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Chapter 1

Alex

I just started staying over at my best friend Susan’s house. I’ve known Suzy since we went to college together in our twenties, so that makes it . . . shit, twenty years now?

She’s a good friend to have. Together with my nineteen-year-old daughter and her eighteen-year-old one, her three bedroom abode is feeling rather cramped these days.

But that’s what kind of a friend Suzy is: We’re both going through it, and she’s a great shoulder to lean on.

Not cry on, mind you, because I’m done with that shit. Have been for months now, a few days after I discovered Philip’s duplicitous ways.

“Cheating sucks, huh?” Suzy asks me from the couch.

I’m across the room in the kitchen, finishing up lunch’s dishes so we can decide what we’re going to eat for dinner. We both cook, which is nice, but we’re also both tired of cooking.

I glance over my shoulder at my best friend of twenty years. She’s got a cute blonde bob these days, a body that doesn’t quit since she works out all the time, and a pearly-white smile courtesy of her own diabolical soon-to-be-ex-husband.

Giving her a sly smile, I say, “Well, you would know, Suze. Right?”

She rolls her eyes and starts chomping into a bag of chips as she sits cross-legged on the couch. I’m envious of her, because she can eat that shit since she exercises five times a week.

I can’t. It all goes to my tits and ass, and I don’t need anymore of either, that’s for damned sure. Suzy is always the first to point it out—always in a flattering way—when I comment on how envious her body is.

She’ll say something like, “Are you kidding me? Your boobs are bigger than my head, and your ass could suffocate a horse. Don’t act like you still don’t have it going on, Alex.” Or, “I wish I had big pouty puffy lips like those. I’d be sucking golf balls through garden hoses.”

To which I laugh and say something stupid like, “Sounds like you haven’t had enough garden hoses thrown your way recently, babe.”

Then she’ll continue on about how she’s only offered earthworms these days—pindicks, as it were—and how sad it makes her.

I’m envious of her fit body, and she’s jealous of my curves. I think I’m overweight, she thinks I’m perfect. She thinks she’s getting too many wrinkles, I think she doesn’t know what she’s talking about.

The truth is, we need to keep each other confident. I’m large and voluptuous and tall, whereas she’s smaller and tighter and fitter. But we’re both still beautiful, even in our early forties, which is evidenced by the looks we get when we go out together.

Sometimes we just need a reminder.

We’re still horny in our forties. Shit, probably hornier than when we were in our twenties, if I’m being honest. Back then we were so focused on finishing school, starting our careers, and starting families with the men we thought we’d be with forever.

Then it all went to shit. For both of us.

Suzy is on her third husband. I’m just finishing up with my first.

I tidy up the dishes, toss the apron aside, and sidle up to the couch, sitting on the loveseat opposite her.

“How is it with Tom, anyway?” I ask, leaning back.

“Papers should be finalized any day now,” she says. “Thank God for that. I’ll never get those four years back.”

“Good, I’m happy for you.” I smile at her. She bites into another crunchy chip, and my envy soars.

She sees me staring at them and holds the bag out, wagging it and the rustling chips inside. “Want some?”

“It’ll ruin our appetites.”

“True.” She stuffs her face with another chip. “I have a different appetite brewing.”

I snicker, not making much of that comment. “It’s just our luck, huh? We marry two Disciples and turns out they’re both Judases.”

She laughs hard, spitting up chips.

Her guy’s name is Tom, mine is Philip. She’s been going through a divorce with him for half their marriage it seems like, since she caught him cheating on her.

I just caught Phil cheating on me a couple months ago. Difference in mine and Suzy’s situation, is he’s the father of my child. We were together almost twenty years. So it still stings, I suppose. More than breaking it off with the four-year union and second stepdad to Suzy’s kid.

That’s why me and my girl, Maya, moved in here. We could have kept the house—and still might once my divorce moves forward—but for now, I wanted some semblance of normalcy, and Maya is having a good time hanging out with her best-friend-by-proxy, Rachel, who is Suzy’s daughter.

It’s a girl’s house, through and through. The place always smells good and always looks pink and pretty.

But right now, I’m not feeling very pink and pretty. Neither is Suzy, judging by the chip bag she’s half-finished by now.

“I’m feeling something sloppy for dinner,” she says, apropos of nothing.

I lift my eyebrows. “Don’t want to cook?”

“Do you?”

“Not especially.”

She smiles and crumples the chip bag closed, tossing it on the coffee table. “Then it’s settled. Let’s get delivery.”

“And watch another soppy movie?” I ask.

She waves a hand at me. “No, I want some action.”

Again, I lift my eyebrows. A bit higher this time.

“What do you want, hmm?” she asks. “Pizza?”

I shake my head. “Too greasy.”

“Thai?”

“Too clean.

“Okay, so no salads either, I take it.”

I shake my head. “I want something juicy and meaty.” I toss her another sly grin. “Something that doesn’t fit in my mouth, preferably.”

Suzy snorts a laugh, leaning forward. “Now you’re speaking my language, babe. There’s a good Philly cheesesteak place down the street.”

I cringe and look down my heaving tits at the swell of my belly. “My waistline is already crying.”

“Calories don’t count tonight,” she announces, and then stands to go grab her phone. “Besides, there’s more than just cheesesteaks at the spot.”

I look over my shoulder as she sashays to the table where her phone is. Suzy’s bubble ass is still the envy of girls half her age. “Oh really?” I murmur coyly

When she looks over her shoulder, her look is smoldering and hinging on lascivious. “Much better than any of the alternatives. What do you think?”

She slaps the back of her phone on her open palm a few times, staring at me, giving me the hint.

I clear my throat. “Make the call, Suzy Q.”

I’m not sure what I was expecting that was “more” than cheesesteaks from the place.

But it surely wasn’t Brad Stone.
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Chapter 2

Brad

I recognize the address when the call comes in. It’s from that hot-ass MILF down the road from Bob’s Phillies. I think her name is Susan?

The aforementioned Bob catches me grinning when I finish taking the order on the phone. Susan has a sultry way of talking, like the older lady has some secret perversions she doesn’t want to keep a secret.

She tells me she has a “friend” staying over, and I hear said friend in the background saying, “You sound awfully chummy with this delivery boy, babe.”

“Delivery man, Alex.”

I chuckle. The background voice sounded low, and now my alarm is up because “Alex” is definitely a guy’s name, so now I’m wondering if Susan is a swinger or something.

I want to ask if Alex is her boyfriend, but it’s not my business. I don’t want to lose my job—it’s the only thing keeping me afloat to pay for my college tuition.

I’m still smiling when I click the phone off and start on the two hoagies. My big-bellied boss Bobby comes over and crosses his tree-trunk arms. “Wipe the smirk off your face, Brad. Lemme guess, Suzy again?”

“You know her?”

“I know the address. And I know you’re twenty minutes late every time you deliver to her house.”

I flash a smile, then bow my head to get to my work so he can’t see me blush. So far, Susan has only ever been nice and flirty with me when she answers the door. Nothing’s happened, and I know nothing will.

But a young man can dream.

Bobby sighs and starts to wander to the front of house. “I’ll give you an hour.”

My face perks up. “W-What?”

“I was young once, kid.”

“I’m—what do you expect to happen, sir?”

“Nothing but daydreams. But you can take your break with her if you want, so might as well fire up your own sammy.”

That’s nice of him, which is odd. But I don’t want to take the old stodge’s kindness for weakness, so I say, “I’ll be back in half an hour, sir.”

“From your lips to God’s ears, Brad.”
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I’m shocked at the person who answers the door when I ring the bell. It’s definitely not Susan, and it’s certainly not her boyfriend.

This woman is insane—too much woman to handle. She’s almost my height, which is saying a lot when I’m six-three. She’s wearing a black flimsy dress that does nothing to hide the enormous tits on her, which look completely natural and utterly heavy. She has this smooth olive complexion, like she might be Mediterranean or Latin or something, and long black hair that sweeps over her shoulders like a lion’s mane.

I’m standing there like an idiot, practically gawking, holding the paper bag full of three cheesesteaks. Feeling like I’m gonna pop a boner right in front of this ridiculous MILF, because I’m already feeling it between my legs, running against my thigh.

She gives me a small smile with her smoky eyes. “You must be Brad. Susan’s told me about you.”

“S-She has?” Then I clear my throat, shaking the horny cobwebs out of my head. “Um, you’re . . . Alex?”

Her smile widens at the corner. “Short for Alexandra. Did we have you fooled?”

I can’t help it. I give her entire body an up-and-down look. “You could say that, ma’am.”

Alex looks over her shoulder, where I see Susan in the background, arms crossed as she watches us. Alex looking away lets me glance down at her giant chest. It looks like I could get lost in her cleavage, and goddamn do I want to.

Hey, I’m only twenty, okay? What is a man my age supposed to do in this situation?

I’ve got to get out of here fast. I know that.

But then Alex peeks into the bag hanging limply from my hand. “Looks like there’s three sandwiches in here, delivery boy. We only ordered two.”

“Delivery man!” Susan shouts from the background inside the house.

“I . . . was planning to take my dinner break after this delivery. Ma’am.”

She pouts her full lips. Incredibly kissable and dick-suckable lips, might I add.

“With or without us?” she asks, still pouting.

“Um. Excuse me, ma’am?”

“Call me Alex. Or if that makes you feel gay or whatever, Alexandra.”

I blush. I’ve got no problem with—

“Come in from the cold, Brad.” She makes a come-hither motion with her hand.

I start to shake my head. “It’s San Diego, ma’am. It’s never cold here.”

She rolls her eyes and takes my hand. Her touch is warm, heated. Instantly something ignites inside me—want and need and desire.

I start stumbling, “I-I don’t know if that would be decent—”

“Just shut up and get in here, boy.” The curvy succubus yanks me into the house and slams the door behind me.

Before I know what’s happening, Alexandra pushes me up against the wall next to the door. Her tits are flush against my chest, big nipples hard and prodding through her dress against me, tits slightly flattened but still unbelievably huge and soft looking.

I peek down between her cleavage. She catches me and smiles.

“Like what you see, Brad?”

I nod desperately. Even though I’m tall and pretty ripped these days, I feel small with her pushes up against me like a lioness taking what she wants. It’s insane. I’ve never been really into femdom, but now I feel like I could get used to—

Her hand grabs my cock through my shorts, pressing hard against my thigh. I gasp, and Susan chokes out from behind us, “Alex! I’ve only ever teased the poor boy, I haven’t grabbed his—”

“Then you don’t know what you’ve been missing, babe,” Alex purrs over her shoulder. She measures the outline of my dick, running halfway down to my knee by now, I’m so fucking hard. “You’re the one who said she wanted some action, right?”

Suzy blushes in the background, looking shy. It’s adorable and hot as fuck. “Yeah, but I didn’t expect you to pounce on him like a freaking cougar . . .”

Alex returns her smoky gaze to me, amber eyes flaring. “Do you have a girlfriend, Mr. Stone?”

I shake my head profusely, trying not to pop in my shorts. “No time, ma’am. I’m busy with”—she squeezes my cock harder and my voice rises—“w-work and classes!”

Then the pressure on my dick, the pressure building in my balls, loosens.

Alex pouts. “Do you want me to stop?” asks the incorrigible older slut.

My voice comes out in a croak. “Not . . . especially . . . ma’am.”

Her smoldering smile returns. This woman is making mincemeat out of me. “Then you can leave the cheesesteaks on the floor. We won’t be eating for a while yet.”

And she goes on her knees at the same time as the bag plops to the ground. My mouth falls open—

Just as Alexandra yanks my pants down and my cock swings out and smacks into the side of her face.

“Holy shit!” she laughs in a high pitch. “Bigger than it even felt. Suze! Look at this thick, meaty monster! Just what we wanted!”

This woman has no shame. It makes me rock-hard, my cock stretching from her chin up past the top of her head, her eyes looking up at me crossways, the dirty whore.

Susan looks just as flummoxed as me . . . but she’s starting to turn the corner. Her eyes go from aghast at what her friend is doing to the young delivery driver half her age, to amazed in a matter of seconds.

She starts to wander over, just as Alex licks the tip of my engorged cock. 

I can’t believe my luck. Two older MILFs staring at me like I’m a piece of meat for them to devour. I can’t wait for them to eat me up.

Because then I can show them what I’m really like when I’m not thrown off my game like this . . . and I can teach these two sluts a thing or two about guys my age.

Their hands are warm as they rove up and down my shaft, cupping my heavy balls, licking and laving at me.

Then Alex lets out a sigh. “I can’t fit this in my mouth I don’t think. But I’ve got somewhere else I’m sure it’ll fit.”

When I look down and Susan glances over at her friend curiously, Alex unceremoniously drops her top and her gigantic tits fall down, slightly paler near the nipples where her bikini must end when she’s out in the sun.

They are, safe to say, the biggest breasts I’ve ever seen in real life. My eyes get wide as saucers, even as Alex mashes her tits together to create a dark slit of cleavage for me to put my cock through.

From her knees beside her friend, Susan says, “Holy shit, Alex, you really were horny!”

“Like I’m twenty years younger, babe,” Alex grins, and then pushes her tits against the underside of my cock. “Go on, delivery boy. Fuck these bad boys like you own them, and don’t be gentle. I want you to get lost in there.”

Before I can stop my hips, they’re ramming. Alex holds her tits like they’re toys for me to fuck until I’m delirious. My ass smacks against the wall behind me every time I thrust forward, and she’s smothering me with her softness and warmth. Precum spills and drips on her milky tits.

With the way she’s mashing them together, staying sturdy on her knees despite my incessant thrusting, my dick punches past her cleavage up to her chin.

She lets out an elated sound. “Oh my God! I’ve never had a cock that didn’t disappear between these puppies! But you’re—gckk—slamming right through them!”

She licks the salty, sticky head of my cock every time my shaft rockets through and rams against her chin. Meanwhile, Susan is involved now, leaning forward to lick the crease between my heavy nuts, humming to herself, hardly saying so much as “hi” at the door now that she has her friend to help her pull me into the house.

I had only ever flirted with Susan. Now she’s gobbling my balls and licking my cock every time it pulls back from her friend’s massive tits.

“Fuck, you’re hot,” she mutters, looking up at me and licking over my hard abs. “Like something out of a movie, you fucking specimen.”

These two older MILFs dragged me in here, now they’re taking what they want from me.

But my mind is starting to come back to me at last, and I think it’s time to show them what I’m capable of.

I drag my hand through Alexandra’s beautiful dark hair. Then I pull, and she yelps.

“May I?” I ask, looking down at her smoldering eyes, which have turned puppy-dog and surprised.

She takes one more cock-thrust to the chest, licks the tip of my dick, and nods diligently.

“Yes, sir. Please do.”
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Chapter 3

Susan

I’m a little shocked and concerned when I watch Brad Stone face-fuck my best friend. First he pummeled her huge soft funbags and chin-punched her with his massive dick, now he has Alex by the hair, lifting her head so he can force-feed her his cock.

Alex was right: It hardly fits in her mouth.

But that doesn’t stop the young stud from trying. He can fit only half of his bitch-breaker in my friend’s needy gullet before he’s bloating her throat and she’s gagging and frothing and spitting and her eyes are in the back of her head.

I’m just stunned still, on my knees at Alex’s side, not sure what I should be doing. She looks possessed with the whites of her eyes showing, pupils rolling around aimlessly, getting skull-fucked like Brad wants to thrust into her brain. He’s already broken my friend and it seems like he’s only getting started.

I wonder if Alexandra is going to be okay. I can’t stop watching the way her massive tits bounce and jiggle while she deepthroats as much of this young man’s meaty cockslab as she can handle, an audible clap coming from the way her bare breasts slap together.

Or if Brad is scrambling her brain with the incessant way he’s face-fucking her into oblivion. Surely she can’t breathe through all that rough treatment and the slapping of his huge nuts against her chin with every thrust?!

“Oh God, Brad,” I croak, gazing up at him alluringly. “You’re destroying her! S-Shouldn’t you go easier on her, honey? We’re old ladies here!”

“Not until she’s good and broken, Suzy. You invited me in and unleashed the beast, I’m afraid.”

“Well, I’m not.”

He looks down at me, his wrist still darkened with Alex’s hair wrapped around it, the veins bulging on his vascular, muscular arms. “What?”

“Not afraid.”

Brad’s eyes darken. “Is that so?”

I nod diligently, gulping. Staring up at this brawny young man who just came into my house and ruined my best friend because she asked for it.

I want to be next. Badly.

I’m just glad Rachel and Maya are out with their respective boyfriends for the evening, so they aren’t going to walk in on this debauchery between their moms and a young guy their own age.

It feels diabolical and wrong and so fucking right to finally say fuck you to the husbands that caused me and Alex so much grief, toss aside their weak little dicks for this hung monster of a boy, and have some fun for once in our damned lives.

I just don’t think we knew what we were getting into when we summoned this particular monster.

Brad abruptly stops fucking Alexandra’s throat. He lets her hair go and she falls off his dick with a squelching sound and drool spilling from her lips. She mindless and brain-broken for a moment, collapsing onto her back with heaving breaths and her huge tits pancaked and drooping off her sides.

I stand up before he can even order me to.

This man is about a foot taller than me, his biceps as big as my thighs. I gulp, giving him big doe eyes, and then he takes my shoulders in his bear paws, smiles, and turns me around.

Slowly, I start backing up . . . backing up . . .

Until the backs of my legs hit the couch where I was sitting and eating chips earlier.

Brad smiles in a sinister way the whole time he leads me to the couch. “I’ve been waiting a long time for this, Susan.”

“Call me Suzy if you’re gonna fuck me stupid.”

I try to summon my confidence—usually Alex is there for that, but she’s choking on precum and spit on the floor from getting her throat bruised so thoroughly.

Brad’s smile widens. Gone is the shocked boy from earlier, who couldn’t believe his good luck at getting pounced on by a couple of cougars.

If we thought this night was going to be a dominant fuck-fest led by the women, we were sorely mistaken.

“Gladly, Suzy.”

Next thing I know, I’m on my back, yelping. He lifts my legs and my ankles fall on his strong shoulders. Then I rip my pants down and he helps me along the way, peeling them past my tanned thighs and knees and calves. He yanks them away, managing to keep my heels on.

The shadow of his oversized cock sways above me, eclipsing the overhead light from a chandelier behind him, casting a long stretch of shadow over my face.

My mouth falls open. “Oh fuck. You look even bigger than before, somehow. Please plow that thing into me, Brad!” I slide my panties aside to give him a look at my dripping pink pussy and the wispy hair above it. “I haven’t had any miles on this thing in a long time.”

Brad bends his knees and stuffs his bulging cockhead against my wet pussy lips. I let out a soft gasp when I notice the size difference, positive that he’s going to split me in half.

“I’m still wet from Alex’s slobber, so I should be able to fit inside. It’ll be tight though,” he says.

“You’d better fucking hope so!”

With that, I lean forward and grab his cock, unable to control myself any longer. I slide myself on his dick, impaling my guts and sliding deep into my canal. He reaches deep—deeper than I’ve ever had, and I come on the spot, unable to control the spasming of my G-spot.

My eyes roll and I shake from the sudden orgasm, astounded that it happened from the first second of Brad’s cock being inside me.

He leans forward over me, swaddling his body over mine, and starts to thrust as he hugs me. I cry out as his dick slides inside and stretches my pussy lips to the brink.

I’ll never be the same again. There’s no way I could be after a night like this. My pussy is getting ruined and I start screaming Brad’s name and yelling obscenities in the air loud enough for my neighbors to hear.

Right here in the living room he’s taking us, and there’s not a thing I want to do to stop it.

Brad moves fast, ramming his cock inside me and slapping his balls against my asshole. He takes me missionary and then bends my legs back over his shoulders and crouch-fucks me in a mating press.

He says, “Never bred such a hot older slut like you!”

And that’s how I know he’s trying to breed me and my friend. Because he starts talking about it, nastily saying how our pussies are perfect breeding toys for his huge cock.

I come again when he palms my small bouncing tits through my shirt. He flicks my pebbled nipples through the fabric and slides into me until I’m going numb.

Then he pulls out when he sees me looking around him.

Alex is on her hands and knees now, watching us, tongue lapping like a dogs, her enormous tits hanging so far down they almost sweep the ground as she crawls over.

“Where do you think you’re going, you curvy fuck-puppet?” Brad asks as he pulls his dick out of my pussy and leaves me a gaping, spilling mess all over the couch.

I’m still twitching from my orgasms when he wanders over to Alex.

“T-Take me toooo,” Alexandra whines like a bitch in heat.

Brad gets behind her, lifts her dress, and then I can see her huge ass cheeks from the front, the curve of them so fat and her hips so wide that she’s nearly twice Brad’s width.

She moans in a guttural way as Brad bends his knees, grabs her hair, and wrenches her head back. She starts panting and crying out when he sinks into her from behind, pounding her doggystyle like she deserves.

Alex’s huge tits are pendulums as they swing right in front of me. I can’t stop myself from watching, from getting turned on all over again . . .

So I leap off the couch, onto my hands and knees, and join her. I start kissing my friend’s eager slutty little mouth and our tongues collide. I lean forward between her bosom and grab each huge tit with both hands, sucking on her nipples and making her scream, “I’m cominggg!”

Brad fucks her through the orgasm from the back. I suck on her tits and lick and lave like my best friend is actually my play-toy, and she seems to love it. I’m not sure what’s come over me, but I can’t stop—we’re both just so sweaty and hot and this is something we’ve never done before.

“Please keep going, Suzy, my tits are so sensitive!” she whines. “I’m gonna come again from Brad’s huge dick splitting my pussy apart! He’s so much bigger than Phil!”

Men love to hear when they’re bigger than other men. I see Alex’s eyes bulge and her tongue falls out of her mouth because Brad must have just swelled inside her.

It gives me the perfect opportunity for me to suck on Alex’s tongue and kiss her again before I return to her creamy head-sized tits, suckling on them like a babe as she spills into my mouth. Her tits rock back and forth, swaying with the momentum of her body getting fucked from behind. Brad force-feeds me Alex’s tits every time he gives my best friend backshots.

I can see the way Alex’s thick ass ripples and swings when she starts to throw it back. Brad groans and grunts, ready to blow, and then goes onto his hands and knees like an animal.

He flips Alex onto her side. He slides along her meaty thigh and holds her leg up, keeping her body hostage as he pounds into her soft curves and Alex twitches and comes her brains out.

Seconds later, Brad’s huge balls constrict on the inside of Alex’s thigh. They bounce on her sweaty flesh and then his cock bulges and twitches and I know he’s filling her with his thick milky cum.

He’s trying to breed my best friend, and all I can do is gawk and watch.

When Brad pulls out, sudden ropes of cum shoot from his cock and cascade across Alex’s big tits and face. He handles it like a firehose and then paints my face white too.

I lick up his cum and swallow, it’s so thick and gooey and yummy.

Alex is left leaking cum out of her pussy, legs akimbo on the floor, ruining my floorboards with her filth.

I’m on my back, panting, one eye getting blurry from the shot of cum I took across the face. Still trying to recover from my multiple orgasms from Brad’s huge cock ruining me on the couch.

I’m entwined with my friend, bodies bare, used, spent, and heaving.

Brad stuffs his cock away when he stands, clearing his throat. He puts his hands on his hips. “Ladies,” he says as a way of farewell. “I hope you enjoy your cheesesteaks. Be sure to call again.”

I nod stupidly, unable to form words. My body twitches.

From the floor, Alex lifts her hand and vaguely motions toward the door, then croaks, “T-Thank you for your exquisite s-service, Brad. Y-Your . . . tip is on the nightstand.”
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Chapter 4

Brad

Less than a week later after having the night of my life with those two older women, I get another request from them.

I find myself smiling inside Bobby’s Phillies when I get the message, but I’m a little surprised it’s a text this time and not a phone call.

I wonder if they’re trying to keep it on the down-low, now that they know what kind of meat I’m swinging and how well I use it to split their pussies in half. Maybe Suzy and Alex don’t want their secret fuck-machine getting out into the wild, where their MILF friends can try to snare me and bang me.

Either way, I smile when I read the text.

Can you deliver tonight, sir?

It’s from Susan’s number. I love that I have the hot slut calling me “sir”—a dude half her age. She’s old enough to be my mom, but after the way I dominated them last week . . . well.

I was late coming back to the store last week, and Bobby wasn’t too happy. He didn’t have to ask about the shit-eating grin on my face, and he decided not to chastise me too hard for being late.

I guess he knows young guys like me will get their rocks off wherever they can. God knows he’s never had a situation like that pop up, so I’m sure he’s only envious of my youth.

But what Bobby doesn’t know can’t hurt him.

I tell him I have another order to “the house,” and he mutters, “The whorehouse, you mean.”

I let that one slide. He’s not wrong: Alex and Suzy are two of the sluttiest women I’ve ever met. Their age be damned—they’re a lot of fun!

I can’t wait to pound their pussies into submission again tonight. Maybe I’ll even get to slide my dick in their asses and give them a good anal fucking to remember me by.

Once I have the cheesesteaks all ready, I pop them in a bag and head over in my beat-up old Toyota truck. It’s nothing fancy, but it gets the job done while I’m going to college. 

When I get to the door, I clear my throat and knock lightly. Then I patiently wait on the stoop.

A moment later, I smile as the door opens—

And my smile falters.

Two young women stand before me. One of them is tall, with smooth brown skin and a tank top on that does little to hide her big round tits, and the other is smaller, blonder, with nipples on her pert little breasts poking through the fabric of her T-shirt.

They’re both wearing booty shorts, and I can practically see their pussies through them.

My mouth falls open. Because they’re my age. And they’re hot as hell, and I’m already going to get hard if I don’t do something quick.

I clear my head and try to recover. “Um . . . hi? Is Suzy—I mean Susan—I mean Miss . . . shit. I don’t even know her last name.”

My shoulders deflate.

I fumbled that one bad.

The girls giggle. They look at each other.

And that’s when I realize the spitting images these two remind me of.

My eyes widen.

“Suzy is out,” says the Latina-looking one. She thrusts a thumb over. “That’s her mom.”

I frown. Rub the back of my neck.

Then she says, “I’m gonna guess you know the name of my mom, too.”

Under my breath, I mutter, “This is the weirdest fucking déjà vu ever.” To the girl, I say, “Let me guess: Alexandra.”

She beams. Snickers as she looks at her friend. These two seem so bubbly and bouncy, and they’re my own age.

That fact alone tells me this isn’t going to go the way it went with their cougar parents.

“And nope, you just missed ‘em,” the blondie on the right says. She looks bite-sized, while her friend is thick like her momma. “They went out for dinner.”

I blink. Reach into my pocket and lift my phone. “But I got a text from . . .” Shit. I probably shouldn’t be saying that.

Blondie bounces as she straightens. I watch her pert little titties bounce with her. “That was me. I texted from her phone when I saw the lewd messages you guys were sending back and forth.”

“Ah. Shit.”

“Had to see if you were real. Imagine our surprise that you’re not much older than us!”

They both laugh. They seem to do that a lot. I’m not sure how much more I can handle—

“You did something naughty with our moms, didn’t you, Mr. Stone?” the dark-haired one asks.

I don’t answer.

Blondie reaches out.

I look down at her dainty hand, wondering if I should take it.

Then she clears her throat when I don’t answer after an awkward amount of time. “The cheesesteaks?”

“Oh, um, right,” I stammer, handing the bag over.

I’m just about ready to turn around and leave. I haven’t even taken their money yet.

Then the young curvy Latina girl says, “Are you forgetting something, Bradley?”

My body tightens. No one’s called me Bradley since I was in middle school. It feels demeaning, and I turn around, clenching my jaw.

Rather than arguing with her, I just say, “What is it? Those are on the house.”

She wags her finger at me, all alluring just like her curvier, bigger, bustier mom. “That’s not what I’m talking about you forgetting.”

I tilt my head, questioning.

“I can see your fat cock-print from here, sir. So why don’t you come inside and give us some better meat than what’s in this bag? We want to have some fun too, y’know.”
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Chapter 5

Maya

I lead the delivery boy in by the hand, not sure exactly what I’m doing or where I’m going with this, but feeling giddy about it. I’m glad I have Rachel with me, at least. She makes me feel safer and more confident to be taking this hot stranger into her mom’s house.

Mr. Stone says, “So you two little hellions were just snooping through your mom’s phone and . . . what?”

Rachel’s eyes glitter as she turns around at the couch, and she sees that I still have Brad’s hand in mine like he’s my faithful dog.

Her bony shoulders rise. She’s so small and fun-looking, I wonder if Brad has eyes for her more than me. I mean, I have the curves like my momma—not to the same degree, but curvy nonetheless. Rachel is fit like her mom, but we both work out.

I wonder if it’s jealousy I’m feeling, or if my competitive nature is coming out and I might need to try and win Mr. Stone from her.

I lock eyes with Rachel and her grin widens. “And we’re bored of our boyfriends. We want a man.”

Brad lets out a hum.

I say, “We were hoping for a silver fox. Or expecting it, anyway, since our moms were talking to you.”

“Yeah,” Rachel adds on, showing her teeth, “some hot older daddy to have fun with and put us in our place. But you’ll do.”

“Imagine our surprise when we see you’re . . . our age.” I give Brad a once-over. He’s tall, stacked, clearly takes care of himself, and I wasn’t lying about that bulge I see in his jersey shorts.

I mean, the guy could dress sharper, but he’s also a delivery driver, right? It’s not like we’re taking him out to a five-star hotel, wining and dining him.

We’re just looking to get fucked.

My heart thrums when Brad speaks next, smiling now, shrugging off any reticence and shyness he showed outside the house when delivering the hoagies.

“Well, you’ll be calling me daddy by the time I’m done with you.”

My jaw drops. I look up and see his eyes smoldering as he looks down at me. I’m not as tall as my mom, and this is about the time when I want to stop thinking about Alex and Suzy and start thinking about me and Rachel.

“I-Is that a fact?” Rachel squeaks from across the room, trying to sound confidence despite being pint-sized compared to both of us.

“Or a promise?” I blurt. Then I go on my tiptoes and kiss Brad Stone before he can answer. My hands run through his close-cropped brown hair, and I see his eyes are storm-gray.

Our tongues dance and I let out a sigh into his mouth, feeling my pussy growing wetter by the second.

He reaches down between my legs, over my booty shorts, and Rachel lets out a small sound when she sees him palming my pussy through the fabric.

“Oh my God, Maya you slut!”

I laugh into Brad’s mouth and feel him smiling while he tries to finger me through my shorts. My thick thighs squish his wrist to keep him there, and I start panting and moaning into his mouth.

Brad holds me with one arm, and I notice he’s reaching out with the other arm . . . beckoning.

Rachel trots over like a good horny puppy. She squeezes in between us, just under my shoulder, and I giggle when she pops her head up and starts kissing the side of Brad’s face.

Then she kisses the side of my face.

Everyone’s smiling now. The room grows hot and heavy, and something new dawns in Brad’s eyes as I turn my head away from him and start to kiss my friend.

Our puffy lips lock together, our tongues swirl, our hands wrap around each other, and it becomes clear to Brad Stone that this isn’t the first time we’ve done this.

When I finally step away from the lip-lock with Rachel, I bob my eyebrows at Brad, still feeling and tasting the soft vanilla scent of Rachel on my lips.

“We’re different than other girls,” I say. “I’m not sure what you did with our moms, but . . . we’re used to this.”

“Are you now?” Brad purrs. “Because from where I’m standing, you’re just as slutty and the same as them.”

Rachel gasps. I let out an aggrieved sound. “Bullshit!”

“Fine,” Brad says with a simple shrug. “Then I guess your mom”—he nods his chin toward Rachel—“definitely wasn’t making out and sucking your mom’s giant tits.” His eyes land on mine.

I don’t know if he’s lying or not, but I’m about to spring a leak. Like, holy fuck. This hot fucking bastard.

He presses up against me, my big chest against his abs, and dips his chin to kiss me.

That’s when I feel the telltale sign of his hardness pressing against my belly. I look down between us—with Rachel right there also—and see him growing unbelievably big in his pants.

My mouth falls open.

“I mean, I’m not surprised,” Rachel mutters. “Our moms have been acting weird the last week, Maya, you gotta admit.”

It’s true. They’ve been acting weirdly closer than before, which I find odd. Almost like they’ve started dating each other to get over their shared cheating husbands.

And here I am with Rachel, ready to do the same thing that their husbands did to our moms: cheat on our boyfriends.

Only difference is we’re not married, there’s no union, and we’ve both agreed we’re bored of Chris and Pratik. They can’t handle our libidos and needs, and we need a strong man to put us in our place.

Clearly, when I look down at that massive protrusion jutting about ten inches past Brad Stone’s waist in his shorts, he’s just the ticket we’re looking for.

Rachel gets on her knees between us. “Let me do the honors.”

She reaches out before each of us can answer—with both of her hands—and peels both our shorts down. My soaked panties come into view, soft and pink against my dark thighs, and Brad’s huge beautiful dick flops out.

He’s enormous, just like we’d hoped—no sock-stuffing going on here. Just good old-fashioned cock, and a whole lot of it.

I grin, eyes sparkling when I look up at Brad’s eyes to find him watching us.

I hear Rachel mutter, “Jesus fuck, the size of this thing—and these damn balls, too! Get a load of these ostrich eggs, Maya! How much cum you think they—”

Brad shuts her up by stuffing her slutty little face onto the end of his fat dick. She chokes and gags immediately, making me chuckle.

Next time I look down, Rachel’s head is bobbing back and forth on half of his dick. Then my legs nearly buckle as I feel spindly fingers probing my pussy from below.

I gasp as I watch Rachel fingering me while she’s blowing Brad on her knees. Taking care of both of us.

“Aw, that’s thoughtful of her,” Brad says sarcastically. “But don’t you want to help your bestie out, Maya?”

I nod diligently, understanding his meaning. More than he knows, really, because he doesn’t know what he’s in for.

I lick my bruised lips and drop to my knees. For a moment, I tilt my chin back and suck on Brad’s huge nuts while he gently force-feeds all his dickmeat into my friend’s maw. I take each ball in my mouth, one after the other, keeping those big clackers nice and wet.

Then I scoot around to the back when he doesn’t realize it, because his focus turns to grabbing the sides of Rachel’s head and face-fucking her into a drooling, gawking mess.

From the back now, on my knees, I can see the way Brad’s ass flexes and goes concave every time he thrusts. It’s beautiful, that dark asshole of his.

So I decide to stuff my face between his cheeks and lick it.

He lets out a small sound, tightening, and then I have the hot stud’s cheeks squishing against my face. “The hell!”

“You’ll love it, big boy,” I murmur, and put both my hands on his hips.

“Oh fuck,” Brad croaks. He starts to move back and forth faster, hugging the back of Rachel’s head so he can try to hilt himself to the balls down her throat and pump his dick straight into her freaking stomach. “Damn, you’re better at sucking big dick than your mom!”

I look under Brad’s swinging balls and see my friend is fighting for her life to stay conscious on Brad’s huge dick. It’s bloating her neck—I can see the outline of Brad’s cock working its way down her esophagus, past her gag reflex and the back of her throat.

It’s so fucking raunchy and lewd, I start fingering myself as I rim Brad Stone and lave his tight asshole with my tongue. I work on the back of his heavy balls, too, making sure he understands how much we appreciate him coming to our rescue.

We have the stud sandwiched between us, like a reverse Eiffel Tower with both of us on our knees, taking his front and back.

Brad can’t stand it anymore, and he spins around and yanks me up from my knees by my armpits. He’s rough and strong and I yelp as his cock swings out from Rachel’s mouth and leaves her on her back, panting and hardly lucid as she coughs up cum and spit.

Her face is so damn red she’s like a cherry. She’ll take a minute to recover—

And while she’s recovering, Brad is roughhousing with me and spinning me around, pulling my shorts completely off and slapping my ass while he bends me over forward.

I put my hands on the closed front door, palms flat. I pump my big ass out, hoping it measures up well with my mother’s oversized rear end.

Brad likes what he sees, which makes me smile. I know he likes it because he starts slapping and spanking me and making me cry out as he gets more and more forceful.

“This fucking ass don’t quit, just like your momma’s,” he says. “Bet you’d like my fat dick tearing it up, huh, you slutty little succubus.”

“Yes!” I cry out. “Shove that huge fuck-rod as deep in my asshole as you can. It’s only fair!”

I did just try to reach his G-spot with my tongue in his ass, after all. Though that doesn’t really measure up with this ten-inch monster he’s about to try and shove inside me.

He spits on his cock, which still looks slick and sticky and glistening from Rachel’s slobber.

“That’s something I didn’t get from momma bear,” he says in my ear, and I gulp.

“Don’t be gentle, please,” I whine. “I want it rough. Pratik can never give it to me rough, and I can’t even feel him in my ass.”

“Oh, you’ll feel this, I promise.”

Before I can answer, the head of his huge cock presses against my anus and sinks in. I see stars, fireworks shooting off behind my lids, and my mouth drops open without a sound coming out. My tongue lolls and I turn into a mindless slut in an instant, eyes going cross as he pushes his dick deeper inside my fat ass.

I throw it back, trying to sink more inches in, trying to work past the pain of such a huge thing inside me. It’s bigger than any of my dildos, any of my strap-ons.

“I can’t handle itttt!” I wail. My thighs jiggle and shake and I feel like I’m going to lose it. My hand roams down between my legs and I finger my clit furiously as Brad starts to move and fucks my ass from the back.

My legs are getting weak. The blood in my ears is rushing from my pulse. I come hard, seconds later, working myself into a frenzy that only Brad Stone can quell.

“Oh, what do we have here?” Brad says.

I chance a look over my shoulder, before he can put his hand on my cheek against and squish my face against the door while he tears up my asshole and gapes me.

Rachel is on her hands and knees again, between us, the little slut. Her small hands fall on my fat ass cheeks that keep jiggling around. She starts to push and pull on my cheeks, forcing me down Brad’s length.

I gawk, amazed that Rachel is helping me along this oversized dick, while it breaks her best friend. She’s encouraging us like the cheerleader she is at school, every once in a while leaning in to lick the side of Brad’s dick or tongue my wet pussy from below.

When her face pops into view, it’s slathered in ladyjuices and precum. She’s smiling wide, brain-dead, eyes askew.

The silly slut.

Brad says, “I think it’s your turn for some punishment and fun, little girl, before I bust a load inside your friend’s huge tight asshole. What do you think?”

Rachel’s face lights up. “Yes please, daddy!”
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Chapter 6

Rachel

Maya’s beautiful asshole is left a gaping mess when Brad pulls out of it. All I can do is stare at the dark hole and wish I was stuffing my fist into it, because my friend is so hot and curvy and banging.

Maybe later.

For now, all my focus turns to Brad Stone, our savior from the Philly cheesesteak place who was more than ready to put two horny teenagers in their place.

I wonder if he’s older than us. I’m eighteen, just out of high school, and Maya is nineteen and in her first year at community college. I would place Brad somewhere in his early twenties, but it’s hard to tell at this age.

“Our dads cheated on our moms,” I tell Brad when he faces me with that gigantic cock of his swinging freely, smacking against my bony hip.

I don’t know why I’m saying it. I still feel brain-dead from the vicious face-fucking I took from this dude.

“Doesn’t that suck?” I ask with a squeak, backing up toward the couch. My fingers are fidgeting in front of my hard nipples. “So now we’re doing the same to our boyfriends, because they blow! Isn’t that right, Maya? I guess we’ve come full circle.”

I let out a nervous laugh, glancing over at the door.

My friend is on her hands and knees still, ass up, trying to catch her breath from getting her guts beat up so profusely.

“Your mom backed up toward the sofa just like this,” Brad tells me. “As I prowled toward her, ready to put her in her slutty place.”

“S-So you did fuck our moms then, huh?”

“I plead the fifth.”

I’m not sure what that means, so I just smile. “We’re different than them, you know.”

“Yeah, you’ve already told me. Want me to show you how I know it’s true?” Brad asks.

I nod stupidly.

He grabs me and I squeak again.

Then my feet start kicking and I cry out as I’m lifted off the ground.

“Your mom Suzy never let me do this to her, and Alex didn’t let me stuff myself into that huge luscious ass of hers.”

Brad spins me around. He holds me up in the air like I weigh nothing at all, his muscles barely flexing. I mean, shit, his biceps are the size of my legs practically,  and my heart stops once I’m airborne and have no more control over my limbs.

“Take me, pleeease, daddy!” I whine like a little brat. “I’ve been such a bad girl and I need discipline!”

He keeps me aloft with one arm, hugged against him with my ass nearly plopped on his shoulder. With his other hand, he strokes his cock to full hardness and lifts it, guiding himself blindly—

And then plopping my skinny ass down on his giant pussy-stretcher.

I moan and put my hands on his shoulders, gripping tight. My nails run down his skin, nearly drawing blood, and he roars as his cock sinks deep into my tight, tight pussy.

“Fuck!” he growls. “Your pussy’s like a fucking vise grip!”

I smile at him, dip my head now that he has me lifted nearly at eye-level, and kiss him while he carry-fucks me.

His strong hands cup my ass cheeks and he starts to lift me and drop me. Brad Stone is in complete control of my body now, and I eagerly bounce on his cock, slamming my hips down and trying to take as much of him as I can.

It’s not enough though. “My pussy’s too small and shallow for you,” I mewl. “It hurts so good, daddy, keep fucking me silly, I’m begging you!”

He moves me faster through the air. The world becomes a blur, and all I can do is hold on for dear life, trying my hardest to have him bottom out inside me.

He’s punching my insides, ruining my cunt for any other man, and I think he knows it. He keeps matching growls with my moans, losing himself to some base, feral instinct while he hug-fucks me into oblivion.

My eyes roll and I come buckets.

A splash rings in the night and I realize his cock left me for a second and I squirted out everything I’d been saving up inside me, directly onto the floor.

Next thing I know, Maya is there on her hands and knees like a faithful friend, lapping up my juices and urging Brad’s cock back into my soaked cunt while tonguing his balls and playing with my clit.

“Thank you, Maya!” I call out, even as another climax builds inside me once his meat stuffs my insides again.

I can’t use words anymore. They seem so faraway now, so useless when I’m just a slutty ragdoll for this boy’s pleasure.

It’s everywhere I want to be.

Maya’s tongue on my tight little pink asshole is the icing on the cake. It’s the nudge that sends me over the edge of the cliff, with a body-shattering orgasm rolling through me and stealing every thought and whim from my body.

I shake and tremble and croak like a wordless psycho as the orgasm takes hold and claims me completely. All the while, Brad keeps fucking me through it, even as my body constricts and clamps down on his dick and he’s forcing his way through me and—

I flop like a fish out of water off his dick, literally hopping up and nearly out of his strong arms.

He laughs and gently lets me go into the pond of my choosing—directly onto the couch.

Where Maya is waiting for me.

I’m spasming on my back, losing my mind, trying to see if I can ever regain my thoughts again. It’s almost scary for a moment how good my body feels, how otherworldly—

And then Maya’s lips are seared over mine, bringing me back to the land of the living. I close my eyes when I see her beautiful dark face so close, her smoky amber eyes just like her mom’s so sharp and piercing and . . .

Fuck her mouth tastes good. It takes sweet like my pussy and strong like Brad’s balls and—

Oh my God, her thighs are wrapped around mine now, smothering me. I look down between our bodies, our tits pressed together, and see her drenches pussy inches from mine.

Maya is bigger and stronger and thicker than me, and I’m under her like a flattened pancake. But now her pussy is on me, and she’s thrusting wildly, and we’re making out and coming and moaning in each other’s mouths as we scissor like long-lost lovers.

Our bodies hump and grind and her flesh is smooth in my hands, her curves so soft and bountiful as I grip every part of her I can feel. Her hard nipples rub friction over mine, and I’m about to lose my mind all over again.

Then Maya squeals in my mouth. Her body tightens, her engorged clit flapping and smacking against mine.

She peels her mouth off mine and over her shoulder says, “Told you we were different than our moms. This isn’t even new for us!”

“The scissoring? Glad to hear it. How about this?” Brad asks.

Maya’s face screws up with confusion—

Then flattens with understanding when Brad slides onto the couch and stuffs his dick inside her pussy from the back. I can feel his girth and size rubbing up against mine, too, and the next moment he pulls out and plunges into my hole.

We both start moaning like little whores. Making out again, wrapping our arms around each other’s necks.

The bliss becomes too much, our scissoring combining with the back-and-forth fucking from Brad Stone as he sandwiches us together and continues to use us like toys.

“Perfect fucking breeding toys,” he growls.

He spanks Maya’s big ass above me. He pushes down on her hips, forcing her slit against mine, until our juices are sopping together and I start squirting uncontrollably against over all three of us.

Brad Stone floods my womb with cum. He pulls out and does the same with Maya’s, but he’s got so much fucking cum built up in those huge balls of his, he’s still not done.

He pulls out and starts spraying thick ropes across our faces as we make out. The hot sticky cum lands on our scorched flesh, but we don’t turn away from each other.

I’m lost in Maya’s lips now, losing my mind, wondering if this wasn’t our true goal all along: to use a hung man so we could get closer to each other while our loser boyfriends are out of the picture and our moms are out of town.

I know we don’t have long now before Alexandra and Susan come home. They’ll be done with dinner soon, and I don’t want them to find their daughters naked and sweating and grinding against each other when they do.

I hardly hear Brad’s voice filter in once he’s finished with us, because of the thrumming of blood rushing in my ears and my own body finishing its massive multi-orgasms.

But he’s at the door, chuckling to himself, saying, “I’ll leave you two it, then. I’ve gotta get back to the shop. But you aren’t wrong, girls: You’re just as naughty and very different than your hot moms.”

And then he’s gone. Like a big-dicked apparition that might have never existed, other than for a way to unite me and my friend.

I finally stop kissing Maya . . . but she doesn’t stop fingering me. Not until she’s practically stuffing her whole fist into my gaping pussy—gaping courtesy of Brad Stone—and using me like her elastic fuck-puppet.

“Oh fuuuuuck Maya!” I scream, and then blow my load all over her, splashing her with even more cum.

She laughs, completely drenched like she just got out of a water park. “That’s insane,” she says, “I never knew you could squirt so much, Rachel.”

“Neither did I!” I squeal, giggling as I curl in on myself.

Maya doesn’t let me get small. This beautiful friend of mine, she leans down and kisses me. “Brad was good, huh?”

“Better than good, babe.”

“But I think we’ve found what we really need, haven’t we?”

“Each . . . other?”

Maya’s smoky eyes twinkle. “Who would have thunk it, huh? Our moms, our boyfriends, Brad . . . just tools to finally get us here, where we belong.”

I lift my head and kiss my friend on the lips. “In each other’s arms, and between each other’s legs.”

“Like two perfect sluts.”

We both giggle. Then we keep kissing.

I spread my legs, giving her a clear view of my bare pussy, all pink and used and glistening from Brad’s huge dick and her strong fist and expert tongue.

And I say, “Now, what say we make each other come one more itty bitty time before our moms come home, eh girly?”

Maya grins and dives in between my thighs.

[image: ]

The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this ridiculously raunchy tale and unexpected bi-awakening romp! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

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

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

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.


The Author

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


“Oh, is that a fact? / promise / dare?”

“our moms have been acting weird the last week. Much, uh... closer than they have been before.”

“Probably because they made out and kissed and sucked each other’s tits.”

“yeah, well, we’re different than them. More edgy... We already scissor.” “How are you different?” “you’ll see (scissoring later)”

“my name’s Maya, by the way. This is rachel.”

“our dads cheated on our moms. They’re both getting divorces. Doesn’t that suck?”

“did you fuck our moms?”

“I plead the fifth.”

“well, whether you did or not, you have to fuck us now.”

“Is that a demand?”

“yup!”
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