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Chapter 1

I’m flying into my hometown of San Diego, smiling like an idiot as I look out the window of the plane. Past the soft reflection of myself in the tiny window, the glassy Pacific Ocean sits below, seemingly stagnant beneath the puffy clouds. It’s a bright blue day with a bright blue ocean, glistening with the sun’s reflection.

Readjusting in my seat, I let out a contented sigh, somewhat tinged with annoyance. It’s cramped in here, like any plane, and the guy sitting in the center seat snoring blissfully with his seat pushed back, has his arm hogging the armrest. His forearm vaguely brushes against my thigh every few minutes when he jerks in his sleep. Not to mention it isn’t easy when my big ass hardly fits in the skinny seats.

When I glance over with a slight scowl, ready to say something, my narrowed eyes widen. In his sleepy stupor, the middle-aged man has a very obvious and protruding throb going on against his inner thigh, creeping up toward me, growing, as if his cock is trying to get my attention and say hello. Clearly, the sleeping wonder is having a much more enjoyable plane ride than I am. 

With my face going flush, I stare straight ahead at my computer, trying to hide my smirk from the boner-wielder should he wake up.

The wicked part of me wonders what it would be like to reach over and casually stroke this stranger off through his sweatpants, right here in public with all these people around.

The guy isn’t bad looking, either—a scraggly beard hiding an otherwise nice-looking face, a bit of paunch to his stomach, but who am I to judge? My hips are wider than his, my body thicker and curvier, and I’m probably half his age. So I don’t have any room to judge body size. To say I am “shapely” would be an understatement.

Biting the inside of my cheek, I shake my head of the lewd thought. I don’t exactly want to get arrested for public indecency, exposure, or sexual misconduct when I’m headed to my hometown.

Instead, I do a quick run-through of what I’ve written on my computer while on this plane ride. I blow a raspberry when I realize none of it might be worth keeping or publishing. It’s hard to write on planes. Hard to concentrate.

With the cramped conditions, the lack of amenities and in-flight meals, and Mr. Morning Wood raring to go next to me, I swear to myself I’ll never fly on a budget airline again. But I’ve been saying that for years. Doing what I do, getting paid what I’m paid, it’s the only way I can get around the country with any kind of affordability.

When the captain speaks on the overhead and tells us to push our trays up and put our seats in the full upright position, the roaring, steady hum of the plane fills with the rustling of fliers moving their shit around and getting ready to land. I do the same, and quickly notice Mr. Morning Wood has started rubbing his bulge after snapping out of his sleep, but only because he’s trying to hide the fat erection he’s rocking.

When he looks left and right to me and the lady on his other side, and seems like he wants to explain himself, I swiftly veer my gaze back to the window, where the ocean is getting bigger, vaster, and brighter as we descend.

Five minutes later, we touch ground with that rough-and-tumble landing that never seems to get any easier, no matter how many hundreds of flights I’ve been on in my life.

After taxiing to our gate, the guy stands, even though we have at least five minutes before the aisles in front of us clear out. So now, even though he doesn’t have a boner anymore, his free cock is pressed five inches from my fucking face.

I can see the outline. Can practically imagine what it would be like peeling down his waistband and stuffing my face against his balls and inhaling the musk of his cock. I wonder how quickly I could get him to come, blowing him right here at Gate 33 of the San Diego International Airport.

Of course, I don’t do any of those things. I let my wayward mind pass through the horny thoughts, gather my things, and head out the plane, never speaking to the man yet somehow sharing an unsaid bond with him at the same time.

I’m a blogger. A vlogger. A writer. Think Sex and the City but much less eloquent or profound than Carrie. Whatever you want to call me, the newest trend that’s stuck is to say I’m an “influencer.” At least that’s what my fanbase says I am.

What am I an influencer of, though? Well, I’m not the right person to ask. Some say my articles on fashion hit all the right spots. Others say my musings on travel are enlightening and make people want to leave their bubbles and go exploring. Traveling is certainly my favorite aspect of what I do.

I made it “big” recently when I had a breakout vlog-blog combo that broke the interwebs. When I was at a fast food joint in Utah, speaking into my microphone while feasting on stale fries and giving them a rating to my fans, I wandered down the hall toward the bathrooms and inadvertently walked across two employees of the establishment banging like bunnies in a storage room.

The idiots didn’t even close the door.

The man’s sweaty thrusting and grunting, his pale concave, flexed cheeks, stick in my mind to this day. The woman’s jiggling body and raspy moans as she took it from behind, bent over a shelf filled with bags of potatoes, made my heart race. Both of them wore their puke-green company t-shirts and ball caps, and the scene made headlines.

Well, it made headlines for me . . . because I filmed the whole thing. I mean, I was in the middle of talking about the shitty fries at the place, when lo and behold I stumble upon something much juicier.

I was so flabbergasted and turned on at the sight that I flipped my camera around and said, “Is fast food getting sleazier . . . or hotter? You decide.”

The influx of attention was immediate. The vote was split down the middle: Some fans said they’d never eat fast food again; that it grossed them out to see two people responsible for making their burgers fucking.

Others said they were more likely to eat out now, hoping something like that happened to them. A few astute observers—and this is why I think my post got such attention—thought the juxtaposition of this happening in a reserved countryside town in Utah put a brighter light on what’s going on in our nation.

Somehow, my quip about two young, bored fast food workers fucking in a storage closet became a calling card for politics, religion, and everything I never want to talk about.

And now I’m here. Flown into San Diego to see my bestie before a drive up to Los Angeles to accept some kind of an award for “outrageous journalism.” Not outstanding journalism, mind you, because there was nothing profound or outstanding about it. It was more ludicrous than anything, but it did awaken me to the possibilities in my career path.

Now, I have a mind to keep traveling, speaking my mind, and digging deeper into the kinkiness of society.

First, I have to see Lola Morris, because I haven’t seen my high school best friend in years, and I miss her. I have one night in town before I drive two to five hours north to LA on Monday.

Why two to five hours? Well, if you’ve ever taken the I-5 into Los Angeles from any fucking direction, you’ll know why I put the range that far apart. Maybe I can put the batshit insane traffic of LA in my next post. As I make my way out of the airport, dragging my luggage behind me, I shake my head. Nah, probably not. Won’t get the clicks I need. What kind of statement could I make about traffic that’s always existed since time immemorial?

Lola is waiting for me in her RAV4 outside, in the hustle and bustle of the airport’s Arrivals roundabout. This place has been under construction for years, I’ve heard, and now I see it in all its New York-esque glory.

I cringe at the sight of her swerving to the curb, getting honked at by three cars she almost side-swiped, and then poking her head out the driver’s window to yell at the people she almost killed.

When she wheels her head around and sees me, the anger twisting her face flips into a bright, sunny smile. She waves encouragingly and I rush over, toss my things in the backseat, and plop my ass into shotgun.

Then we’re off, before we’ve even said hi—peeling out of there before we can get lambasted by anymore angry commuters and sidewalk cops wearing orange vests.

“What’s up Lo!” I yell happily.

“What’s up Jo?!” she answers, and we laugh.

Jo and Lo, united again. I smile wide as we barrel out of the airport and onto the wider freeway near downtown. It’s much less congested here, much freer, and I can finally breathe again.

“Okay, we’ve got one night until your fancy ass award ceremony, and we’re gonna make the best of it, bestie,” Lo says. She wags her brows as she glances over at me. “Or should I say breastie? Goddamn, Jo, what happened to your chest?!”

My mouth falls open, cheeks flushing. I look down, stupidly. I’m not even wearing anything revealing—I think it’s that I’ve put on weight and look quite different than I did three years ago when she saw me last. That and the fact my tits have gotten out of control. “Uhh, hello to you too?” I quip, face growing redder by the second. “It’s not my fault!”

“No, no, of course not. You got the genes to make the boys cry. You’d better keep all that away from my brother.”

I snort, shaking my head. “How is Ross, anyway?”

Lola rolls her eyes. She leans forward, gripping the wheel for dear life, and it makes me nervous. “Still living at the house. Still annoying as shit. Still asking about you.”

I let out a heavy sigh and purse my lips, wincing as I look at the busy world blurring by out the passenger window. “It’s been three years.”

“You’re the one that got away, far as he’s concerned.”

There’s a note of spite in Lo’s voice. Not that I screwed up her brother by “getting away”—on the contrary, I think she’s a little miffed I got with him in the first place.

We were in high school. I didn’t know better. Ross was nice enough, he was handsome enough, and he was the brother of my best friend. It almost seemed natural I’d date a guy like that, even if it was only for a few months.

To Lola Morris, however, it was the betrayal of the century. I was hoping we’d be able to avoid this topic of conversation as long as possible—not thrust ourselves into it right off the bat.

“Still living with you, huh? Isn’t he, what, twenty . . .”

“Twenty-three. I think. Shit. I don’t remember. All I know is he’s too damn old to be living with me and Dad!”

I blink over at her, wondering if she recognizes the irony. When she shows no signs of it, I say, “Uh, Lo, you’re . . . twenty-five. And still—”

“Living with Dad? It’s different for me! I’m going to grad school, dummy. You know how expensive that is? All Ross does is play video games and jerk off.”

“Why doesn’t Rodney kick him out?” Rodney being their father. 

She cackles humorlessly. “And dishonor the bloodline? The golden child? No, no. He’s tried, but it doesn’t stick, and he’s too good of a dad to just boot him.”

Well, that makes sense. Rodney Morris was always stern but fair. He understands the world.

Rodney is also dangerously hot, but that’s not something I would never tell Lola. Hell, I’ve thought it since high school—and probably before. The fact that man is still a single dad after all these years, just walking through life without baddies flocking to him every day, blows my mind.

In fact, I have to ask: “How is Rod, anyway? Still single?”

Lola snorts again. “Really, Jo? Rod?”

“He told me to call him that last time I saw him,” I say in a tiny voice, ducking my head. My cheeks flame for the millionth time today. “Would you prefer Ro, Lo? Then we can be Jo, Lo, and Ro. The Three Amigos.”

Lola cackles, throwing her head back in a way that makes my stomach tumble because she stops looking at the road for like five whole seconds. “Sorry, I don’t want to add my freaking dad to the clique. If it’s all right with you.”

I smile wide, staring at my friend of so many years. When she starts rattling off all the things we’re gonna do once I get back into town from LA—shopping, spa, maybe a movie, definitely the mall—I just keep smiling, realizing how much I’ve missed her.

This is going to be a good little vacay.

Especially if Rodney Morris is in town and I get to feast my eyes on that treat.
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Chapter 2

For some reason, I feel nervous walking into the Morris house. My hands are clammy and I can’t stop biting my lower lip.

I tell myself it’s not because I’m about to see Rodney, patriarch of the Morris family, aka Rod, aka Ro, aka the hot dad I’ve rubbed myself raw to more times than I can count. But I know I’m lying.

Luckily for my heart and my pussy, he’s not in when Lola and I arrive. Instead, as Lo continues to ramble on about our tenacious plans, I’m treated to an empty house that I remember all too well.

For some reason, it looks smaller now. The house is tucked away in the suburbs of Mission Hills, a quaint community bookended by the much busier districts of Middletown and LGBT-central, Hillcrest.

If I’m going to go out tonight with Lola, I told her it needs to be in Hillcrest. I’m more aligned with the LGBT community than the tech bros and hipsters—not that the gays don’t have plenty of those, too. But The Gays (TM) are just more my speed, generally speaking, and they’re more interesting. Which makes for better stories . . . which makes for better vlog ideas.

Sometimes I truly hate how I’ve started to think of everything in capitalistic ways—how I can monetize and stretch my opportunities to their utmost potential. But that’s life. I’m a creature of circumstance, and with my newfound “fame,” I need to push through all the open doors that I can. Because who knows how long it’s gonna last, and when I’ll just be another has-been?

“Got any snacks?” I ask Lo as we meander our way past the foyer, the living room, and into the open kitchen. There’s a hall leading down to the bedrooms, and I assume mine will be the spare room in this three-bed affair, as it’s always been in the past. Unless Rodney has, like, boarders or something staying to help with rent.

“Yeah, you’re looking a bit famished,” Lo says sarcastically.

She’s always been a bit of a bratty bitch, but that’s what I love about her, because I’m like that also. Birds of a feather and all that.

I blink at her. “It’s not my fault you’re a twig, Lo. I’ve been on a plane with no food!” Playfully running my hand down to the swell of my belly, I frown. “Clearly a strong wind is going to blow me away.”

She lets out one of her customary cackles and opens the fridge. “Yeah, I’m a twig and you’re a juicy pear.”

I bob my head left to right, rapping my knuckles on the island as she scavenges for something my fat ass can eat before we go to actual dinner. “Not the worst analogy. Sounds about right.”

Lo comes out with a bundle of cheese, crackers, and fruit. “I’ll make you a little plate, but don’t ruin your appetite.”

I put my hands up, affronted. “Believe me, babe, I’ll crush the cheese and crackers and then slam whatever loveliness we have for dinner. Scout’s honor.”

“No fruit? Do you not do that healthy shit?”

I roll my eyes. “Oh my God. Gimme the fucking fru—’

“Ho, ho, ho, look who the cat dragged in.”

As the refrigerator door closes, I look past it into the hallway, where Ross Morris saunters down with his hands shoved in the pockets of his jersey shorts. He has a tilt to his smirk, smug as shit like always, and his face seems to have gotten rounder.

“Ho, ho, ho?” I echo. “When did you become Santa Claus, Ross?”

He flares his nostrils, smiling wider. “Always so snippy. How goes it, Jodi?”

I pop a pose at the island, thrusting a hip out and placing a hand on it. Giving Ross a quick once-over, and then promptly questioning all of my previous life experiences, I say, “I’m good, Ross. How have you been?”

My voice is a bit clipped because, as much as I hate to think about it and would love to deny it, this young man has put his dick inside me at one point during my life. And I’ve been filled with regrets ever since.

“Glad you still remember us little people,” he answers.

I stand straighter. “Little people? Uhh, buddy”—I gesture vaguely at the pretty house we’re in—“you live in the suburbs of San Diego.”

“So?”

“It’s not exactly Bumfuck Nowhere.”

His cheeks grow red. “It’s a figure of speech, bitch!”

And who told him it was a good idea to grow a beard? On that face? My features twist and Lola laughs as she finishes topping off my cheese platter.

Ross throws his hands up, taking me in fully before shaking his head with a mutter. “God, of course you got even hotter. Just my luck.”

With that, he turns to wander off, somehow paying me a compliment and the biggest insult of my life all at the same time. “I-It’s not luck!” I yell after him, not even sure what the hell that’s supposed to mean. I just don’t want him getting the last word in.

But he does when he says over his shoulder, “If you ever get bored with my sister, my door’s always open, Jo.”

“No it’s not!” Lola shouts down the hall. “Because you always have it locked doing God-knows-what in there, pervert!”

The door down the hall closes, and I share a look and a sigh with my friend.

“Unbelievable, huh?” she mutters. “Hasn’t seen you in years and makes a pass on you at the word ‘Go.’ I mean, I can’t blame him, but still—”

“Thank you, Lo,” I interject, putting a hand up. “You can stop right there. Some things never change.”

“No. Things change. Ross doesn’t.”

We laugh it off, and then I eat a few nibbles of cheese before I say, “Kind of lost my appetite. I’m gonna take a shower real quick, tidy up before we head out for dinner.”

“Kay. I might take a quick nap.”

I point down the hall. “Same place as always?”

She chuckles. “Yeah, bestie, the bathroom hasn’t moved. Neither has my dumbass brother. I’m sorry about him.”

I wave her off and start to head down the hall, tentatively following the same footsteps Ross took, but going past his room. It’s tiring dealing with all the horny boys who think they’re owed everyone and everything, but I’m used to it. That a guy like Ross—unemployed, un-fun, and annoying—thinks he even has a chance with me these days, is baffling. 

He flutters out of my thoughts when my eyes lock on the primary bedroom at the end of the hall. Rodney’s room. Closed off, forbidden, might as well have yellow “Do Not Enter” tape wrapped around it.

My heart does a pirouette out of nowhere.

I get into the restroom, close the door, and strip down. Staring at myself in the mirror, I wonder what makes me “even hotter” in Ross’ eyes. I decide it must be my curves, which have gotten decidedly . . . curvier over the past few years. My hips are wider, my tits are practically oversized at this point, and you can see my ass from the front. It’s kind of ridiculous, and I’ve briefly wondered about losing weight, but then I look at how difficult it is and never pull the trigger. And especially with my lifestyle, it just doesn’t seem like it’s in the cards.

After all, I’ve gotten more eyes as a plus-sized baddie thick enough to suffocate somebody than I ever did as a stick-figure in high school and college. I feel healthy, have no physical problems—except these mammer jammers giving me near-constant backaches—and I’m only in my mid-twenties.

Healthy living can wait.

I step into the shower and let out a deep, visceral sigh as the warm water floods over me. My eyes close and I briefly lose track of time, purging myself of the travel day.

When I step out ten minutes later, the room is misty and stuffy. The mirror is clouded with condensation. I pull up my phone on the sink counter and look at my channel where my fans hang out, ready to press the button and tell them, “Ever wonder what the opposite sex sees in you that you must be missing?”

But I don’t want to hit them up while naked, so I look around, frowning, and curse under my breath. “Shit. Someone forgot to stock the towels.” Glancing around some more, I realize I forgot my freaking luggage in the kitchen, too. With my clothes. “God, I’m an idiot.” I let Ross get me flustered, and now I’m naked in here with no way out other than jiggling my ass down the hallway.

I’m about to open my mouth to yell to Lola, hoping she isn’t deep into her nap—

When the door opens.

With my lips parted, I step back, saying, “Oh, good, did you forget to put a towel up b-b-best . . .”

My stumbling words trail off as a tall figure takes up the frame of the doorway. For a flash, he looks as surprised to see me as I am to see him.

It’s Rodney Morris, in the flesh, wearing a suit that hugs his strong frame and makes his shoulders look like damn devil wings. The man’s face is as attractive and perfect as I remember, with a few more laugh lines and crinkles near the eyes, which only makes him look more distinguished. He’s also got a bit of gray at the temples of his hair now, and—

Oh my God. He’s turned into a certifiable silver fox.

It’s only after five seconds have passed in utter, debilitating silence, that I realize I’m standing right in front of him . . . fresh out of the shower, fully naked.

My parted lips drop open even further, and my stomach bottoms out to the floor.

“Shit. I’m sorry, Little Jo. Didn’t know anyone was in here.”

His voice is a quiet storm of brooding expectations. It’s like a velvety flood that makes me wet and confounded at the same time. I can’t stop looking at him, but my words have suddenly failed me. For once.

Rodney’s dark, smoldering eyes flutter from my feet, up my creamy thighs, past my broad hips, over my soft belly, between my heavy tits, and up to my shocked face. “Though I don’t know if I can call you Little anything anymore. You’ve grown up, pup.”

My cheeks flare the same temperature as the sun. My nipples are abruptly, rudely pebbling, and I haven’t even tried to hide myself.

Because why would I? This is the older man I’ve pined after my entire adult and young adult life, and now he’s here, and I’m nude and willing and wanting, but I have no idea what to say to him. This happenstance is either serendipity or the worst omen of my life. I don’t know how to play this, I don’t even know how to speak.

“Sorry,” he mutters, running a hand through his thick head of salt-and-pepper hair that’s a mess on his head. “Looks like you need a towel.” He turns to leave, hand on the knob, pushing the door out. “I’ll go grab—”

“No,” I croak.

He freezes. Agonizingly slowly, he glances over his shoulder, raising his immaculate eyebrows. “No?”

“Don’t go.”

He blinks at me and closes the door, standing right in front of it. Staring at me.

When I glance down, looking harder than I care to admit, I think I see the same sort of protrusion that Mr. Morning Wood was rocking on the plane. But it’s hard to tell with the stiff slacks he’s wearing and the misty condensation of the room and my buzzing head. I also don’t want to look too long.

His voice lowers, chin dipping as he takes a step forward. “You look like you need something, Little Jo.”

I nod incessantly, like a bumbling buffoon. “I-I do.”

My eyes implore him, begging for him to not make me say it. This girlish fantasy I’ve had for so many years . . . it suddenly seems so attainable. My eyes move to my phone on the counter, then to him, then down my body as I feel suddenly squeamish and self-conscious.

“You’ve gotten more beautiful than I could ever imagine, Jodi,” Rodney says.

A small gasp slips past my lips. And then his tender touch is tilting my chin, forcing me to stare up at him rather than embarrassingly at my own frame.

“You know that, don’t you?” he asks.

Rodney’s dark orbs drill into me.

His son is locked away in his room down the hall. His daughter is taking a nap, closed off from the world before our night begins.

And I wonder if my night can begin now.

“Quiet as a mouse in here, isn’t it?” Rodney asks.

I’m assuming he’s alluding to no one being around, and also how dumb and silent I’ve been since he stepped in here.

“Why did you come in here?” I ask breathlessly. My heart thunders in my ears.

A beautiful smirk tugs at the corners of his lips. “To take a shower, pup. Why else?”

Not to see me? Not because you knew I was in here?

He’s already told me he didn’t, and I have to take him at his word.

“Hi, Mr. Morris,” I murmur with a tiny smile.

His smirk widens wickedly. “Hi, Jodi Wright. Long time no see.”

Rodney saying my name has me melting toward him, my body igniting, my belly coiling, my pussy throbbing, wishing for something to happen. But he’s too much of a gentleman, I know, and there’s white-hot tension between us but also hesitance.

If anyone’s going to shred the hesitance, it has to be me. He won’t cross that boundary unless I let him.

“No one can know,” I whisper.

“Know what?” he whispers back, eyes darkening.

I’m confident I can show him what without needing to say anything else.

So I drop to my knees.
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Chapter 3

I don’t know what’s come over my mind or body. All I know is I’ve wanted this for so long, in the deep recesses of my mind, and it’s all pouring out of me before I can stop it.

Rodney Morris doesn’t ask me what I’m doing, or why, or any other Ws. No, he says, “I never took you for being such a good girl, Little Jo.”

And my heart pummels against my ribs.

I can’t get his belt unbuckled fast enough. Can’t get my hands around his waistband, tugging them down, any quicker if I tried.

This is my best friend’s dad, and that phrase keeps playing in my mind over and over, until I get his pants to his knees—

“Holy shit,” I breathe.

Rodney’s cock is bigger than I ever dreamed. Even soft, it swings heavily between his muscled thighs, backed by a huge pair of balls that look so yummy and delicious. Rodney suddenly becomes Daddy in my mind, and my brain short-circuits as I huff my nose against his python and inhale his masculine scent.

I don’t think he needs a shower. Not unless it’s with me, and not until I finish with him so we can clean ourselves off together.

“Like what you see, pup?” His hand curls in my hair, rubbing gently, softly pressing my face closer to his intimidating length.

I’ve taken some big boys over the years, but nothing like this. Rodney has always been a man before anything else, and this just proves it. No wonder his quiet confidence and stern outlook is so loud and strong in his presence. He has no reason to be meek about anything—not with a bitch-breaker like this swinging between his legs.

This man has nothing to prove and everything to offer.

No, it’s me who needs to prove herself to him. Show him I’m worthy, and that I’m not the “Little Jo” he remembers. I’m not the girl who used to come over for slumber parties with Lola and the other girls from school. I’m not the shy girl who would gawk at Rodney Morris from the sidelines, always daydreaming and never speaking my mind because I knew it would ostracize me from the group if they knew how I really thought about this man.

I’ve been back in my hometown for an hour, and I already have my best friend’s dad’s cock in my face.

I press a kiss to the perfect head, which twitches at me like an angry snake ready to strike. He has complete control of his whole package, and it starts to move and bounce near my face.

“Don’t just stare at it, Jodi,” he orders. “Shove my cock past your lips and show me what you’ve taught your mouth to do.”

I tilt my head back and come at him from underneath, needing no more encouragement than that. My lips widen and I take his long, thick cock in my mouth, running my lips over his velvety-smooth skin.

Rodney’s hand stops the petting and grips my hair, tightening as his dick starts to swell in my mouth.

Before long, I mumble something about how it’s getting too big for my little mouth to take. But he can’t hear me past my slurping and feral need. My head bobs back and forth to help him along, until his giant cock is pushing down my tongue and filling up my cheeks.

When the broad ridge of his dick touches the back of my throat, I gag. My hands come up and I take his hard length with both of them, stroking from the base to the middle, and to the middle to my mouth, while blowing him. That’s how fucking long and huge he’s gotten in my greedy little face-hole.

Rodney murmurs in a soft voice, “That’s a good girl, Jodi. You take my cock so well down your throat. But I wonder how you’d do if I stop going easy on you?”

I try to look up at him, tears filling my eyes from how my airways are getting cut off. The misty haze in the room isn’t helping, and it’s like I’m staring up at Rodney’s gorgeous face through some sort of dreamland.

His hand grips the back of my head harder and he says, “Let’s find out,” before rocking his hips forward.

Rodney’s cock slams past the back of my throat, past the resistance, and I let out a guttural choking sound. My eyes roll back and I suddenly can’t breathe.

Then he withdraws slightly—

And does it again.

Each thrust feels like he’s drilling his cock against my fucking stomach. I can feel my neck bloating, getting to twice its normal size. Or at least it feels that way as he face-fucks me slowly and deliberately.

I can’t keep jerking him off because I need my hands for leverage. He’s blasting into my throat too hard and deep, and the next time will knock me on my back.

First, I put my hands on his hips, feeling the hard bones there, gazing through the blurriness at the deep cuts of his abdomen that leads straight to his cock like a runway.

I hold on for dear life, gripping his sides as he puts his other hand on my head and starts using my face like a toy. He thrusts hard, pulls back, and does it again. “Congratulations, pup. Your throat is the tightest I’ve ever had.”

I try to smile but can’t. My lips are parted, my jaw is aching, and I’m seconds from passing out if I keep trying to act tough like I can handle this much cockmeat in my needy fucking gullet.

“I think you need another shower though, you sinful, greedy girl.”

My eyebrows quirk, and I start to pull back to ask what he means—

But his hand holds my skull at the back, not yet letting me go. A stutter pulses through me, twinging in my throat.

I start to wildly tap his hips to tell him I’m going under—that my face can’t handle anymore abuse and punishment.

Rodney grips my neck lightly, feeling the bloat that outlines his cock, and rubs his hand down from my chin to my collar. When his hand tightens on my bulging throat, I recognize he’s jerking himself off through my fucking neck, and it’s possibly the lewdest thing I’ve ever felt.

My body shuts off, twitches, and constricts. Fireworks go off behind my eyes from the wet squelching and sloppy sounds my throat makes as he pummels me into submission. A thrum of pressure hums across my skin, starting deep in my belly.

And then I’m a coming, trembling mess, hands-free climaxing as he lets out his first groan.

He pushes back on my body, forcing himself over me, crowding me, and my frame flexes as I sit upright and tilt my head to follow his cock with the movements.

I’m not even sure he could pull his dick out of my throat at this point, he’s so damn deep. Well past my gag reflex and anything else that could cause trouble.

Rodney rests his elbows on the sink counter, bending over. But he’s only bending over so he can get a direct downward angle into my throat, making me sword-swallow the entirety of his cock until his belly presses against my nose.

My eyes roll back and he thrusts down into me, dominating my entire existence. His thighs frame my shoulders and his heavy balls clap against my chin, spooling out and covering the rest of my face.

“Take that cock down your needy little throat, babygirl,” he mutters in a snarl. “Maybe you won’t need a shower after all. I’m not going to paint your face—hnghh—when your throat is the perfect cock-sheath.”

My closed eyes shoot open when I feel him throb inside my throat, pushing aside the constricting wall that presses on his cock like a weighted blanket.

Before I know what’s happening, Rodney hugs my head against his pelvis, still standing directly over me, and his cock pulsates and grows even hotter.

A thick flood of cum launches down my throat, directly into my stomach. There’s so much cum spilling into me that I feel full and pregnant and my appetite has returned. I put my hands to my belly, but then the suddenness of his orgasm strikes and it’s like a domino effect.

I come for the second time, harder this time when he hilts his massive cock and seats himself completely inside my throat.

My hips thrust on their own volition, pushing out an orgasm that has me panting and snorting on Rodney’s dick.

He growls, “Take all that fucking cum in your belly like a good girl, Little Jo. There we go. Fuck.”

He finally pulls out . . . and I’m limp. Unable to respond.

Luckily, he stoops to settle me down gently on my back, right there on the floor of the bathroom, on a soft mat. I think it might be time for my nap shift, if Lola is waking up soon.

Oh God. Lola! I think alarmingly.

Everything seems so far away and distant right now. My brain isn’t working, and I have no idea what I’ve just done. All I know is it must be bad . . . because this is my best friend’s dad, and I just let him face-fuck me into oblivion.

The world starts to dim at the edges of my vision.

Vaguely, in a dreamlike stance, I get a perfect image from my back of Rodney Morris’ huge, slick, slobber-coated cock resting against his thighs as he starts to pull his pants up and stuffs himself away.

To think that Ross Morris came from the loins of this man is simply astounding. First off, Ross practically has a babydick compared to his father. Rodney is a paragon of masculine excellence, and Ross is the castoff that runs down his huge fucking nuts.

But then I close my eyes, and I can’t think anymore.
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Chapter 4

The fact I came so hard, twice, and didn’t even touch my pussy, is a testament to how dominant Rodney Morris was. His praise worked wonders to get me going, and then his commanding attitude took over and controlled me the rest of the way.

I’m helpless to stop myself around this man. It’s finally happened, and now it’s all I can think about.

I never fully drift off in the bathroom, but rather stay in a buzzing state even after Rodney leaves the room. I told him that Lola can never find out, and he said he was leaving to make sure to stick to his word, and that he’d tell his daughter that I wasn’t ready to go yet. If she was even awake herself, that is.

Turns out, she isn’t awake. Even through all that, we kept it relatively quiet, and my friend is nothing if not a heavy sleeper.

Thank God for that.

For a while, I just reminisce over how naughty of a girl I’ve been. How I’ve tasted the forbidden fruit and let my friend’s father have his way with me.

I don’t want it to end there, either.

Something inside me wakes up. It’s something I think was dormant all these years, which I never truly pursued, and now it’s staring me right in the face and I still don’t have a clear answer for it.

It’s not exactly the intelligence that comes with knowing I want a huge fucking cock ruining me and turning me into a size queen . . . but rather the wisdom that comes with knowing I need who it’s attached to, more than anything.

The cock is excellent. The man is perfect.

When I finally stand up on wobbly legs, wondering how my night can even keep going—how I’m going to top that dreamlike head-session—I furrow my brow when I glance down at my phone.

Seconds later, my stomach drops to the floor and my heart jumps to my throat, lodging in the same spot that feels so hollow and cored out after Rodney had his way with me.

Because I’m getting an insane amount of replies to something on my fan site, and I forgot for a second that I had even opened it before stepping into the shower.

The first and most liked comment, with almost two-hundred likes and counting, reads:

“Yes, queen! But next time we want to SEE it, not just hear it!!!”

My jaw drops. I scroll furiously throat my phone until I see the culprit: I had inadvertently set my camera on like I was video-blogging to my fans after I came out of the shower. But the screen was facing up to the ceiling resting on the counter, so no one saw the nastiness that Rodney just put me through.

They didn’t see me, anyway . . .

That is one hot fucking man! says another well-liked comment.

“God, those gagging sounds. I can only imagine how big he is in your throat.”

“Gimme that yummy silver fox!”

“I volunteer myself as tribute.”

“Can I be the next Little Jo? The next pup?”

“You must feel so full after that. We all heard how hard he came.”

The disgusting comments just keep rolling in, and I have to turn off my phone so I won’t get overwhelmed.

My mind spins, trying to reconcile what’s just happened. Not only has Rodney Morris face-fucked me into the future, but the whole act was caught in high-quality audio from my phone. They must have also gotten a glimpse of his face when he bent over and put his elbows on the counter so he could make me sword-swallow his throat-stretcher.

When I finally open the door of the bathroom, poking my head out and looking left and right down the hall, I’m ready to sprint down to my luggage. Part of me wants to keep sprinting past it, to the front door, and flee this damned house of horror before it gets worse.

But then I see the stack of white towels at the foot of the door, right outside. And my suitcase is standing within arm’s reach next to it.

“Oh thank God,” I whisper, quickly yanking everything into the room and closing the door. You’re a godsend, Rodney, for bringing me my stuff and not making me waddle my embarrassed ass out there, potentially getting caught naked by your incorrigible son.

Once I’m dressed and have gathered the courage to make my way into the world, I take a deep breath in the mirror. “You got this, girl. No one can scare you.”

I need the positive affirmation to feel good about myself, to brave whatever waits for me on the other side. Will it be Lola, hurt and shocked that I just messed with her dad? Does she even know, or was she truly asleep through it all? How about Ross?

I shake my head, not willing to think about it.

Keep making myself feel confident and good. An idea comes to my mind as I repeat the positive-affirmation mantra.

Frowning down at my phone, the idea starts to build from something interesting into something tangible.

Aren’t I the girl who pushes through doors whenever I can? Who stretches every opportunity as far as I can take it?

It’s clear this lustful moment with Rodney Morris opened up something inside me, and I’m not the same person that stepped through this door half an hour ago.

But just who is that person?

Well, let’s see. I’m a writer, an “influencer” if you will, and I have things to say. Somehow, against all logic, I have people who listen to those things I say. Clearly I have more people listening than I thought, if this incident is proof of anything.

What can I do with all that?

Yes, I can keep my phone off and slink into the shadows and disappear into obscurity.

Or, and it’s a big “or,” I can turn it into something.

Because after this, I don’t want to stop at Rodney Morris. Not when the picture is starting to get clearer about what I’m really after. It’s not just good dick, like I said, but the people those good dicks are attached to.

In a flurry of movements that I know will change my life trajectory—not bothering to second-guess myself for fear of ignoring the call to action—I flip through my phone and rapidly fire off a message to my people.

“Line up, bitches! If you’re curious to learn how I do it . . . then I’ll feed you, baby birds, and teach you exactly how.”
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Chapter 5

It’s not every day you can call your adoring fans bitches and get an overwhelmingly positive, accepting response. But that’s what happens when I send out the message. Everyone wants to know how I’m going to help them nab their own silver fox. And they want the dirty deets.

I’m smiling when I finally leave the bathroom fully clothed and ready for a fun night. The day has already been a raging success, and I feel filthy and amazing when I waltz into the kitchen with Rodney’s cum still sloshing around in my belly.

I never knew I had so many horny sluts following me. Hell, I never knew I was such a horny slut. But here we are, and there’s no going back. What’s done is done.

I’m already rolling through ideas, tapping my fingers on the edge of the island, wondering how I’m going to organize my “advice column” for my newest project.

While I brainstorm, I impatiently wait for Lola to get up and get dressed so we can head out. The master bedroom—where Rodney retreated to after filling my throat—is ominously closed, and it takes everything in me not to barge in there and ride that fat dick until the wee hours.

Now that I’m feeling loose and content, I roll my eyes and come to a decision because I felt I’ve been an asshole to someone earlier.

I head down the hall and stand in front of Ross’ door, contemplating whether this idea is a good one, secretly knowing it’s not. I hear his snide voice on the other side, chuckling with someone on his video game chat, no doubt.

With a deep breath, I swing the door open, saying on my way in, “Look, Ross, do you want to get dinner with me and your sister? I haven’t seen you in—What. The. Fuck!”

Ross is sitting at his computer with his shorts down to his ankles. He’s furiously fucking his hand, fisting his cock and laughing with someone on a headset in his ears.

My jaw drops at the abrupt sight, and it takes a moment to realize he didn’t even hear me come in because he’s busy with, uh, self-care and headphones.

Spread across Ross’ computer screen is a porn video of a well-endowed trans girl mounting another woman from behind, pummeling into her and slapping her jiggly ass. Though I can’t hear their moans because they’re being filtered directly into Ross’ horny cum-brain, I can tell good acting when I see it.

Ross chuckles into his headset, “I know, right? Dude, look at that tranny go. Fuck, she’s got a good stroke, right? I mean, I’ve got her beat in the dick department, but she’s pretty fucking hot!”

I snort, because what I’m seeing directly refutes his claim. That trans lady is twice your size, asshole. Oh, and your dad? He’s three times bigger.

Before my jaw can get any lower, I blink and turn around, muttering, “. . . Never mind,” before closing the door and leaving Ross with whatever the fuck that was.

Lola is storming down the hall in her clacking high heels, and I put my back against the door as she sees me exit the room, as if I’m trying to protect Ross from some deep dark secret.

Lo scrutinizes me with narrowed eyes. “Why do you look like you saw a ghost, and why are you standing in front of my brother’s room, Jo?”

“Because I did, and because I was trying to be nice and invite him to dinner.”

She scoffs, hands on her hips. “Let me guess. He was jerking off.”

I give her a tiny nod. She’s just about to get red in the face and charge in there to chastise her poor brother, but I block her path and grab her arms before they can lift. “Come on, come on, leave it alone. Let’s just go have a nice night, okay? You and me, bestie.”

“Fine. I’m telling my dad I want that asshat out of the house though, if he’s not going to contribute anything other than having his dick in his hand all day!”

I laugh and lead her down the hall, out the front door, and to her RAV4.

We hit the town hard, but not too hard. I have to be on the road tomorrow, after all, and I don’t want to be too hung over. But I’m dying for some good Mexican food, so we head to a local spot nearby first, which gets us a few whistles from the cat-callers sitting outside.

We roll our eyes, smiling at each other, because we know we’re hot shit and it’s not very kosher to be cat-called in 2025, but it’s also kind of flattering and we wore these banging dresses out for a reason.

Little does Lola know, the reason I’m wearing a curve-hugging number like this and feeling like a squished-together sausage isn’t for anyone out at the clubs. It’s for her dad.

But I hope my bestie finds her one-night-husband and gets dicked down properly. It’s what I want, it’s what she wants—it’s what we all want.

After a ridiculously tasty California burrito that makes me dearly miss home more than anything since coming back—except maybe Rodney’s burrito—we head over to the Linc nightclub. It’s a fancy place pronounced “Link” but trying to be kitschy, with a dark main room and strobe lights and thumping music and skimpy clothes and all the things people our age are supposed to enjoy.

For some reason though, even in our mid-twenties, we somehow feel old in the place.

We leave after three drinks, five droning songs, and after no less than four dudes have gyrated and humped themselves all over our bodies. It’s safe to say we feel dirty after leaving, even though we’re laughing and have our arms draped around each other.

“God, that place was grungy!” Lo shouts into the street as we make our way out.

She’s walking a little bowlegged in her heels, so I hold her up to keep her steady as we make our way across the street. Since Lo is a petite, skinny little slut, she’s already tanked after three drinks, whereas my voluptuous ass barely feels the first shot.

I am feeling a bit warm and frisky though, so it’s not nothing. If I could stay at this level all night, that would be great.

Lola, of course, wants to keep partying. So we head to one more nightclub—neither of us even recall the name—Uber there, and then do the whole routine over again. We chat with some boys our age, or close enough to it, and make our way out after another two fruity, colorful drinks that had way more vodka in them than they were supposed to.

By midnight, Lola is truly smashed. It’s a sight to see, and she goes from being loud and boisterous and twerking her tight bubble-ass in the middle of the street to being passed out in the Uber ride home all in the span of six minutes. 

Typical twenties shit.

Meanwhile, I’ve kept my cool. On the car ride home, I stare out the window with it rolled down to get a cool breeze on my flushed face. I can’t stop thinking about ideas for my advice column—haven’t been able to since it first popped up.

Even worse, I can’t stop thinking about Rodney and what I did to him in the bathroom. Or, should I say, what he did to me. The fucking animal.

Has he been waiting forever to do that to me? To face-fuck me into near-unconsciousness? Has he pined after me like I’ve pined after him as I grew up?

Better question: Does he want more than that?

Once we get home, I decide I’m going to find out. I’m tipsy enough to feel the effects of the alcohol in all the best ways: lowered inhibitions, higher excitement and anticipation.

All the lights are out inside the abode. I have to practically carry Lola’s mumbling, stumbling ass up the path to get to her front door.

Once I deposit my bestie in her bedroom, I say, “Time to hit the hay, babe. That was a great night.”

“Great fuck—hic—great fucking fight, shoe mean. Night. You. Good night. Best . . .” She trails off into a snore as she finishes the word “bestie,” slowly humping her pillow with her eyes closed.

And that’s Lola in a nutshell. Such a hot mess, and totally my hot mess.

I wander down the hall, the excitement bubbling in my belly. Five drinks is enough to put me in a hazy head space, even if I tossed that last drink because I wanted to be cognizant of my surroundings.

Now, I’m fully cognizant.
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Chapter 6

I don’t head for the spare bedroom. No, that would be too easy.

Instead, I push my way past the door at the end of the hall and slink my way into Rodney’s room. If only Lola knew I dropped her off so I could go fuck her dad. Damn she’d be pissed!

Snickering to myself, I catch a wave of cologne, pine, and lovely scents that remind me of the man I’ve come to see. He’s a lump in his bed, the lights completely dark. The window drape on the other side of the room is partly open, letting in a sliver of moonlight.

“You smell like a brewery, Lola,” Rodney mumbles from the bed, even with me being more than five feet away.

He thinks I’m his drunk daughter walking into the wrong room. I snicker to myself, approaching, getting closer . . . starting to peel off my dress from the shoulders first.

His head whips around when he hears me laughing. “Little Jo, is that you?”

I bounce into the bed with a giggle, my curvy body weighing it down and bouncing Rodney upright.

Before he can move, I crawl over him on all fours. My dress is gone and my heavy tits are out for him again, hanging and swinging low toward his face.

I feel like Rodney should only ever see me naked now, after our incident in the bathroom. “You didn’t get to play with these in the shower, Daddy,” I whisper to him, shaking my tits right in his face.

He manages to stare up through my cleavage. “Jodi. You’re drunk.”

“No. I’m tipsy. And excited. These are good things.”

I can’t wipe the stupid smile off my face. Things have gotten so exciting here since about five hours ago when I stepped out of the shower.

Rodney says, “You really want this?”

“I wouldn’t have snuck in here otherwise, sir.” I wiggle my ass, and even from his view on his back he can see my huge luscious cheeks jiggling behind me.

I know men like Rodney Morris—top-grade, top-shelf cocksmiths of the highest caliber—can only put up with so much teasing and brattiness before they snap.

Luckily for me, it doesn’t take Rod long at all.

His hands emerge from beneath the sheets and cup my hanging tits right over his face. His fingers tease and twist my hard nipples, forcing out quiet gasps from me.

I’m suddenly in his grip, back where I started, and there’s nowhere I’d rather be. “I w-want to complete the night. I didn’t get enough of you earlier.”

“Didn’t get enough of my cum in your belly, pup?”

My face smolders, eyes darkening. “Didn’t get enough cum in my pussy, Daddy.”

I lower my body, planking myself on Rodney, and he makes no complaints about my weight bearing down on him. In fact, I can tell he loves it by the way his hard cock throbs through the sheets, pressing against my middle.

“Same deal as before?” he asks, never taking his deft fingers away from my huge creamy tits. He reaches up with his tongue and lightly laves across my peaks, making me shudder and tremble.

“Lola doesn’t find out.”

He lets out a harrumph of acceptance. Then he forces me up onto my hands and knees, off him, and says, “Then crawl up here and sit on my face. It’s your turn, babygirl.”

My mouth waters as I hurry to do as he orders. I’m completely naked, thick thighs pressing against his cheeks as I stare down at his handsome face between my legs.

Rodney inhales my pussy and lets out a content sigh. “Bring that tight little snatch over here, honey.”

Before I can react, his arms loop around my waist, hands resting on the tops of my cheeks, and he yanks me onto him.

I yelp as his face disappears under my crease. Then his warm tongue is diving across my slit, licking my folds, tonguing my pussy so incredibly that I nearly come on the spot.

It takes everything to hold back, and I’m not even sure he can breathe, the expert-level bastard. I reach forward and rest my palms against the wall in front of me, over the headboard. I shake my ass on his face, mewling, “Just like that, Daddy. Holy shit your tongue is so fucking amazing.”

“Your pussy tastes better than a steak dinner,” he murmurs under my lap, his voice muffled from all my weight pressed onto him. “You’re wetter than fucking water.”

I laugh, trying to hold back my moans. I can’t get loud and wake up Lola—not that I think there’s any chance of that happening with the state I left her in. But there’s also Ross to think about—

And I suddenly can’t think about anything once his tongue hits a certain spot and has me seeing stars. I roll my head back on a big moan, bowing my back, grinding down harder, trying to force Rodney’s body to embed in the mattress.

I ride his face, gripping the only tuft of hair I can see underneath me. His hands wrap around my thighs, but he doesn’t tap for me to get off him. He’s going to die on this hill, eating me out and licking my pussy until I can’t think or see straight.

My eyes screw up, one going wider than the other, and I know I have a silly-bitch face splayed across my features. I pucker my lips, saying, “Fuck, Daddy, I’m gonna squirt on your fucking face,” and then shake as the orgasm rips through me. It starts at my core and spiderwebs out, until goosebumps claim my arms and nape and I’m squeezing every muscle to keep from exploding. When I loosen, my fluids spray and he happily laps them up, laughing to himself, tightening his grip on my jiggling thighs.

And then the world somersaults.

I gasp when Rodney flips me around, somehow using his lower body strength to hoist me off him and flip me onto my back. And I’m not a small girl.

Abruptly, he’s above me, his rock-hard cock pressing into my belly. I look down at the massive man and nod furiously, reaching out to stroke his cock with both hands.

He cups my spooled-out tits to the sides of me, squishing them together like he’s going to sandwich them around his cock. “I’ve got the higher ground now, love,” he mutters with a wicked smile slashing across his face. “You know what that means, don’t you?”

I blink up at him, head tilting.

“Means I get to dick you down proper. Fuck you silly until you can’t walk out of here. It was a mistake coming in here, pup, because I won’t let you leave until you’re seeing sounds and hearing colors.”

“Oh fuck yes,” I croak. “Best mistake I’ve ever made. Skewer me with that fat fucking dick, sir. Please, I’m begging you!”

Rodney slams between my legs and perfectly feeds his cock into me, stretching me so completely with his insane size that I let out an incredulous guffaw. It’s guttural and inhuman, just like this man.

His hard body hitches against mine, his rocky hips crashing against my soft curves, and we’re like the perfect puzzle made to fit together.

My eyes roll and I lift my legs to wrap them around his body as he takes control of mine. The bed creaks and groans, with Rodney staying silent while he fucks me in the most intimate position imaginable.

I stare up into his face and he bends down, locking eyes with me and kissing me furiously. Our tongues dance and twirl as he fucks me, only making the situation hotter and more endearing.

Not only does he fuck like an animal, but he kisses like a prince out of a fairytale. His tongue is soft and inviting, juxtaposed with the hard thrusts of his massive cock and the slapping flesh of his heavy cum-filled balls smacking against my rippling ass cheeks.

My heady daze of tipsiness starts to flutter away as he fucks the thoughts out of my pretty little head. He rises up on his knees, presses forward, and suddenly our intimate missionary position gets feral and needy.

Rodney gets up to his feet, crouching over me, and pushes my legs back. “I’m going to breed your little pussy, Jodi. You understand me? This belongs to me now.”

I nod diligently. “Yes sir! Fuck me stupid, Daddy! You own this pussy and can do whatever you want to it!”

My voice is a hiss of desire, trying to stay quiet while bouncing in the darkness against his crazy bucking hips.

My knees bend back when he applies pressure, and I can’t take my eyes off that huge swinging cock ready to skewer me again, hovering inches from my gaping, glistening hole.

Once my knees connect with my tits, I know I’m in trouble. I’m folded in half, my whole ass is out and spread, and Rodney flattens my cheeks as he bares down on me in a completely debilitating mating press.

My eyes roll and I come again, for the third time in as many minutes, no longer able to control myself.

My body grinds against his. He smacks into me and rolls his hard abs against me, and I only wish I could see more from the darkness to feast my eyes on the glorious, muscled body of this older man putting me in my place.

I’ll just have to fuck him during the day, too, to get a better vantage point.

While Rodney presses into me from above, digging my body deep into the mattress and making my toes curl near his ears in the air, he pins my hands above me to make me his useless fuck-doll.

I don’t know what goes through his head when he puts me in these immobilizing positions, but the naughtiness that swims through me is like nothing else. I need it to live, need it to breathe.

Rodney takes one of my hefty tits—pinning my wrists with a single hand—and forces my nipple into my mouth. “Taste what I tasted, Little Jo. Lick your hard nipples while I fuck the senses out of you.”

I nod, mumbling nothingness, and give him a puppy-dog look as I lave my tongue around my hard nipple and the sensitive areola around it. My eyes veer between us, to where his oversized cock keeps us connected, and the sight of his flat body rocking against my curvy one makes me lose control.

I come again, harder this time, and thrust my body up into the sky. With my back arching, I twitch on his cock and lose it.

He growls, making the first animalistic sounds since he started roughly fucking me, and hilts his cock so deep inside me I swear I can see my belly bulging.

I feel his hot cum pouring inside me as he breeds me, apparently eager to give Lola a little sister because he doesn’t stop for a full thirty fucking seconds.

It isn’t until I’m good and fucked stupid, filled to the brim, that he pulls out and spanks my ass as he climbs off me.

His cum seems to gurgle at the opening of my widened pussy-hole and he watches it trickle down the curvy swells of my ass cheeks, disappearing down my crack.

I heave for breath, trying to catch myself. “Did I make a good cum-dump, Daddy?” I question, blinking hopefully to him.

He flashes me one of his customary smirks. “Talk like that to me again, and I’ll have to pump another one in you, pup.”

I move to roll to my side—

But he stops me with a hand to my knee. “No. You’re not going anywhere, love. Remember what I said about mistakes?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes, sir.”

“We’re going to make each other feel good all night.”

And thus brings me to my first serendipitous quote for my upcoming advice column about how to bag older men: “Make them feel good about themselves by offering up your young, eager pussy.”

Hell, the slutty words are already writing themselves.

“And when I finally let you leave here in the morning . . . I’m going to have a driver ready to bring you up to Los Angeles, with orders to bring you right back.”

“A driver?” I ask. I feel and look like an idiot with my knees still bent against my tits. But God if it doesn’t make me feel horny and wanted.

“Yes. You’ll like him.” When his smile widens and he pops his brow, anticipation builds in my belly. And he says, “More importantly, Little Jo . . . he’ll love you.”
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Chapter 1

I’m busy clacking away on my laptop in the dining room next to the kitchen, inhaling the delicious scents of potatoes, sizzling bacon, and eggs. It’s the perfect hangover cure for a bright and sunny morning in San Diego at the Morris house.

While my fingers work deftly to type out everything that’s happened so far on my one-night journey to my hometown, I reminisce and find myself smirking.

“Hope you’re not airing our dirty laundry, pup,” Rodney Morris says from the kitchen.

That’s my best friend’s hot dad, whose bones I jumped last night after coming home tipsy with his daughter, my best friend, Lola.

Lola took me out on the town and we got nice and trashed, ogled by countless boys our age, and had an all-around good time. But the real fun bookended the evening.

First, there was the raunchy shower session beforehand, where I stepped out naked from the shower and nearly ran into my friend’s dad Rodney. I promptly went on my knees and sucked his huge cock, urging him to throat-fuck me into submission and finally getting the filthy moment with the man I’d pined after all these years.

Then, once Lola and I got back from our night out, I dropped my hammered friend off in her bedroom and rushed to Rodney’s room to ride him until the cows came home. After cowgirling the hung bastard, he flipped me on my back and mating pressed me until his fat nuts were plugging my asshole and his cum filled my womb.

It was, without a doubt, the lewdest Welcome Home night I’d ever had. And now my fans had to hear all about it, in sublime detail . . . but without mentioning names.

“Don’t worry,” I murmur over the top of my computer. “No silver foxes will be harmed in the making of this documentary.”

Rodney chuckles to himself, flipping the bacon. The tall, stacked older man looks perfect this morning, wearing an apron to catch the popping bacon grease, and not giving a shit what it makes him look like.

Rodney oozes confidence, and he has every reason to with that fat anaconda, so why would he care what an apron makes him look like? He’s been a single dad since Lola and I were kids—he’s used to this life, and from what I can tell, he loves it.

I return to my writing, swiftly hammering out the details I just thought about: positive masculinity in a world of toxic men, and how Rodney checks all the boxes.

He only fucked my throat in the restroom once I went on my knees in front of him and begged him to. He didn’t make a move on me in his bedroom—I came to him.

Unlike his derelict son Ross—my ex-boyfriend of a few months so many years ago—Rodney understands how women work and what women want. And, in turn, I want him so badly it makes my pussy throb just sitting here at the dining table waiting for him to bring over my plate of yummy breakfast foods.

Talk about aftercare. Shit. A girl could get used to this.

The buzzing tension between us that hangs in the air is snapped once a bleary-eyed Lola drags her ass downstairs and joins us. Her red-rimmed orbs are half-lidded and she looks like she’s sleepwalking.

“Oh shit, you’ve seen better days, bestie,” I say, cringing as she arrives to plop down at the dining table.

Of course, Lola has no idea I fucked her dad for the first time last night. And, if all goes well, she’ll never find out. I don’t want Rodney and me to bring the end of our years-long friendship. That would be horrible.

I gently shut my laptop to give my friend my attention.

She groans, hanging her head. I can tell she hasn’t taken a shower, and she still smells like a brewery from last night. While I’m curvy and responsible and can mostly handle my alcohol, my friend is petite and drinks me under the table and has no self-control. In turn, it leads to these violent hangovers if she isn’t careful. Yesterday, she was anything but careful.

But I wasn’t careful either, so I can’t blame her. Might have to get some Plan B before I hit the road today to Los Angeles. Rodney pumped so much cum in my womb it has me a little worried.

And what was Rodney saying about hiring me a driver to bring me to LA, so I didn’t have to drive myself? What sort of princess-grade treatment am I getting here?

Today—and the reason I flew into San Diego at all—I’m slated to appear at a fancy hotel in Los Angeles, a few hours’ drive north, so I can accept an award for “outrageous journalism” tomorrow.

Apparently Rodney doesn’t want to let me out of his sights now that he’s had me, because he made some allusions about this “driver” I’m going to meet today. He said I would “love him,” and more importantly, that the driver would love me.

The innuendo is so thick it’s giving me cramps.

“I feel like death,” Lola mutters. “Dad, we got any Aspirin?”

“Nothing a little bacon-and-potato omelet won’t cure,” Rodney quips from the kitchen. “Coming right up, Lo.”

I smile at my friend across the table, bobbing my eyebrows. “You’re spoiled with a dad who cares about you,” I say, loud enough so only she can hear me.

Lola wipes lanky hair from her forehead and nods toward the table, unable to look me in the eye from her dreaded headache. “Yeah, yeah, I know.”

“Where’s Ross? He joining us for breakfast?”

Her bony shoulders rise. “Still asleep. Probably played his stupid video games all night with his dorky friends.”

God am I glad I got out from under that waste of space. It’s horrible to think that, but Ross has no ambition, and it’s going to hurt him. He’s only twenty-three but his prospects are limited. Yes, Lola likes to over-imbibe every once in a while, and can’t handle herself when she does, but at least she’s going to grad school and trying to do something for herself. Ross, my slovenly ex-boyfriend, isn’t.

Not to mention Ross’ dad has a cock that puts his to shame. It’s got to be three times, four times bigger. Rodney’s poor son must have been skipped in the confidence, personality, and endowment departments.

Rodney brings our plates over a minute later, steaming with fluffy omelets that are his specialty. He’s learned quite a few precious things over the years as a single father, and cooking is definitely one of the highlights.

Lola takes it for granted, groaning as she bites into her breakfast, but my face lights up when I eat. I let out orgasmic little hums and gasps at the tastiness, and I notice Rodney standing behind Lola, intently watching me with a smirk on his face.

Who knew that such a sexy older man would be obsessed with watching me eat, of all things. I feel a bit self-conscious about it because, well, I’m already a bigger girl . . . and if I stick around Rodney for too long, I’m at risk of making that even worse.

“So, what’s on the docket for today?” I ask the room, trying and failing to take Rodney’s scrutiny off me.

Lola glances up as she slowly pecks at her meal. She looks like she’s going to puke. “Aren’t you going up to LA?”

I nod.

“I hired Cal Derringer to drive her,” Rodney announces, as if his daughter might recognize that name.

She surely does. Her shoulders stiffen in an excited way, head popping up, and suddenly she doesn’t look so morose. “Cal’s coming over?”

Lola’s face flushes pink. She withdraws, hiding, and keeps eating in silence. But I know a crush when I see one, and I start to get curious about this Cal guy.

Rodney, ever the stern and loving parent, is understandably quick to shut it down. He rolls his eyes, standing behind Lola where she can’t see. “He’s stopping by, not coming over, Lola. Focus on your food, not the driver. His job is to bring Jodi up to LA and back. That’s it.”

Is it? I wonder.

Lola hums to herself. There’s a small smile playing on her lips, and I wonder about all the secrets she’s harboring. Then she clutches her belly, face twisting in a grimace, and she looks across the table at me. “To answer your question, I’m going back to sleep. I feel like shit and the omelet isn’t helping.”

I frown. “Sorry to hear it, bestie. I hope you feel better.”

Lola stands, takes her plate, and starts to walk out of the dining room. “I will. I always do.”

“I’m just glad you two are safe and didn’t do anything too stupid last night,” Rodney chastises his daughter.

She rolls her eyes as she passes him, the very picture of a brat. “It’s not our fault you’re no fun, Dad.”

No fun? I almost burst out laughing, but resist. Rodney Morris just gave me the most fun, orgasmic night I’ve ever had. You just know nothing about it, Lo, for obvious reasons.

As she leaves the room, my eyes lock with Rodney’s smoldering orbs. The curl at the tip of his lips tells me he’s thinking the same thing.

Then we’re alone again. My laptop is closed. My omelet is finished. Rodney won’t turn those daring eyes away from me, and it’s making my skin hot and flushed. Deeper south, my pussy feels damp and needy, and I have to shift my weight to get comfortable in the seat. It’s a sturdy chair with an open back, only the top of the seat giving my shoulders any protection, presenting an open window to my backside.

It’s that open back of the seat that will spark amazing things.

The house falls quiet after Lola escapes upstairs with her breakfast, so she can wallow in peace and wait out her hangover.

Rodney and I don’t move a muscle until we hear her door shut. Then he’s walking toward me, without a word, and his smirk rises into a wicked smile.

My heart thumps against my ribs as my friend’s dad circles me at the table like a shark, standing behind me.
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Chapter 2

“You wouldn’t dare,” I croak in a ragged gasp as Rodney’s body heat wafts off him and smothers me. Behind me, he’s still as a glacier, and my entire body flexes and tenses with anticipation.

“You have no idea what I’d dare when you’re around, Little Jo,” he mutters, using my pet name that he’s had for me for years. But I’ve never heard it said in such a tone—such a white-hot way that makes my blood thrum with need and desire. “You don’t understand what you do to me, pup,” he adds, using another favorite term of endearment for me.

“God, I want it so bad,” I whisper. I can’t get the thought of his huge cock driving into me last night out of my head. I haven’t been able to since I woke up in a slightly hungover, totally chipper mood this morning.

“Ask and you shall receive, babygirl.”

This one-two-three punch of pet names is going to drive me insane. Worse is the sheer heat of him, enveloping me and making me see stars. There’s a sudden headiness in the dining room that wasn’t here before, and I can’t deny it. I can’t deny the pleasure my body seeks.

So I reach around the sides of the chair behind me, between the open back of my seat. I’m wearing pajama bottoms I brought and a loose top that does little to hide the peaking of my nipples.

Rodney can’t see how his words and proximity affect my body—not at the front, anyway, where my nipples are stiffening by the second. At the same time, I can feel how it affects him, especially once I start to peel the waistband of my pajamas down.

I don’t move from my seat. I don’t need to, and Rodney has made that obvious. My fat ass barely fits in this seat, close to drooping off the sides, and when I lower my pants to give him a better sight of my cheeks, Rod lets out a restrained hiss.

I can tell he’s about to lose control at the slightest view of my round cheeks and pale flesh.

He steps closer. The man is wearing pajama bottoms of his own, which hide very little and kept my eyes busy all throughout breakfast. Now I feel that monster digging into the small of my back.

“I’m going to fuck you right here at the dinner table,” he says in a choked voice.

“With your kids in the house?”

“They’re not kids. And I can’t stop myself.”

That’s totally not what I meant and he knows it. But I don’t stop him, even as his cock digs harder into my back.

A moment later, I hear rustling, and then that hard length is hot and scalding against my flesh, freed from its loose confines. I desperately want to reach back and jerk him off, but I’m too scared to move—too anticipatory about what’s about to happen.

Heat pools at my belly, claiming my pussy. I scoot my ass back, the side railings of the chair biting into my cheeks, embedding into my flesh. The swell of my ass cheeks hang over the edge of the chair behind me like a fleshy breakfast tray.

I can only imagine the sight Rodney is seeing, watching as I try to stuff my giant rear through the window of the chair, presenting my body to him like a gift—a girl half his age, his daughter’s best friend.

I don’t need to imagine for long because I feel it. The chair is high, thankfully, but Rodney Morris is a tall man. He can’t simply thrust into me from the back. He’s going to need to get creative, either crouching or going to his knees if he wants his prize.

And that prize is staring right at him when I bend forward and shove my ass back even more. I feel the end of my pussy hanging over the edge, maybe big enough for him to gape if he tries really hard.

If Rodney’s plan is to defile me right after breakfast at the dinner table, I’m going to make him work for it.

Thankfully, he has no qualms about giving me what I want. He crouches and runs his hands unnervingly across my cheeks. “Try not to be too loud, pup.”

I feel his cock floss down my crack. He’s lazy with his approach, which makes me even needier. I have to stop myself from bouncing my knees in heated anticipation. My elbows fall on the table and I rest my chin in my hands. I’m bent over, sitting, and—

Rodney’s broad cockhead pushes past my dripping pussy lips, forcing them apart. My mouth falls open as the waiting ends, the anticipation melting into something fierce and needy. My eyes blink wildly as my friend’s dad sinks his huge dick deep into my pussy from behind.

For half a moment there, I thought he was going to try and take my more-accessible asshole, but I’m almost positive this man’s hole-stretcher won’t fit inside my tight little rosebud. Not without some training.

Rodney lets out a deep breath as he sinks his cock inside me. I glance over my shoulder and see he’s crouched, just as I thought he’d have to be, and his muscles flex and show a surprising amount of lower body strength.

His hands grip my curvy waist. His chin falls on my shoulder, soft breath washing over me and stealing my mind as he hugs me from the back.

Then he starts to move, and the chair I’m sitting on creaks forward. He pushes me with his rough thrusting, surging his cock deep inside my greedy pussy without a single care in the world.

It drives me insane. This early, in the heady daze of a tipsy night, it doesn’t take much to get me off. My body tightens and coils as he fucks me from behind, and within the first ten thrusts I come hard.

My bare toes curl on the hardwood floor. My knees knock inward and I balance my feet on top of each other as he rails me.

The sounds are lewd and sloppy, my sloshing pussy juices leaking out of me and trickling to the ground behind the chair. Rodney’s hard hips smack into my thick flesh, and I worry we’re going to wake the whole house.

I have to fight past a lump in my throat to keep my moans down. I’m not a quiet fucker, and when I’m taking someone as large and dominant as Rodney Morris, my initial reaction is to scream to the heavens.

“Fuck, your pussy is too tight from the back like this,” he growls in my ear in a soft breath.

Goosebumps trail along my nape where his breath touches. I murmur, “How’s the view from back there, Daddy?”

My words only ignite his lust further. He bares his teeth, nibbles at my earlobe, and sends a bolt of electricity through me from the act. His cock warms my insides, battering my hole. My lips part, jaw dropping at the sheer audacity of this older man.

I truly drive him wild. I can’t believe it. It wasn’t just empty words and thoughts about needing me, wanting me, claiming me.

Rodney smacks his hips against my cheeks and the sounds echo through the dining room. It’s the furthest room from the stairs and the bedrooms upstairs, but even so, I’m not sure we can hold back and be any quieter. It’s simply impossible when the two of us are rutting like animals in heat.

He spanks me. He molds my curvy flesh to his liking, draping himself over me while he crouch-fucks me from behind into submission.

I start to wail in a choked voice, “Daddy, oh fuck, Daddy, you’re ruining my poor little pussy!”

“No man will ever satisfy you like I do, will they, Little Jo?”

My head shakes on its own volition. “N-No! You’re too big, too strong. I can’t fucking take it. I just want to cancel everything and become your permanent cum-dump, to make your big cock happy forever!”

I’m not even making sense anymore, and we both know it. There’s something about a huge dick like this that ruins my brain—as intended—and turns me into a frothing, drooling slut.

I suck the drool back into my mouth, feeling like I’m coming apart at the seams. This hung man is capable of breaking me and putting me back together again. He might be the only one, and I don’t want to let him go.

I want to stay in San Diego forever, if this is the kind of treatment I get!

The chair rocks. It creaks forward, pushing my heavy tits against the edge of the table. I cup my breasts beneath my shirt and pinch my nipples, rubbing them in my left hand. My right hand snakes down and finds my clit smashed between my thighs and the back of the chair.

Every thrust forces me forward and then Rodney pulls me back. It gives my throbbing clit much-needed friction at the edge of the chair, and when my fingers make the lightest feather-touch against the nub of bundled nerves, I explode on the spot.

The chair rocks and I nearly pitch sideways. Rodney catches me as I twitch and come my brains out, letting out a drawn-out moan that’s low and guttural so I can keep from making it high-pitched and listenable from upstairs.

“Fuuuck,” I whine. “This is so naughty and dirty, Daddy.” The thrill of getting caught by Ross or Lola drives me insane. Any second, I feel like the jig will be up.

Then Rodney’s hands clench my waist just above the curve of my ass cheeks. He grabs the chair, with me in it, and slams it against his body. A rush of air leaves my lungs as I clench my entire body on his huge cock coring me out, tightening and clamping down on him.

It’s the clamping that sets him off.

A flood of cum fills me as he twitches and pulsates inside me hole. Rodney doesn’t pull out or even try, which only furthers his claim over me when he fills my pussy and womb with his egregious load of cum.

When he finally withdraws, I’m so tight and constricted that it takes a moment for his cum to follow. Eventually, thick white strands spill out of me and trickle down to the floor.

At the same time as he’s coming inside me, footsteps sound on the staircase, heavy and plodding.

My heart lurches to my throat, even as my orgasm begins to wane. I duck my head, nearly pressing my forehead against the table, knowing we’re about to be caught and knowing there’s nothing I can do about it.

But Rodney deftly lifts the back of my pajama bottoms up across my ass, sealing his cum inside me, while stuffing his dick away in his pants in one fluid motion. He stands straight and hurries around the side of the table—

Just as his son Ross appears in the archway of the kitchen.

I’m heaving, silently trying to count my heartbeats so I don’t have a cardiac episode. I can’t bring myself to look up into the kitchen—not with my flushed cheeks and the aftermath of my intense climax still clear on my face.

“What’s up, dude?” Rodney asks his son. He reaches the stove, all smiles and cheeriness. “Want some breakfast, sleepyhead?”

Ross clears his throat. His eyes move to me, and I can feel him staring at me from ten feet away. I wonder if he can smell our sex over the bacon and eggs, or if he’s getting a waft of Rodney’s cum that pooled at the back of my chair where he can’t see.

“What’s wrong with her?” Ross asks accusingly.

It would be chivalrous if it wasn’t so pompous—like his dad owes my ex-boyfriend any kind of explanation.

“Sorry, Son, I just finished plowing your ex’s tight pussy from the back after she finished her omelet, and pumped my cum inside her. You might have a baby sibling before too long.”

Like, what are you supposed to say to that question?

Luckily, Rodney is quicker than I am. He mutters, “Don’t mind her, champ. She’s just hungover. Sounds like she and Lola had a rough night yesterday. I’m trying to perk her up with some breakfast. How about you?”

He makes a show of lifting his spatula at the stove.

Ross nods, forgetting about me. “Yeah, sure. I’m ravenous.”

Rodney chuckles. “You and me both, champ.”
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Chapter 3

I get up to leave, not wanting to share the kitchen table with Ross when his dad’s cum and my juices are splattered on the floor behind me. Taking my laptop with me, I purposefully “drop” a napkin on the floor so it sits on top of our nasty pool.

“Where you going, Jodi?” Ross asks, biting hungrily into his omelet. “I just got here.”

I blink at him. For some reason, frustration boils inside me. Why couldn’t you be more like your dad when we were dating, huh? “Contrary to what you believe, Rossy, the world doesn’t revolve around you. I have to get ready for my trip.”

From the kitchen, Rodney chuckles. Apparently he loves hearing me slander his son. Maybe he’s sick and tired of Ross living off his dime, mooching under his roof. “She has you there, buddy.”

Ross scoffs, aggrieved, and stares daggers over his shoulders. “What the hell, old man. You taking her side?”

Rodney lifts his shoulders high and raises his spatula in the air in a sign of surrender. “Just calling it like I see it, champ.” As I start to leave the room with a smile on my face, he gets my attention with a gruff voice. “Cal will be here in thirty minutes, Jodi. You’ll be ready?”

“Oh, I’ll be ready . . . Rod.” I almost called him Daddy, which would have mortified me and probably killed his son if he heard it.

I escape upstairs into the spare bedroom, typing away the newest juicy details of my fling with Rodney Morris so all my fans can read about it.

When are we going to get to see him and what he’s packing? asks the first response on my thread.

Patience, friends. Patience. My best friend’s dad won’t hide from you forever, I answer. Not if I have anything to say about it.

You are our savior, Jodi! says another, and it makes me giggle. Living my dream!

It’s amazing to think I’m getting paid by speaking my mind about my new raunchy lifestyle. The advertising bucks just keep rolling in, and once I get this award tomorrow for my stupid “journalism,” I know things will skyrocket even more.

I’m taking every opportunity I can, because who knows when it will end?

What’s the lesson for today, sensei? asks another person, while three others prepare to type a response with the dot-dot-dots showing up at the bottom of the page. Teach us, wifey. I want a silver-fox oak tree I can climb and I know I’m not the only one!

My first “step” on the checklist that makes up my newest project on my blog, which I’m calling “Older Man Obsession,” was that you need to make the man in question feel good about themselves. They all want to be sugar daddies and feel important in their sugar baby’s life . . . so give them that.

Gas them up during sex (but don’t fake it), I added in my lesson. If you have to fake it, find a new man.

That started a discussion with people agreeing but then wondering how they got to that stage.

In hindsight, it makes sense: The first step to bagging a silver fox probably shouldn’t be about the sex. That’s like step five or six. Step one should be about getting the silver fox to bang you in the first place.

So I tell my people now, New incoming step, just give me a little time.

Half an hour later, with my head in the clouds and stuffed against my computer screen, a light knock comes at the door and I’m ripped back to reality.

Rodney pokes his head in, his handsome face dripping with mischief. “Cal’s here. Time for your adventure to start, babygirl.”
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Besides having a badass name, Cal Derringer is an imposing individual who looks like no one I would ever hang out with. He’s stoic, with broad shoulders that barely fit through the frame of the front door.

The man is a fucking hulk. He’s got a thick black beard, nicely trimmed but long, that nearly runs down past his neck. His eyes are a startling blue despite having messy black hair. His muscles are insane, stacked on top of each other, giving him a beefy appearance. I have no doubt this man could lift me off my feet, easily, even though I’m on the heavier side.

He wears a camo jacket, black shirt, and black slacks. He looks all business, and I wonder if he was previously in the military—or still is—because he has that mercenary vibe to him, or like he might shoot first and ask questions later.

I’d let him shoot me, my betraying mind blurts out in my head. He doesn’t even have to ask. Ever. Or maybe he wants to gently break my neck? That would be nice too.

I see what Rodney means now that I would love this guy. I peg him at about forty-five or fifty, which means, for a twenty-five-year-old like me, he certainly checks all the boxes and fits the bill.

“Did you play football in high school, sir?” I ask. “College?”

He blinks at me from the doorway. “Both.”

“Were you in the armed services?”

“Yes.”

“What branch?”

Cal looks over my shoulder at Rodney behind me, as if wondering what the hell he’s gotten himself into. “Why is this annoying girl half my age asking all these questions, man? What kind of mission did you put me on?”

I smile at Cal and loop my arm into his, squishing the side of my face against his envious bicep. Facing Rodney in the doorway, I beam at him. “We’re going to get along famously, sir. I have no doubt.”

Rodney scoffs and puts his hands on his hips. “Protect her like she’s the most prized asset on the field, Cal.”

“You know I will, sir.”

I blink at them both, their stern-faced expressions making me feel a twinge inside my gut. “You guys act like you’re sending me off to war. It’s just LA!”

Cal looks over at me hanging off his arm like a dumb bimbo. His face doesn’t change expressions as he says, “Exactly, ma’am.”

[image: ]

Two hours later, we’re halfway up the 5 and inching closer to Los Angeles when the dreaded bumper-to-bumper traffic starts.

To my surprise, Cal Derringer likes to listen to Queen and George Michael and a lot of other effeminate bands that I love. I expected him to be a Lynyrd Skynrd dude or tough-guy with metal and such, but he’s surprising me with his deft musical tastes. The 80s. Maybe he’s just a man of his time. 

Other than that, I’m bored in the passenger seat, staring at the world crawling by. There’s honking and a sea of cars surrounding us. We’re stuck in it with nowhere to go.

Cal drives a blacked-out Escalade, which is not surprising in the least. With the tinted windows, no one can see inside this tank of a car, and I’m sure that’s by design.

“Sooo,” I ask, glancing over at him. “You drive people for a living, Cal?”

He stares ahead at the road. If he’s giving me any kind of vibe . . . I’m not feeling it. I wonder if Rodney was mistaken.

“Sometimes. When my friends ask.”

“So Rodney is your friend?”

“Mr. Morris has always been good to me, ma’am.”

I like that he’s polite. But I’d much rather he be snarky and rude, telling me off and telling me all the things he’d love to do to me once we get out of this car.

My eyes veer down between his legs, to his lap. With the jeans he’s wearing tight against his flattened thighs, thick with muscle, it doesn’t take much to find what I’m looking for, bulging and squishing against the fabric of his clothes.

I bite the inside of my cheek. “‘Mr.Morris,’ huh?” I smile. “Sounds like he’s your boss. That’s kind of hot.”

Cal says nothing. I have to admit, his personality is a bit lacking, and I think again that the situation might not have been how Rodney thought.

“Rodney said you’d love me,” I blurt out. “Do you?”

He doesn’t look over, just pressing lightly on the gas to move us another car-length ahead. “I don’t know you, ma’am.”

“My name is Jodi Wright. You can call me Jodi, or Miss Wright if it makes you feel better.”

“How about Miss Jodi? I like that name.”

I chew my lip. Nodding, I come to a decision. “Kind of makes you sound like my servant, which I’m not sure I’m into. But, uh, okay.”

A rare glimpse of a smirk shows at the corners of his lips, hidden behind his forest of a beard. He’s wearing sunglasses, which is a shame because I’d like to see how his sky-blue eyes sparkle in the sunlight.

“What’s Mr. Morris paying you, Cal?”

“Free of charge.”

My mouth opens. “W-What? Well surely he has to offer—”

“It’s a debt owed, a debt delivered. Like I said, Miss Jodi, he’s done right by me. I have no complaints.”

Yeah, Cal Derringer definitely seems like my bodyguard and escort more than my Uber driver. He’s giving definite Man on Fire vibes, and somehow he even manages to be as hot as Denzel Washington in that movie.

I swallow hard, wondering if I’m really going to do what my body is telling me to do. All this traffic, stop-and-go, no one able to look in through the tinted windows . . .

Ahhh, fuck.

“Well, sounds like I owe you too, then.” My eyes don’t leave his face, searching for any kind of reaction.

He gives no reaction. “You owe me nothing, Miss Jodi.”

“What if I want to give you something as a way of saying thanks? To, um, express my gratitude for hauling my ass through this bummer traffic?”

Finally, Cal Derringer looks over at me. We’re hardly moving, so he can look away from the road for twenty long seconds before saying anything. I don’t feel in danger from the traffic . . . I feel a thrill of danger from him.

“Then I’d tell you tips are appreciated . . .” Cal widens his legs in his seat, just enough to showcase his prominent bulge. “. . . And I’d tell you to lean over and make good on your word, ma’am.”
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Chapter 4

Jesus fucking Christ, Cal Derringer is thick. I’m talking beer-can, Monster-Energy-drink-in-his-pants girthy. Wider than my wrist and upper forearm. Shit, maybe the lower forearm, too.

He might not be as long as Rodney Morris, which means he won’t be able to punch my freaking cervix if he wanted—which Rodney has enlightened me to the surreal and painful sensation—but that doesn’t mean he can’t stretch me out. He can do more than enough with this thing.

When I leaned over and struggled to get his pants undone and his cock free within the tight confines of the Escalade, Cal reached in and produced his cock like it was a trophy. To me, it was, and I let out an audacious gasp at the sight of it throbbing like a Roman pillar between his legs.

My eyes widen at the thick slab of cockmeat, slowly rising as it swells. It’s an angry, rugged cock for a rugged individual. Veiny and manly.

I can’t even stop myself. I lean over in an awkward position and press his dick against the side of my face like it’s an oversized telephone receiver. It’s nearly as long as my face and as thick as it, too.

Then I grab my phone, hold it at an aerial angle, and snap a photo with a huge smile stretching from ear to ear. The real star of the show isn’t my beaming face, but the behemoth next to it.

“What are you doing?” Cal asks in a gruff voice.

“My fans are gonna love this,” I murmur. “Don’t worry, no faces are involved. You won’t get doxxed or swarmed by horny sluts.”

“A shame.”

I laugh.

“Mr. Morris said you were . . . excitable.”

I blink up at him, staring at the underside of his beard. From this submissive angle, everything seems perfect. “Is that really the word he used?”

Cal’s face twitches with regret. “He said ‘horny.’”

I know what Rodney meant to say by that. He means I’m a slut, but Cal is putting it in nicer terms. I wish he’d call me a slut though, and more—whatever nasty things he needs to say for me to get a hold of this dick.

Luckily, for my sake, Rodney doesn’t seem to be a jealous man. Or else he wouldn’t dare put me in the same car as Cal Derringer, knowing or expecting what I might do.

One might even say Rodney was hoping for this outcome.

“Well?” I ask.

“Well what, Miss Jodi?” There’s an honest question on his face, as if he’s wondering why I haven’t lodged his throat-stretcher in my greedy gullet yet. I’m wondering the same thing.

“Does this car have self-driving tech?”

His head lurches, clearly not expecting the question. “Uh . . . no. Why?”

“Because I’d like to ride this beast all the way to LA. But I guess we can’t do that if you need your hands to drive, can we?”

“We can try.”

I snort. His masculine musk inches from my face fills my nostrils and makes me even hornier and wetter. “In this traffic? I think we’d die.”

“Guess it’ll have to wait for the hotel room then, won’t it?”

“Yes sir,” I say diligently. “But don’t try to stop me from choking on this delicious slab until we get there.”

“I wouldn’t dare, ma’am.”

I smile wickedly at him. He quirks me a tiny smirk back, raising his eyebrows.

Keeping our eyes locked, I press a kiss to the tip of his dick. It’s broad, red, spilling salty precum against my lips. “Mmmm,” I murmur. “You’re screwed, Mr. Derringer.”

“Good. Get to work.”

I part my lips, taking his order to heart. My jaw cracks as I try to fit his wide cockhead into my mouth, struggling and snorting as I try. Muscles I didn’t even know I had clench in my neck, and I hold his hard dick at the base to try and fit myself around him.

“Fuck,” I say, close to choking already, without even getting him inside my warm face-hole. “You’re too thick for my little mouth.”

“Surely you can do better than that. We’ll make it fit.”

“Maybe I just need a little . . . encouragement?” I bob my eyebrows at his left hand, sitting on his lap. It’s connected to a thick, strong arm, and I wonder what kind of amazing things that hand and arm could do to me.

He gets the memo. One second he’s sitting there peacefully while a girl half his age coaxes him, and the next his hand is roughly digging into my hair, pressing down on the back of my skull.

I smile, widen my mouth again, and lodge his cockhead inside me. This time, him pressing down on me forces his huge cock past my lips. My eyes roll as I taste him, swirling my tongue against the underside of his shaft.

Cal grunts. He grabs my hair and yanks my head up, only to force me down again. While I bob my face in his lap and the car start-stops along with the traffic, I jerk him off at the base, hoping to ooze his viscous cum deep into my belly.

I ate Rodney’s cock yesterday, and am gleefully blowing Cal today. Not bad for my first two days in town.

The sensation of Cal’s dick sinking to the back of my throat and clogging my airways makes me gag and choke. It sends a thrum of pressure down my spine, alarm bells going off in my head as if my brain is telling me to abort the dangerous situation.

I do no such thing. I only dig in harder, the more he presses at the back of my head.

When I lift my face off his cock at last, his shaft is wet and sticky and strands of my spit drag from his cock to my lips. I eagerly lick his dick all over, starting at the base, laving my tongue upward, and ending with small circles near the sensitive tip of his cock.

Cal grinds his teeth together. He’s enjoying this sloppy blowjob, but I know he wants more from me. I want to give him more, too—so much more.

I reach into his pants with my free hand and cup his balls. They’re fat and thick and everything I want. Lifting them out of his pants, I run my tongue gently along the crease separating them, drawing out another low growl from my driver.

The traffic picks up, finally clearing, and we start to drive at a faster pace. It perfectly matches the momentum of my blowjob, with the little sounds in my throat becoming more incessant and needy.

After toying with his balls for a while and licking him all over, I stuff his slick cock back into my mouth and suck him like a vacuum. My sticky right hand moves from his balls to between my legs, and I start fingering myself madly.

I stuff my hand in my pants, dip into my panties, and feel the wetness of my pussy spill over my curving fingers. Lifting my face off his cock, I say, “God, I want this thing beating up my guts and stuffing me full. Please fuck me stupid once we get where we’re going, Mr. Derringer.”

“Gladly, ma’am. If you need a wheelchair for your party tomorrow, I can get you one.”

My eyes light up with mischief. Finally I’m getting the dirty talk I crave from this older man. He understands what I am.

“Party?” I question. “It’s an award ceremony, sir. For me being the sluttiest journalist this side of the Mississippi.”

Cal pouts in surprise. “Hm. Wonder where they got that idea from.”

I laugh again. Despite not saying much, and having an even sterner disposition than Rodney Morris, Cal’s got jokes.

It makes me want to suck and ride his cock even more. A slow-burning orgasm runs through me, and then I move my face off his cock so I can pepper kisses along his thigh, up past his dick to his belly, and finally to his face.

I want him to taste what I taste, and he doesn’t back down. Like any good man, he takes what I have to offer. I’m two seconds from riding him anyway—traffic be damned—but I manage to resist the urge.

Our lips seal and I dot his face with earnest kisses, licking him and groaning while I finger myself stupid. He’s like a stone statue, set here just for my pleasure. Unmoving, accepting. Thick, strong, sturdy.

“Goddammit, I want your cock stretching my pussy. I can’t even fit my fingers around this stupid thing!”

He grunts. “Guess you’ll have to use both hands then.”

I do. Great idea. Once I’ve got his cock wrapped between both my hands, I start to jerk him off furiously, making his angry, veiny cock thicker and throb even harder. But then I realize I have better assets to use.

“I’ve got a great idea.”

Without preamble, I rip the buttons of my blouse down and heave my huge tits out.

Cal finally glances over again to get a good look at my chest, and what he sees impresses him. “You had those hidden away in that blouse of yours? Damn, ma’am. Better put them to work too.”

“On it, sir.”

In another awkward stance, I plop my heavy tits down on his lap. I thread his thick cock between them, sandwich my boobs by squishing them together, and start lifting and dropping them on his thighs.

The plopping sounds and wetness rings out in the car as traffic passes us by. We’re driving in the slow lane, and I get the feeling Cal would like to go faster but can’t when he’s got my curvy body draped all over him.

It’s the titjob that does the trick. One second he’s peacefully driving, silent like a gargoyle, and the next he’s growling and holding back a deep sound in his throat. I bend my neck and suck the tip of his cock while keeping him stuffed between my cleavage—

And white-hot ropes spew from his cock, filling my mouth and then slashing across my chin and cheeks.

I hump the air, desperately needing a strong orgasm to join with Cal, laughing and saying, “Oh shit, baby, there we go! Fucking geyser. Paint my face!”

His cock throbs on its own, no input needed from his hands. He ejaculates like a firehose, splattering my face just how I wanted Rodney to yesterday. Instead, Rod stuffed my belly full. But Cal doesn’t have that kind of control in his current state, and I want him to see how he’s treated his charge once he’s finished with her.

I beam at him once he’s done coming. My face is a mess, makeup running, spit and cum dripping down my cheeks and chin and forehead. I swallow up the remnants and lick my lips, tasting his saltiness.

Then I snap another photo so I can have a Before and After moment with my fans. The lewd photo only makes me hornier when I look at it, seeing how his dick next to my face is still raring to go.

“Thirty minutes out,” he says as a way of finishing the moment. There’s a promise in his voice.

“Until we arrive?”

He nods. “Until I bend you over in your hotel room and fuck you so hard the entire floor hears it, Miss Jodi.”
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Chapter 5

The anticipation is brutal. I sit there, riding shotgun, with Cal Derringer’s cum leaking down my face. When it starts to dry, I wipe his essence off with a sleeve, not caring that my makeup is fucked and I look like a total used whore.

I have extra clothes in my luggage, after all.

This is what I want. This is how I make my next move, and ideas are already coming to me about what I might say to my fans. Coupling my blog with two pictures side-by-side will break the fucking internet.

I can’t wait.

Can’t wait for this hung, stoic bastard to make good on his promise and bend me over and fuck me stupid. My award ceremony is in the rearview, not even part of the discussion anymore. I simply don’t care about it, as long as I get to feast on these well-endowed, lovely older men who seem to love me as much as I love them.

Rodney, Cal . . . shit, they control me. This new awakening of mine has shown me that I’m a size queen of the highest order, and a total slut for real men who take what they want and don’t ask any questions.

I didn’t notice a ring on Cal’s finger, so I made my move. He didn’t stop me, only urging me on while I throated him and he pushed down on my bobbing head.

We arrive at the hotel some time later, and everything is a whirlwind. I’m still cock-drunk and cum-crazed, and I don’t even catch the name of the hotel on the side of the building.

Cal parks his Escalade and brings my suitcase out like a gentleman. I follow him with a dear-in-the-headlights look on my face, and it’s up to Mr. Derringer to check me in and make sure I’m safe.

In hindsight, maybe it’s a good thing that Rodney set me up with someone who could easily be my bodyguard as much as my driver. It appears I’m in desperate need of a hunky escort after the journey we just had.

I can’t even think right. I just know I’m hungry for more.

Cal leads us to the elevator to get to the second floor where my room apparently is located. It’s almost nighttime now, with the beautiful orange hue of the setting sun splaying brilliantly through the windows of the gaudy hotel.

We pass a fancy bar with patrons aplenty. Some of them look over at us and undoubtedly see the struck-stupid look on my face. Maybe they even think this guy is leading me to his hotel room to defile, and that I’m some kind of paid whore.

I wouldn’t put it past me, either, knowing what I know about myself now.

Cal takes us up to the second floor. There, we walk down to room 213, and he says, “Here’s your room key. Don’t forget your number, in case you go out drinking tonight.”

“With you?” I ask hopefully, clutching his arm in mine.

“With anyone.”

He opens the door and it creaks as it swings. My arms are still hugging his bicep, pushed up against him as if he might fly away if I let go.

“There they are. About time.”

I gawk.

Inside the room, Rodney Morris sits at the edge of the single king-sized bed. He’s dressed in a sharp suit, like usual, and leans back with his ankles crossed casually at the floor.

Rodney fixes me with a devious smirk, loving the shocked expression on my face.

“W-What?” I croak. “Rodney? How?!”

Rodney stands and shoves his hands in the pockets of his tailored pants as he wanders toward us. I haven’t even looked at the room yet to see how nice it is, to see what amenities it offers.

All the amenities I need are right in front of me, stalking closer, while I cling on to my hunky driver like he’s the only protection I have from this hung wolf of a man.

“LA isn’t that far, babygirl,” Rod mutters as he approaches. “I drove.”

“Faster than us?” I ask. My head shoots up to Cal. “Did you know about this?”

He grunts. “Only when I checked you in. Clerk gave me only one key, saying the second one had already been doled out.”

My jaw drops. “You two . . . duplicitous little—”

“I couldn’t stand to be away from you all night and let Cal have all the fun, Little Jo,” Rodney interjects. “Not after the evening we had last night . . .”

When his velvety words trail off, it all comes back to me in a rush. I can’t deny that seeing him here gives me a thrill like I’ve never felt before.

“Will you deny me, pup?” he asks.

I shake my head urgently. “Of course not, Daddy. But what about Lola?”

He shrugs. “Far as anyone knows, I’m at work.”

“So you aren’t staying here tonight?”

He begrudgingly shakes his head—a quick jerk that he seems to regret. “Need to drive home late so I’m there in the morning when Lola wakes up. She’s used to me making her breakfast. But until then, well, I can simply tell her I had a late night at the office.”

“. . . And meanwhile, you’ll be destroying her best friend’s pussy,” I croak.

“That’s the idea. But if you want me to go . . .”

“No!” I rush forward, pushing off Cal’s brick-like body. Wrapping Rodney in a hug, pressing my cheek against his sturdy chest, I say, “Please stay.”

He holds me and pets me. Shushing in my ear, calming me, he mutters, “So . . . is someone watching, then?”

I lift my head to see his smirk. Over my shoulder, Cal simply stands at the door like a statue, not moving, not reacting. As if he doesn’t care how this goes either way: He’s happy to watch as long as he gets to stay in the room.

“No,” I announce, loving that this dominant older man is letting me take the lead. “No one is watching. Everyone’s a participant tonight.”

Rodney tilts my chin and whips my head back to him, searing my lips with a kiss and a promise. “Just as I thought. You know what this means, pup.”

I nod diligently. “Yes, sir.”

Rodney slides to the side, sweeping his arm out toward the huge bed at the other end of the room. “After you, Little Jo. I expect your clothes off in the next ten seconds, or else I rip them off.”

I don’t walk over, I run.

I don’t even have time to take my clothes off before I bend my ass over the bed and twerk in front of the two men. The prospect of having a threesome with them is like something out of a lewd storybook.

I really am living the dreams of all those girls, aren’t I?

Hands fall on my ass a few seconds later, stealing my thoughts. I can tell by the deft touch that it’s Rodney—Cal’s bigger mitts are a bit rougher.

Then again, it was Rodney who put me in a sword-swallowing position yesterday and literally fucked his cock down into my esophagus. So who’s to say who the real dominant one is here?

Regardless, it’s Rodney who roves his hands over my wide rear and starts to peel my pants off. “Cal, take her mouth. We’ll spitroast her until she can’t see or think straight. Then we’ll switch.”

“Right.”

I gasp at his dirty talk, speaking like I’m not even in the room—like I’m a toy for their pleasure, and this gameplan is all meant to excite and ruin me.

It’s working.

The bed bows when Cal Derringer puts his weight on it. I look over, shocked, and see that his cock is free but he’s still got his pants on. The zipped is down in a V, pants hanging to the middle of his thighs. His rock-hard, thick beast of a cock juts out toward my face.

Rodney finishes peeling my pants down and I step out of them. Next, he takes my panties and wraps his hands in them. His fingers touch my pussy and cup my most sensitive spot, rubbing as he mutters to himself, “So horny and wet, little girl. We’ll have to take care of this.”

I nod incessantly. The walls are closing in around me—literally—with two stacked men circling me like monsters.

Rodney’s hand abruptly falls on my spine, the top of my back, and he shoves me forward. “Thrust this huge ass out like this, Jo. Don’t want you squirming too badly when I stuff your tight little pussy full.”

God, the anticipation of it is too much. I blurt out, “Then stop talking and get fucking, sir! Please, Daddy, surprise me like you surprised me when I opened that door.”

“Gladly, babygirl. But you should be careful what you wish for.”

Before I can respond, my panties are yanked aside. I yelp when he lifts the back strap of my panties, bunched in his hand, and flosses my underwear along my wet slit. I croak and moan as my legs lift and my body jiggles up from the bed.

He holds me aloft like that, my panties ready to rip, and then slams his cock inside me from behind.

I gasp, shooting forward—

Right to where Cal Derringer is waiting on the side of the bed, standing over me and towering like a menace. The shadow of his thick cock falls over my face and I look up at the intimidating underside of him.

Cal takes my hair in his hands, wrapping my mane around his wrist, and stuffs his dick into my mouth.

I gag, and my eyes roll. Suddenly I’m fed at both ends, spitroasted before I can even voice my opinion on the idea.

I’m planked across half the bed. Cal keeps my head lifted so he can face-fuck me into submission. Rodney rams into me from the back, silent as ever while he slams that cock deep inside my canal.

My wetness and tight muscles flex over his cock, clamping down, and Rodney growls. It’s all I can do to keep from losing my mind, with his friend pummeling my face-hole and trying to smash my brain with his girthy cock.

Rodney lets my panties go and I plop down heavily. With an “Oof,” my tits smash down on the bed, and then Rodney crawls over me.

My legs lift, kicking wildly as he settles down on my huge ass and buries his cock deeper inside my cunt. My thick thighs are flattened under his weight, and it’s the perfect amount of weight to keep me pinned and needy and begging.

I want to scream all the obscenities I can, to tell Rodney how much I love him fucking me from above like this. He keeps sliding up against the bottom swell of my ass, punishing my poor pussy with his stupidly big dick.

Every thrust from my bestie’s dad pushes me a few inches further on the bed. It has the effect of launching my throat deeper onto Cal’s cock, until my nose is pressing against the slight swell of his belly and he’s rammed me completely full, wedging his dick deep in my mouth.

I can’t breath through my mouth when he’s punched down my neck like this. I can feel that similar bloating sensation along my skin, and Cal holds me by the ears as he wrecks my face.

These men show no mercy. There’s no amount of foreplay or lollygagging to get things started. They don’t even train me to take both of their huge cocks, knowing that experience is the best substitute.

If I’m going to learn, I have to learn the hard way. And these two men excel at the hard way.

They move in a rhythm that tells me they’ve done this before. Already they’re wrenched one orgasm out of me when Rodney started torturing me with my own panties sliding across my needy slit.

Now he’s shoving forward on my ass, grinding down into me with the curve of his cock, while his friend leans back and then pummels my throat on Rodney’s backswing.

A smaller man wouldn’t be able to get past my voluptuous ass cheeks, because I’m too thick for small guys. It’s what gave Rodney’s son such a problem with me and made him feel inferior, knowing that he could only get the tip of his little dick inside me when we fucked. Many positions were off-limits simply because of his size.

No positions are off-limits with his father at the helm. He’s beating my pussy up and showing no sign of slowing down after ten minutes.

Finally, Rodney starts to make grunting sounds, telling me I’m doing a good job of taking his huge dick in my pussy.

He flips me onto my side, ripping my face off Cal’s cock, and I have no time to cry out or moan before he’s fucking me sideways on the bed. His body bends and angles perfectly to rail me from behind. Rodney’s arm caress my warm folds and jiggling body, hugging my curvy frame against his sturdy chest.

Cal comes over and starts face-fucking me from the side, but I can tell he’s getting frustrated by only getting to bang my throat while his “friend” gets all the fun of plumbing the depths of my pussy.

As if he can sense the tension, Rodney pulls back, leaving my hole gaping and breathing. “I would say I’ll take her ass and you plug her pussy, pal, but she needs training for that. So get in here.”

Rodney messes with my pussy with his hand, fingering me and keeping me wet and silly. I start humping his wrist and riding, mewling to myself as I beg for more friction along my clit.

Then he steps aside and I long for his touch—

Only for Cal Derringer to take Rodney’s place on the bed. “You ready, ma’am?”

I shake my head. “Yes!” I say, even as my body instinctively says no.

Cal flips me onto my back. He grabs my ankles, lifts my fleshy thighs, and parks them on his shoulders. Then he rails into me and I scream.

My moans are in unison with the slapping of their flesh against mine. I come again, shouting my orgasm wordlessly, and he only continues to batter my insides and stretch me out.

I mean, fuck, Cal is so thick it feels like I’m giving birth. Goddamn, I’ve never had such a thick cock inside me. Rodney has him beat in length, but that doesn’t matter when you’re rocking a thigh-sized fuck-rod.

Cal wraps his arms around my thighs, squeezing them together so my pussy tightens around his dick. He hugs my thighs and slams my body onto his, using the momentum and jiggly sensation of my curvy body for his benefit.

I moan and grab at my tits, teasing my nipples.

A shadow looms overhead and I gasp at the underside of Rodney’s oversized bitch-breaker. He’s on his knees at the other end of the bed now, smiling wickedly down at me. “Lola doesn’t find out?”

“N-N-Neverrrr!” I scream, just as a third orgasm rips through me.

I twitch and tremble from the insane pressure shooting off inside me. Every inch of my being is tamed and claimed by these two dastardly men, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Just as I voice my call of freedom, Rodney Morris t-bags me. His huge ballsack rests on the bridge of my nose, and he bends my neck back and runs his cock over my chin.

Then he angles down, and I’m blind from the underside of his heavy sack, when he spears his cock into my throat.

From this angle, he can hilt the entirety of his cock down my gullet. I choke and gasp all the same, writhing on the bed while his friend ruins my pussy at the other end and slaps my flesh against his.

My body bows. Cal hoists all two-hundred-plus pounds of me off the bed momentarily, slamming down on me in a mating press that’s eerily similar to Rodney’s position last night.

His heavy nuts crash into my ass crack and jump near my asshole, all while he destroys my pussy from above. The gorilla-like man growls and destroys me, flattening me into the mattress.

Meanwhile, Rodney fucks my throat like a fleshlight and groans while he double-teams me with his driver. “Such a perfect throat for my dick, Little Jo. You’re the perfect cock-holster.”

I choke as he cuts off my airways. His hands glide along the outside of my bloated neck, to feel his cock again and jerk himself off from the outside. His balls hang and slap heavily against my forehead as I suck him upside down.

I keep writhing, about to pass out.

Then someone starts sucking on my fucking tits, and I lose control and tighten up, exploding out in an orgasmic ball of fury that has me seeing stars behind my lids.

I make a loud, guttural sound when someone’s warm tongue plays with my hard nipples and hands fondle my breasts. I don’t even know who is playing with my tits because I can’t see past Rodney’s damn nutsack.

But I don’t need to see. It’s either Cal bending over while fucking me in the mating press—the most likely candidate—or it’s Rodney doing some acrobatic shit to feast on my tits while face-fucking me.

Either way, I’m blissed out. I can’t handle it, and the fifth orgasm is going to be the one that ruins me.

We’ve been here less than half an hour, plastered to this bed, and the torrent of sex and cum and sweat in the air is palpable and stuffy.

My sweaty body slides down the edge of the bed.

Rodney rips his cock from my mouth as my orgasm starts to taper off. Cal pulls out simultaneously, leaving me a twitching, heaving mess as I start to curl in on myself.

I’ve been abused in the best way possible, just how I wanted—

And now they’re both on their knees over me, stroking their huge dicks directly over my used body. Waterfalls of cum spill on me from every direction, plastering my heaving tits, my sweaty face, and my red-raw pussy and belly.

The two older men paint me with their cum and then sit back to sigh at their handiwork. I fall open like a starfish, spooled out and fucked into a stupor.

My body twitches again, the aftermath of their extreme spitroasting evident for all to see.

“Cal, go run the bath,” Rodney tells his friend. “Let’s give our little pup time to relax before her big day tomorrow.”

“Sure thing, sir,” Cal says diligently.

I hear his footsteps padding away, deeper into the big hotel room.

Rodney lies next to me, saying sweetly into my ear, “Was that a good second impression, babygirl?”

I nod, staring dumbly up at the ceiling. “T-The best, Daddy. You and Cal together was a dream.”

“What do you think your fans will say?” he asks with an edge of deviousness in his tone.

“I think they’re gonna be jealous as fuck.”

“Did Cal take you on the ride over here?”

I shake my head. “I took him. Gobbled his thick cock right up, Daddy. You would’ve been proud.”

He runs a hand lazily over my forehead, wiping lanky hair away that’s been plastered to my scalp by cum and sweat. “Oh, you have no idea how proud I am of you, Little Jo. To be able to take both our cocks like that so diligently. You’re a good girl.”

The praise pushes me over the edge. I feel tears at the corners of my eyes. “Next time,” I croak, looking over at his devilishly handsome face, “I want you to pry my asshole apart and stuff me full. I want to feel both of you inside me.”

His eyes flash wider. He clearly was expecting something sweet and tender, not raunchy and disgusting.

Then his smile widens.

That’s just the kind of girl I’ve become, after all. The kind of girl he made me.


[image: ]




Chapter 6

Late that night, once I’m washed off and warm and feeling like a million bucks in a hotel-provided robe of excellent quality, I open my laptop up.

I start to type away, sitting in the provided cuck chair of the room at the corner. Cal is adorably asleep on the bed—because I told the big teddy bear he can rest there and doesn’t have to take the floor, just in case I want to ride him again in the middle of the night.

Rodney, sadly, is gone. He had to leave an hour ago to drive back home before Lola could get worried about where he’s gone.

I feel slightly bad about lying to my best friend like this. Well, I’m not lying to her, but she doesn’t know the whole truth, of course. She would never forgive me if she found out I’ve been having back-breaking sex with her dad the past two nights.

To my fans, I post the two cock-against-my-face pictures and the comments start up immediately from the horny gang up late at night.

Holy shit. That’s Rodney Morris?

Did you actually take that fat dick inside you?!

And are you in a car?? I see a door behind you!

I chuckle to myself, melding deeper into the chair and propping my knees and feet up. No, friends, that’s not Rodney. And yes, I took him, all night. It was a struggle at first, but now I wouldn’t have it any other way. Don’t think I can go back to small dicks after tonight.

We don’t blame you, girl!!! says one excited replier.

We’ll call him Mr. Shotgun, I tell my fans, making good on my word not to out Cal’s identity. Because he’s rocking a double barrel in his pants. That comment gets a lot of laugh reactions, and I just keep going with the lewd commentary.

I took Mr. Shotgun and Mr. Morris tonight. From both ends. Stretched me over the bed like I was being drawn and quartered, and then beat my pussy and throat up like they owed them money.

The reactions are getting out of control. Everyone wants details, and so I give them the next piece of the puzzle.

Rule #2: Stroke their egos (and their cocks) regularly.

It’s not exactly groundbreaking stuff. I’m not telling them how to get their own silver fox yet, because I don’t even know myself. This is a learning curve, and it’s not exactly high-brow literature I’m providing.

But there’s something here, for sure, that’s more than just monetization. It’s a camaraderie with these women and men, a community of eager, like-minded sluts. They love the “advice” even if it’s not exactly telling.

Continuing with my spiel, I write, It’s an add-on to rule 1, to make them feel important. Except here, you’re stroking their egos for your benefit, because it’s going to get you what you want. Make them feel like big men, like they’re in control . . . and you’ll have the silver foxes eating out of your palm before you know it. Before they know it!

It gets tons of likes and comments, but I’m too tired now. Also, my computer just buzzed because I got a new email.

I slide away from my tab, into a new one, and open the email. It’s from a man named Dean Gates, who is the owner of this hotel and of the popular nightclub in LA where the award ceremony is taking place tomorrow.

Bring your A-game tomorrow, Miss Wright. We expect the best out of you. Your time slot is ten minutes. You can give a speech, tell jokes, whatever you want.

My brow furrows. This guy sounds all business, and I’m not sure I like it. Worse than that, he’s telling me beforehand what I can and can’t say: The email continues on with telling me I should avoid religion, politics, and all the juicy shit that might get people in trouble.

But isn’t this an award show for sluts like me? I mean, what am I supposed to talk about then—the weather? The fucking LA traffic?

I shake my head, quickly typing a response . . .

And then deleting it before I can fire off the knee-jerk reaction.

I start to scheme. And in my head, I realize something: I’m going to have to persuade this man to give me what I want, aren’t I? By whatever means possible . . .

It’s “stroking his ego” and “making him feel important” put into practice. It’s time I put my own advice to use.

Shit, I think before my eyes start to get droopy. Am I gonna get to fuck this rich, powerful older man, too?

God knows there’s nothing better I’d rather be doing with my time.
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Chapter 1

It begins as a lazy day, the day of my award ceremony. I wake in the hotel suite to the muffled sounds of Los Angeles happening outside my window, a mellow haze in the early morning light.

I’m not the only one being awarded tonight, of course, but I like to think of it as my ceremony so I can give myself some agency over it. My “outrageous journalism” trophy isn’t something I really care about. It’s the prospect of ballooning my platform tonight, if all goes well, that truly gets me giddy.

The bed is empty and warm where someone was sleeping last night. Rodney? Cal? I can hardly remember who I had sleeping in the bed, in my morning daze.

Then I remember the double-teaming those two men put me through, and I smile to myself. My best friend Lola’s dad showed up last night as a surprise for my big day. He fucked me well and stupid, while his personal driver Cal slammed my mouth, and then they switched positions. It was lovely and orgasmic.

I remember now that Daddy Rod took his giant dick and left last night before I fell asleep. He had to drive two hours south to San Diego, to make sure Lola didn’t get worried that he was missing. He had only told his daughter that he was going to be “working late.”

Yes, working late pumping my womb full of his thick cum and stretching me out, I think blithely while blinking my eyes open.

So that means it was Cal who slept in this bed, now leaving a hefty indentation in the mattress.

Before I can reach over for my phone on the nightstand, the door to my bedroom suite—yes, this gaudy hotel room has a door and separate chambers—opens.

I hear Cal’s gruff voice before seeing him. “Breakfast in bed, ma’am?”

I smile at his tone. Cal Derringer is a polite man, twice my age, and absurdly hot with that ex-military-no-bullshit personality. It was those things that prompted me to suck his cock in the car ride up to LA, titfuck his thick dick, and then fuck him late last night.

Now, he walks in with a tray of yummy breakfast foods piled high: fresh fruit, an individual yogurt cup, waffles with thick syrup.

I roll onto my back to stare up at him, aware that I’m dressed in only a nightgown, while he’s wearing a form-hugging long-sleeve shirt and slacks that make him look ready for combat. “All that for me?”

“Courtesy of the proprietor, I suppose.” He shrugs. The tray looks tiny in his huge hands, but the food smells delicious.

I smile up at him, eyes roving over his body. My morning horniness comes to life, wondering how I got so lucky to have an older man caring for me like this. Two older men, when I consider Daddy Rodney.

I squeeze my thighs together, letting out a content sigh. “Dean Gates . . .” I say, trailing off as the man’s name leaves my lips. “Billionaire owner of Cornucopia.”

“And this hotel, I found out.” Cal chuckles behind his thick forest of beard. “A courier came and dropped off two pretty dresses for you to wear at your thing tonight.”

My eyebrows lift. “Two?”

“Apparently Mr. Gates wants to meet you at the Cornucopia nightclub this afternoon, before the festivities.”

So, a before and after dress, then. Not a bad way to get on my good side. I recall Mr. Gates’ curt email last night, telling me to essentially “break a leg” and that I had ten minutes of stage time. Ten minutes when the world would be watching me—or at least this side of the internet.

“That doesn’t leave us much time then, since I slept in,” I say, pouting at Cal.

“Much time for what, Miss Jodi?”

“Breakfast in bed.” Smiling wider, I groan as I roll from my back to my stomach, then arch my spine and slightly lift my ass while putting my knees down. I reach behind me, bunch my flimsy nightgown into my hands, and slowly lift it to show my bare ass cheeks to Cal Derringer. “And this.”

Cal lets out a small hiss. I can only imagine the expression on his face as I spread my giant ass apart and show him my wet pussy and winking asshole. I shake my wobbly cheeks at him as an invitation. “Don’t take too long gawking, sir. I’d like you to destroy me before the business of the day starts.”

It takes less than a second for the metal tray he’s holding to clank as it meets the surface of a nearby table. I hear the sliding of a belt, the zipping of a fly, and the rustling of pants thrown aside.

Then Cal’s body heat is drenching me, swaddling me as he crawls onto the bed and frames my body from above. His weight pushes me down, his red-hot angry cock sliding along my holes and making me flutter with anticipation and excitement.

It’s nice to have a human fuck-machine to take care of all my horny needs when I wake up in a pretty suite like this. “I don’t want to be pampered today, Cal. I want to be gaped.”

“Understood, ma’am,” he whispers in my ear, leaning forward to kiss the side of my neck as he slides hair off my shoulder.

I press harder, up and back, into his cock, molding the shape of my rear against his sturdy pelvis. He grows harder by the second, until his dick is rock-stiff against my holes, gently gliding. “Remember what I said last night? Do you think you’ll fit in my tight asshole, Cal?”

“I’ll make it work,” he says, and then a sound of consternation fills his voice. “But what about Mr. Morris? You said you wanted him to stretch your ass apart next time. Not me.”

“It can be you. And then Rodney.” I shrug lightly. “As long as I get your huge cocks feeding my asshole, I don’t care who’s first.”

“He might. Care, that is.”

“Then let me deal with his punishment. Unless you’re scared . . .”

He scoffs. “Only scared I might break you.”

“I hope you do.” I have a morbid sense of perversion and curiosity, and I truly wonder if someone as girthy as Cal Derringer will fit inside that tiny hole of mine. My pussy aches from the thought, and I grow wetter between my legs. I shake my ass into him more. “Better not take too long to decide, sir. I’ve got an important luncheon to make.”

Cal grunts. His hard muscles flex against my soft, curvy body. The man might be twice my age, but he has the libido of a guy in his early twenties.

I only have to wait another two seconds, less than a full breath, before the crown of his fat dick is pulsing against my backdoor, trying to cave my skin around my anus and dive past the tight bundle of nerves.

My hands slide between my legs, touching my clit as I let out a soft morning moan. When his cock breaches my asshole, my mouth falls open and drool spills out. “Ahh, fuck,” I whisper.

Pain slithers up my spine. Heat pools in my belly and my stomach drops out as he digs in deeper. So slow, so deliberate. I can feel every solid, hefty inch pushing my hole apart as he gets the first few inches in.

Then I yelp as he hits a certain spot that has me seeing double. I jolt in the bed, shooting off his cock toward the headboard and making the bed creak. 

He pulls back like a whip. “Shit. Sorry, Miss Jodi.”

I rub my poor, aching anus and mewl. I fall flat on my belly, my massive, unwieldy tits spooling out to my sides. “I-It’s not your fault. I’m just not used to such a fat cock. I don’t even think I’ve seen one as thick as yours, before you.”

“What about Rodney?”

He has a point there. Rodney Morris, my bestie’s father, has the biggest dick I’ve ever seen. It’s alarming in its length and girth, but in the thickness department, Cal is almost his equal, if not even wider. It’s hard to judge—I’ll have to take them both at the same time, in the same hole, to truly gauge, and I don’t know if that’s even possible due to their absurd sizes.

“Stop talking about Daddy Morris,” I mutter, sad that he left last night, “and take what I’m giving you.”

“Then stop squirming, ma’am. All due respect.”

I wish we had some lube. Eyes narrowing, I glance over at the nightstand, wondering something. Crawling over to it, I find my phone and tilt it onto its side, then set the video on. For my fans. They’ll want to see my first anal experience with an older man. It’ll give them something to live for.

From there, I open the first drawer of three at the nightstand. There’s nothing important there, so I move onto the second—

And find what I’m looking for next to various bottles of essential oils and skin lotions. “Ah ha! I knew it.” I lift the bottle of lube out of the drawer like a priceless artifact.

“How did you know that would be in there?” Cal asks, confused as I toss the bottle over my shoulder.

“I didn’t. Just a hunch.” Giving him a wicked smirk, I say, “A rich-ass suite like this? Pampering me with breakfast and expensive dresses? Dean Gates is a man expecting whoever stays in this room to get fucked.”

“And fucked she shall get.”

My smirk widens into a grin. I watch as while Cal squeezes out the fluid and lathers his cock in shiny lube, which makes him even more imposing and beautiful in the morning light coming through the window.

“Now get back on your stomach.” His dick is proud and hard, stroked to fullness, and I blink a few times and gawk.

“Yes sir,” I murmur breathlessly, and return to my planked position.

Cal squishes his body on mine again. He goes onto his knees, angles his cock down, and squeezes between my round ass cheeks.

When he plunges into my hole effortlessly this time, I blink wildly and pull my cheeks apart, as if that will make my asshole wider to accept his thick offering more graciously.

It’s a futile attempt. The deeper he goes, the further he is, the more I feel him in my guts. He’s like a puppetmaster controlling my entire body with that thick cock of his, and my body is no longer my own.

I come on the spot, before I can even ghost a touch to my clit. He spreads my walls apart and fills my ass, and I know I’ll be walking with a limp all day.

Cal starts to move on top of me, pumping down into my insides, and the bed moans louder than even me. I squirm underneath him, jiggling my jello-like ass cheeks while he fucks me. The loud slaps of his thigh flesh against my substantial ass cheeks rings out.

My hands grip the sheets in front of me, and then the pillows. I bite down, screaming as the orgasm racks my body and turns off my brain. “Fuck my ass harder, Cal!” I order, bouncing up and down on the bed.

He prone-bones me like he owns my voluptuous body. Unlike Rodney, who is usually silent until he climaxes, Cal grunts and growls as he fucks me stupid in the morning light.

This is the best breakfast in bed I’ve ever had . . . except maybe that situation yesterday where Rodney pummeled my pussy from the back at the dining table immediately when his daughter left the room. But that wasn’t in bed. That was just raunchy, sudden, and public.

Speaking of sudden, I can’t hold back from another ripping orgasm running through me, this time coming as I hump my clit against the heels of my palm.

I curve fingers inside my pussy and I can feel Cal’s cock on the other side, throbbing in the tunnel of my asshole and widening me until I can’t think right.

The driver gets on his knees, then his feet, and then he’s crouch-fucking me into the mattress. His hands fall on the small of my back and push down, using me like his fuck-doll.

Just like before, Cal Derringer fucks me like a gorilla. The difference from today and last night is that he’s taking my ass for all it’s worth—

And I nearly forgot everyone on my phone will get to see it. This isn’t a live video for my fans, but I’ll upload it if I feel the hankering . . . and if I get the go-ahead from Cal. I’m not sure he even saw me turn the phone on, since he was so focused on my giant ass and wet pussy from behind while I searched for the lube.

The man’s glistening cock started cold when it punched into my anus, and now it’s warm and inviting. I throw my ass up into the air, colliding it with his hips and thigh muscles, letting out loud claps as he downward doggy fucks me.

My knuckles turn white from gripping the sheets so hard. He leans forward, draping his body over mine, and completes the plank with his body pressure a perfect amount of stuffiness to make me lose my mind.

Smothered, my climax is even harder. It’s the third one in ten minutes, and now his big hands fall on my knuckles and hold me still while he fucks my large ass into submission.

Shaking my head, I scream. My moan turns into a wail, as I shout, “You’re so fucking big in my ass, sir! Oh my God, I’m never gonna walk again!”

“Then I’ll get the wheelchair, ma’am.”

There’s happiness in his stoic tone as he barrels down into me again, sliding deep and beating my guts up. The pressure on top of me is too much—his bodyweight overbearing.

The tightness in my rear never goes away. He has me stuffed full, pushing past any resistance I might have, and I let my muscles loosen long, long ago. I’m not even sure how long he anally fucks me before I’m spurting juices all over the mattress and losing my mind.

“P-Please come in my ass,” I beg him. “Fill my naughty little hole up and lock your cum inside me! I want to feel you in my belly!”

“There’s nowhere I’d rather dump my load, Miss Jodi,” Cal says with some grit in his tone.

My eyes roll back. He moves his hands from my knuckles—pinned above my head—to the back of my neck. Pushing down, my loud moaning turns into muffled groans as he pushes my mouth against the mattress, smothering me even more.

I’m losing it—

But he does first. He wrenched three orgasms out of me, with a fourth thrumming just beneath the surface of my skin, and now it’s his turn.

I feel his hot cum shoot into my colon, flood my walls, and then rope onto my asshole once he pulls out. I have the wherewithal in my fucked-silly stupor to wrench my fat ass cheeks apart so he can see his gaping handiwork as he blows his load, and he lets out a small hum.

Next thing I know, he’s stroking off ropes of cum into my widened asshole, just as promised. He paints me white and I finally come undone from the sensation of it all—the breath of a breeze wafting past my hole as he finishes with me and unplugs me.

I lay there for a while, planked, used, filled. Arms and legs akimbo, tits smashed beneath me, my cheek against a cold pillow as I breath in and out slowly.

Cal slaps my ass. He watches it jiggle. Then he stands. “Now then, Miss Jodi. How about that breakfast?”

I feel full—like he pumped so much cum inside me, I don’t even need to eat. But those waffles did look and smell amazing, and what better way to replenish my energy after such an amazing fuck-sesh? Especially if I’m going to struggle to walk all day long.

“As long as you feed it to me, sir. I don’t think I can move.”
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Chapter 2

“Saw you taped that whole thing,” Cal says from the table on the other end of the room while I pleasantly finish my breakfast.

It’s slightly cold now, but it was totally worth it. I’d rather have Mr. Derringer’s warm cum inside me and a cold breakfast than the other way around.

“Yes,” I mutter around a mouthful, smiling impishly. “The hole thing.”

He laughs.

It makes me feel good hearing him laugh, because it doesn’t seem like he does it often. Cal is a stern fellow. He’s probably seen countless horrors in his life, in the military—of which branch I still don’t know he was apart of. Or what he did there. But I let my mind wander.

“Planning on uploading that?” he asks.

I look up from the tray spread over my belly. “Only with your approval.”

He shrugs. “Maybe you could blur my face.”

My lips curl into a frown. “Are you embarrassed to be seen with me?” I ask.

“That’s not fair, Miss Jodi.”

He’s right. I’m being bratty, and I know it. It’s none of my business why he wouldn’t want his handsome face and thick cock ass-fucking a woman half his age all over the interwebs. “Sorry.”

“You make a good point though,” he says, and when I look up fearfully I’m worried he means I do embarrass him. But then he adds, “Load it. No blurs.”

My smile widens. I snag my phone and quickly do the deed, giddy over what kind of responses I’ll get from my rabid, horny fanbase.

“God,” I say afterward, watching as my face contorts in high-def on the video. I didn’t even edit it, because what’s the point? “I’m such a whore these days.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being slutty,” he replies.

My eyebrows bob mischievously as I shoot him another smirk. “You sound like you know a thing or two about that, Cal.”

“Oh, the stories I could tell.” He chuckles, stands from his chair, and readjusts his bulge as it twitches in his pants. “Careful, ma’am. Unless you want me to plow your ass again and put you in the ER.”

“I’d miss my meeting with Dean Gates.”

“Exactly. Can’t have that.” Wandering past my bed toward the door, he lightly taps my toes sticking out past the end of the covers. “Come on, up and at ‘em. Get your gaped ass in the shower and I’ll put your dresses out. Can’t keep the big man waiting.”
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Dean Gates is having me meet him at the Cornucopia nightclub in downtown LA. The traffic is obscene getting there, and I have half a mind to hoist Cal’s cock out of his pants and suck him off all over again on the drive over.

But I know that will probably lead to a missed meeting as well, and I need to get my lust under control. Plus, the nightclub isn’t that far from the hotel he also owns.

Once we get there, I step out of the Escalade and Cal lets out a whistle. He sits in the driver’s seat at the curb, watching me, and I turn around at the sound. “What?”

I’m wearing an emerald green dress that’s dark and gaudy and way out of my budget. The hip-hugging thing has to cost my monthly rent, which isn’t cheap in San Diego. It’s also low-cut at the front, short in the skirt, and shows off my thick milky thighs.

“Flaunt it, Miss Jodi,” Cal says. “Because you’re definitely owning that dress.”

I smile demurely at him. “One might think Dean Gates has a taste for pretty things.”

“He wouldn’t be the only one. But you’re much more than pretty, let me tell you that.”

I beam at him and start toward the nightclub, before freezing and scrunching my brow over my shoulder. “You joining?”

“I’m just the driver.”

With a scoff, I shake my head. “Not today you aren’t, Mr. Cal Derringer. You’re my bodyguard and escort. Come on. I’ve got to look important.”

He gets out, hands the keys to a valet, and nods severely. “Can’t disappoint the lady of the hour.”

I trail a finger over his chest, which leaves the young valet red-faced and pent-up as he watches us. “You definitely haven’t disappointed me so far, Mr. Derringer.”

With that, we take off together for Cornucopia. He stands a few feet back, surveying the busy crowd of Angelenos huddled on the sidewalk, going about their day.

I’m sure the nightclub looks better at night, all lit up and pretentious. Right now, it’s like a Vegas casino during the day: drab, overly large, multi-leveled, and not filled with the same splendor as it showcases once the sun goes down.

In the lobby, a pretty young woman with bright blue hair in a bobcut meets us. Even though she has an alt-girl look, with numerous studs in each ear and tattoos up to her neck, she’s wearing a sharp suit and looks hot as hell.

Coming around her side of the front desk, she says, “You must be Jodi Wright. I’m Steph, Mr. Gates’ personal assistant. Come with me, ma’am, I’ll take you to him.”

Steph has midnight lipstick and looks like a goth dream. I watch her eye Cal for a moment, give him a quaint smile, and then she leads us to an elevator.

The hallway is covered in vines and a foresty vibe, and I wonder what the theme of this nightclub is all about. At the elevator, I say, “Lobby, front desk, elevator? This place feels more like a hotel than a nightclub.”

“Mr. Gates likes to call it an ‘experience,’” Steph says. “Multiple levels, multiple things going on. The nightclub is at the top. Rooftop party bar included. There’s also a cafe, gym, mini movie theater. The award show today is in the ballroom on the third floor.”

“Damn. How big is this place?”

I look at the numbers on the elevator, feeling slightly stupid, and see it goes to 10. So, it’s a ten-story nightclub. No big deal. “Never mind,” I mutter, and Steph chuckles.

Cal stands behind us like a golem, unmoving, hands clasped over his bulge. I get the feeling he’d have no qualms about fucking both of us right here in this elevator. And, judging by Steph’s attitude and look, she would probably enjoy that.

Or maybe Steph is the kind of girl who’d rather pull a twelve-inch strap-on from behind her front desk and rail into Mr. Derringer to show him who’s boss.

I might never know. But that’s where my head is at right now.

We get to the fifth level, halfway up the massive building. “This is where Mr. Gates’ office is located. He practically lives on this level, has his own suite,” Steph says.

“You’re taking me to his office?” I ask as we step out. The glittering hallways are empty of people.

Steph shrugs. “That’s where he wants to meet you. Not his office, but the veranda.”

“The . . . veranda?”

Before she can answer, she pushes open a door and brings us to an open-aired gallery that sits on the side of Cornucopia and overlooks Los Angeles. The view is pretty, almost as pretty as Steph, and I gawk at the sight before the assistant turns and leads me around the building, wrapping us to another section of the porch.

Here, a white table is set up, with a handsome older man sitting on the other end of it. Despite his age, he’s dressed in a leather jacket and looks more like an aging rockstar than a business owner.

Everyone knows what Dean Gates looks like, from TV and game shows and all other run-ins with Hollywood elites and paparazzi. He’s a big deal.

The man smiles, stands, and puts his hand out. I almost feel like I should kneel and kiss the multiple rings on his fingers, but instead I shake his hand like a normal human.

Steph says, “Anything else, sir?”

Dean Gates smiles at her. “That’ll be all, Steph. Thank you.”

As the blue-haired girl walks away, I take in Dean Gates. He’s a tall man, but not overly bulky or large. He’s like a ghost, actually, lanky and discerning with his eyes behind big sunglasses. His hair is silver, slicked back, and he looks incredibly handsome and too-perfect with all the skin amenities and nutrition money can buy.

“Miss Wright,” he says, and then glances over at my shoulder to Cal. There’s something he doesn’t appreciate in his posture when he sees my driver.

“Mr. Derringer, I’ll be okay,” I say, and nod to him.

“I won’t be far, ma’am.” Cal nods and leaves, walking around the veranda to where Steph went, leaving me alone with Dean Gates.

He takes a seat and shows me the table full of a lovely charcuterie board—fresh cold cuts, rare olives, crackers, hummus and pita, and the like. “You excited for tonight?”

“Yes, sir. Thank you for the opportunity.”

“Call me Dean. We’re friends now.” He flashes me a too-white smile, and I smile back.

“Dean” is fine, but I want to call him Daddy. I probably would if I didn’t already have one in Rodney Morris. “Thank you for this opportunity, Mr. Gates.” I can’t bring myself to call him Dean yet.

“You deserved it. You’re funny, beautiful, and I think you’re going places.”

I cock my head. “Where do you think I’m going?”

“Up.”

Or down. Shit. He’s seated in such a way, with one leg propped over the other, slightly off to the side of the table, that I can make out what’s going on between his legs.

I like what I see. Come on, Jodi. Turn off the cock-brain.

Sometimes it can’t be stopped. I’m giddy, excited, and nervous to be around this effortless billionaire. If Cal and Rod are in their mid-forties and close to twice my age, then Dean Gates is probably in his late fifties, early sixties.

I had half a mind to Google him this morning to find out everything I could, but I was busy getting my asshole drilled by my hung driver. Priorities and all that.

“That dress doesn’t do you justice,” he says. “You’re ravishing.”

I frown, looking down at myself. In my opinion, it does too much, but what do I know? My huge tits are squished together, on full display, and it makes me feel like a mannequin. The skirt is too short and barely comes halfway down my thighs. I figure all that is the point.

“Really?” I say, shrugging my bare shoulders. “I thought it made my tits look stupid.”

He laughs, and it’s a light, airy sound. Unlike Cal, Dean Gates is clearly used to laughing, and he laughs often. Why not? A billionaire has a lot to be happy about.

Everyone knows that Mr. Gates is a successful entrepreneur, business owner, and real estate developer. He owns two hotels, this nightclub, and has countless deals with big business across the world. Hell, I’m not even sure what he actually does, but I get the feeling he takes meetings on this veranda quite frequently.

“So, brass tacks,” he says, dropping his leg from his knee and clasping his hands on the table after popping an olive in his mouth. “What can I expect from you tonight? You’re a bit of a firebrand on your podcast or whatever.”

“It’s a vlog, Dean. Not a podcast.”

“Sorry, I’m just a silly Boomer. I don’t know anything about that shit. But your videos are enticing.”

I don’t share all my raunchy self-made porn videos with everyone. Those are for my rabid paying fans. Someone like Dean Gates hopefully hasn’t seen those—like my newest one from this morning with Cal.

But what he has seen, it sounds like, are my random musings on life, travel, fashion, and an assortment of other things that makes me an influencer of everything and nothing.

I’m not special. I know that. I’m simply the “it” girl, and Dean Gates has likely dealt with a lot of “it girls” who are big in the moment and flame out within months.

“I’m hoping for longevity with this award ceremony,” I say.

“There are ways to make you last longer than your shelf life,” he answers. There’s a smartness in his voice, an intelligence that approaches mocking and arrogance. I have to assume most rich people are that way—I haven’t known enough in real life to know for sure.

Maybe Dean Gates is just eccentric and quirky. Or else that was innuendo in his words.

“What are you planning on talking about?” he asks.

It sounds like he’s trying to protect his interests, to make sure I don’t fly off the handle. “What’s off limits?”

“Like I said before, I’d rather you avoid politics and religion.”

“That leaves out all the fun stuff.”

“Why don’t you just talk about sex and sucking and fucking? The actual fun stuff?” he probes, tilting his head.

He says it so brashly. “I can do that, sir—er, Dean.”

“Good. What else do you want?” he asks. “I want to make the evening nice for you.”

At least he’s straight to the point . . . which prompts me to do the same. I didn’t realize I had come here to negotiate, but suddenly I’m game. “You gave me ten minutes on stage. Mariah Bovilini has twenty minutes after me.”

“She’s more well-known. You’re an unknown.”

“So make me known. Give me fifteen. An even split with Mariah.”

He smiles brightly. I can see the corners of his eyes wrinkle behind his sunglasses. There’s a glare from the LA sun overhead now, basking against the side of the nightclub. He pops another olive into his mouth. “Tough negotiator.”

“You haven’t even seen my negotiation tactics yet.”

“That sounds sexual.”

I tilt my head like he’s doing. There’s a challenge in his voice, and my bratty self can’t help but push back against such a stronger man. I understand that in this situation, he’s in complete control. He runs this town, this place, and everything around it. The award show is in his name. There’s only one barrier for entry and success, and it’s him.

A new thread of an idea for my “Older Man Obsession” project starts to come to light as I talk to and study Dean Gates. A slip of his perfect silver hair has come undone and drapes over his forehead, making him even hotter.

“Do you want it to be sexual?” I ask, removing all coyness from my voice. “I mean, whose dick do I have to suck to have a successful night from this silly award show?”

“Mine.”

He says it so curtly, I don’t know if he’s joking or not. This is not a man who beats around the bush, and he’s probably quite a busy man, so I have a feeling he’s not being facetious. There are at least eight rings on his ten fingers, but none of them look like a wedding band. I should have done my research, dammit.

The paparazzi claim him as a perpetual bachelor, living in his high-rise nightclub like a modern day Howard Hughes. But the paparazzi have been wrong before, and I don’t want to misstep.

“Really?” I ask, losing the wind in my sails.

“It worked for Steph,” Dean says with a shrug. He leans back in his elegant seat, away from the table. Hitching his shoulders, he spreads his legs, giving me a better view of his bulge.

My eyes dance tantalizingly over his fat mound, which is trying to steal my strength. “Your secretary? What do you mean it worked for Steph—”

“My secretary, yes. She’s also a millionaire. Thanks to me.”

“Are you planning on making me a millionaire, Dean?”

Without preamble, Dean Gates reaches into his pants and pulls his cock out. It’s a big floppy dick that looks bigger on his lanky body than I expected. Despite his age, it’s a pretty cock, and for some reason I’m not surprised at all that he’s this way.

“I’m planning on making you whatever you want to be,” he says. He drops his dick between his legs, and it drapes down the front of his pants over the edge of his chair, dangling there like a succulent treat.

My mouth goes dry. I gulp loudly, nodding, not feeling quite as bratty or forward as I was before. I can’t take my eyes off his cock, or that big mushroom head that’s started to twitch as he stares at me in this emerald-green dress that accentuates my curves. This dress he stuffed me into as a prize.

One side of his lips tilt. “No phones though, love. No cameras. I don’t want to end up on your fucking podcast.”

I’m going to suck this billionaire’s cock for an extra five minutes on stage? Is that what’s happening here?

I push off from the chair before I can second-guess myself, going to my hands and knees like a bitch in heat. When I crawl between his legs and stare up at him, inches from his dick, my breath sifting over his flesh, I say, “It’s a vlog, Mr. Gates, not a podcast.”
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Chapter 3

Dean Gates shoves his cock against my face. “Look up at me,” he orders, and I do. “I want to see those pretty eyes. So much emotion in them. You’d be a good actress, you know.”

For all he knows, I’m putting on an act right now. Batting my eyelashes at him, giving him a puppy-dog look as his cock lengthens and thickens against my soft cheek and grows up to my forehead.

But I’m not putting on an act. This is who I am, who I’ve become. Rodney Morris started my descent into debauchery, and I’m on a mission to see it to the end. To get as many of these pervy, horny, hot older men using me as a fuck socket as I can.

My lips envelop Dean’s mushroom tip and I spur my tongue along the underside of his cock, knowing it’ll drive him crazy. He’ll want to be plunging this big thing inside me before long.

My eyes stay locked on his the whole time, even as his cock pushes to the back of my throat and makes me gag, drawing tears to my eyes. I don’t have the benefit of wearing sunglasses like he does, which makes the power dynamic even more lopsided.

Mr. Gates stays seated. I have a feeling he’s not a man who gets up for anyone, unless he wants to. Maybe I’ll get lucky once he decides to fuck me. Can’t be long now.

My pussy grows warm and wet beneath my dress. My panties are already damp, and I’m worried I’ll start to soil the thin fabric of the slutty gown if I’m not careful.

But there’s nothing to be done about it. I’m a naturally wet, needy girl, and Dean Gates is pushing all the buttons in just the right way.

“Stuff your hand in your pussy and fuck yourself,” he tells me, while digging a hand into my hair to force my mouth deeper between his legs. “And don’t forget my balls. Here, I’ll help.”

Before I can do anything, he wrenches my head off his dick with a slurp lewdly pushing past my lips, and then bunches his balls together and smothers them across my face.

My expression contorts at the initial contact of his big nuts, and then mellows out as I start to lick him between the crease, under his sack, and then up the underside of his shaft.

I get him nice and wet, blowing the older man for all he’s worth. He might be worth billions, but in this moment, he’s in my hands and under my control. He just doesn’t know it.

After a few minutes of ordering me around on my hands and knees, he says, “All right. It’s time you take a seat, and we can see where this conversation takes us.”

I blink at him as he stands me up and turns me around. “Yes, Mr. Gates,” I say submissively.

He lifts my dress at the back, whistles at the sight of my huge rear, and lightly slaps my flesh. “Down, girl.”

I start to lower, ready to ride him reverse cowgirl, but he stops me once his cockhead pushes against my eager pussy. “No. I want this other hole.”

“M-My ass, sir?”

“Yes. Looks like it’s been used recently.” When I glance over my shoulder, he’s smiling at me.

Then he pushes his face between my cheeks, keeping me standing, and starts laving his tongue over my asshole.

I let out a curse and squeeze my muscles as his handsome mug disappears between my jiggling cheeks. He licks and laves, not caring at all that I’ve been gaped and used already by Cal today.

Fuck! Two anal fucks in the same day by older men? What kind of Cloud Nine am I living on?

I can hardly wait. I start fingering myself, eager to please this man so I can get what I want. He knows this is a business transaction, I think, yet he’s eating my ass out like it’s much more intimate than I realized.

Then he grabs my wide hips, taps my butt again, and says, “Okay, now lower yourself.”

I go slowly. His cockhead presses against my anus, and I seethe.

“Come on, you can take it. Looks like someone bigger than me was in here . . .” He hums to himself as he trails off. “. . . and I have an idea who.”

Chuckling to himself, he abruptly replaces his dick with his fingers. His middle and ring fingers curve inside my asshole and I let out a yelp as he starts to furiously rub me, while I finger my clit and pussy at the front. We’ve got me stuffed full and I start to wobble and shake, losing the strength in my legs.

His fingers fly out between my crack. My head spins, an orgasm coursing through me—

And he suddenly pushes down on my hips and slams his dick inside my asshole in one go. He bottoms out, sitting me on his lap, squishing my much larger curves and size against his narrow hips.

I yell, come hard, and my toes curl in my nice heels. My body shakes as the orgasm runs through me, and he starts to fuck my ass.

Dean Gates hugs me from the back. He toys with my huge tits, pinching my nipples beneath my dress before pulling down the cups so I’m bare.

I look out across the way, off the porch veranda railing, and see countless buildings and high-rises, each with hundreds of windows looking over here. I’m sure at least twenty people are seeing this famous man fuck my ass silly on his patio.

It drives me crazy. I start to smack my ass down on his lap, feeling the throb of him inside my rear pulsing and making me hornier by the second. “Fuck, your dick feels so good in my ass, Mr. Gates!”

He embraces me harder, his forearms dipping and hiding in my curves as he hug-fucks me from behind, bouncing my cheeks on his lap.

Then he reaches up, grabs under my thighs, and grunts as he lifts me back into him. As a sizable, curvy woman, I’m surprised he has enough upper body strength in his lean frame to do it. 

My knees bounce near my ears and the world goes blurry. I let out lolling moans.

Dean says, “That big man you came with, what was his name?”

“M-M-Mr. Derringer, sir! Cal!” My voice is a staccato rhythm as he ruins my asshole.

“Mr. Derringer, your assistance is needed!” Dean yells.

A second later, Cal shows his bearded face around the side of the building, his eyebrows rising in shock as he starts, “What seems to be the issue . . . oh. Hm.”

“Seems your charge has gotten her ass caught on my dick, Mr. Derringer,” Dean says. “But there’s an open hole that needs filling in the front there. I provided you an opening.” He jiggles my thighs, gripping in his hands, to showcase how I’m just a cum-dump for these older men. My bright pink pussy glistens in the sunlight in front of Cal, spread wide by Dean’s cock stretching my anus.

I fucking love it. I yell, “Please, Cal! Get over here and fuck me stupid. I want to feel both of you!”

Cal has his dick out before he’s even finished the five steps it takes to get to me. “I can’t deny you, Miss Jodi.”

He takes over for Dean, cupping my thighs and holding them up, which elicits a groan from the billionaire. “Thank you, Mr. Derringer. My arms were getting tired.”

“Mine don’t get tired, sir. Ever.”

Cal rams his cock in my pussy, opting for a fast and loose style that has me seeing stars. I bounce between them, their bodies sandwiching me, using every inch of me.

Cal takes my heavy tits in his mouth, watching as they bounce and jiggle in front of him, and is unable to stop himself. He licks and teases and nibbles on my peaked nipples while fucking me from the front in a slightly crouched angle.

My legs wrap around him, but he keeps a hold on my thighs just in case I feel like dropping. My entire body explodes with sensations, the one-two punch of their cocks inside my holes seesawing me into ecstasy.

I run my hands down the front of Cal’s strong chest, mewling and whimpering as another climax rips through me.

A new voice joins the fray and my heart freezes.

“Mr. Gates, sir? You have . . .” Steph cuts herself off as she rounds the corner and is greeted to the sight of Cal’s strong ass flexing, his pants halfway down, and my legs jumping up near his shoulders on either side of him. My heels have fallen off on my left foot, and my toes curl as the exhibitionism becomes too much for me to handle and I come again.

I yell out my orgasm this time and Cal pulls back suddenly—

Sending a gout of lady juices spurting out of me and spraying across his front.

“. . . Another meeting in ten minutes, with the spokesman for AMC,” Steph continues like she’s seeing nothing. The hot, tattooed, blue-haired girl stands on the other side of Cal with a clipboard, straight-backed and never turning her eyes away.

“Just a second, Steph,” Dean says, and then hoists me off his cock.

With a groan, I fall off him, pushed into Cal. My sturdy driver catches me and when Dean says, “Put her on her knees,” I nod to Mr. Derringer and he does as ordered.

Dean wrenches a hand into my hair and pulls my sweaty face onto his lap. He strokes himself quickly, his hand a blur, and then blows a thick load all over my face. His cum slashes across my eyes, my forehead, and between my tits. Some of it lands on the pretty emerald dress.

Cal growls and comes at the same time, with the two of them lathering me in their cum until my face is completely defiled and unrecognizable.

I gasp once they’re done and I can safely take a breath.

“Okay, I’m ready,” Dean tells Steph, and then lets go of my hair.

I take in a ragged breath on my hands and knees, my body still twitching and trembling from the way these two silver foxes fucked me in broad daylight.

“I look forward to tonight, Miss Wright,” Dean says with a nod, standing at last and stuffing his long dick away in his tight jeans.

Cal helps me up, and valiantly straps my dress across my shoulders and puts my big tits away inside it.

I look at Dean Gates with a frown. “I’ll need a towel to, uh, wipe up before I leave.”

Dean Gates tilts his head, taking one look at my face covered with his viscous cum. “No, I think not. I want you walking through my halls and lobby with my cum painting your face, splattered on that pretty dress I gave you.”

I blink at him while his essence drips down my cheeks and chin. The man had more inside his balls than I thought he would. “So you want to humiliate me, Mr. Gates? Is that your kink?”

“I want people to know I own you.” He smiles. “Humiliation is just a byproduct. That’s up to you, how you feel about it.”

“But you don’t own me. Sir.” I grab hold of Cal’s muscly arm for safety, for some reason feeling better with him close, tucked against my curves.

“For twenty-four hours I do.” He gives a blinding smile and lowers his sunglasses to stare me in the eyes.

His peepers are a shade I’ve rarely seen—auburn, almost burnt gold. They’re mesmerizing, like this man is some kind of vampire sent to fuck my holes and chain me to his coven.

I gather my wits and swallow audibly. “So that’s it then, huh? Fifteen minutes for me, and a freeuse twenty-four hours for you.”

“Yes. Sounds about right. I always get what I want, Miss Wright.”

Sighing, I nod hard. “Deal.”

And I turn to start my cum-faced walk of shame down the five levels I’ve climbed.

As Cal and I reach the elevator, I walk past it and he says, “Ma’am? Elevator is this—”

“Stairs,” I say, owning my predicament. My face is sticky, salty, and my makeup is finished. Yet I get a twinge of satisfied guilt knowing what I just did, and knowing that I’ve got hold of one of the most powerful men in the city at my call. “We’re taking the stairs, Mr. Derringer.”

That way, more people can see me in all my glory.
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Chapter 4

That night, I’m practically limping to my award ceremony. Both of these older men have fucked my ass and gaped my holes with their big dicks, and I feel used, abused, and raw.

The lewd devil in my brain loves it. I could have never expected my trip to San Diego to see my best friend from high school turn out like this.

When will Rodney get his chance to take my ass, also? I wonder as I change into the wicked red pencil dress that Dean Gates left me with. The emerald one is ruined . . . but I guess it’s mine now, so it can be saved.

Cal says, “I don’t like how he treated you,” as I’m changing. He has his bulky arms crossed over his chest.

I shoot him a smirk over my shoulder. “Feeling protective, my big man?”

He nods. “Always.”

“Well, too bad,” I reply, which makes his head lurch in consternation. “Because it was fucking great.”

Behind his beard, his lips curl with a smirk of his own—a rare one. “You really are the slut you said you are, huh, ma’am?”

“Absolutely. And my fans fucking love it too.”

“Do you love it, though?”

I pass Cal and pat him on his beefy shoulder, heading into the bathroom to look at myself. “I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t, Cal.”

Before I can disappear into the elegant bathroom of the suite, Cal mutters, “Can’t stop a woman who knows her own heart.”

You got that right, my big protective driver.

Cal dresses in a tailored suit left for him after our debauchery with Dean Gates this afternoon. It seems he made a good impression with the billionaire, to be invited to the ball and gifted a suit.

It’s quite a turnaround from how this day ended, with me walking across Cornucopia slathered in cum across my face. I got at least half a dozen pairs of eyes double-taking as I took the stairs and wandered the halls of the nightclub with my teddy bear by my side, glowering at everyone we passed.

No one said a thing, but I know what they were thinking: Is that cum on that curvy girl’s face? Jesus, what happened to her? And why is she . . . smiling so confidently?

I owned my humiliation, which gave me power and made me feel amazing.

Now, I’m nervous and skittish. The vibe at the club is much different, with muffled music playing from a DJ in the ballroom. It’s another gaudy, expansive room, with hundreds of people milling about, getting hammered.

I have Cal swoop me a drink and bring it to the greenroom that Steph locked me into until it’s my time to shine.

She comes in ten minutes out and fixes up my makeup, kneeling in front of me while I sit on a leather couch and feel like a girl about to be auditioned for a professional porn video.

“Question,” she asks me, staring through me as she dabs my face with blush and concealer and makes me look like a million bucks. Her dark lips, inches away, look utterly kissable.

“Me first,” I say, trying to mask my lusty thoughts. “I thought you were a secretary. Now you’re a makeup artist?”

She smiles, and it’s one of the prettiest things I’ve ever seen. Her face lights up when she smiles, especially with that vibrant hair, the colorful tattoos, and the dark lipstick. “I’m a woman of many suits, Jodi. Whatever Dean wants of me.”

“He’s a lucky man.” Our eyes meet for a second and I notice that she’s a bit older than me, maybe in her mid-thirties. Her blue orbs drill into mine, stealing my breath. “Your turn,” I say, glancing away from her beauty. “Ask your question.”

“Do you like girls?”

My gaze veers to her again, shocked. “Uh. I dunno. Why?”

“Because I want to eat your pussy once you’re off-stage,” she says matter-of-factly. Her tone is so dry, I almost think I’ve misheard her. But then she doubles down. “It would be nice to suck Dean’s cum out of your little pink pussy.”

My jaw drops. “I, uh . . . wow.”

Steph stands, smiles at me, and pats me on the shoulder, surveying her handiwork. “Perfect.” Then she twirls on her feet and heads for the door. Once there, she glances over. “Just think about it.”

I manage to mutter, “I don’t think I’ll be able to think about anything else while I’m on stage now, Steph. Thanks for that.”

There’s that smile again.

Then she’s gone.

Leaving me to think, Shit, am I going to let her fuck me also?!

The first five minutes of my award ceremony for “outrageous journalism” is a bit of a flop because I’m nervous. There’s so many faces staring up at me adoringly, or confusingly, or just . . . I don’t know. But everyone is looking.

I almost feel like I have Dean Gates’ cum splattered across my face again, and that they’re all seeing me for the dirty slut I truly am. I know it’s silly, because I look like a million bucks. 

But I lean into the nervousness and start to get into a roll as I speak to the audience. I get some laughs, some claps, and all these well-dressed strangers smile at me. It’s a who’s who of popular mini celebrities in LA, and I notice a few vaguely familiar faces in the dark ballroom.

It takes a moment to understand where I recognize them from, and I eventually point at one guy I keep looking at out the corner of my eye. I stop myself mid-sentence, striding across the stage in my slutty red dress that has my tits on full display, and point down at the guy while speaking into my mic. “I’m sorry. Um. Are you in a porno I’ve watched?”

The muffled sound of, “I might be,” has everyone chuckling.

Then I point a thumb over my shoulder, feeling like a stand-up comic, and beam at the crowd. “He is! Get a load of this, guys. I’ve rubbed myself raw to that overeager face more times than I can count! Nice dick, buddy.”

The chuckling turns into full-blown laughter, and from there, the nervousness is gone. I march across the stage, confident, and get into a raunchy spiel. Everyone loves it.

The fifteen minutes seems to last forever . . .

Because it does. Because it’s not fifteen minutes.

Before I realize it, I’m wrapping up, with someone in the back holding up a sign saying how much time I have. It’s been stuck on “FIVE MINUTES” for, oh, I don’t know, twenty goddamn minutes?!

I start to panic as I run out of material.

Someone saves me and a drop-down projector screen shows the video that made me famous, that brought me to this ceremony. It’s the video of the two fast-food workers fucking in the storage closet in Utah.

I cringe as people laugh and listen to my commentary on the situation as it’s playing out. “Shit, guys, turn it off, turn it off!” I say jokingly into the microphone in my hands. “I don’t want to get their lawyers after me. I mean, you see that guy’s dick?” I pinch my fingers together in the sign of a micro weenie. “I’d probably want to sue my ass too if that was plastered all over the internet for everyone to see.”

The laughter grows. The people here are cruel, and I’m playing to that strength. This isn’t a nice, homely crowd. It’s a hot, raunchy, ready-to-fuck crowd, and that’s probably exactly what’s going to happen tonight at the after party.

“Okay!” I yell once the video ends and the sign guy at the back lowers the “FIVE MINUTES” sign. “Let’s go get hammered at the after party. Probably upstairs, knowing Dean Gates. Thank you all for this award!”

I get a standing ovation. The people love me, or at least love the freshness of my stupid takes. I’m not afraid to pull my punches, and I feel like I’ve done a pretty good job.

I get to the greenroom, sweating, and pace around.

Cal comes in first, smiling. “You were hilarious, Miss Jodi. Congratulations.”

I jump at him and he wraps me in a hug.

Dean Gates comes next, also smiling, though his teeth are too white in the dark, muddy room. He slowly claps as he walks in, still adorned in that striking leather jacket that probably costs as much as my entire wardrobe. “You saved my ass, Jodi.”

“How so?” I ask, tilting my head and separating from Cal.

He gets closer, too close, and my breath stops as he stands in front of me. “Mariah Bovilini called out last minute. You had the full thirty minutes.”

My eyes widen. I gawk, lips parting. “Oh shit. I thought something fucky was going on there!”

He laughs, hugs me, and plants a kiss on my cheek.

It smolders where his lips land.

Suddenly I’m pressing very close to him. Cal stands over his shoulder, watching us intently, hunger in his gaze.

“Well . . . I saved your ass,” I mutter in a small voice, trying to act coy. “. . . so maybe you can take my ass now, to make it up to me?”

Dean beams, and Cal flares his nostrils in preparation, as the billionaire proprietor of Cornucopia spins me around, makes me yelp, and bends me over the raised armrest of the couch.
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Chapter 5

The two dastardly men run a train on me. It starts fast and heavy, and doesn’t stop. Even though Dean Gates is the owner of this entire building, and put on the show that just happened, and likely has hundreds of people waiting to see him and kiss his countless rings, he’s lost in the throes of me for the time being.

The billionaire starts by lifting my skirt up across my wide ass. I’m wearing thin lacy panties underneath, which he pulls aside so he can start ravaging my holes with his hands.

“I can’t lie, Miss Wright, I haven’t been able to get your fat ass off my cock all day,” he mutters, palming my cunt and drenching me in my own needy juices. “Can’t get that lunch out of my head.”

“Lunch.” Right. Like we even ate anything other than a few olives. The man preferred to lodge his tongue in my ass and eat that over the food on the table.

I know what he means—I haven’t been able to get the past few whirlwind days out of my head, either. It all started with Rodney, but now I feel like I’ve transcended.

And then I can’t think at all. I can only feel, and it’s treacherous what this man is doing to me so expertly with his fingers.

I buck my ass backward, slapping against his narrow hips. He grabs my sturdy sides and sets my legs apart to widen my foundation. “Are you just going to watch, Mr. Derringer?”

“Of course not, Mr. Gates.”

“Then you’d better plug our needy slut’s little mouth with that fat dick of yours, man.”

Cal, as a military guy, is a follower. I’ve recognized that, and I love that about him. He has nothing to prove to anyone, least of all this eccentric, sex-crazed billionaire.

But that doesn’t stop him from making the move anyway, coming over to the side of the couch closest to me. It doesn’t stop him from whipping his girthy cock out and pushing it against my lips, forcing them apart and then creaking my jaw with the size of him.

Because he loves this part. Cal Derringer is happy to follow as long as it means plugging my holes and making me scream his name while I come on his cock. It’s a marvel to me, too.

Last night it was Rodney and Cal. Tonight it’s Dean and Cal. Who will it be tomorrow night? I can’t let the good vibes stop here!

Dean rails into my pussy from behind, humming to himself as he slaps his hard hips against my puffy ass cheeks. The greenroom echoes with the sounds of our sudden sex, raunchy and lewd and sweaty. Sex fills the air, cloying all around us as these two older men take me for their own.

Dean slaps and spanks my rear as he fucks me. Eventually, he moves to my ass, saying, “Your pussy is tighter than I expected for having such a thick cock ruining it earlier today.”

“I b-bounce back easily!” I yell.

“Yes,” he laughs, watching my huge ass launch back and ripple against his hips. “You certainly do bounce back well.”

Cal chuckles. He grabs my face and face-fucks me, ruining my makeup that Steph painstakingly fixed. I croak and gag on his length.

Dean pulls back, makes a motion with his fingers, and says, “Switch,” to Cal.

They move positions. Mr. Derringer takes my backside and replaces Dean’s dick with his own. They feel so different, such a nice complement to each other.

Dean fucks my face next with his billionaire cock, and then starts to hump my hanging tits for good measure. “These fucking cow udders are perfect,” he says to himself, grabbing and playing with them as he fucks me right.

They wrench orgasm after orgasm out of me—it doesn’t take much when I’m at the mercy of two strong, powerful men. These aren’t boys who don’t know what they’re doing. They’re experienced fuckers at the top of their game, and they both put on a show, spanking and railing me raw, holding my curves and stealing every inch of my body for themselves.

The door eventually opens and they don’t stop. No one cares who it is.

Steph, in her typical businesslike tone, says, “Sir, the guests are waiting upstairs in the nightclub for your speech.”

At this point, Dean is in my pussy again, and Cal is stroking himself off to the side, trying to find a new opening, a new hole, for him to fill.

When I get the hint of a pullback from the billionaire, I reach behind me and clutch his leather jacket. “Oh no you fucking don’t! Not this time!”

I pull him into me, deeper, until he’s mounted me and bottomed out, pushing against my walls with his rock-hard cock coring me out.

I won’t let him leave. Instead, I yell, “Don’t just watch like an innocent bystander, Steph! Get to work like you wanted!”

I glance over my shoulder and see everyone is staring at the blue-haired secretary now. She gulps, thin eyebrows rising.

And then she throws her clipboard aside and shrugs. “Fuck it. Give me that pussy, Mr. Gates.”

Dean laughs. “Steph, my girl! Didn’t think you still had it in you.”

“You’ve never brought a girl as lovely as this in . . . well, a long time. Look how fat her ass is! Those fucking curves.” Steph’s business-minded tenor escapes and is replaced by an urgent, slutty drawl. She smiles as she goes to her knees behind Dean, behind me.

“God, your balls look so full and heavy, Dean,” Steph murmurs, and then starts eating him out and licking his sack from behind. She glances over at Cal, who watches and jerks himself off furiously. “How about you, big guy? Feel like wedging that monster cock in my tight, pierced pussy?”

Cal grunts. Shakes his head. “My dick is for Miss Jodi only, ma’am. Apologies.”

Steph wipes her lips of Dean’s nuts and smiles at him. “Not a problem. I understand. It’s a shame, though . . .”

Dean says, “I’ll fuck you proper, Steph.”

“No, no. I’d rather drink your cum out of our guest’s beautiful cunt, if it’s all the same to you, Mr. Gates.”

Dean can’t deny that. I wonder when the last time he fucked his secretary was, and in that moment I know I’m not special in Dean Gates’ life.

But what did I expect? For him to fall in love with me like Rodney Morris has or, seemingly, like Cal Derringer is beginning to?

It’s somehow touching that Cal wants to save that bitch-breaker just for me. That’s true loyalty. Especially when Steph is as hot as she is. I mean, I would fuck her for sure.

Steph never gets naked. I don’t get to see where those lovely tattoos swirl to, or where they end up. I don’t get to see the aforementioned “pierced pussy,” and I’m left wondering just how tight she is. The girl never even whips out a strap-on to fuck me with, and I feel like that’s a missed opportunity.

But I couldn’t care less. Because when her dark, lipstick-smeared lips finally touch my cunt, I come all over her face. I can’t stop myself. She gets in there and licks my clit like it’s what she does for work. Like she’s a maestro of pussy—and I have to wonder if she is, and how many girlfriends she might have.

“Oh fuck, Steph!” I cry out. I reach back and try to find her head, but it’s stuffed somewhere beneath Dean, between his legs, and I can’t find her blue hair no matter how hard I grope for her. “Your tongue is fucking amazing.”

She does crazy swirls in my pussy with her tongue. Nudges my clit with her nose. Tilts her chin and sucks on my folds and slit, sending off bright white lights shooting behind my lids. My thick thighs tremble all over her face as she eats me out and licks Dean Gates’ cock at the same time.

We all groan together. It’s a unified heave that signals the end. Dean loses it first, pulling back and coming all over me. He doesn’t blow his load inside my pussy—understandable, since the billionaire probably isn’t trying to worry about kids right now—but he lathers my cunt with his ropes and sends Steph crawling in once he’s pulled back.

She gets her wish, lapping up her boss’ semen and messing her face in it. The sucking sounds and vacuum sensation on my clit drive me insane.

I spin around, abruptly turning to my back, and grab her face with both hands. Screaming and moaning to the heavens as I spread my legs wide, my spine arches and I hump her face wildly as I come and squirt all over her.

She never shies away, taking all my spunk and juices across her face, until she’s drenched and drowning in it.

Once she’s finished cleaning me, Cal Derringer comes in for the finishing touches. He fucks me raw in a mating press on the couch, our asses bouncing together, while the billionaire and his assistant watch with bated breath.

It’s an entire hour of debauchery, and then we’re in no position to go “greeting any guests” at the party upstairs. I figure by this time, they’re all drunk and having a good time anyway. They don’t need a speech from Dean Gates.

And it’s clear where he’d rather be, anyway. Pumping his big dick hard inside me, spewing cum all across my body, and showing me my worth.

When it’s done, Dean heaves and sits on the couch next to me. He doesn’t bother putting his cock away, and that leads to another hour of me playfully getting him, Cal, and Steph ready again for the next round.

It’s going to be a long night, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Dean tells me, “I’m doing a little getaway to Vegas at the end of the month, Miss Wright. I’d like you to join me.” He nods his chin to Cal across the couch. “Your driver is invited.”

I blink at him. “R-Really? You want to . . . keep seeing me?”

“Of course I do. You’re a wonder. I told you, Jodi, I see you going places. I’ll have my private plane pick you up, and anyone else you want to bring. We’ll make a weekend of it and I can show you around my haunts.”

Steph, face dripping with my juices, says, “Don’t turn that down, Miss Wright. Dean knows how to have a good time in Vegas.”

I scoff. “I’m sure he does.”

Dean shrugs, playing at nonchalance, but it comes across even more arrogant than anything when he says, “What do you expect? I own two nightclubs and a casino there.”

We all laugh. We’re spent, fucked silly, basking in the greenroom. An hour ago, I was on stage, giving the raunchy speech of my life while accepting an award I never expected and certainly don’t deserve.

Later that night, locked away in the suite, I type away to my adoring fans. I’ve been absent for nearly twenty-four hours, since posting that morning video of me and Cal, and it has thousands of likes and comments and reactions. My follower count has ballooned, and news of the gala this evening is already circulating.

Things are going well. Just as I planned. My fingers work furiously on my keyboard as I write.

It’s been a whirlwind past few days, ever since coming into San Diego, besties. I got my award. I got bent over the greenroom couch tonight, and fucked in public. I had a girl’s tongue lodged in my pussy.

The lesson today, my filthy friends: Know your worth. That’s item number 3 of Older Man Obsession. It turns out I’m worth about, oh, fifteen minutes. But it also got me plugged at both ends by big dicks, including one that belongs to a billionaire who will remain unnamed.

So, know your worth, ladies and gentlemen. That’s how you’re going to bag your silver fox, because they love a boy or girl who pushes back when they least expect it.

It gives them something to work for . . . and nothing amazing is worth having without a little bit of lewd work!
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Chapter 1

“So, how did it go?” Rodney asks from the driver’s seat.

I smile from the backseat, feeling like a kid again, when Daddy Rodney would drive me and his daughter Lola around to movies, malls, and all the other fun things we grew up with.

Things are much different now that I’m older. Rodney regularly fucks my curvy body behind Lola’s back, and it takes everything to hide from my best friend that I’m screwing her dad.

It’s not my fault though, I tell myself. These older men like Rod and Cal Derringer and Dean Gates are obsessed with my thick body, my curves, and all the bounciness they have to offer. It’s like they can’t keep away, and even seeing his stern eyes in the rearview mirror looking back at me tells me that he’s thinking something diabolical right now.

Cal’s Escalade died on the way back from Los Angeles. It made the thick-cocked, ex-military driver supremely angry, because what is a driver supposed to do without a car? He’d never had problems before with the high-end SUV.

Of course, Cal had people that could fix the car. A higher tier than Triple-A, I imagine, but we were close enough to home base in San Diego that Rodney told us he would pick us up, and we could deal with the car tomorrow.

So now we’re driving back home, thirty minutes out in traffic, when Rodney asks the question, “How did it go?” He isn’t talking about the car dying, I know, but rather my gala event sponsored by Dean Gates last night.

How am I supposed to tell my bestie’s dad, the silver fox of my affections, that I was busy getting split in half by my hung paramours, double-teamed at both ends, less than an hour after I got off the stage, in the greenroom? Or that I squirted all over Dean’s assistant’s face, twitching as the tattooed hottie Steph expertly ate me out and swapped cum with me? 

Well, I guess honesty is the best policy, since Rodney has been in the same situation with me between him and another man before: Cal.

The surly driver, Mr. Derringer, sits next to me in the back seat. He looks somewhat ashamed, as if his Escalade dying is an extension of his failure as a man. His huge, muscled body is comical trying to fit in the seat next to mine, our arms rubbing together. Rodney’s car is much smaller than Cal’s Escalade, after all.

I put a hand on Cal’s knee. He’s staring out the window at the traffic, and his eyes move to my hand when I lightly squeeze. “Cal and Mr. Gates double-teamed me and almost made me pass out from coming so much, Daddy,” I say nonchalantly.

Cal’s body stiffens against mine. The heavy mound between his legs twitches in his pants. In the rearview mirror, Rodney’s eyebrows lift. “Is that so?” he asks after a minute.

“Yeah,” I say, nodding, smiling seductively. “I guess I did such a good job on stage, Dean wanted to reward me for being a good girl.”

“Well, you are the best girl, Little Jo,” Rodney answers, which makes my body shiver with anticipation from his praise. His gaze scans over to Cal in the mirror. “So you defiled her without me, Cal?”

“Only because she asked for it,” Cal replies gruffly. “Sir.”

My hand makes circles around his kneecap. It slides up his thigh, along his jeans, to his bulge. A small smile curls at the edges of my mouth, and it feels naughty getting handsy with the older driver where Rodney can’t see from the front seat. Not without looking over his shoulder, anyway.

Rodney Morris keeps his eyes on the road. His hands grip the wheel lightly, tapping his fingers, as if debating what to make of my lewd comment.

I mean, he asked, right? Did he expect I’d give him some sort of means-nothing comment about how boring it was? No, not when I’m as horny as I am and want nothing more than to be sandwiched between these two men twice my age again. The first time was bliss, when Rodney came and surprised me at the hotel in LA.

I want to get my holes stuffed before we even get home, because I know I have Lola to contend with there and entertain, which means my pussy will be less entertained while I keep my secrets from her.

I love you, Lo, but won’t you just leave me be and let me fuck your dad in peace?

“. . . I don’t mind asking for it again,” I say blithely, with a small sigh. “I need to thank you for picking us up on the side of the road, after all, Daddy.”

Rodney chuckles a humorless sound. “You think I would charge you for that? What kind of person would I be?”

My palm skims over Cal’s bulge. He shifts his weight in his seat, grunting, and I grab onto the outline of his cock through his jeans. It’s as thick as my forearm, growing stiffer by the second, and he’s sitting up straighter now.

“I have to thank Cal for driving my ass all over LA, too.” I bat my eyelashes so Rodney can see it in the mirror. “And don’t you just feel bad for Mr. Derringer, Daddy? He must be so frustrated about his car dying.”

“Yeah . . . frustrated.” Rodney’s eyes crinkle at the corners, slightly confused. Then he lets out a sigh as understanding dawns over him. “Do what you were made to do, Jodi.”

I beam, my face lighting up. Seconds later, I’m hungrily licking my lips, after getting approval from my lovable silver fox. Turning to Cal, I unzip his jeans and hoist his heavy cock out with both hands, then stare in awe as it juts up from his lap—thick, heavy, glistening with precum at the bulbous tip.

“My prize,” I say.

There are stars in my eyes and drool at the corners of my lips. I wrap those wet lips around his cockhead before he can say anything. Unbuckling my belt and leaning over sideways, I stuff Cal Derringer’s cock in my mouth, filling my cheeks with his girth. I let out moans and close my eyes as I feast on his huge tasty dick.

Cal settles in his seat. In the rearview mirror, Rodney watches intently as I blow his backseat driver. The sturdy ex-solder puts a big hand on top of my head and starts to guide my face on his imposing cock.

“This is much better than waiting out on the side of the road in the sun,” Cal admits. I gag when his cock pushes to the back of my throat, and I can hear him smiling over me.

It’s the first time he’s smiled all day, since his car broke down. I’m glad I could give him that. But when his free hand starts to drift over my curves, and then down between my milky thighs, and I part them to give him access to my warm, hot pussy, I know he doesn’t mean to let me get away with only giving him pleasure. He wants me to feel good too, and I love that about these older men—they’re never concerned only with themselves, like so many younger guys. They know how to treat a woman, even a hot curvy one who just wants to suck and ride huge cocks all day and night.

His fingers dip beneath the waistband of my jeans. They curve past my panties, sliding them aside deftly, and probe my wet pussy. I hug my thighs against his wrist, jiggling as I lay awkwardly sideways in the seat.

Cal’s cock punches the side of my cheek, bulging it, giving Rodney a beautiful sight in the rearview mirror. From the driver’s seat, he groans as he watches his driver fuck my face—

Then he jerks the steering wheel and careens us into another lane, to avoid rear-ending the car in front of us.

The kneejerk effort from his distracted driving has the effect of pushing Cal’s dick deeper into my gullet and bulging my throat. I gag and cough louder, body rolling in the backseat as my head slaps against Cal’s thigh.

“Careful, sir,” Cal says matter-of-factly to Rodney.

Rod clears his throat. “My bad. Little distracted.”

“It’s why I’m the professional driver, because I can put up with distractions like this without endangering us,” Cal says proudly.

I love how they’re having an entire conversation while his fat dick is stuffed in my mouth, and I’m slurping eagerly away like a dumb bimbo slut. All the while, his fingers play the piano on my pussy and clit, and I start to feel the bubbling of a big orgasm pooling at the base of my belly.

There’s something hot and wrong about them pretending like I’m not even there, using me as a sex object, while carrying on their talk.

“Yes, you’re a very good driver, Cal,” Rodney grumbles. “Do you want a reward?”

“My reward has her face lodged on my cock right now, sir.” He pats my bulging cheek, and I look up at his thick beard hanging over my face and try to smile. All it does is make Cal’s veiny, angry cock pulse harder in my mouth. It’s glistening with my saliva now, and all I want is to let this thing and Rodney’s monster rip my holes in two.

“You sound familiar with the situation, my friend,” Rodney muses. “Are you saying it’s a regular occurrence for my daughter’s best friend to blow you from the passenger seat?”

“Yes,” Cal answers truthfully. “And more.”

Rodney falls quiet. The car fills with the sounds of my sucking, and I play with Cal’s heavy nuts while he tries to keep his breathing level and unbothered.

Almost five minutes pass, and then Cal’s hand dips deeper in my pussy and I drastically twitch and almost bump my curves against the side of the car from the sudden shudder. A muffled moan reverberates from my mouth on Cal’s dick—

And the car abruptly stops. My eyes bulge as Cal rockets into the back of my throat again.

“That does it,” Rodney snarls. I realize we’re on the side of the road—no idea where.

He gets out of the driver’s side, walks around the car, and my eyes follow him, wondering what the hell he’s doing.

The door opens on my side and my face twists as my lips dislodge from Cal’s thick cock with a loud slurp. I yelp when Rodney’s strong hands fall on my ankles and slide me down the end of the seat.

It takes two seconds for Rodney’s huge daddy cock to emerge from his pants, where it’s hard and pulsing against the fabric against his thigh. His pants come down a few inches, giving him enough room to haul his horse cock out, and my jaw drops when I stare, stupefied that I’ve made him like this. Lola’s dad is so fucking hung, it’s insane. I’ll never get bored of seeing and feeling that slab of cockmeat.

“I can’t keep driving when you’re back here slutting it up for my driver,” Rodney explains. His hands tighten on my legs.

I look over his shoulder and see a bridge above him, the loud sounds of passing cars telling me he’s driven us off the freeway, onto a random off-ramp, and into a neighborhood we’re not familiar with. All so he can show me that impressive dick and take what he’s owed.

From my side, I roll to my back. My head sits comfortably on Cal’s thigh, his dick draped over my forehead. I smile up at Rodney and his throbbing monster, watching as the precum beads and drips down. Cal’s hand leaves my pants and I pull them down a few inches to bare my drenched pussy to the older silver fox in front of me.

I lift my legs out of the car, with my toes nearly touching the roof, and he holds my ankles. I pull my pants down lower, awkwardly showing him my asshole and creating a window where my legs are covered with pants but my big fat ass is bare and waiting.

Rodney doesn’t even pull my pants off completely before he starts. He can’t hold back after seeing my body in such a vulnerable, supine position. So needy for him, aching and wet and wanting.

“Then what are you waiting for, Daddy?” I ask slyly, giving him a wicked smirk.

It seems Rodney’s in the same place as me: He can’t wait for us to get home before fucking me stupid.

And I fucking love it.
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Chapter 2

When Rodney’s giant dick spreads my pussy lips and sinks into me, I feel like I’m home. Right where I need to be. Even though we’re on the side of the road, in the middle of nowhere in some random neighborhood, and I’m strewn across the back seat of my car getting ganged by these two older men.

But, like they say, “home” is wherever I am when I’m with the ones I love. And there’s no one I love more on the planet right now than Rodney Morris, who I have known practically all my life. Cal Derringer I’ve only known a few days, but he’s more than capable and worthy of my love and body. He deserves every inch of my curves, being my stalwart protector and driver. I feel safe with him.

No offense to Dean Gates and his hot assistant Steph. They’re lovely, and the gangbang they presented me with last night was amazing. But there’s nothing I want more than to have these two inside me, and the feeling is mutual. So much so that we couldn’t even wait to get home to do the deed.

They’re experts when working together, as if this isn’t the first young woman they’ve split in half with their intimidating bitch-breakers.

Rodney pushes into me and fills my pussy to the brim, widening my walls, shoving up toward my cervix. It’s almost painful at first, as usual, but that quickly subsides and melds into an orgasmic sensation that thrums through my body and makes me tremble.

My head rolls back on my loose neck and I tighten as he nearly bottoms out inside me. I’ve become more accommodating to his size in recent days, and all the training and raucous fucking I’ve done has built me up for this moment.

My eyes roll, my head snaps back on Cal’s muscly thigh, and he uses the opportunity to reposition himself and stuff his girth back into my waiting maw from the side.

Now my holes are taken at both ends, just how I want it, and all my thinky thoughts go swimming out of my brain. I’m filled with pleasure and lust and need, practically bouncing my fat ass on the leathery backseat of Daddy Rodney’s car as he takes me on the side of the road.

Rodney squishes my thick thighs together and places my ankles on his shoulders to give himself better leverage. He slams into me, swinging his fat balls against my rippling ass cheeks, and I moan in the car, the sounds muffled as they drift outside.

Meanwhile, Cal Derringer face-fucks me, plopping my head down on his lap over and over, lifting me by the hair until I’m a drooling, frothing mess spitting up on his cock.

I’ve never been so happy that the SUV died on the side of the road. If that had not happened, then I wouldn’t be getting treated like a fuck-doll. Which would be awful.

Instead, I’m coming and crying out, mumbling wordlessly on Cal’s dick while Lola’s dad flexes his ass and drives his dick deep inside me. Every push is a revelation, a spiritual experience that makes me see stars behind my closed lids. When I open my eyes, they feel red-rimmed and blurry from happy tears due to my deepthroating.

Daddy Rodney keeps hold of my ankles so I don’t slide back on the leathery car seat. He’s firmly in control, right where I want him. My ruffled pants down to my knees brush up against his strong torso.

He moves his hands from around my ankles to the top of the car to give himself more power, and his thrusts rock me back on Cal’s lap. I whimper from his punishment, crying out, “Oh God, Daddy, you’re fucking me so hard and deep!”

“It’s been more than twenty-four hours since I’ve gotten to punish this perfect little pussy, Little Jo,” he explains in a grunt. “I can’t go on much longer than that, not after I’ve tasted you the first time.”

As if on command, he moves his hands again. Every time they shift, something excellent happens, and this time is no different. He leans forward, ducking his head down into the car, and slides his palm between my legs.

When his fingers find my clit and stretched pussy lips, he starts rubbing me raw and wet, squelching with the sloppy sounds of his torrid fucking.

A stab of electricity shoots through me as my engorged clit is played with. I widen my legs as much as I can in my position, throwing my pussy forward and trying to meet his hips halfway. There’s no way I can take all of him, but I’m giving it my best, and my efforts are rewarded.

My orgasm is deep and visceral, fireworks flaring through my body and making my toes curl in my shoes. I stiffen up, clamping my pussy down on his cock, and he growls and planks on top of me.

Rodney’s lips find mine seconds after Cal sees what’s happening and pulls his cock out of my mouth. He kisses me ravenously, stealing my breath with every sucking impulse of his bottom lip. He tastes my tongue, my teeth, the insides of my cheeks, and then turns my head and watches as I lick the side of Cal’s wet cock.

“You love the taste of his big fat dick, don’t you, honey?” he asks in a murmur.

I nod diligently. “So badly, Daddy. Almost as much as yours.”

Rodney smirks. His eyes light up, inches away from my sticky mouth and Cal’s sticky cock. I notice something then that I’ve never experienced before, and my breath goes shallow. His dick keeps hammering into me below, with my ass hanging out the end of the car door. My body shakes and rumbles, but I can’t move my eyes from Rodney’s face. It’s like our entwined breaths are washing over Cal’s thick rod.

“Let’s see if you’re right,” Rodney says with a sigh.

And then he dips his head forward and takes the broad ridge of his driver’s cock in his mouth.

“Shit, Rodney!” Cal groans.

My jaw drops.

Seconds later, watching Daddy Rodney fuck me silly while blowing Cal, my world whirlwinds back into place and I eagerly join Daddy to slurp on Cal’s fat nuts.

Rodney blows his friend effortlessly, his mouth bigger than mine and able to take him deep in his throat. He didn’t give Cal a simple peck on the crown, either, or some tentative kiss. No, he took that whole monster in his throat, like it’s not the first time he’s done this.

“Oh my God, Daddy, that’s so fucking hot!” I cry out. I eagerly rock my hips back and forth on him, grinding on his hips while trying to take all of his dick inside me.

Cal pulls back a minute later, his dick harder than ever. He stumbles out of the car on wobbly legs, making it clear that even if this isn’t Rodney Morris’ first time blowing a guy, it’s the first time he’s blown him.

He stares with wide eyes into the car. Rod licks his lips like nothing happened, then gets up off me while fondling my heavy tits. He gives me a quick peck on the lips and I can taste Cal on him.

Then he’s smiling, standing outside the car, and his hands roam under my curves, on the seat.

“Daddy?” I croak, wondering what that look is.

Abruptly, the strong older man flips me, and I jiggle and bounce as I’m placed on my stomach in the car. “Stretch her out, Cal,” he says, “like she’s drawn and quartered.”

I gasp—

An instant before Rodney has his cock inside my pussy again, coring me out and destroying me, but from behind this time. My ass ripples even harder from this doggystyle position, keeping me planked and face-down on the carseat. I can smell where Cal was just sitting, his manly musk wafting through the sex-fueled air. There’s a good cross-breeze going from either side of the open doors.

Cal takes my wrists and pulls me, like he’s trying to stretch me across a bench. I groan before he sticks his dick in my mouth and widens my jaw. My eyes roll wildly, both of them taking me at either end.

“When is it my turn to ruin her pussy, sir?” Cal asks nonchalantly while I let out guttural grunts and groans from the mouth-filled fucking.

“Just as soon as you let me fuck your ass, Cal,” Rodney answers.

“So . . . never?”

Rodney winks over my body. “Never say never, old friend.”

“Oh my God!” a voice cries from the street behind Rodney. “What are you doing to that poor woman?!”

Rodney growls at the sudden interruption. It’s like we’ve forgotten we’re on the side of the road in a random neighborhood in broad daylight. Of course there’s going to be people around!

And now a driver has pulled up alongside us, and some matronly woman in the driver’s side is getting an eyeful of my huge ass bouncing and rocking back and forth, sticking out of the car while Daddy Rodney pummels into me.

“Mind your business, lady!” Rodney growls over his shoulder. I can only imagine what this woman is seeing, with Rodney’s hot body and nice shirt hanging down just below his concave ass cheeks while he fucks me stupid. His strong muscles and pants pulled down to his knees.

“I’m calling the cops!” she wails.

“We’ll be gone before they get here,” Rodney answers.

The woman lets out a huff of annoyance. I can tell she can’t keep her eyes off my luscious, curvy body getting pounded into oblivion—wishing it was her in this situation, getting filled at both ends—so I decide to put on a show for her.

My mouth shlorps off Cal’s dick. “Oh fuck, fuck yes, Daddy! Keep punishing my poor little pussy until I can’t walk right!” I wail loud enough for her to hear.

The saintly woman lets out a gasp. I imagine her making the sign of the cross over her heart.

Then her car squeals off, down the street.

“Fuck that was sexy,” Cal mutters. He pumps his fat dick with his hand next to my face. “Drink up, Miss Jodi. I want to see your face white and ruined.”

Hot ropes of cum slash across my nose and cheek and forehead. I close my eyes and stick my tongue out like a good little bitch, while my ass shakes from the other side of the car. My feet aren’t even fully on the ground anymore since they’re stretching me in opposite directions like a damned tug-of-war.

When Rodney sees his driver feeding me his cum across my face, he decides to blow at the same time. My body rocks with another climax, turning me into a messy soup of wetness and sensations. It has the snowball effect of tightening Rodney’s balls, which then blast a thick load of cum directly into my pussy.

He doesn’t even try to pull out. He’s content on breeding me right here on the side of the road, and I am too.

I don’t know what I deserved to get this treatment, but I want it again. ASAP.

My body twitches with a final orgasm, and then I turn into a boneless heap on the backseat bench. Heaving, licking up Cal’s cum off my face, and making sure he knows I’m deserving of all of it.

“There we go, nice and bred,” Rodney says, and then claps my ass. “Now let’s get you home, Little Jo. I’m sure Lola has a big day planned with you.”

Oh God, I can’t even think about Lola right now. Not after my bestie’s dad just defiled me so ruthlessly in public.

“Fuck, Daddy, you came inside me. You’re so thick and warm, squelching in my cunt.”

He moves around to the front seat, while Cal collects my aching body and gets back into the car to close the doors.

“I know,” Rodney answers easily once we start driving again. “I couldn’t help myself.” Then he laughs. “I always wanted Lola to have a little brother or sister. Maybe she’ll get lucky this time.”


[image: ]




Chapter 3

I’ve learned two incredible things about Rodney Morris today. Two things that change everything, and make him even hotter before, if that’s possible.

First, apparently he has a breeding kink. His words stick in my mind the rest of the way home, and I can’t stop thinking about his warm cum inside me, filling my womb.

Was he serious about wanting to give Lola a sibling? And to say it so cavalierly! I mean, he knows Lo and I are close, right? Like, practically sisters?! And he wants me to become, what, my best friend’s stepmom or something?

I’m not sure if he’s serious about it. Maybe it was just said in the heat of the moment, after our frolicking affair. But all I know is I can’t stop thinking about it.

The second fun tidbit I learned, which I never knew in all my years of knowing this man: Apparently he’s not afraid to suck a cock if the situation is hot enough. He also alluded to fucking Cal in the ass, in exchange for letting his driver fuck me.

Again, I’m not sure if that was more playful than true, but why not? Why would he just say it if he didn’t mean it? Rodney Morris isn’t the kind of man to joke around about something like that.

And with this newfound knowledge that Rodney is a dominating bisexual, it opens up tons of new kinky doors I’d love to try in the coming days, months, and years. As long as Rodney will keep pumping me full of his seed.

We get home thirty minutes later, and it feels like we’ve been gone days. I’ve practically forgotten about Cal’s broken-down Escalade sitting on the side of the road.

But Cal hasn’t. Before getting out of the car, he grumbles, “Thanks for the ride, sir.”

“Anytime, pal. We’ll pick it tomorrow with a tow.”

“And . . . the other thing.” Cal sounds embarrassed mentioning it, his hand on the door handle. “You put my dick down your throat, sir. What was that about?”

“You’re welcome for that, too,” Rodney answers, saving Cal Derringer the grief of being too embarrassed or ashamed. I notice how his face goes red behind his beard, and he says nothing else about it.

I love how confident and unashamed Rodney is. He’s unabashed in what he wants and likes, and it’s one of the reasons I love the dominant silver fox so much. He looks and acts so perfect around me . . .

God, I want to fuck him again.

But here comes Lola Morris, in the flesh, bouncing out of the house with a big smile on her face.

“Shit. Here.” Cal turns me face toward him and wipes a smudge of errant cum from my forehead. “All better,” he says with a small smile.

I turn around just in time to see Lola swinging the door open. Her nose wrinkles—likely at the smell of sex wafting out of the car—and I hope she doesn’t place the stench.

“Jeez, bestie, you’re ripe! Was LA really that crazy?”

I smile at her, getting out of the car and nearly stumbling on wobbly legs from the sudden impact of the multiple-orgasm sex I recently had with her dad and their personal driver. “Crazier than you can even imagine, babe,” I mutter in her ear before wrapping her in a tight hug.
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An hour later, after a much-needed shower, I feel clean and spent. I could spend the next two days in bed, but I know Lola won’t let me do that.

I’m only in town for a limited time, after all, and Lo wants as much of me as possible. My shorter, thinner friend looks hot as hell these days and ready to party. She’s put a little meat on her bones—nothing like I have, but still serviceable—and is dressed in a tight pencil dress that I probably couldn’t fit one damn leg through.

I’m a little envious of her physique, but I know she feels the same way about my thick curves: I catch her watching my tits every so often, and wonder if she doesn’t take after her dad a bit in the bisexual department.

After all, it was my tits—enormously larger than last time she saw me a few years back—that she first commented on after picking me up from the airport. Anyone like that, well . . . they’re a girl’s girl, for sure.

“Why you all dolled up, sis?” I ask when I make my way into the kitchen and catch her at the table stuffing down a sandwich.

She looks up with a guilty smile. “Just excited to see you, is all.”

“. . . So you dressed to the nines, in the middle of the day . . . for me? Are you planning on going clubbing in broad daylight, Lo?”

She snorts a laugh and shakes her head. “Maybe tonight. No, no, I have a plan for today.”

I sit across from her at the table. I’m wearing a simple T-shirt and jeans, nothing extraordinary, but—there it is again! Another glance at my tits, heavy and straining against my tee.

It takes everything not to roll my eyes and pull my top down so she can get a better view of them, once and for all.

“What is it?” I ask. I steeple my hands on the table, trying to be patient with her. There’s something about her brother Ross being in this house also that unnerves me, and makes it hard to relax when I’m expecting him to make his way out of his room at any moment and say something lewd about me.

It was a mistake ever dating that small-dicked idiot in high school. Especially when his hot dad is so much more hung, lovely, and emotionally available.

Anyway, I wait for Lola to put down another bite. She seems ravenous, and I wonder if she hasn’t been getting into some naughty stuff herself while I’ve been gone.

“I booked a spa day for us,” she says with a wide grin. It’s almost mischievous, and I wonder why. Her smile falters and she flaps a hand. “Well, Dad did. It’s with his money, anyway. But you’ll love this place! It’s gonna be so relaxing, Jo.”

“Great. Can’t wait.” I tilt my head, as if asking how that explains her dress.

She rolls her eyes. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. There might be a hot guy who works there I’m trying to impress, also.”

I laugh. “There it is. Please, Lo, you can’t out-slut a slut. I see what’s going on here.” I make a circular motion with my hand, gesturing to her perky tits, her hourglass body, and nodding severely. “You always look hot, but not like this hot.”

Her cheeks flare with color. “Thanks, bestie.”

I wink at her and knock the table with my fist, standing. “When’s the appointment? God knows I could use some relaxation.”

“It’s in an hour. Want to eat first?”

I cackle. “And risk farting while some lovely hot guy or girl is oiling up my body and bringing me to enlightenment? No thanks, I’ll pass.”

She joins my laughter, shaking her head and also standing. “Shit, you nasty bitch. I didn’t even think about that.”

I wander off from the table, tapping my temple to let her know I’m a thinker.

Then I escape to the spare bedroom, where I’m staying, to spend the next hour writing to my fans on my computer.

I tell all of my hungry peeps about getting double-teamed on the side of the road, having someone catch us, and nearly getting the cops called on us.

Shit, and she didn’t ask to join?!

Her loss.

Stupid bitch. I wish we could see a video of that!

The comments keep coming in. I smile, typing away furiously, saying, Sorry, besties, I didn’t have a chance to take any pics or vids this time. Cal was too busy stuffing my face full, and I was seeing double. I think my friend’s dad might be trying to breed me, though.

With that bombshell, I leave the rest of the commenters to themselves, so they can argue about the validness of my statement and what it might mean.

I’ll write another entry in my “Older Man Obsession” list soon, to keep the girlies and boys coming back for more. But for now . . . I’ve got a spa date with my bestie.

And I have a feeling it’s gonna be unlike any spa date I’ve ever been on.
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Chapter 4

We arrive at the spa around two, and are greeted by a nice old lady who shows us to the lockers where we can put our stuff and put our towels on.

The place is pretty busy because it’s a Sunday. There are multiple rooms for all sorts of treatments—acupuncture, massages of various kinds, multiple saunas, a heated pool, spa baths—both communal and solo—and even heated sand that I guess you submerge into and melt away.

The ladies in the locker room are all higher-end girls with expensive handbags and fashionable clothes, and I feel out of place. I whisper over to Lola as she ruffles around in her locker, “I thought you picked this place.”

“I did. Sort of. My dad used to splurge and send me here when I wanted. So I guess, in a way, it’s his idea.”

Ah, so it was Rodney’s doing? Interesting.

“And is the massage therapist you’re looking for . . . also someone Rodney knows?”

She nods and takes her dress off, showing herself in her bra and panties. Flushing, I turn away, because she’s unabashed about it. “His name is Kai. He’s an older massage therapist and friend of my dad, but it’s actually his son . . .”

I wink at her. “Got it.”

So she’s after the son . . . but what about the dad?

God knows how I’ve been acting later, I wouldn’t mind a little action with someone who’s an expert with their hands.

A tingle of anticipation crawls up my spine.

I hear, “Shit,” in a hurried tone, and when I glance over Lola is bending to pick up her towel, which has unceremoniously fallen off her naked body.

It gives me a split-second look at her taut frame, her pert, cute bubble-butt, and her enviable thigh gap and hip dip. I almost even see her asshole because she bends, and my face goes ruby red.

I’ve never had the hots for my best friend, of course . . . but after today, and watching her dad throat Cal’s cock with me . . . well, my life has opened up with unending new possibilities. Something about seeing Lo like that makes me hot and heavy, and it scares me.

Eyes widening, I swiftly stare in front of me at the locker, while wrapping my own towel around my substantially larger frame.

She sighs after tucking her towel around her, perfectly setting the towel at the midpoint of her tits just above her nipples, creating an expert boob window for people to gawk at. I’m much bustier by comparison, but this isn’t a big-bitch towel, so it looks a little odd on me. Not on Lola though. 

I smile at her. “Ready, bestie?”

She grins. “Let’s have a good time and relaaaax.”

We had out into the main lobby, and the old front lady brings us to a personal duo studio. Once we’re facedown on the benches with our heads down in the little holes, we both let out contended sighs.

The room is slightly steamy and comforting. I feel like I could live here, and that’s without anyone even touching my body yet.

Since we’re two women, I expect a lady therapist to come in, but that’s not what happens.

The doors open on the other end and I crane my neck up to stare into the face of a wildly handsome older gentleman. He might be half Japanese, and rocks a wiry frame with corded muscles and vascular arms that are to die for. His face is incredibly young looking for a man who has graying hair, which is long and luscious and done up in a manbun on top of his head.

He looks like a regal samurai in retirement, complete with the uniform of some kind of karate expert. I blink at him, my lips forming a small O.

“Hey Kai!” Lola exclaims. She kicks her feet up behind her like a flirty schoolgirl and twirls her hair, batting her lashes at him while putting her chin on her hands. “How’s my favorite masseuse? And his son?”

“Massage therapist, not masseuse, young lady,” Kai says in a stern but friendly tone. “And he’s fine. And so is his son. How is my favorite client?”

“Aww, your favorite? You shouldn’t have, Kai.”

She’s really laying it on thick. I don’t blame her. This man is hot with a capital H, and I can’t wait for him to have his hands on me. It actually makes me a little nervous, since I am a bigger girl and I’m immediately attracted to this guy. I want him to think the best about me.

“So this is Kai?” I ponder out loud.

For a split second, I wonder if Rodney knowingly set this up, since he understands my predisposition toward enjoying the company of men older than me. But with his daughter in the same room? That makes no sense.

The man gives a small bow, and then moves to a table where he has all sorts of oils and potions set up. He starts rummaging around, back turned to us, and I admire the way his shoulder blades flex as he starts to work. “In the flesh, ma’am. Who do I have the pleasure of regarding?”

“I’m Jodi,” I say, meekly. Clearing my throat, I speak up. “Jodi Wright. Lola’s best friend from high school.”

“And best friend for life,” Lo adds.

I look over at her and we smile.

Kai stands in front of me. He smells like lavender and hope, and it’s hard not to wriggle where I lay on my stomach. “A pleasure, Jodi Wright. Shall we?”

We both nod diligently like good girls, and then he moves between our benches. His left hand falls on the small of my back, and his right hand falls on Lola’s back.

Then my towel is peeled away, baring my ass and back and legs to him. A jolt of excitement shivers through my body when his warm, oily touch presses against my spine.

I let out a groan, and so does Lola. Our faces fall into the face holes so we can close our eyes and melt away into the blissfulness of Kai’s expert touch.

He massages the knots from my shoulders, the backs of my thighs, and it starts to become intimate and incredibly hot in the room. Or maybe that’s just me. Or did they turn the temperature up? It’s hard to say. All I know is I feel like I’m in the most pleasant vat of wax.

Eventually, I have to slurp as I realize I’m drooling through my face hole. Lola laughs, hearing it, and mumbles, “So nice, isn’t it?”

“The best. God you’re good at that, Kai. Who gave you the right?”

He chuckles. His hands move in swirling motions on my shoulders and I let out another groan of contentment.

I can’t stand it anymore. He’s been staring down at my huge ass for so long now, I have to know what he thinks. I don’t care if Lola is in here, because she’s staring down just like I am, and she doesn’t have to know.

As long as I can keep quiet.

I’m ready to risk it all for this man I’ve just met, because his hands feel so heavenly. And they’re inching closer and closer to the insides of my thighs.

Precariously, cautiously, I move my arms from my sides where they lay like limp noodles. I cup my ass cheeks at both sides . . . and then spread them.

I bare my asshole and pussy to Kai.

He doesn’t make a sound. No throat clearing, no grunting, no coughing from the suddenness of it. He simply says, “I have just the thing to treat this. One moment, please.”

My heart is pounding. I have to know what he’s going to do. The fact I haven’t been kicked out yet is a miracle, because I’m sure this isn’t that kind of massage parlor on the outside.

A moment later, my thoughts go dim when I feel something warm and solid pressing against my asshole. It takes everything not to yelp with shock, and my heartbeat launches to my ears.

Kai rubs the warm stone against my buttocks, and then presses it against my puffy asshole and starts to sink the stone inside. My pussy leaks juices on the table, soaked up by the towel I’m laying on.

My mouth falls open. The drool comes more excessively now, and I can’t stop it.

Kai moves a finger, ever-so-gently, to my pussy lips. He starts to rub while fingering my asshole with the hot stone. This is unlike any massage I’ve ever had, and now I see what all the fuss is about.

“Is that nice, ladies?” Kai asks in little more than a murmur.

“Mmmm,” I purr, staying silent while he continues to stuff his hand between my fat cheeks and dip into the crevice of my ass crack. The stone slips completely past my anus and my eyes go wild—one bigger, one smaller.

I jerk on the table, inhaling a sharp breath—

And I come. Right there on the table. It’s a small orgasm, but enough to squirt out some juices.

Lola says, “So nice, Kai. You’re magical.”

She sounds dreamy. Far-off. I have to wonder what he’s doing to her while he’s assfucking me with a hot stone. Surely it’s nothing as lewd as the special treatment I’m getting.

His hand starts to move faster against my pussy. My curves start flapping, creating a small sound, and I can’t hold back the moans any longer. He’s fingering me into oblivion, and my neck tautens as I try to hold it, hold it—

And then Lola lets out a moan before I do.

I gasp.

My head lurches up off the face hole, and I glance over at my bestie—

To see Kai’s other hand inserted in her pussy and ass from the back.

He’s fingering both of us at the same time!

“Lay your head back down, Jodi Wright,” he orders, and I comply without a word.

Now that I know my bestie is getting hers, I let my moans come out, and the sounds of our pleasure rifle through the room together, mingling and building. He’s thrusting the stones deep in our asses now, fingering our holes silly, until I’m ready to come again.

Our whimpering moans reach a crescendo. This is not the spa date I expected with my best friend, but it’s better left unsaid.

Lola comes—hard, it sounds like—and her voice cracks. I squeeze my thighs around Kai’s wrist, keeping him trapped inside me.

Then he moves away, pulling out and bringing strands of my sticky juices with him. I can only imagine how drenched the warm stone is now. 

Kai says, “Jericho is in the sauna, Lola,” and then comes to stand in front of me.

“R-Right,” she croaks. “Come join me when you’re ready, Jo.”

Lola gets up off the bench and stumbles for a second. She wraps her towel around her, but not before I see strands of pussy juices spilling out between her legs.

I’m so horny now it’s incredible. And Kai’s body is right in front of me, my eyes level with a protruding bulge in his white, closed robe.

“She’ll be with you soon, Lola,” he says.

The door closes behind her, leaving me alone with Kai the anal-stone pusher.

“What are you going to do to me, sir?” I croak.

“Keep you relaxed. Here. I think you’ll enjoy this.”

He pulls his robe apart.

A rock-hard cock swings out, inches from my face. I gasp at his size, because I wasn’t expecting a wiry man like him to be packing such a big dick. It’s pretty, too, practically hairless, and looks as toned as the rest of his body.

I think Kai is going to push his cock into my mouth, and I’m ready for it. I’m already opening my lips . . .

But then he moves away from me after presenting his weapon. He climbs onto the bench, straddling my wide hips, and plants his ass on mine. His skinnier body melds into my curves, and I let out a groan when his hot dick replaces the stone near my ass.

He flosses my crack with his cock. Leans forward, rubbing my back some more, and turning me into a puddle of pussy juice and need.

“Fuck me, Kai, that’s amazing. Fuck, you’re amazing.”

“Thank you, Jodi Wright. You have a body to die for. Rare on a girl your age.”

“My age?”

“Curvy girls like you are typically older. I peg you at mid-twenties, if that.”

“Pretty spot on,” I groan. “What’s that you’re saying about . . . pegging?”

He chuckles in my ear. His weight is perfect on top of me.

And then he gently slides his cock into my pussy from above. He moves forward, his groans joining mine as he slides in effortlessly from my wetness.

Kai fucks me in this pronebone position, and it makes me crazy with lust. I tremble and come from his pushing cock within seconds. “Shiiit!” I cry out, “keep fucking me like that, sir. Please!”

His hands fall on the backs of my arms, pushing them down. He slides in a loving embrace on top of me, pushing up against the swells of my ass cheeks and smacking his hips against them.

Kai bottoms out inside me. He’s not as big as the men I’ve been taking, but it doesn’t matter—he makes me come just as hard, regardless of his size, because he’s such an expert in these erotic maneuvers.

Kai lays his body over mine completely. He hug-fucks me, and the bench we’re on starts to creak from his urgent movements. His dick throbs and grows harder inside me. My body is still slicked with oil and sweat and need.

“Harder, faster, deeper,” I beg in a breathy voice. My smashed tits under me start to wobble back and forth from his movements. He levels out, stretching far until his legs cover mine and his torso covers my back. His arms wrap around the bench to keep me pinned and swaddled.

And I come again. My body shakes and trembles with him on top of me.

Then the maestro hauls himself off me. I almost feel sad at the loss of his bodyweight.

“What about you?” I ask, nodding toward his hard swinging dick as he moves in front of me and closes his robe, showing me an absurd tent he’s pitching. He hasn’t come yet.

“You are the customer, Jodi Wright. This is about your pleasure, not mine. I’ll be all right.”

My eyes widen. My mouth opens but no words come out. Jesus Christ I wish more men like him existed.

He says, “To that point, I think you’d better go join Lola in the sauna for a clean down. It will feel nice.”

He doesn’t have to tell me twice. I start to roll off the bench, and he reaches a hand out when he sees me struggling to get up after such a lovely pussy bruising.

“Here,” he says, and his warm hand encloses in mine—the perfect gentleman. He smiles at me, the manbun bobbing on his head as he nods respectfully. “Enjoy the rest of our services, Jodi Wright. Come back and see me any time.”

“Oh, you can bet your fine ass I’m going to be doing exactly that, Kai.”
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Chapter 5

The sauna is already going crazy by the time I get in there. It’s a shock to my system, but I suppose it shouldn’t be after what Lola and I just experienced together.

The most erotic day I’ve ever had with my best friend turns even hornier when I open the double doors of the sauna and step in through the mist, before closing them.

The sounds of slurping are the first thing I hear, and I have to squint through the condensation and mist of the heated room. The floor feels amazing against my feet, the benches are crowded with bodies . . .

And there is Lola Morris, on her hands and knees, with her head stuffed between a young man’s spread legs. From my angle, all I can see is her head bobbing—I can’t see what the man is packing underneath his opened towel.

My mouth drops for the thousandth time today, and I stutter, “L-Lola?”

Her head whips and and turns over her shoulder at me. Her eyes gleam with desire, like she’s a feral animal. The worst part is, there are at least a few men watching her, in various stages of nakedness. She’s the only girl in here . . . until I show up.

“Shit,” she mutters under her breath. “I thought you’d be with Kai longer. Did he not suffice?”

I blink wildly at her, head lurching. “Uh, no. He sufficed just fine. Perfectly, actually. Who is . . . this?”

“Oh. This is Jericho. Kai’s son.” She prods her chin up at the man she’s blowing. Her lips are covered in precum and spit, and she’s holding Jericho’s cock in her little hand. He’s a big boy like his dad, and it’s shocking that such a thing is happening under the roof of this establishment.

This is less of a massage parlor and more of a whorehouse . . . and I’m here for it.

“Well, don’t let me stop you,” I say, realizing that I don’t care if my best friend gets her rocks off in front of me.

“Good.” She smiles wickedly at me. “I was hoping you wouldn’t be, I dunno . . . some way. But after what Kai put us both through, and I didn’t hear you complain any, I figured . . .”

“It’s fine, bestie,” I say, holding out my palm at her. I glance over at three men on the bench to the left. They’re between the ages of thirty and forty—two Asian guys with protruding tents in their lap towels, and a Black man who already has his big dark cock out and is stroking it as he watches Lola blow Jericho across the way.

“In fact, maybe I should join you,” I say, and waddle over to the bench full of men. I let my towel fall, and the throbbing beneath their towels quickens and pulsates when their collective eyes land on my curvy hips, my rolls, my huge, heavy tits. “Did anyone save me a seat?”

The Black guy smiles. He jumps into action before anyone, all but swiping them out of the way and thrusting his cock in his hands.

I turn around, lower my ass . . .

And plant my rear on his big black dick.

Lola gasps across the way. Her lips are filled with Jericho’s cock.

My hands fall on my newest friend’s knees, and I squeeze when I lower myself. His arms wrap around my middle, urgently trying to bottom himself out inside me.

It takes a while to get used to him, reverse cowgirling his cock without a word spoken between us. If Lola wants to put on a show though, she needs to know I’m game . . . and more than willing to steal the competition.

“Holy shit, Jo!” she yells.

I smirk at her as I lower my ass on the hard dick beneath me. “Two can play at that game, bestie. You didn’t think you could out-slut me, did you? Have you seen these tits?”

I’m tempted to tell her about me and her dad, but I refuse to do that, even with my cock-drunk cum-brain on full alert.

The backs of my thighs connect with the man’s legs and then I rise and fall again, faster this time. I start to bounce and moan, letting this man fill the space where Kai had plugged just a few minutes before.

At least this guy looks like the oldest of the trio on the bench, with a dark-and-gray goatee, and he knows what he’s doing. He hugs me from the back, forcing my rear down, his arms disappearing in my curvy flesh.

I start to ride him harder, white-knuckling my hands on his knees. The slaps of our sex carry out through the peaceful sauna.

I look over and see the two Asian guys have their dicks in their hands, stroking furiously to the sight of this big, thick, pale American girl riding this Black man. It must be a marvel to them. One of them is tiny, dick hidden in his fist, and the other one is serviceable and nicely sized for a skinny guy. 

My tits clap and bounce as my ass slaps home on his thighs. His cock careens inside my pussy and makes me wetter and wetter, until an orgasm is on the rise.

My eyes move across the way, and now Lola is on her hands and knees. Jericho is pelting into her from behind, taking her doggystyle on his knees. Their sounds collide with mine, and the expression on her pretty face is one of exertion and pure bliss.

“Harder, Jer, harder! Fuck my pussy like you haven’t had me in a month! Come inside me and pump a fucking baby in my wooomb!”

And that’s how I learn that Lola has been fucking this guy nearly every day. So while I’ve been out with Rodney getting my back blown out, Daddy Rodney’s daughter has been escaping into the back rooms of this spa to get bred into oblivion.

I fucking love it. I love the competition, the nastiness of it all, and it’s opened a new chapter in the life of me and my best friend.

Here I thought I was the biggest whore in town. And I still think that. But Lola is giving me a run for my money. Her little tits swing back and forth as Jericho’s hands close on her hips and pull her against him.

I’m envious that he can use her like a ragdoll, because there’s no way—

I pitch forward, my thoughts closing out with a yell as the man fucking me takes control and takes matters into his own hands.

My hands catch me, and then I’m on my knees like Lola in front of me—-two bitches in heat.

The man growls and fucks me hard from behind. My huge ass swings and claps against him.

The two Asian guys get up and stroke their dicks inches from my face. The Black guy scoots over and the Asian with the bigger dick crawls his way in from the side. Then he sticks his cock in my ass.

“Yes, fuck yes!” I cry out. “Screw my fat fucking ass with that hard little dick!”

“I’m not even little!” he cries out in a stilted accent.

His tiny friend stands in front of me. “I think you need to shut your mouth, pretty big lady.”

I blink—

And he stuffs his small three-incher past my lips. His hips move furiously, and I decide to show him what’s up by widening my maw and taking his little nuts in my mouth with his cock.

Lola can’t beat me now. Not with all three of these guys abruptly fucking me the minute I step foot into the sauna. I only wish Kai would come in here and finish me off the right way, but I know he won’t when his son is in here destroying Lola’s tight little pussy.

“Fuck yes, Jo, you damn slut! I love watching those fucking funbags swing around while you’re getting fucked stupid!”

It’s like there’s a drug in the air in here, completely changing us. We’ve never talked to each other like this.

The duo behind me switch positions, and when it’s the taller guy’s BBC in my backdoor, I yell and come hard. My body trembles as he fucks my ass, jiggling my body around him, and I start to throw it back.

Throwing it back pushes the shorter dude off his legs though, and he has to hurry back over to stuff his cock into my wet pussy. I can hardly feel him with the Black guy ruining my asshole, and the sounds of the sauna fill with slapping and clapping and moaning.

Spurts of cum slide across my shoulders and back. The Asian dude in my pussy pulls out and showers me. The Black guy isn’t far behind, but I can’t say anything about it because the shrimp-dick guy has my mouth full with his balls and cock. He comes down my throat and I cough and gag on the surprising amount from such a small guy.

On the other side, Lola cries out and jerks and twitches as Jericho comes inside her. She shoots off his dick and he pulls her back.

I crawl toward her, all but shrugging off the three guys coming all over me like I’m a waterlogged cock cleaner. My cum-covered body shakes and wobbles as I make my way over on my hands and knees, a bitch in heat in the truest sense.

Lola looks up, one eye shrinking and one eye bulging as she fights her way through her ecstatic orgasm with her man—

And I push my head forward and kiss her.

I don’t know what comes over me. I don’t know what’s been coming over me this whole damn time.

But God it feels good to kiss my best friend while wrapped in the middle of an orgy with four men. After seeing Rodney blow Cal today, and then seeing Lola’s towel fall and getting an eyeful of her perfect bod, and then getting finger-fucked together in quietness and silence by Maestro Kai . . .

This is exactly what I wanted.

The salty mouthful of cum spills from my mouth and into hers. Her lips lock with mine in a hungry embrace, and all the guys hoot and holler as we make out and they keep fucking us and spraying us with cum, until we’re coated messes.

I pull my head back, both of us bleary-eyed and dazed in the misty haze of the sauna.

“I fucking love you, bestie,” she says.

“I fucking love you, Lo.” I gulp. Clear my throat and look down, blushing at my huge swinging tits. “And your dad.”

She laughs. “I know, Jo. I know.”

My head shoots up. I blink wildly. “Y-You do?”

“Everyone loves my dad, Jodi. Why would you be any different? I saw the way my friends looked at him all growing up. Yours was always the most intense.”

A wave of relief runs through me.

She doesn’t know I’m fucking her dad.

At least not yet.

All I can do is smile at her, because what can I say? This day will stick with us forever. Our friendship might never be the same.

But it might even be better than ever before after today.

[image: ]

That night, I quickly write up my post for “Older Man Obsession,” to the hundreds of waiting fans eager to read my slop.

Rule number 4, besties: “When in doubt, bring a friend.” I smile at my wordage, knowing what I’ve been up to today. If your silver fox enjoys you, and you’re worried about getting bored of you and tossing you aside for someone younger, hotter, different . . . then bring a friend.

Your forwardness will be rewarded. And when your older man already has one hottie, why the hell wouldn’t he want another? Especially if you’re the one introducing her.

This can apply to men, too, if your guy is into that. Because, today, I watched the man I love suck another man’s cock, and it made me hornier than ever to see his confidence and nonchalance when he slurped on that big fat cock.

And then I made out with my best friend, a girl I’ve known practically all my life, while we were naked and on our hands and knees and in the middle of getting fucked stupid by four guys.

It was the hottest thing ever, and I’m on Cloud Nine right now. I don’t even know what to say, because I still need to process it all.

But that’s where this entry brings me: Friends will always be friends, and it’s up to you to decide if you want them to become more . . .

And if you do, there’s no going back. Enjoy the ride!
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To Be Continued!
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Jodi will return in “Older Man Obsession,” with her hung men and a raunchy Vegas extravaganza!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Snared and Shared: Standalone books about hotties getting double-teamed when they least expect it.

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife spies a hung boy through the window of his house, has to have him!

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.


The Author

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