doing the training, but it turned out Heath and Clayton didn’t need any guidance. I should have known better.

There was still one who did, it seemed, lost in a bit of a trance . . .

“Felix, come on, honey,” I said breathlessly, trying to hold back from exploding in orgasmic bliss. “Join us.”

I could see the tent he was pitching in his dress slacks. The boy swiped his long hair over his shoulders and said, “There’s not any room, ma’am . . .”

“We’ll make room,” I said. “Don’t worry about that. Get over
 here!”

My rough words brooked no argument. Felix hurried over to the side of the bed opposite Heath and crawled up next to me.

I turned away from Heath and groped Felix, massaging his cock through his pants. The boy let out a moan, positioned like a dog on all fours and not sure what to do with himself.

“Heath, zip my dress down,” I ordered as I twisted my back to face Felix. The boy’s long hair draped over the sides of his face and tickled mine.

Meanwhile, Clayton’s slurping wasn’t stopping, and it was driving me insane. His tongue was excellent, but I needed more. I squished my thighs against his face to keep him locked in, and then shoved his buzzed head down into my pussy, forcing him to eat me out or drown. “Oh God, Clay, your fucking tongue is a dream!”

I heard the zip of my dress and then the warm press of Heath’s hands perusing my backside. When he peeled it down, I lifted my arms and let the straps come down.

My heavy tits bounced down and bulged up firmly, and then I reached back and took off my bra and flung it away. “Ah. Much better. But why the hell are you guys still wearing so much clothes?”

Twisting my body so Felix could feast his eyes on my big round tits, I saw the stupefied expression on his face. “Are you a virgin, honey?”

“N-No,” he said shyly. The eager darkness returned to his eyes. “I’ve had sex a couple time—”

“Okay, then take that cock out and stick it in my face,” I ordered.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, gulping. I reached out and squeezed his cock through his pants, just in case he didn’t get the memo.

His slacks came down and he blushed, flashing a look at Clayton and Heath. They weren’t paying him any attention, though—Clayton was still trapped firmly between my legs, face shoved into my cunt, and Heath was touching my skin and kissing the nook between my neck and shoulders, running his tongue along my soft flesh. I could feel his huge bulge pressing up against my hip, and knew he couldn’t wait much longer.

Felix unbuckled his pants and then kicked them away so he was only in his boxer briefs. He had sturdy legs for a slender boy, and I realized he probably had a nice, big ass for a guy. I reached over and around, spanking it just to make sure.

Yep. Jiggly.

I giggled as he yelped, and then I peeled the waistband of his undies down and his hard cock sprang up, jutting at a 90-degree angle.

I wrapped a hand around his cock, feeling his warmth and the throbbing sensation of his veiny member in my palm. He wasn’t in the same class as Heath or Clayton—most weren’t—but he wasn’t undersized, either.

In fact, I thought I had a perfect place for Felix to put his cock once things really got going.

For now, I jerked him off, fisting his cock and moving my hand up and down along the shaft. The boy just sat there dumbfounded, mouth agape as he stared down at the pretty blonde older woman playing with his cock like a horny, unhinged bimbo.

“Well?” I said to him.

“W-What, Em?”

“I said stick it in my face.”

He nodded, gulped, and moved closer, squaring up his glasses on his nose again. His dickhead leaked precum and I swiped it with a finger, playing with the spongy tip and making him yelp like a little girl some more.

Then I consumed his cock, thrusting my head on it and wrapping my lips around his length. I took the whole rod in one go, feeling the tip smack against the back of my throat.

With a gag, I choked and then eagerly slid back and forth on Felix’s cock. It took about three seconds flat for the boy to start instinctively moving his hips, fucking my face with his tool.

Heath chuckled and put a hand on the back of my head. “There ya go, Fee,” he said. My eyes widened as he took control of my head and started pushing me onto Felix’s length.

I gagged some more before my mouth and throat became accommodated to Felix. Knowing the size of my other two lovers, I knew I needed to acclimate in a hurry if I wanted to put up any kind of a fight against Heath and Clayton.

Felix moaned as his bandmate used my face on his cock like a fleshlight. I started to froth and snort while Felix throatfucked me, and then I was losing air and had to come up—but Heath’s hand was still firmly placed in the root of my hair.

I hummed enthusiastically, nodding my head down on Felix’s cock until Heath got the picture. He lightly let up on my head and I reeled back, gasping for breath as Felix’s dick tore from my mouth.

Clayton hit a spot between my cunt that he hadn’t hit before and one of my eyes screwed up, growing large as I found myself close to a sudden climax.

“F-Fuck, oh Clay! Shit!”

I came, body jiggling and tits bouncing as Clayton pulled back, fingered me for a moment, and then I heard the zip of his pants and he stood to his full height between my legs.

I watched for a moment as his shorts came down and his thick cock lumbered like a tree trunk between his legs. He stroked himself, making his erection larger and stiffer.

“Goddamn,” I muttered, staring at he veiny, eager fuckstick. “I’ve missed that beast. Slam it inside me, Clay.”

“Right away, ma’am.”

I reached back behind me, trying to find Heath, but he just chuckled, “Don’t worry, Em, you’ll get to me. Let Felix facefuck you some more.”

“O-Okay,” I mumbled. He was right—I was desperate for his oversized bitch-breaker, being the dirty size queen slut that I was.

Felix didn’t need to be told twice after Heath’s encouragement. He inched forward on his knees, grabbed my hair, and yanked my face toward him.

I yipped in surprise, but inwardly I loved it. Finally, the youngster was taking charge—probably motivated by the sight of Clayton’s big, juicy cock so close to my wet pussy.

Felix surged forward and his cock parted my lips. My eyes bulged as I throated him and took him to the base, my nose pressing up against his belly. I made sure to keep my teeth out of the way as I gave him a sloppy blowjob, and then drool was dripping down both sides of my mouth.

I was losing myself to the lust. To the moment. To these eager, young guys who were finally getting the confidence to put me in my place and prove what a cumdump whore I really was.

I wanted nothing more than to get every hole filled to the brim with their spunk and hot cocks.

My head started spinning, everything moving in a blur as Heath forced my face forward onto his friend’s cock and made me gobble Felix up.

The bassist’s hands also moved to my head, and then there were four sets of fingers probing and feeling and gripping my cheeks, hair, mouth, everything—

My eyes rolled back in my head. It felt amazing being controlled by these boys—and in such a short time!

And then I felt a damp, huge, ridged cockhead pressing against my pussy lips, starting to spread them apart . . . and I knew I was in trouble.
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Chapter Five
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C
 layton eased his way
 into me at first, and then thrust the second half of the way. I let out a low moan and gagged on Felix’s cock at the same time, overcome with emotion and endorphins.

The rugged young man’s thick cock plunged into me and spread my pussy canal, filling me with a deep, satisfied feeling.

My clit was tender, raw, and engorged from all the playing, prodding, and tonguing it had received. And with the new introduction to Clayton’s fat dick, which far outsized his fingers, I was already on the verge of cumming again.

Felix groaned and I pulled back, feeling his cock pulsate in my throat. Heath tried to keep my head down, but I used enough force to tear my head away.

“Fuck my tits, Felix! Get on your side and make them yours!” I demanded. I wasn’t sure where it had come from, but I just wanted to scream and wail and use my mouth while Clayton fucked me, and I couldn’t do it with Felix’s dick clogging up my airways.

The bassist nodded diligently and went on his side like a good cub, then grabbed both my tits in handfuls and thrust inside my fat pillows. His cock soared through my cleavage, poking out the top and almost smacking me in the chin.

A second later, darkness crowded my eyes, followed by a heavy weight—

“Oof,” I let out, and then I could smell the musk and manly stench of the fat cockslab draped over my head.

“Holy shit, Heath, you’re huge!” Felix croaked. “How is that possible? You have a porn star dick!”

“B-Bigger,” I whined, twisting my head so I could stare up cross-eyed at the monster cock planted on my face. His girth covered my eyes, my nose, and most of my forehead.

I drooled as I stared at the undersize of Heath’s horsecock. I tongued the crease between his huge dangling nutsack, tasting his sweat. “Drop those giant nuts in my face, you fucking donkey,” I said. My voice was deep from taking Felix’s cock so vigorously, as if I had a twenty-year smoker’s cough.

With Felix on the side groping and fucking my boobs, Heath had to do some finagling and twisting to crouch over me. But he was small and managed it.

Then his heavy ballsack pressed against my mouth, so moist and tender, and I opened my lips to try and take just a single testicle in my mouth.

I sucked on him and licked up everything he had to offer, while his oversized cock draped over my forehead and poked out the top of my head. He was just too fucking big and out of this world.

Clayton’s cock slapped my G-spot and sent me writhing. I nearly bit down on Heath’s nut in my mouth, but managed to avoid it as my eyes screwed up again and I came.

I snorted and snot flew out and dribbled all over Heath’s swaying ballsack as he pulled up and out of my mouth. He chuckled and sat on my face, pressing that heavenly pouch harder on my noggin and taking control of the situation.

Everything went black as his balls covered my eyes, teabagging me like the little slutty bitch I was.

I vaguely recalled and felt Felix humping my tits with mad abandon, having the time of his life.

Clayton had my fuckhole plugged, but I needed more. The foreplay had been amazing and I’d already climaxed twice, but I needed rough, penetrative sex . . . from all angles.

With Heath’s nutsack drooping over the bridge of my nose and blocking my sight, I smiled and said, “Take my mouth, Heath.”

“It won’t fit, Em. We already know that.”

“I can take some of it, dammit!”

“I like your commitment, babe, but Felix is in the way.”

I groaned and squeezed my tits together so Felix didn’t have to and he could just fuck like a wild rabbit. “Fine. Felix, get down to Clayton’s level.”

“H-Huh?”

“Stick your cute dick in my ass, goddammit!”

There. I said it.

The long-haired twerp let out a high gasp and then immediately withdrew from my tits. I felt slick and wet between my cleavage, and knew he’d probably been minutes away from cumming all up under my chin and collar and slathering my body with his creamy, hot load.

We played musical chairs on the bed for a moment as Heath stood, I scooted down between his legs to get further up on the bed, and Clay crawled up between my thighs. He followed me the whole way, making sure his cock didn’t leave my sweet spot.

I made him pull out with a hand to his forehead, pushing, and then he whined. “Don’t worry, my big bear,” I said with a wink.

With that, I moved off to the side and gestured at the bed before me. “Get on your back and let me ride you.”

Clayton wasn’t about to argue that. He grinned scandalously and did as he was told, reclining back and getting comfortable.

I straddled the man’s thick thighs, weighing my heavy ass against the tops of his legs. Then I lifted my bum a moment and reached between my legs to lift his hulking cock off his tummy.

I guided my sopping wet pussy lips over his cock and then sat down again and he let out a massive groan. I hummed and felt my arms get weak for a moment as they framed his face. Somehow I managed to stay on all fours like a doggy without collapsing into that inviting, muscled chest of his.

My ass was raised in the air, so Clayton started belting up into me like a jackhammer—like I was a drum skin he was beating on until it exploded.

“Fucking hell, Clay, your cock is so thick—it’s driving me crazy!”

“Good, you slut!”

Yes, talk to me like that!

“Felix!” I wailed.

Hands groped my ass cheeks and I knew he was in position. He squeezed in between mine and Clay’s legs, then slapping his cock down between my ass crack.

“Spit on that cock and fucking do it!” I demanded. My body was jiggling from Clayton’s thunderous thrusts, and I couldn’t hold on much longer. I leaned forward to naturally raise my ass, which also pushed my sagging tits in Clayton’s face. He motorboated me with glee.

I heard a wad of spit escape Felix’s lips from behind, then felt wetness as he hocked another loogie on my sweet rosebud asshole. His finger searched the tender bundle of nerves there and my eyebrows screwed up in anticipation.

Then his smaller cock was pressing right up against it and it was too much for me to handle. “Just do it!” I demanded. “Slam that wet dick in my ass and punish me!”

The surge of Felix’s cock in my anus made a low groan escape my lips. My mouth popped open and my tongue fell out like an eager bitch. I could feel my muscles tightening against his cock.

He went slow at first . . . but then I enveloped him completely and Felix’s cock was lost to the depths of my asshole.

Meanwhile, Clayton pumped into my pussy from below and rocked my world. I could feel their cocks sliding against one another through the small section of skin separating my vagina and rear holes.

It wasn’t hard taking Felix in my butt, but it felt amazing. I imagined if it was Heath, I’d become a gaping, prolapsed mess in no time at all. It would have seriously damaged me, but probably would have knocked me unconscious from the unbelievable feel-goodness at the same time.

Was it worth it? Perhaps I’d make that decision later.

For now, I couldn’t even concentrate on a single boy anymore. Clayton and Felix were plowing me from behind, both of them moaning and slamming into me.

Felix’s confidence had boosted from fucking my ass—realizing I wasn’t the haughty, successful woman he thought I was. I was just a hole for him to plant his cock inside and rail until it was raw and filled with his gooey, warm cum.

Then Heath was on his knees before me. He tilted my head up, which hurt my neck but gave him a perfect tunnel.


Uh oh.
 My eyes widened. His donkey dick looked so intimidating this close to my mouth.

“You ready, hun?” he asked.

I shook my head.

He grabbed my chin and chuckled . . . and then pressed forward.

I kept my lips sealed for a moment, but it only worked for about two seconds before the dam broke and the boy’s overgrown cockhead forced my lips open and surged into me.

I snorted immediately, gagging and rasping for air from his ridiculous size. It was easily three times bigger than Felix, and I had no idea how to accommodate all of it—it simply wasn’t going to happen.

I would let Heath fuck my face until I couldn’t take anymore, and then I’d either pass out or he’d blow his load deep into my belly.

That was assuming he let
 me. The boy had renewed vigor and was in full control now.

I vaguely watched through blurry eyes as he fucked my face, filling my cheeks and forcing his long, thick slab down my throat.

My airways became clogged. Below, I came from the hardcore double-penetration I was receiving.

All my holes were filled. These young boys had me right where they wanted me, and it was all my fault. I had taunted them and teased them, basically forcing them to own me—it was a band-wide gangbang and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I couldn’t even speak due to the horsecock lodged in my throat and stealing the air out of my lungs.

Everything was turning black around the edges of my vision. I was losing it, but it felt so good . . .

The asphyxiation of Heath’s throatfucking made me cum like a madwoman—an explosive fire hydrant orgasm that squirt liquids clear behind me. I could hear my fluids plopping on the carpeted floor as it arced over the edge of the bed and landed heavily.

The orgasm wouldn’t cease, though. It was too intense, too much, and the blackness around my eyes turned absolute as I passed out.

When I snapped to a moment later—or minutes later, for all I knew—Heath was still using my head as his undersized flashlight. I watched his balls swinging like a pendulum, and then they started to pelt into my bulging neck where his cock impaled me.

My arms gave out and I felt myself going down again.

The orgasm was still rocking my body, making me jerk involuntarily.

Somehow, Heath managed to keep my head lifted with both hands, even though my head was drooping toward the bed and my hands weren’t even on the sheets anymore. He was literally lifting my front side with his cock, while Clayton kept me aloft underneath me, motorboating my tits while he slamfucked me from below.

These goddamn heathens had made me pass out, and now I was going to do it again. Heath had me speared on his cock like a fucking shish-kabob, and the incessant plugging away in my asshole only lit up my nerve centers even more. The suction of my anus kept pulling against Felix’s shaft.

“Cumming!” the nerdy bassist cried out. He said it so shortly and so quickly, I had no chance to moan or ask him to pull out or anything—especially not with Heath’s dick down my throat, trying to reach for my stomach.

I felt Felix’s hot load shower deep inside my asshole. It mucked up my guts and filled me to the brim. When he pulled out, I could feel my winking asshole burping up his creamy load, and the thick goo trickled down the backs of my legs.

I groaned, eyes rolling, and the continuous orgasm just kept owning me.

“Same!” Heath groaned, and then his enormous load was fire-hose spraying into my throat. I choked, gagged, frothed all over, but it was useless—he was filling my belly with his young spunk whether I liked it or not.

I passed out briefly for a second time as the flood of semen shot down my throat and into my tummy.

Clayton pulled out of my pussy before exploding all over my curvy, sweaty ass cheeks.

I moaned and flopped down on my belly and tits as he snuck out from under me. It hadn’t taken long for the three boys to completely dominate me.

Cum drizzled out of my nostrils and the corner of my mouth, dribbling down my chin. I groaned, eyes lidded and heavy. Clayton finished by jerking himself off some more and spraying the rest of his load all over my back and bouncy ass. Then he spanked me and I whined.

Felix was soft but trying to squeeze his little dick back to hardness. His spunk trailed down my colon, trying to reach up into my stomach where it would meet all the heavy, hot jizz Heath had sent down my esophagus.

I was a complete wreck and couldn’t think. My brain didn’t work. My body still jerked and writhed from intermittent orgasm shocks.

“Oh my God,” a woman’s voice said.

My heart stuttered. I groaned and turned my head the other way, pressing my sweaty cheek against the wet bed. My legs were parted, I was naked and in a prostrate position with my ass up, and a streak of jizz lined me from my asscheeks to my back, while more spunk dribbled out of my cunt and mouth. The aftertaste of Heath’s enormous cock and gigantic load lingered on my lips and tongue.

Suffice to say, I was a complete wreck. And the woman’s voice could only belong to one person, which is what made me freak out.

“E-Em,” Jules said from the cushy single-person couch. Her hand was slapped over her gawking mouth.

I groaned at her, about to fall asleep from the pure delightful feelings racking my body. “Jules . . . I-I’m sorry.”

“About what? You make a perfect cum toilet with your curvy, hot body.” There was a sense of twinkling mischief in her red-rimmed eyes, and when her hand fell she showed a desirous smirk. “And you weren’t lying about all these huge dicks you’ve been fucking. Hell . . .”

Her eyes were on a swivel, no doubt checking out the three boys surrounding me with their flaccid, floppy cocks out, still wet, sticky, and dripping semen.

“You’re not angry . . . then?” I croaked. “To see your boss this way?”

Jules shrugged as she stood. She didn’t seem drunk anymore, after snoozing it off. “I mean, I’ll never think of you as my boss again—not without this little mental image popping up. But how could I be angry?”

She smirked, eyeing the Ratty Rascal band members in turn. Then she was pulling down one of the shoulder straps of her glossy, tight dress. “My only question is, uh, how long will it take you boys to get hard again?”
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The End

...for now!
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 HOT COUGAR FINDS
 a new boytoy, but he just so happens to be her son’s best friend:


Taming Ms. Steele: Books 1-3
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T
 HIS MOTHER CAN’T STOP
 watching her family having sex, even though she knows it’s taboo. Especially when it comes to her hung son, all the rules get thrown aside:


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3
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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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