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Chapter 1

Rachel

Maya and I had a revelation after banging Bob Monty in our garage the other day. We hadn’t even been able to make it into the house, because the older man was so eager to dominate us and put us in our places.

The revelation came during a conversation later that evening, when we were alone in our little house.

“I think I’m starting to like older guys,” I told Maya as we watched a movie on the couch. She had her long bronzed legs stretched out over my lap, with her booty shorts riding high up her thick thighs.

The young woman looked amazing. I could almost see a slip of her pussy through her shorts, and it made me want to go diving between her legs to search for some sweet nectar.

She popped her head up from the armrest, eyes opening. “Same, bestie,” she sighed. “No strings attached, just fun.”

“We don’t have Monty globbing all over us after breaking our pussies open,” I pointed out.

Maya nodded sagely. Her thighs pressed together, feet squirming together in a cute way, and I knew my words were making her wet.

“Also experienced,” she said, raising a finger. “Not that Brad Stone isn’t experienced—”

“And not that he doesn’t have the biggest dick either of us have ever seen,” I added.

“Right. But a huge dick isn’t everything, Rach.”

I laughed. “Shocked to hear you say that.”

“So am I!”

We laughed, kept watching our moving for a moment, and companionable silence fell over us. I found my hand drifting from her bare leg, up her thighs, toward her heavy tits.

Maya has her mom’s bust. Not quite as obscene and outrageous, because Alexandra has tits that put heads to shame, but her daughter is still full and firm and large in the chest department. Actually, everywhere. She’s just so soft looking, it’s no wonder guys fall all over her. 

I love it. I’m skinnier, with a wiry physique and a bubble-butt, blonde hair, and a polar opposite of Maya. She’s nineteen, in her first year of community college, and I’m eighteen, fresh out of high school.

We became friends because our moms are best friends. Now we’re inseparable, and we’ve been expanding our sexual appetites with new experiences together ever since Brad Stone first delivered us two Philly cheesesteaks. 

“So . . .” Maya eked out finally. “Are we gonna make a move, or what?”

I grinned at her. Then I called Bob Monty and asked if he wanted to meet up.

“I’ve got a card game with the boys later tonight, honey,” he said into his phone. “Something of a standing arrangement. Can’t stop it.”

I scowled at Maya across from me, to let her know I wasn’t happy with Monty’s answer.

We were asking to sit on his Coke-can-thick cock, and that was his reply?

Then an idea came to me. I lifted my brow. “Maya and I like card games.”

Silence on the other end for a moment.

Then, slowly, in a deep voice filled with desire: “. . . Is that so?”

“We can be your trophies,” I said.

“Rachel!” Maya hissed with a chuckle.

It’s funny, because she was the one busy riding Monty in the front seat of his Cadillac when they showed up here. Not me. She was the one who pounced on him and got her pussy stretched by him. I only followed her lead.

And now she wanted to act coy? Pah!

“Trophies?” Monty asked.

“Erm, like, the chips? We can be your antes.”

He chuckled. “I think the boys would like that.”

“I’m sure they would, Mr. Monty.”

“Alright, sweetheart. If you want to slut it up with me and my guys, you’re on. But I have to warn you: You have no idea what you’re getting into.”

That was the truth . . . but that was also the point, wasn’t it? Broaden our horizon and all that.
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Later that evening, we’re at Bob Monty’s quaint little home in Hillcrest. He has three friends with him in the living room, all of them around a circular table. The cards are moving, the booze is flowing, and the chatter is filled with joy.

Joy because Maya and I—girls have the age of these men—have graced Monty’s house with our presence. The guys are nice, plying us with food and booze and cigarettes and a little weed.

It seems like a serious game these guys are playing, probably something they’ve been doing for years. But there’s also a lightheartedness to it, thankfully, that makes it seem less life-or-death, as if they’re in the mafia.

Maya and I sit on the couch watching, bouncing our knees because we’re nervous when things will pop off.

Monty does the honors, glancing over his shoulder at us and smirking—noticing we’re getting antsy and bored, perhaps.

“I’ll wager Maya’s top,” Monty rumbles. “See if those big young tits give me some luck.”

The guy across from him, a redheaded man with some silver in his beard, laughs. “You can do that?”

All eyes turn to look at us. Maya and I glance at each other, then I shrug high. “That was the arrangement, I guess, right? We’re trophies.”

“Antes,” Maya juts in, as if she knows what the hell she’s talking about.

The four men laugh around the table. Two of them have pot bellies—Monty included—one is a skinny older gentleman with a mustache, and the other is a bald man with big biceps. He could whisk me off my feet easily.

“Fine, then I’ll see Maya’s top and raise you Rachel’s panties.”

I raise a hand. “What if I’m not wearing any?”

The air sucks out of the room. The four pairs of eyes that look at us this time are smoldering with lust.

“Then you’ll have to show us your pussy if I lose, won’t you, little girl?” Redhead says.

My cheeks flush. “. . . Guess I will, sir.”

Monty thinks it over for a minute. They’re the only two still in on this round. He looks at his cards. “That’s a steep bet, Charlie.”

The redhead named Charlie laughs. “Is it? Thought it was a win-win for all of us.”

“Well, that depends. Do you plan to finger the girl in front of us?”

Charlie’s eyes widen. He looks over at me, and I smile at him, batting my eyelashes. Good question, Charlie. Answer the man!

Now things are getting kinky.

“Actually,” Charlie mutters, gathering his wits. “I was planning on making her sit on my cock, not my thigh.”

Silence around the table. All chatter is gone. The guys are calculating now, wondering how they can get us onto the table and use us like objects. I can sense it.

“Fun!” I exclaim, to break the awkwardness.

“You’re on,” Monty growls, and shows his hand. “Two pair.”

Charlie shows his—

And Monty curses. “Dammit. Lucky bastard.” He pounds the table with his fist.

Charlie motions me over with a grin. He’s pretty handsome despite being a ginger, which aren’t really my taste.

“See you on the other side, bestie,” I whisper to Maya, and then wink at her.

When I get up from the couch, I lift my miniskirt to show the men my bare pussy. From the back, Maya gets a good shot of my perfect bubble-ass bouncing in front of her, and she gasps.

The men cheer. “That’s what I’m talking about!” Charlie says, pumping his fist in the sky. “Marcy will never believe this one.” He fumbles around with his belt as I saunter over to him to perch on his knee.

“Marcy?” I ask.

“My wife.”

I pause, my fingers dancing on his kneecap through his pants. I can see the bulge he’s trying to free in his lap, zipping down his jeans. “That’s . . . oh. I don’t want to be a homewrecker.”

“Homewrecker?” Charlie scoffed. “You’re a lifesaver, girl! Marcy will love it!”

Then he reaches into his pants and produces his cock in his fist. He wags it around, showing no shame to let his three friends see his big hard dick.

It’s pale like the rest of him, with orange pubes that make me blush. It’s also nicely sized, a big long dick that’ll reach deep in my pussy.

“Uh oh, looks like I’m in trouble,” I whine, pouting and turning around to face the other guys.

Charlie grabs me by the waist, yanking me back toward him, and I yelp.

“Careful with her!” Maya mewls from the couch.

She feels left out, for sure.

“Oh, you’re in the worst trouble possible, little girl,” Charlie says in my ear, and his deep, warm voice makes my body heat up.

He plants me down toward his lap—

I gasp when his cock breaches my pussy immediately, no foreplay necessary, sinking deep inside due to my wetness.

Charlie holds tight onto my skinny middle, plunging his cock up into me, and my eyes flutter. “Now then,” he says, gently starting to rock his hips before I can even get my bearings, to swirl his cock inside me, “where were we? Whose deal is it?”

The other three guys laugh. Monty smiles.

Maya gets up and wanders over, then takes her top off unceremoniously. The guys hoot and holler again as her big fat tits drop down.

When Monty looks strangely at her, Maya says, “For good luck, baby,” and she leans forward to let Monty kiss her pebbling nipples.

The shop owner grabs Maya by her wide hip and plants her down on his knee, bouncing her. Maya smiles at me from across the table, and I give her a weak smile because the cock tearing up my insides feels amazing, and I feel like a toy to these men.

Just how I want to be used.
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Chapter 2

Maya

Within an hour, Rachel and I are fully naked at the table, and all four men are still fully clothed. It seems this game of strip-and-fuck poker only pertains to us.

That’s fine with us. There’s a sense of control I feel when I realize how I’m giving these four older men rock-hard boners with only my body and smile, as if I can command them to come on the spot.

Charlie has already filled Rachel’s tight pussy. The other three started jerking off while watching her rise and fall on his lap, his fat white dick stretching her pussy lips apart while wetness leaked between her thighs.

Rachel’s pussy is beautiful. Ever since we started fucking around with Brad Stone and Bob Monty, we’ve begun fucking around with each other more, too. Practically every day I find myself shoved between her thighs as she rides my face, and it works both ways.

I briefly wonder if this evening will end up like that, but with four men watching us rather than being safely stuffed away in the confines of our home.

My skin prickles when Monty lays a hand on my thigh, rubbing up and down toward my pussy. My heavy tits rest near his face and I have an arm draped over his shoulder, my hard nipple so close to his mouth I’m surprised he hasn’t started sucking my tits yet.

Monty has his thick cock in his hand, grumbling to himself as he looks at his cards. He glances over to me. “What do you think, baby girl?”

I shrug and try to play dumb, smiling in his ear. “The cards look pretty.”

He laughs. “You dumb little slut. Don’t give my hand away!”

I smile wider. I love when he degrades me like that.

“Remember,” he says, “the wager is your asshole on Fred’s dick over there. Think your puckered little rosebud can take that mushroom head?”

I bite my lip. I’ve been wanting to pounce on Fred’s cock for an hour now, ever since he whipped it out. He’s not the biggest here—that’s Monty, whose big fingers don’t even reach fully around his girth—but Fred has a bell-shaped cockhead that’s huge. Almost as big as Brad’s fist-sized ridge.

“It’ll feel great plunging in my tight little hole,” I tell Monty, “but I’d rather have your dick punching my guts. I don’t know that guy.”

Across the table, Fred laughs. “You’re gonna get to know me soon, honey.” He winks. The man is bald and has big biceps that look ready to hold me up and bounce me on his lap like Rachel is doing with Charlie.

I’m shocked the old-timer Charlie can keep it up, after busting a nut inside Rachel’s womb, but there she is to my right, pleasantly bouncing up and down on his dick and moaning as she places her hands on his knees. Her pert little tits bounce and I want to reach out and grab them.

“Hang on,” Monty says, and pats my wide ass to get off his leg. “I’ve got a wager that’ll benefit everyone here.”

He meanders to his kitchen and reaches into the fridge. Everyone looks over, curious, and he comes out from behind the fridge holding a nice thick cucumber.

Smiling, Monty lifts the cucumber like a trophy. “What say you girls pound your asses together before me and my friends wager a train on your young pussies?”

I cross my arms over my heaving tits, but my cunt is leaking a puddle on Monty’s chair. “You have to win your hand first, right?”

The men laugh like I’m a sweet summer child.

We all know how this is going to go—me most of all. Rachel is smiling at me through her pink-tinged face. She’s had a dick inside her for an hour now, and I’d like that same fate.

Once Monty returns to the table, the men show their hands. Monty lifts his hands triumphantly, his belly jiggling, and yells, “On the table, girls! Let’s see those jiggly asses bouncing!”

Charlie lifts Rachel up by her tight waist. Cum spills out of her widened pussy when she stands and crawls to the table, bending over it.

Monty helps me up at the same time, and with the two men working together, they get us on all fours on the table. It’s not a big table, which means there’s not much room for movement.

I feel embarrassed at my larger body in this objectifying position, with all four guys rising from their seats and stroking their hard cocks, watching us eagerly. My tits are heavy and sway low, my thighs are as thick as Rachel’s torso, and I wonder if it’s her sprier body type they appreciate more.

But then I catch the eyes lingering on my heavy breasts, my rolls, my curves, and my huge ass. When I turn around and press my butt against Rachel’s a fire ignites inside of me.

Monty steps between us, fingering our holes for a moment to get us nice and sloppy-wet. Then he places the cucumber between our thighs, lifting it so it runs across our slick folds and clits.

Rachel and I moan.

Once the cucumber is nice and lubed, he sets it between our tight assholes. I gasp when the cold vegetable sinks into my rear end, caving my flesh around it. Rachel lets out a longer, more exaggerated moan, and I suddenly realize we’re in competition.

The cucumber floats in the air between us like a double-sided dildo, held up by our clamping assholes. I push back first, my larger body smacking against Rachel’s, and she mewls like a struck animal.

She rams her ass back and the cucumber sinks deeper inside both of us.

Within seconds we’re rocking the table, my tits swinging wildly as we both moan and slam our asses together. I can feel my skin rippling, my huge cheeks slapping and clapping against Rachel as I dominate her with my bigger size.

The card game is forgotten.

Monty comes up to me and says, “Can’t let the neighbors know you’re getting defiled in here,” before shoving his girthy dick in my mouth.

I choke on him, feeling my throat expand as he sinks to the back and down my esophagus. My hands come up to hold his rumbling belly and hips because I can’t hold onto the edge of the table anymore without being shoved off.

Fred stuffs his mushroom cockhead into Rachel’s mouth, shutting her up as well. The other two guys jerk themselves off, everyone crowding into the table as the sluts go ass-to-ass with the cucumber and I’m about to come.

I can’t believe I’ve been put in this position with my best friend, as a spectacle for these men to witness while we debase ourselves on a stiff veggie pillar and await the dripping cocks before us.

Monty finishes with my mouth and steps aside to let Charlie feed his cock into my mouth. The fourth man takes Fred’s place on the other end, while the clap-thwap-clap of mine and Rachel’s asses continues to echo through the small room.

The weed and booze and scent of musky cock and sweat fill my brain with unbridled lust. I move faster, slamming my ass back harder, throating Charlie’s cock and tasting Rachel’s sweet pussy on his shaft.

Then Rachel lets out a groaning sound—she can’t yell words because there’s a dick she’s busy slobbering on—but I slammed back too hard and I feel the weight on the table lighten.

She’s flying off because of my big ass! Oh no!

The fourth guy, another pot-bellied older dude named Johnny, laughs and catches Rachel’s body before she can face-plant on the ground. She hugs herself against him and he lifts her into the air.

Monty helps him shove his cock into Rachel under her ass where Johnny can’t see. Meanwhile he sets up behind her and plunges his thick cock into her asshole.

Rachel screams, the men laugh. They have her carry-fucked now between their two rotund bellies, squishing her against them, lifting her legs and bouncing her light body on their dicks as she seesaws up and down.

“Oh God, you’re both too big for my tight little holes!”

I yank my face off Charlie’s cock, frustrated that my bestie is getting all the action. “It’s my turn!” I yell, spinning around to show Charlie my holes and lift my ass in the air.

The cucumber is still stuffed in my hole, widening my insides. I must have stronger clamping muscles, because when I shoved Rachel off the table with my fat rear-end, it stayed lodged inside me.

“Sure thing, little slut,” Charlie growls, and then shoves his cock into me from the back. With his other hand, he wields the cucumber and presses it in and out of my asshole, until I’m screaming and ready to squirt all over Monty’s pretty card deck on the table.

The room becomes a cloud-filled orgy, with the guys running a train on my pussy while using the cucumber for leverage, until it’s sunk so deep inside me I think it’s touching my belly.

I groan, Charlie spanks me, and ladyjuices spill from my cunt onto the edge of the table.

“Careful for the cards!” Monty whines, but it’s too late—

I squirt all over them, unable to control my bladder as Charlie yanks the cucumber out of me and thrusts his big dick inside my pussy from the back at the same time. The contrast in sensations sets me off, and my thighs jiggle and writhe as I come my brains out.

I scream—

Cut off by Monty’s thick cock slapping me. I can taste Rachel’s asshole at the back of my tongue when he wedges his thick cock inside my maw to quiet my wailing orgasm.

Monty tag-teams me with someone behind him—must be Fred or Charlie, since Johnny is still in front of me rubbing his big belly against Rachel’s smaller frame and carry-fucking her into next century.

My smaller friend has made Johnny’s cock slick with cum and fluids. Johnny pushes into her balls deep, his nuts tightening, and he shoots his load inside her to join Charlie’s.

Monty pushes cum into my belly, firing directly down my throat, and my eyes roll obscenely as his pulsating cock nearly becomes too thick to breathe past.

Fred latches his hands against my fat bouncing ass cheeks, holding them tight against his stomach, and drags me toward him on the table.

I yell as a thick gout of cum spills out of my mouth once my head dislodges from Monty’s dick—

And Fred shoots ropes of cum into my slick cunt. Once, four, eight deep shots right into my womb, trying his best to breed a girl half his age.

I’m left a quivering mess on the table. Everyone’s chips and cards are scattered on the ground. My body is flattened, planked, and it’s only a matter of time until these old-timers get enough energy to go for round two.

It’s going to be a long night.

Rachel’s panting and heaving on the couch, squirming and getting little aftershocks from her incessant orgasms. Her pussy is blown wide open and thick strings of cum seep out of her.

She’s in the same position I am, resting for a moment before the raunchiness starts all over again.

Then she gets a phone call. Her voice is hectic sounding, and I glance over my shoulder.

“My mom invited us over for dinner.”

I blush, wincing because our bodies look destroyed, and there are four big hanging cocks near us belonging to men that are Susan’s and Alexandra’s age, not ours.

We’ve swapped places with our milfy moms.

“. . . I told her we’re busy tonight,” Rachel squeaks, blushing like the sun. “But we’ll do the dinner tomorrow.”
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Chapter 3

Alexandra

Susan pouts at me from across the room, putting her phone down. “Rach says they’re busy and will come to dinner tomorrow.”

From the couch where I’m sitting, I raise my eyebrows, because I know there’s more she wants to say.

“There were lots of voices in the backgrounds, and I think I heard moans.” She sighs and sits next to me.

“Sounds like they were getting fucked silly,” I mutter.

“Alex!” my friend laughs, curling up next to me on the couch, resting her head on my lap under my giant bosom. “You shouldn’t talk about our daughters like that.”

“Are you kidding? They’re the ones who got us into this mess with Brad!”

She looks up at me. “Yeah, but we won. Brad is ours. Which makes me wonder who else they’ve found.”

“Probably some other guys their age, maybe at Maya’s college? Would it be the worst thing, them moving on?”

“No.”

She still seems pouty. “Why, you want to steal those guys, too?”

“Hey!” Susan whines, sitting up. “Those little hussies stole him from us, don’t forget! We found Brad and his horsedick first.”

I laugh. It’s true. Our daughters found our calls to Bob’s Phillies and ordered some fat meat for themselves. Lo and behold, Brad couldn’t hold back from stuffing their tight pussies full.

Suzy is probably right. I should talk or think about our daughters like that . . . like the whores they are.

Since there’s no Brad tonight, and we’ve already eaten dinner, Suzy and I are relegated to our toys to help each other get off. We’re in our early forties and going through divorces, so our battery-operated-boyfriends are oftentimes our best friends.

We’ve only recently started using them on each other.

In truth, I think Maya and Rachel helped turn us into this. Those youngsters are more adventurous than us, but it’s been fun shoving Suzy’s pretty face between my massive tits, or riding her face and trying to suffocate her while she licks my clit and pussy.

My best friend is easy to dominate, as Brad has learned. Hell, so am I when it comes to that young man and his monster cock.

I pull my top down abruptly, making Suzy’s eyes go wide as she locks on my giant tits falling down. “Should we get started? Grab the ten-inch one out of the nightstand.”

She runs off giddily to grab the dildo. Maybe tonight we’ll shove it between our asses together, since we’re so damn horny all the time.

Susan comes back waving the forearm-sized toy in the air happily, except she straps it onto her hips and strikes a pose that makes me realize she is going to be the dominant little one tonight.

I smile.

“It’s not Brad’s size,” I mutter, turning around on the couch so Suzy can lift my dress and bare my gigantic ass to herself. “But it’ll do in a pinch.”
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The next morning, after I face-sit Susan and bring her to an asphyxiated orgasm under me with the morning sun glowing in through the window, an idea comes to our minds.

“You really think he’ll go for it?” Susan asks from underneath me. Her voice is an echo on my pussy, reverberating pleasantly, completely trapped and hidden.

It’s funny listening to her muffled voice under all my size.

“And his coworkers?” she continues.

“We aren’t gonna give him a choice, Suzy. Come on, get dressed.” I lift my big ass off her face and she takes in a deep lungful of air before I help her up to her feet from the bed. “That dildo did a nice job of gaping my pussy last night,” I tell her, “but it’s only a shadow of what Brad can do to our holes.”

“True. And you’re right, I think it’ll be fine. Worked the first time, didn’t it?”

Yes, when we stumbled upon Brad in his hot construction worker outfit and pounced on him inside the house he was working on, while the “wrecking crew” was on lunch break . . . it did work out nicely.

An hour later, we’re driving to the construction site.

This time, there are four or five other studs working around the house—one on the roof, one messing with the shingles, Brad stepping inside as we drive by.

Lots of hard hats and orange vests. Lots of beards and strong arms bronzed from the sun. Lots of manmeat ready to take us if they’re given the chance.

My mouth waters as Susan and I waltz to the front door. All eyes turn to us, and one of the construction guys whistles, giving us a cat call.

It makes me feel hot, even though I’m a mom of forty-three and my friend is too. Like I’m being objectified in these guys’ eyes. It’s wholly unprofessional, but so it what we’re about to suggest to Brad and his, uh, foreman.

I notice that all the guys could be our sons—they’re around Maya’s and Rachel’s age. That’s how construction works though: it’s a young man’s game. There aren’t too many sixty-year-olds who are willing to climb up onto a roof these days, I have to imagine.

But if Suzy and I were waiting at the top of that roof? I bet we could get a guy to do anything!

We find Brad in one of the empty rooms, in a moment of deja vu, with him measuring something on the ground. His tight ass flexes in his jeans, and the way he’s squatting I can see the hint of his ass crack at the top of his pants.

I lick my lips, “Hello, honey,” I say.

He jumps up, spins, and drops his measuring tape. Startled to see us. “Alex! Suzy!” He grins, the young hottie. He’s such a hardbody, I just want to rove my hands over the muscled planes of his abs. I want to lick his thick cock, which I can see bulging from his pants even now, fully soft yet monstrous at the same time.

“We’ve come with a proposition,” I say, “sorry to interrupt your work.”

Suzy nods diligently. She steps toward him. “We want you and your, uh, wrecking crew, to take us here in the house. In broad daylight. We want you to wreck our pussies, honey.”

Brad stumbles back against the wall as the much-smaller Susan gets right in front of him. It’s funny seeing her little body press up against his, as if she owns this younger man.

I suppose, in a way, she does.

“R-Really?” Brad fumbles.

I nod and come at the other side of him, pushing into Brad tits-first, with my huge chest flattening against his pecs. “Think they’ll be into it?”

“They will when they see me piledriving your pussies into submission, Alex,” Brad promises, “girlfriends or no.”

“They have girlfriends?” Susan asks, pouting and tucking blonde hair out of her face.

“One of them does. Pratik.”

I laugh. “Pratik? That’s . . . Rachel’s ex-boyfriend’s name, isn’t it?” My laugh dies.

Suzy’s face brightens. “Shit. He’ll see us.”

“I don’t know if it’s the same guy—” Brad runs a hand through his hair.

“That’s a pretty uncommon name, honey,” I say, and turn around to exit.

Maybe this plan wasn’t so smart after all. We should have done our research.

I take a step toward the door—

Hands wrap around my wide waist, pulling me back. “Well hang on now,” Brad whispers in my ear. “Maybe Pratik doesn’t . . . partake.”

He smudges his bulge against my massive ass. I can feel him flossing his thickening cock against my cheeks and the flimsy thong I have there.

He’s impossible to deny. “You’d better work quick then, before he gets wind on what we’re up to . . .”

“My lunch break isn’t for—”

I lift my dress, smashing back against his narrower hips with my bare cheeks pummeling into him. It shuts him up fast and he croaks when he looks down at all the ass-meat directly in his view. “I wasn’t planning on waiting for your lunch break, baby boy. I need that horsecock now.”

“Ooh, you big fat slut, Alex,” Suzy mewls. She takes her top off and starts to wrestle with Brad’s belt.

His cock flops out a moment later, heavy and growing as it presses between my cheeks. He peels the strap of my thong away from my winking holes and rubber-bands it across my right cheek.

Suzy grabs his dick and wets it with her spit, then guides him into my pussy from the back. I double over, gasping, and put my hands on my knees.

Here I am, standing in the middle of the empty room, with this young stud shoving his oversized cock into me from the back. I’m fully dressed, not even on my hands and knees, and—

Fuuuck he’s huge. It’s so much better than the dildo when he sinks in, it drives me crazy.

Brad reaches around my body to cup a hand over my mouth before I can moan loudly and alert everyone to the goings-on in here. Meanwhile, the stud also flips his face to the right and starts sucking on Suzy’s cute little B-cup titties, while my friend plays with my hanging cow udders and squeezes my nipples as if milk is gonna come out.

“Better get in front of it,” Brad groans as he smacks his lips off Suzy’s tits and puts his free hand on my rear. He starts to thrust into me harder, deeper, and I’m pushed forward, ready to fall on my hands and knees.

My thighs shake and wobble.

“Hey boys, I need your help in here!” he yells suddenly.

I gasp, he bucks his hips, and his massive cock careens inside me, punching my cervix. The pain melds into pleasure and runs through my body, up my spine, and on the next thrust all the strength goes out of my shaking legs.

I fall forward onto my hands and knees just as the door to the empty room opens.

“Holy shit,” croaks a voice. “Ms. . . . Alexandra? Ms. Susan?”

I look up. Oh God, I was right.

Rachel’s ex-boyfriend, Pratik—who she dumped after Brad came onto the scene, as well as Maya dumping her boy Chris at the same time—stumbles into the room.

Behind him are two other guys. They whistle and one of them says, “Hell yeah,” before stroking his beard. “Nice work, Bradley. Got the MILFs leaking off your big dick.”

“Jesus dude, you got a concealed-carry permit for that thing?” asks the other guy.

They’re so nonchalant about bringing their dicks out. Both men are sturdy and hung, but nothing compared to Brad, of course.

Pratik, meanwhile, just watches with a wide stare. Scared, probably, to see his ex’s mom with her tits out, getting sucked on by his coworker before he pulls out of me and yanks her pants down to stretch her pussy, too.

I crawl forward and look up at Pratik like I’m a needy cow. “Come on now, honey. Rachel and Maya don’t need to know. Older women need satisfaction too, you know?”

He stares down at me, gulping.

I put a hand on the front of his pants and run down his bulge . . . but it’s almost nonexistent. My face screws up when I peel the younger man’s pants down.

“Oh, honey.” I frown. His cock is small, less than four inches probably. He can’t compare to the three other studs in here—two of which are getting ready to pound into Susan from both ends.

“This won’t do,” I mutter, tsking and clicking my tongue. “I’m sorry.”

“Ma’am?” Pratik whines. He’s fidgeting in front of himself now, trying to cup his little baby package.

“You can watch,” I say, “but now I see why Rachel left you, sadly. You let the real men do their work, m’kay?”

His shocked face says it all. I didn’t mean to degrade him so badly, but here we are—Susan is moaning now as someone shoved a fat young dick inside her pussy.

I turn around just as Brad storms over to me, yanks me away from Pratik, and mutters, “You didn’t have to be such a dick to him, Alex.”

I feel ashamed. “You’re right. Fuck my cunt from the back and let me crawl back to him. I’ll make it right.”

He nods firmly. His dick threads between my thighs, and he spins me around. My whole body, curvy as it is, swings and wobbles a second behind. I jiggle like a slut as he spanks my ass, wraps a hand around my neck, and shoves into me from behind.

I’m still standing though. He has me in an upright position, and little gawking sounds leave my mouth as his cock spears into me from behind. It curves just right, demolishing my walls and thrusting so deep inside me I’m already coming.

Beside me, Suzy is on her hands and knees. Two men are trading turns on her tight pussy—

No, wait, they’re fucking her cunt together! And it looks amazing. Both of them combined might measure up to the length and thickness of Brad, so it’s a smart idea since they’ve seen what their young coworker is packing.

Brad walk-fucks me toward Pratik. “Apologize,” he demands, while his arm tightens on my neck and the asphyxiation and depth of his stand-up fucking makes me come again.

My eyes roll at his roughness. “I . . . I-I’m sorry, baby,” I croak to Pratik past the arm-bar stealing my breath away.

My dangling arms, useless with Brad pinning them to me and fucking me stupid, reach out. Brad lets one of them free and I cup Pratik’s package.

Brad brings me to the ground and hovers over me. He squat-fucks me from behind, saying in my ear, “You like this froggy style?”

I almost laugh at the name he calls it. But yes I do love having his giant dick ruining my insides for other men and forcing orgasm after orgasm to pass through my slutty body.

“Come here, baby!” I order to Pratik, and he stumbles forward.

My mouth closes around his babydick, and then I take his little balls into my mouth at the same time.

Now I’m getting Eiffel Towered by my friend’s daughter’s ex-boyfriend and the Philly cheesesteak boy who has changed mine and Suzy’s lives.

I’m rocking back and forth. My tits are so heavy and huge they’re practically sweeping the dirty floor. I feel like a total slut.

Susan screams an orgasm from the other side of the room, and it quickly fills with steam and sweat and the potent scent of young-man-cum.

My eyes dance to the right, to a window—

Where I see the neighbor there again, standing, stroking himself off.

We have an audience and, more importantly, we have a gang willing to run a train on our older pussies and asses.

Our plan has been a smashing success.
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Chapter 4

Susan

No matter how hard these strangers fuck me—these virile young men with hardbodies and stacked muscles from years of construction work—I can’t take my eyes off Brad demolishing Alexandra.

Her huge curvy body jiggling and bouncing around incessantly as the younger stud squat-fucks her from behind. She’s got her mouth around my daughter’s ex’s total package, and it’s comical seeing the contrast between the two guys.

Brad dominates Alexandra like he owns her body. His hands dig into her sides from above. His giant dick curves and smashes into her cunt and makes it spurt juices and cum.

Pratik’s legs are shaking. He’s ready to blow a watery load down Alexandra’s throat, and his hands won’t stop fussing in front of his flat belly. He looks like he doesn’t want to be there . . . even when he grabs her head, gains some confidence, and starts thrusting buck-wild into her face-hole.

Meanwhile, these two nameless construction workers are doing damage on my holes. They’re manhandling my smaller frame, and I love it.

One of them presses me up against the wall, tits-first. He yanks my head back by my hair and bunny-fucks my asshole from the back. He’s not very big but he’s energetic, and any five- or six-inch dick will do when you’ve got that kind of momentum and rhythm.

My voice comes out like a lilting line, raised high to the ceiling. Out the window to my right, our Peeping Tom neighbor is stroking his dick off and ready to blow another load onto the window.

Then I curl my finger at him. He’s watched us twice now, and I think it’s time he partakes.

The man disappears from the window, we all hear footsteps running, and then I laugh at his eagerness.

The stranger wanders in a moment later, busting through the door boner-first, like he’s ready to come right on the spot. “Good God!” he growls. “My dreams have come true!”

He’s an older man, with graying hair, and what’s one more stranger to the mix?

“I need you plugging my asshole while these two take my mouth and pussy, sir,” I tell him, and then show him my bare little bubble-ass and spreading my holes wide. “If you’re lucky, you can shove that cum into my guts, got it?”

He nods, runs up, and spanks me. His dick takes no time at all to find my tight hole and plunge inside. He holds my waist to him, bringing me to the ground next to my doggy friend Alex.

Beside me, Alex pulls Pratik’s dick and balls out of her mouth. His little pinkie cock throbs and pulsates, and then Alex wraps his entire package into the cavernous darkness of her massive chest, clapping her tits together against him.

A spurt of cum spills from the top of her cleavage, his dick completely lost inside her tits. She smiles at him, sucking his tip and slurping up the remnants of cum that aren’t dripping down her middle.

I throw my ass back into the stranger’s narrow hips and he maintains a strong hold. His cock pummels into me like a piston—this man twice the construction boys’ age is putting them to a test, seeing if they can handle his energy.

Well, the ass-fucker from before certainly can. He twists me to the side so I’m balancing on one knee and so he can also get in behind me.

Then he feeds his cock into my pussy, and suddenly I’m being rocked back and forth with both holes, their cocks almost meeting in the middle of me.

The third boy does as I demanded and takes my face in his hands. He grabs my ears, holds my head like a fleshlight, and plunges into my throat.

Now I’m nicely satisfied and filled, each hole getting a nice big dick inside of it. The men ravage me all at once, uncaring if they blow inside me or fill my womb or pump my belly full of their baby batter.

Luckily for them, I can’t get pregnant anymore, since I had my tubes tied. Rachel was enough for me.

So it’s no holds-barred.

The world blurs around me as the men make a mess of my smaller body. They fondle my little tits and spin me around, lifting me, flipping me, carrying me, tossing ropes of cum all across my body. Everyone’s laughing and having a good time.

They turn me into a squirming mess on the floor, flooded by their spunk and rolling around in a pool of their filth.

Then they move onto Alexandra, who is getting cored out by Brad and no one else now. Pratik is in the corner like a good cucky boy, claw-hammering his little dick with the tips of his fingers, while the three other men descend on her huge curvy body like wolves.

I do nothing as Alex gets tossed from her knees onto her sides. They roll her over—the woman not as sprightly and pliable as I am, but twice as soft.

Someone slides over her thighs and completely demolishes her cunt while lifting her other thigh high above his head. He hugs her and sideways-fucks her while another man plunges into her throat.

I finger myself stupid, using the boys’ cum dripping out of my pussy to keep myself nice and wet and ready. I want the boys to come back to me . . . but watching them degrade Alexandra like this, draped all over her with cockmeat and sweat, with her overgrown tits flopping and swinging and nearly giving boys black eyes . . . well, it has a certain affect on me.

I find myself crawling toward my best friend on all fours. Something primal comes over me, and the construction boys are shocked when I squeeze in and hug my friend. I bury my face in her tits, and then I spin around to bare my pussy right over her face. It drips cum into her mouth, leaking out of my cunt and ass that the boys just filled a few minutes ago.

Alexandra is on her back, right where I want her. She sat on my face this morning and totally smothered me. Now I want to return the favor, even if my ass is only an eighth the size of hers.

I slam my ass and pussy on her face. Cum and sweat flies, and her shocked cry turns into a muffled moan as my pussy lands directly on her mouth.

I stuff my face between her thigh wobbling thighs at the same time. I feast on her cunt and hold her legs back so whoever is pounding into her can continue to do that. My tongue licks and laves over the hard dick, and when it recedes from her pussy I realize who it is—

The sheer size. The glistening shaft. The forearm girth and length.

I stare dreamy eyes up to Brad, who winks at down at me. He thrusts his huge dick halfway into Alexandra’s pussy again. I lick her engorged clit and make her squirm and scream.

Someone punches a dick into my asshole from the back. I scream also, joining my friend, and keep face-humping Alex. At the same time, I eat her out, this sixty-nine feeling heavenly with her massive tits billowed out underneath me, holding me up like a couple of clouds.

Inches away from Brad’s thrusting cock, I notice only half of his length can get inside Alex’s pussy, no matter how deep she is. So I reach out and wrap my fingers around the other half of him, toward the base.

I start vigorously jerking and stroking the bottom half of his dick, swirling the top half of his cock inside Alexandra’s cunt.

She wails, creams, and sprays squirty liquids all over my face and Brad’s hard abs and cock. He continues to fuck her past the massive orgasm, and her body keeps shaking.

One of the guys blows his load inside my asshole and I drip cum from that hole again, thick and drooly in Alexandra’s mouth while I face-sit her.

Brad groans, and I watch his giant balls tighten up as he starts to pulsate inside Alex’s widened hole. My mouth forms an O of shock as he spills himself inside her . . . and then withdraws while he’s still shooting ropes and shoves my face onto the end of his dick.

My vision goes dim as the copious load of cum sinks into my belly, flooding my throat.

Brad isn’t done, and even though he just creampied my friend and creampied my throat at the same time, he goes in for a final blast of cum into Alexandra’s pussy, trying his hardest to make my bestie pregnant.

The other boys and the neighborhood stranger—even Pratik—circle-jerk and shower our supine, sixty-nining forms like we’re in a porn video. They can’t keep their hard dicks away from us.

When it’s said and done, Alexandra and I are a couple of MILF fuck-puppets left writhing on the floorboards, stacked high with my smaller frame on top of hers. Our bodies are opposites, our position is flipped, and our faces are stuffed in one another’s drenched, filled pussies.

I wouldn’t rather be anywhere else.

We use the soft moment to slurp up all the errant cum from our respective holes, swallowing and drinking it up and feeling like total sluts.

I’m almost sad that it’s gonna come to an end tonight when we have dinner with our daughters . . . because Alexandra and I have both agreed that things have gotten too out of hand.
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I told Brad Stone to show up at our house for a final send-off around ten PM—well after Rachel and Maya will be gone from our dinner.

Alexandra and I are fine sharing the boy . . . but not with our daughters. They’ve lost the war, and they need to understand that.

But we also need to stop getting into such frisky situations with strangers, because now that Pratik has gotten involved, I have no doubt that it’s going to get back to my daughter.

No, honey, I didn’t fuck your ex-boyfriend, I want to tell her. Yes, honey, Alexandra force-sucked his entire little package and made him come down her throat. I had nothing to do with that.

Rachel is about to go to college after this summer. She’s been having fun, but that phone call the other day with the voices in the background has me worried.

This dinner is more of a “mommy moment,” for me to tell her that she needs to be safe and use protection and all that other stuff.

Just because her mom and her best friend’s mom are total sluts, doesn’t mean they should follow in our footsteps. We need to do the right thing and explain that.

But Rachel and Maya don’t want to hear any of it.

The dinner is a disaster, because they call us hypocrites.

“Why do you get to frolic around town and bang anyone you want, Mom?!” Rachel yells at me before we’re even on the second course. She’s standing from the table, and I’m glad we did this at the house and not in public.

“Because I’m your mother, my tubes are tied, and I’m not at risk of having another child!” I yell back.

Maya frowns at her curvy mom across the table. “You can’t stop us from getting bred by every man we want, Mom.”

Alexandra folds her arms under her tits. “You’re right, I can’t. If you want to be a total slut, that’s your choice. But I can stop you from getting bred by Brad Stone.”

The girls look mortified, like we’ve played a trump card that they can’t believe.

“Even though you stole him from us,” Alex continues in a haughty tone, “we should do the right thing and give him back. He’s your gals’ age, not ours. Right, Suzy?”

She looks over at me.

I frown. “We should. But we’re not going to. Our daughters need to learn to find guys on their own. They can’t take the scraps from their mommas.”

“Well, what if we have?” Rachel growls. Her face looks feral, like she’s ready to drop the most dastardly secret imaginable to me.

“Rach, don’t,” Maya warns her.

My daughter flares her nostrils. She looks to her friend. She wants to break my heart somehow, and just knowing that . . . hurts me.

But she doesn’t. Instead, she gets up from the table with Maya and they leave together.

I sigh, looking over at my friend. “That didn’t go well, Alex.”

She looks equally as pitying. “What have we done to our sweet girls, Suzy?”
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Chapter 5

Brad

As I’m bounding up the steps toward Susan’s house, I start whistling. I’m in a happy mood ever since demolishing her and Alexandra this afternoon with my work boys. It was a nice comrade-building moment.

Even Pratik got in the action! And he’s hung like a mouse. But he got to tit-fuck that giant busty queen and spew all over her chin and collar and cleavage.

Way to go, Pratik.

I find myself smiling as I leap up the steps two at a time—

Just as the door opens and Maya and Rachel pop out.

“Shit,” I groan.

What time had Alexandra and Susan told me to come? I could have sworn it was nine . . . but now I’m starting to think it was ten.

Because I was not supposed to run into their daughters on the way out. I haven’t seen them in weeks, and their eyes are startled and close to tears as they land on me.

“Um . . . hi, girls,” I say, running a hand over the back of my neck.

They look pissed as hell. Maybe sad. Hot as hell, too, with Suzy’s girl having the same tight fit as her momma, and Alex’s daughter growing into a curvy goddess like hers.

Their hands land on their hips.

“Ah, look who it is. The homewrecker,” Maya scolds.

I reel, shocked. “Uh, what?”

“Our moms say we can’t have you because you’re theirs!” Rachel yells at me.

They descend the steps, forcing me back down them. I raise my hands in surrender, having no idea how things turned into this.

“. . . They did find me first, girls,” I say, trying for diplomacy.

It doesn’t work. The daughters don’t want to hear it. Hell, they probably don’t even want to fuck me, the way their scowls and frowns are etched onto their faces.

I’ve only caught their eyes dipping to the bulge between my legs once so far. That’s some kind of record for these horny feral sluts.

“We’ve always known you’ve been busy fucking our moms, avoiding us,” Maya says. “Now they proved it. And so did you, showing up here like this. What, ready to rail Susan and Alexandra all over again? They won’t let you breed us, but they’re happy to take you all for themselves, Brad!”

“Well . . .” I’m at a loss for words, feeling weird about this. These two smoking hot girls are so pissed at me, and all I want to do is shove my dick in their mouths and tight pussies.

I mean, I have been busy fucking their moms, so I have no defense. But how can I say this without hurting their feelings?

Then Rachel says, “Well we have secrets of our own, you know!”

Maya groans. “Rach, come on . . . you didn’t tell Mom and Suzy, so maybe we shouldn’t—”

“We’ve been fucking your boss!” Rachel yells proudly. She lifts her pointed little chin with a triumphant smile. “He’s got a nice thick cock, and his card-playing friends do too, and they just kept hammering our holes over and over and—”

“Rachel! He gets it!” Maya yells, to help stop her word vomiting.

My cock twitches in my pants. They’re lewd as hell and proud of it. Maybe I made a mistake letting their moms control me and take over . . . because I want to fuck the hell out of them too.

“Yeah?” I say, trying to come up with something to one-up them. It doesn’t take long to figure out the thing that’ll do it. “Well I had a construction crew run a train on your moms—together! Just this afternoon!”

The girls gasp. Their mouths fall open.

Now it’s my turn to look haughty and superior. I put my hands on my hips, puffing out my chest. “All the guys were our age, too. Your moms just love younger dudes.”

“. . . Shit, don’t we know,” Maya murmurs.

Silence follows.

Here we are, trying to out-fuck each other, and I think we all realize how ridiculous it is at the same time.

Finally, I give them a sly look, then glance at the house behind them, which belongs to Susan as she’s going through her divorce.

“. . . Your moms said I couldn’t breed you, huh?” I murmur.

They nod sadly, moping. Their shoulders are sagging, the little sluts.

Then I grab their hands and pull them toward me. “What do you say we prove them wrong? Because I think I can breed you, and they never need to know.”

Maya gasps as I pull them along, away from the house. Then she mutters, as if she’s realizing it for the first time: “Oh shit. Are we about to hate-fuck each other?”
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To Be Continued!
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The lewd tale between MILFs Alexandra and Susan, their daughters Maya and Rachel, plus Brad Stone and Bob Monty, is not over yet! Check out book 3 in Generational Sluts!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Snared and Shared: A long series of standalones where the connecting themes are seduction and gangbangs.

The Daddy Chronicles: Father and son have the hots for the same girl, and the feeling is mutual.

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.
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