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Chapter 1

Alexandra

I narrow my eyes at the proprietor of Bob’s Phillies. Hands on my hips, I can’t help but pump a stance that makes me look snooty and pretentious.

Then again, with the way “Bob” is looking at my giant tits smashed together in my dress, it doesn’t seem he minds. If anything, he looks bored.

It’s annoying that he won’t tell me where Brad Stone is—the twenty-year-old delivery driver of this place who came to my friend’s house a couple weeks ago and changed both our lives.

Susan and I are in our early forties. We’re both going through divorces, and it’s ugly. The one bright spot in all this was the discovery of Brad—a giant-cocked stud who’s as tall as a palm tree and thick as an oak. After he delivered our meaty sandwiches, we invited him in and quickly pounced on the poor, unsuspecting young man.

It didn’t take long for his dominant side to come out, and before long Brad was piledriving us into submission and making us cry his name, forgetting our ex-husbands ever existed.

It should come as no surprise that we want more of Mr. Stone. But Mr. Bob is not giving me the information I need.

“So he’s not working here anymore . . .”

“Construction, like I said,” Bob mutters from behind his counter. There’s a glass wall separating us, where I can stare down at all the ingredients Bob uses to make his Philly cheesesteaks. Sort of like a boujie Subway.

I feel a presence behind me, and know there’s someone in line waiting to order.

“. . . And you can’t tell me where he works now?”

“Wouldn’t be right, ma’am,” Bob says. “Not my place to say.” He stares at me like he’s trying to search my soul. It’s like he thinks I’m a stalker . . . and he wouldn’t be wrong.

I want to find Brad Stone. Bob is making it difficult.

He makes a little motion with his hand, wincing, because he doesn’t want to make me mad. “Ma’am? I have customers.”

With a sigh that heaves my tits and makes him glance down at them again, I nod. “Thanks for nothing, Bob.”

Feeling sour, I leave the shop.

I scoot shotgun into Suzy’s car, and my blonde friend grimaces at me. “That’s not a good look.”

“Huh?”

“Like you just smelled a fart.”

“Brad doesn’t work here anymore, apparently. The owner says he’s doing construction now.”

“Hot.”

“Right. But not very hot if we can’t find him.”

“Let’s go looking then,” Suzy says with a shrug, firing up the car.

My head reels. “We’re supposed to just drive all over San Diego’s construction sites in the hopes we bump into him? Let’s be real, Suze. Our quest is finished. A failure.”

She snorts. “With that attitude it is.”

She peels out of the parking lot. My quaint, fit little friend smiles at me. “Nothing good ever came without a little struggle, babe.”
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“I feel like we’re a couple of hookers on the prowl,” I mutter to Suzy as she pulls up to a stop sign. We haven’t made it far from the cheesesteak shop.

She laughs. “We’re just two needy MILFs wanting to get our pussies stuffed, Alex.”

I blush. With my bronze skin Suzy can’t really notice, but it’s always a surprise when Blondie says something so lewd. “There are plenty of other guys who can fit the bill, I’m sure.”

“Yeah, but we know this one. We know what he can do. I don’t know about you, but I don’t fancy hopping on Tinder or something and trying to find the best piece of meat on the menu.”

Giving a grimace, I say, “Not when you put it that way, no.” It’s not like we’re trying to date around, either. I wouldn’t know the first thing about getting on some dating or hookup app. Suzy’s right.

As the car in front of us goes ahead, she’s about to drive past the stop sign when I look to the right out the window—

And my hand flies to Suzy’s thigh to squeeze and make her slam on the brakes. “Holy shit, no way,” I gasp.

Walking out of the house closest to us—which looks abandoned and dilapidated—is Brad Stone in the flesh. He’s hold his hardhat under his arm and wipes his brow before taking a big gulp from a water bottle. There’s a sheen of sweat on his handsome face that makes the tall young stud look even hotter. He’s wearing the reflective orange construction jacket and everything.

My jaw drops when I look over at Suzy.

A car behind us honks.

Brad looks over instinctively—but Suzy’s already peeling away, taking a right down the street instead of stopping to gawk. 

We giggle like schoolgirls.

“Mission success!” Suzy yells, pumping her fist.

I smile wide, shaking my head at the absurdity of said mission. “To think, he was three blocks from the cheesesteak shop!”

Suzy has the car at a crawl, hardly moving. We don’t want to get too far from the house.

“Made our job easier,” I say.

She says, “What do we want to do, park and Miami Vice this thing to spy on him a bit? Make sure he’s alone?”

I shake my head fervently. “Hell no. Park. I’m going in. You come in after. I’ll text to give you the thumbs up or the no-go.”

She puts her hand to her forehead and salutes. “Aye-aye, captain.”

Once she’s pulled up to the curb, I hop out and flatten my dress over my curvy body. Then I face Suzy and strike a pose. “How do I look?”

“Very breedable. Like I’d want to slam my dick in your ass if I had one.”

My hand flies to my mouth. “Jesus, you’re hornier than usual, Suze.”

“Go, go, go!” she orders.

I give her a salute of my own and wander down the sidewalk, turning the corner to the house.

It’s the middle of the day. We had to go out at noon because our daughters are busy: Suzy’s girl Rachel is just out of high school and allegedly at the beach; my daughter Maya is in class at her community college. They’re eighteen and nineteen, respectively, and have become besties by default since Susan and I started living together while we go through our divorces.

The dilapidated house is empty outside when I turn the block. I imagine Brad must be inside. My stomach flutters with butterflies as I waltz up like I own the place, biting my lower lip.

There’s no front door—it’s off its hinges—so I creep in and start to feel doubts. I’m tempted to yell out, “Hello?” but I don’t want some stranger to hear me, in case anyone else is here.

Down a hallway with chipped floorboards and peeling paint, I look into an open room—

And see Brad with his back to me. He’s measuring something with measuring tape up high along the wall, muttering to himself. His shirt and orange jacket are lifted from the way he’s stretching, and I make out a hint of flesh and muscle just above his hips.

Licking my lips, I smile and wander in softly.

He has headphones on so he doesn’t hear me, talking lowly to himself as he makes his marks on the wall.

I get right behind him and shove my fat tits against his back, reaching around his body at the same time.

Brad jolts, gasping, and reaches to peel off his headphone from his right ear. “The hell!”

I whisper in his ear, “Sorry, sir, I’m looking for big fat tools but I’m having trouble finding any.” It’s corny as hell, but my heart is slamming so I just cringe and move on.

My hand reaches down the front of him, along the large bulge between his legs, running along his thigh. “Oh! Seems I’ve found the tool I’m looking for.”

He finally gets a chance to look over his shoulder and sees my smiling, seductive face. “Alexandra.”

My hand dips into his jeans and I grip his huge warm dick in my hand. “Are we alone?”

He gulps, backing up against the wall as I lazily massage his cock in his pants and make him grow harder by the second. “Until the wrecking crew gets here soon.”

“Ooh, the Wrecking Crew,” I say like it’s a title. “Sounds kinky.”

Brad’s eyes darken. I haven’t even said “hello”—I just stuffed my hand down his pants and started molesting him before he had a chance to say a damn thing. I should feel ashamed.

But the young man’s smoldering look tells me I have nothing to be sorry about. He’s half-hard in my hand now, and with his immense size, his pants are having trouble containing him.

“It’s nice to see you, sir,” I murmur in his ear. I’m a tall woman—not six-three like him, but it doesn’t take much to lift myself on my tiptoes and kiss him.

He tosses his measuring tape to the ground with a clank. His hands fall on the straps of my dress and he starts to peel them down to bare my heavy breasts to him. “I’ve been missing these.”

My dress falls to the floor. I’m wearing nothing underneath—no bra, no panties. I’m naked in the middle of this bare room. Four walls, two bodies, and a cracked window on the side that looks out to another house.

Brad inhales sharply at the sight of my naked body. My tits are more massive than they have any right to be, bigger than our heads. My hips are wide, my rolls are deep, and my thick thunder-thighs jiggle when I step back. I’m a tall mommy, soft to the touch and eager to get my cushiony body slammed into.

He flexes his jaw. He tightens his grip on my shoulders and pushes me down.

I go to my knees immediately. He messes with his belt buckle and I yank down with a giggle.

Brad’s giant cock swings out and slaps my face. It hops around on its own strength, too big to be lifted and not fully hard yet.

I crane my neck and stare up, then gobble him up from below. My lips wrap around his intense cockhead, jaw stretching as I take him in my mouth. He smells so manly and musky, like he’s been working all day, and the scent of his huge balls so close to my chin makes my eyes roll and my brain short-circuit.

“Missed this a lot,” he says with a grin.

His pants are only down to his knees. We didn’t even stop to get him fully naked, and it makes me feel vulnerable because I am fully nude. My submissive side comes out and I purr on his cock, throating half of him down my neck.

He pumps his hips and shoves his cock deeper down my throat. My gag reflex takes over and I cough on him. He grabs the back of my head and starts to fuck my face, as he loves to do.

Shit, I forgot to tell Suzy the coast is clear.

I couldn’t help myself. Having Brad all alone, even for a minute, is something I can’t give up. Just seeing him standing here looking all hot made my pussy sing and shut off all other thoughts.

Now I can’t think at all. The world blurs as I deepthroat Brad Stone and feel my neck bloating from the way he shoves his entire length down my esophagus. There’s got to be ten inches of thick cockmeat here, maybe more, and I’m able to grab the base of his stiffening dick as he punches it down my gullet.

Drool spills out of my lips. My free hand goes to my cunt and I start rubbing my clit and fingering myself. I trickle drops of juices all over the dilapidated floor.

He stares down, notices my knees are flat on the hardwood. “Watch out for splinters,” he says, and it’s hilarious that he’s trying to be helpful while demolishing my throat like this.

My pussy starts to sound sloppy and wet as I fuck myself and curve my fingers deeper and deeper. I moan as I slobber on his huge cock.

He’s moving too fast though, his thrusts pelting his weighty balls against my chin. I can’t hold on and I feel like I’m going to be pushed onto my back from his force. So I withdraw from my pussy and release my hold on the base of his dick and put both palms on his hips.

It doesn’t slow him down. It only gives him more leverage to face-fuck me into oblivion.

“Well well well,” says a familiar voice from the open doorway behind me. “I knew I couldn’t trust you past your blind greediness, Alex. And I’m the overly horny one?”
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Chapter 2

Susan

I should have known that my voluptuous best friend would suck this boy’s cock the first chance she got. I guess I’m just lucky that she’s not getting plowed already when I sauntered into the empty room.

It’s a lewd sight before me: Brad Stone standing, pants to his knees, force-feeding his giant cock down Alexandra’s throat and making her neck protrude from the sheer size. I have the perfect angle behind her of seeing her massive ass cheeks jiggle and nearly slap against the floor.

I envy my friend’s frame. She thinks I’m hot shit because I’m early-forties, fit, and have kept the pounds off. But Alex had no problem letting herself gain weight while still becoming the hottest mom on the block.

Sometimes I just want to plank myself on her when she’s on her back, and motorboat those massive melons, losing myself to the darkness that they blanket me with when my face is stuffed between her cleavage.

But right now, my pussy is dripping and I need Brad Stone’s huge dick to plug it full.

“Suzy! You’re both here,” he exclaims with a smile.

I grin at him wickedly. “Feel like the luckiest guy in the world yet?”

“Always. Monty wouldn’t believe this.”

“Monty?” I mutter, ripping off my top as I walk into the room. I don’t ask for permission—getting down to my bra and panties before I’m even two steps into the room.

“Bob Monty,” he answers.

It’s crazy he’s having a casual conversation with me while Alex is fighting for her life on her knees in front of him, struggling to stay conscious on his oversized dick that’s currently trying to plant itself into her belly from above.

“Ah. Well, he didn’t make our job of finding you easy,” I growl.

“Oh? You came . . . looking for me?” Brad smiles coyly.

“Don’t get too big for your britches, kid,” I snort.

Brad whips his cock out of Alex’s mouth and it swings in the air, a full forearm of meat that’s hard as a pillar. “I am too big for my britches, and it’s you bitches’ fault.”

I laugh and run at him.

He doesn’t know what I’m going to do, and neither do I. Brad’s eyes widen as I close in—

And then jump at him like a frog.

He catches me like I’m a front-facing backpack, cupping my bubbly ass cheeks and keeping me aloft right above Alexandra. I practically pole-vaulted over her to get into his arms.

My arms wrap around his neck, my legs around his hard hips. His cock jumps as he catches me and holds me like a bag of feathers.

“Shit,” he grunts, stumbling back into the wall.

I wag my ass in Alexandra’s face. She went from having a cock in her mouth to having her best friend’s anus on her nose. “Help me out, babe!”

“Mmm,” Alex purrs, and then licks my wet pussy and starts to tongue my asshole.

My eyes screw up at the intense sensations that rifle through me from my friend licking me up and down. “Fuck! Hnghh not . . . the cock, Alex! Shove that thing inside me!”

She pulls back. “Oh. Right.” There’s a disappointed expression on her face when I look down over my shoulder at her.

I mean, Brad is holding me in the air with both hands on my cheeks, spreading me apart. I have my arms wrapped around his neck—it isn’t exactly like we have access to his jutting cock.

Alexandra does the honors. She grabs his shaft and points it upward, stroking him and humming to herself pleasantly. “Such a fat fucking thing. It’s gonna split you in two, Suzy.”

“That’s the plan!”

She flicks Brad’s cockhead against my engorged pussy lips and the boy lets out a grunt. I jolt from the sudden pleasure, and then Brad lifts me so he can settle my pussy down on his cock.

As I’m going down, I shake my ass, planning on corkscrewing my cunt down on this giant dick and then clamping my muscles on him, hoping he’ll fill my womb with his cum.

My grin widens at the pressure on my pussy, my body lowering—

But at the last second, Alex swerves Brad’s cock from my pussy to my anus, and my asshole caves in as he sinks inside me.

“Ahhh!” I scream, coming all over Brad’s belly. “Wrong hole, Aleeeex!”

“Surprise surprise!” Alexandra laughs. I hear her licking Brad’s heavy nutsack dangling right in front of her face like mistletoe.

Brad groans. “Your ass is so fucking tight, Ms. Suzy!”

“You’re gonna rip me in half Brad!” I yell as my rear-end sinks deeper and deeper onto him.

He starts to thrust, uncaring that I’m wailing in his ear.

My gaze looks to the right, out the cracked window, and I’m looking into the room of another house—

Where someone is standing, watching us. It’s an older gentleman, cock in his hand, stroking himself as he watches things play out like we’re in a threesome porn video.

My eyes roll at the intense bliss and pain that fills my body while Brad Stone ass-fucks me. I feel him gouging me out, stretching me wide, punching into my guts and reshaping my asshole so I’ll never be the same again.

Alex is the anal-fiend. She loves rimming, sucking things, and getting filthy. I’ve always been more conventional, but she’s just changed my life.

I come again, shaking on Brad’s cock as he holds me up and carry-fucks me into oblivion. My clit grinds against his hard abs and I spill juices all over his belly, unable to control myself.

I feel like a college kid again, learning new experiences and having the time of my life doing it. I’ve done anal, of course . . . but nothing like this. Nothing so big and hard and invasive destroying my insides.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to fist your big gaping asshole after he’s done with you,” Alex says.

My eyes bulge.

“Better start now before I ruin your pussy for anyone else, Ms. Alexandra,” Brad answers.

He lifts me up, and his cock leaves my asshole with a whoosh of air.

Next thing I know, I feel something even harder—knuckles—invading my gaping hole, and I scream when I look down.

Alex has her fist shoved inside my asshole, almost up to her wrist. “Wow, I never knew your tight ass would be so elastic, babe!”

The world dims around me. I’m gonna pass out soon because these two are torturing me with pleasure, and I can’t stop coming. My insides feel like mush, with Alex hammering away.

With her other hand, Alex strokes Brad’s big dick and makes him groan. She has both of us completely at her command.

The world goes topsy-turvy, and suddenly I’m on my feet, sliding down from the wall to my ass, on the decrepit floor, staring up at these two.

Brad stands over me, Alex crawling toward me. Her hands fall on my ankles and she crawls her way between my legs. Then she smiles her beautiful smile, dips her face between my thighs, and lifts her ass at the same time, shoving it up into the air.

Brad straddles my friend and mounts her from behind. He rams his cock into her pussy and Alex’s eyes go wild.

My eyes screw up too once her warm tongue touches my aching cunt. I haven’t even had penetration there yet, but I’ve come no less than three times. I’m starting to sweat from the midday sun.

Looking past Brad and Alex, out the window, I see the neighbor spraying cum all over his windowpane, his face trapped in a silent scream as he unravels at the sight of us. Big splotches of white cum slash across the glass.

In front of me, Alex is eating my pussy like it’s her favorite meal. She’s throwing her giant ass back, her curves rippling and going insane with the jiggles. It’s mesmerizing.

Her huge swaying cow udders slide across my thighs with every backshot from Brad. His knees are bent and he’s really going to town on her pussy now from the back, doggystyle-fucking my friend into submission.

I can’t help it: I reach down and grab her giant hanging tits. I pull them up, pulling her body and face with them. My friend’s dark nipples are hard as nubs, so when her face meets my tits and she starts sucking on my pert breasts, I smash her nipples all over my wet pussy.

I start to ride her tits, losing it, humping like an animal. She laughs at the sight of it, but her laugh turns into a moan before long, as Brad slams somewhere deep inside her.

Brad keeps slamming, slamming, slamming, his heavy balls pelting against her plush ass cheeks, until Alexandra is shoved against me completely. She’s easily twice my weight, the big voluptuous bitch, and I’m forced to recline onto my back.

My head looks over her shoulder when she stuffs her chin into the nook of my shoulder blade. My eyes grow wide when Brad pulls his cock out of her and flosses himself between her deep ass crack—

Pointed right at me.

He molds her huge cheeks into a sandwich over his shaft, giving himself an assjob, and thrusts a few more times before throwing his head back and groaning.

Cum launches from his cock. Huge thick ropes of gooey goodness cascades from his fist-sized cock-bell and showers over Alexandra’s back, into her hair, and splattering across my face.

I gasp, mouth falling open—

Just in time to take a well-timed cum-shot into my mouth. It’s salty and viscous and makes me swallow immediately.

Brad watches his conquest a moment later. Alex is on top of me, heaving, and her weight is making me draw in deep breaths. We’re both sweaty messes, two MILFs that Brad taught a lesson.

He stuffs his half-hard cock into his pants, creating an obscene bulge. His hands go to his hips. “Wrecking crew will be here soon, ladies.”

I tilt my head. “They sound fun.”

“Probably would be,” he says, then gives me a lopsided grin. “But I’m trying to keep this new job of mine. So let’s get the lay of the land before we start a gangbang on you beautiful moms, okay?”
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Chapter 3

Monty

Behind the counter, I frown at the girls who are staring at me with big, unhappy puppy eyes. They’re younger than that incredibly buxom lady who came in—the one ordering to know where Brad is.

Problem is, these girls want to know the same thing.

“This fucking kid,” I mutter to myself, putting a hand to my brow.

The one on the right, who has some nice big tits herself, a brown sheen of beautiful skin, and looks like a fun fuck, puts her hands on her hips.

When her blonde friend sees her doing that, the pint-sized girl does the same. She looks fun to toss around, equally pretty but not as stacked or filled out as her busty friend.

“He’s not a fucking kid,” the dark-haired girl chides. “We’re not kids either. We’re women and we want—”

“I know what you want, young lady,” I interrupt, because this has become exasperating. “I’m just telling you that Brad isn’t here, Miss . . .”

“Maya.”

“Miss Maya.”

“I’m Rachel,” says the blondie, to which I smile at her.

At least these girls are Brad’s age. So now he has no less than three women—of all age groups, it appears—pining after him, begging to know where he is.

If that boy doesn’t have a magic cock, I’ll be shocked. These girls sound pissed that I won’t give them the same thing the curvy woman asked earlier.

Hell, the one I’m talking to, Maya, looks like she could be that other woman’s daughter.

I lied to the older woman: Brad hasn’t quit. He’s just taking the month off to help my cousin with some construction work on a house nearby. Since he’s making way more money at that job, I gave him the go-ahead to leave for a month. As long as he stays busy, I told him.

This wasn’t what I meant.

When Maya pinches her nose in an adorable way, giving me the stink-eye, it makes my cock flare in my pants.

Yeah, I’m twice these girls’ age. I’ve got a beer belly. But I’m still a hot-blooded man, ain’t I? And it’s not like I’ve let myself go completely. The few dates I go on tend to tell me my face is nice, so that’s something. My hairline isn’t receding like so many other guys my age. There’s some salt with the pepper in there, but it’s not too bad or noticeable.

“Excuse me, girls,” I tell them, motioning for the person behind them to scoot around the angry teens so he can order his hoagie.

Once they’re out of line, I watch Maya wander to a table, take a scrap of paper out of her purse, and start to write on it.

It’s funny that these girls never got Brad’s phone number. They only ever called here, his place of work. It would make their search-and-rescue missions much easier to succeed if they thought with their brains instead of their pussies.

While I’m working on the customer’s cheesesteak, Maya comes back to the counter and shoves the folded piece of paper at me. “Could you give this to Brad next time you see him, please?”

I smile quaintly to her, taking it. Maybe she’s just horned out . . . but if he quit the shop, why would I ever see him again? He hasn’t quit, but she doesn’t know that.

“Of course, Miss Maya.” I take the paper and set it by the register, giving her a small nod.

She and her friend leave the shop.

Once I’m finished with the cheesesteak, I hand it to the middle-aged customer in a brown paper bag.

He whistles at the girls as they sashay out of the store past him, staring at their tight asses in their denim shorts that barely cover their butts. Taking the bag, he says, “Your son got girl problems or something? Wouldn’t mind some problems like that.”

With a sigh, I smile at the guy. “Something like that.”

Brad isn’t my son. But I like to think I’ve taught him a thing or two. Now he’s out there sowing his wild oats . . . and I can’t deny the envy I feel that he seems to be having such fun with all these girls—ahem, women.

I can’t forget Miss Maya made it abundantly clear that she’s no young kid. She might be on the younger side, but she’s fiending for cock like a drug addict. 

Out the corner of my eye, the girl’s folded note at the cash register glistens like it’s a holy artifact.

Calling to me.
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I couldn’t help myself. I mean, of course I couldn’t. I’m a curious guy. So I read the girl’s note.

It doesn’t say much, other than begging Brad to pick Maya up from community college the next day at a certain time, and asking if they can pick her friend Rachel up from her house.

They want to go to a movie. Maya says she wants to deepthroat Brad, “and more.” There’s a winky face at the end, and a heart.

I feel my cock thickening when I read the letter, and I get a terrible idea brewing in my mind.

I’m a divorced dude. It’s been a long time since I’ve had any female attention, but I certainly know what I’m doing when I’m given the chance.

It’s not like I’m going to try and coax these girls with candy or something. I don’t want to come across as creepy . . . but I can offer them something if they desperately need it as much as Maya says she does.

So the next day, right on time according to the note, I get an employee to come in and take my shift. I lug my classic Cadillac out of the parking lot and head toward the community college in question, which is only twenty minutes away.

I drive with the window down, checking myself out in the rear-view mirror. In my opinion, I look good. The wind is blowing through my hair. I smile, just to make sure I still can, and pull up to the college.

Maya is waiting right where she said she would be, on the sidewalk. She looks eager and hopeful, glancing at every car rolling down the street. She wants one of them to be Brad, and she wants him to stop.

Instead, she gets me.

I pull up and roll my passenger window down, smiling at her.

She looks shocked. Scoffing, she walks up to my window and lounges there, poking her head in.

“Still want to hit the movies, Miss Maya?” I ask cheerily.

“You read my note, Bob.”

“Guilty.” I shrug. “Hop in. If you want. We can pick up your friend.”

She cants her head, taking me in fully for the first time. She leans back and checks out my car. “This is a pretty nice Caddy.”

“I’ve got more nice things for you, if you want.”

She lets out a snort, but can’t help but smile. “Jesus, dude, you sound like a creep when you say that.”

I smile innocently. “Sorry.”

Her eyes narrow—I can see it through her big-ass sunglasses. “You’re not gonna try anything weird?”

I put my hands up from the steering wheel, surrendering. “You control the show, honey. You get as much or as little as you want.”

She studies me a bit longer.

Finally, she shrugs and opens the door.

I’m a bit flabbergasted, really. As she climbs in, I say, “Surprised you don’t drive at your age.”

She’s wearing a tight black top and her tits bounce when she plops down in my comfortable seat. She smells like a summer breeze and vanilla. “I have a license, just no car. My mom’s going through a divorce and can’t afford one for me. And obviously I can’t afford one for myself.”

“Sorry about it,” I say as we drive off from the curb. “Have you seen used car prices these days?”

“Exactly.”

“Where am I going?”

She directs me toward her friend Rachel’s house.

It’s quiet for a minute. Then I say, “Kinda crazy you gave a stranger a note like that, with such . . . lewd stuff inside.”

Maya blushes and looks away, smiling. “Yeah, I’m a horn-dog, Mr. Monty. I can’t help it.”

“Just Monty is fine.”

“Right.” She starts chewing her bottom lip. Glances over at me. “Are you, like, Brad’s dad or something?”

I laugh. “No, no, nothing like that. Just his boss.”

“You said he doesn’t work there anymore.”

“You’re right, I did. He’ll be back in a month.” I turn the car onto the freeway. “Working construction at the moment for my cousin.”

“Ah.”

Out my peripheral I notice she isn’t watching the road, she’s watching me. Sizing me up.

My belly’s a bit bulging these days, but so is my cock against my thigh in my pants. Can’t really hide that.

“You’re a pretty laid-back dude, Monty.”

“Thanks. You seem like a fun chick.”

She laughs. “Oh, you have no idea how much fun I can be.”

I glance over, grinning. “I’m sure I’ll never find out.”

“Never say never, old man.”

I laugh again. We’re both smiling now.

“I’m sort of into dad bods, not gonna lie,” she says. “Don’t tell Rachel I said that.”

“Oh? What else are you into?”

“Silver foxes.”

“I’ve got a bit of gray,” I point out.

She giggles. “You’re funny, Monty.”

“Thanks.”

“. . . I’m also into fat cocks,” Maya says. “Brad is huge.”

I snort. “Happy for him.” Then I reach down and unbuckle my belt. Spread my legs a bit further. “I could probably help you in his absence. Just saying.”

She rolls her eyes behind her sunglasses. I notice she’s facing me fully now, doesn’t even have her seatbelt on. “I guess I do owe you for picking me up from class. Saved me bus fair.”

I keep smiling.

She leans over the center console between us, and my eyebrows try to make a home at my hairline.

Oh shit.

Maya goes doggy across the passenger seat and center console. She stuffs her face in my lap, under my steering wheel. “Let’s see if there’s any truth to—”

She unzips my pants and reaches in, hoisting my cock out. It sits fat and heavy in her palm, starting to throb and grow bigger.

“—Oh. Shit.” Her shades are at the bridge of her nose now, and I can see her eyes widen. “Fuck yes,” she exclaims in a small whisper.

I smile, and I lift a hand and put it on the back of her head, petting her. “That’s a good girl.”

“Fuck, daddy, this is a fat dick.” She looks at it like it’s a prize, sniffing and taking it all in.

“How do I compare to the illustrious lad?”

“Brad who?” she quips, and I laugh. “Nah, you’re not as big, but he’s abnormal. You’re still hung as fuck, Monty. Look! This thing’s as thick as my wrist.” She presses my growing cock against her arm.

I keep growing, and Maya lifts my shirt to let my cock expand to its full size. My belly falls out and she smiles.

Before I can say anything else, this young college girl is kissing my cock. She’s licking the precum dabbling the fat head. She’s putting my cock into her mouth, humming pleasantly as she takes me in her throat.

I push down on her head. Haven’t had road-head since I was her age. My eyes go half-lidded as I say, “I’m gonna need an exit soon, honey, but why don’t you keep doing what you’re doing until I need you.”

She nods, lifts her face off my cock for a second. “Okay, daddy. Whatever you need.”

Then the girl starts blowing me, head bobbing on my lap. Her cheek rubs against my belly. I start to feed her my dick and love the gagging sounds she makes as her stretched lips take me in.

“Fuck, you’re thick as a beer can!” she gasps when she lets up from my cock. “I’ve got to ride this thing.”

I laugh. “Not ‘til I park you don’t. Won’t be able to see out the damn windshield, and we’re on the freeway, little slut.”

She pouts, sitting up on her knees, scrunching herself so her head doesn’t hit the roof. “Pleeeease, daddy. Can’t you pull over?”

Then Maya leans back, her half-folded body against the door, and spreads her legs. She’s not wearing any panties, and her perfect slit of a pussy is hairless and wet and dripping beneath her thigh-length skirt. “See? I’m so needy, sir.”

HONK!

I swerve, getting entranced by the sight of her perfect young cunt. “Fuck!” I cry out, correcting my gliding car.

She laughs and giggles, closing her legs.

My mouth waters.

I take the first exit I can.
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Chapter 4

Maya

If you can’t settle for first, getting second place isn’t too bad. At least that’s what I’m thinking when comparing Brad to Monty, and probably what Monty’s thinking when I’m drooling to ride his thick cock.

He’s got a handsome face for someone in their mid- to late-forties. He’s got a bit of paunch, true, but it makes me excited to fuck a daddy figure. This older man doesn’t care what anyone thinks. And best of all, he’s got an excellent cock that’s thick enough to spread my lips and stretch my pussy.

What more could a needy girl want?

Brad is incommunicado. I have a feeling my mom and Suzy are out on the prowl for the young man, and there’s no way I’m defeating Mom. She’s wiser, curvier, and has more experience seducing guys than I do. Especially vulnerable dudes half her age, who see tits that size and their eyes pop out of their heads imagining the possibilities.

Monty pulls his Caddy over on the first off-ramp he can find, peels right down a less-busy street, and parks on the shoulder of the road.

I realize we’re only a few blocks from Rachel’s house, where she should be waiting to get picked up by me and Brad Stone so we can go to the “movies.”

In truth, me and Rachel just wanted the dominant young dude to pound our pussies into submission and leave us panting messes again. We didn’t really care if we made it to the movie theater or not. It’s much more fun getting turned into a mindless beast, with my face shoved against Rachel’s pussy, lapping up her wetness while Brad gapes her hole.

I want to feel that uninhibited again—that free.

Rachel and I have always been bisexual menaces, I think. We fooled around long before Brad showed up, but he made our desires that much more heated and pronounced.

Now I have this older man in the driver’s seat, stroking his beer-can dick as he leers at me with hungry eyes.

I smile at him, fidgeting against my belly, checking over my shoulders to make sure no one is coming down the road.

The coast is clear . . . for now.

“Hop on, honey,” Monty tells me. He reclines his seat back so there’s legroom between his lap and the steering wheel.

I gulp, nod, and hike myself over the center console. Lifting my skirt, I show him my wet pussy, settling down on his thick thighs.

His jutting cock runs across my clit and folds, making me suppress a groan. I bite my tongue, jolting at the instant pleasure.

Monty’s big bear-like hands wrap around my waist, to direct my movements. “That’s a lot of ass for a girl your age, Maya.”

I wink at him. “I’ve always heard that big asses deserve big dicks. Don’t you agree?”

“A match made in heaven.” He hums and moves his hands from my thighs to my sides to my tits. They’re fat and heavy in his palms through my shirt, and my nipples start protruding.

I’m sitting on my own calves and heels, straddling Bob Monty’s thighs while his hard cock presses against my pussy and clit. Letting this older man ogle and fondle me while I watch precum deliciously drip down the ridge of his cockhead.

“Fuck, I can’t take it anymore,” I moan when his fingers tweak my nipples through my shirt.

He quickly cups the bottoms of my jiggling thighs, moving them to my ass, and pries me apart. His thick fingers glide over my asshole and I jolt, which makes him chuckle.

“Easy now, honey,” he says, keeping me a few inches above his lap, hovering there. “Once I plant you on this bad boy, I’m not letting up until your womb is full, got it?”

I nod seriously. “Yes sir, daddy. Please give me all your cum.”

He lowers me and his fat cockhead presses against my pussy. My lips widen and my tunnel molds itself to his cock as I sink down on him.

“Fuck,” he groans with a heavy sigh. “I didn’t realize you’d be this fucking tight.”

I put my hands on his shoulders, reaching out. “You feel so nice, sir. I’m full as fuck.”

“Time to make you fuller, baby girl,” he says with a wink.

The man bucks his hips up into me. His cock careens and pushes past the resistance of my clamping muscles, which fills me with a twinge of pain. My face screws up, cheeks turning pink.

There’s something irresistibly hot about this man’s belly rubbing against mine as I bounce on his lap in his car. Like our bodies are molded together in a way I can’t even explain.

I start to moan, and the Cadillac begins to shake and creak as he lifts and drops me on his cock over and over again.

I let out a guttural sound, lean forward, and kiss him. The man’s touch is rough as his hands fondle my round tits through my shirt, and he peels open my blouse and grabs my mounds of flesh shortly after.

I can feel his calluses. His warm breath sinking into my throat. His tongue against mine, dominating me. The way he keeps my head from hitting the roof, as if he knows the exact trajectory I need to rise before he plants me back down on his ravaging cock.

The man is so fucking hard, it’s like a steel beam pounding into me from below. As I ride him cowgirl, he takes everything from me—my dignity, my body, my hole, my mouth. I already didn’t have any innocence remaining after my time with Brad, but this is a new experience I could get used to.

Once we’re done kissing, I hug him. “Fuuuuck, daddy! You’re so hard and angry in my tight little pussy! Give me your cum!”

I thought I might have to fake it . . . but no such thing here. I can’t help but slam my ass down on his thighs, clapping loudly in the small confines of the car. I feel immobile with the way he’s groping me, holding onto me tight.

So I hug him. I lean forward, wrap my arms around his wider torso, and he returns the favor, folding his arms over my back and latching onto me like I might fly away if he fucks me hard enough.

The man has incredible endurance, and he starts fucking me like a jackhammer from below, bouncing his nuts on his leather seats while jiggling my entire body on his lap in rapid movements.

I scream—“Ah! Ahhh! Fu. Fuuuck. Fuuug!”

I’m no longer making sense. My tits are pressed against his belly and chest, grinding against him, our bodies tightly packed together.

I crane my neck over his shoulder, laying my cheek down on his shoulder blade while he hug-fucks me in the driver’s seat. The rhythm slows and I can finally catch my breath.

Cars zoom by us on the road, luckily without any cops stopping to see my slutty self riding this guy in the front seat. The thrill of getting caught fills me with butterflies while he fills my pussy with thick, delicious cockmeat.

“This should be good,” he mutters, and then I hear the car click into gear.

I gasp. “W-What?”

The car starts moving.

“Oh fuck, you’re driving?!”

He can see over my body now, since I’m hugging him. I’m no longer taking up all of his forward vision with my curvy frame. Now I’m simply grinding down onto his cock, pushing my body forward against his big belly, and rubbing my tits against his chest.

Like I said, we’re attached. I’m not going anywhere.

And Bob Monty lets me ride him slowly, at my own pace, while he drives us along the surface streets toward Rachel’s house.

I’m letting Monty’s cock soak inside me. Marinating in my wetness and tight hole. I jerk my body every few seconds to remind him that he’s still inside me as he drives slowly down the road.

I tell him where he needs to go, which streets to turn down.

When we finally turn down the Rachel’s street, I feel Monty throbbing. His cock is expanding, pushing my walls beyond comfort in a way that Brad might do with his insane size.

It’s crazy that it’s the first time I’ve thought of Brad Stone since I climbed on top of this man and let him stuff his cock into me.

Hell, I haven’t thought of my “boyfriend,” Chris, in days! He and Rach’s boyfriend Pratik are the reason we globbed onto Brad in the first place. They don’t satisfy us, and we need to drop them sooner rather than later.

All the stimulating conversation in the world doesn’t compare to the utter happiness I feel when getting fucked like a brat, put in my place, coming my brains out.

The garage door to our house is open. Our block is a cookie-cutter street of suburban living, the house snuggled in next to other houses.

I’m still riding Daddy Monty’s cock as we pull up to the curb. Still hugging him, my face leisurely tilted against his shoulder, lost in a pleasurable dreamland.

My hot friend bounces out of the garage and approaches, her eyebrows raised past the tops of her sunglasses. “What the . . . heck, Maya? Isn’t that the dude from the cheesesteak place?”

Monty grunts incoherently. His cock pulsates inside me. Warmth fills me, rope after rope of it, with Monty giving me everything he promised. I can feel his cum slipping out of me past the tight wedge of his dick. Running down the insides of my thighs, onto his.

I nod pleasantly, jolting from a sudden orgasm. My eyes are half-lidded, almost closed. I could fall asleep with this man’s fat dick ravaging my insides. “Yeah, this is Monty.”

Rachel is stupefied as she walks up to the driver’s side window, which is rolled down. “. . . What are you doing hugging him, on his lap, girl?”

I smile demurely. “He’s coming inside me, Rach.”

Her kissable lips fall open in shock. Rachel stammers something but no words come out, and then she backs up and starts to wave us in, scanning down the street over the car as if someone heard us or might catch us.

“Well fuck, girly pop,” she mutters, “you’d better park that thing inside the garage, quick! We’re home alone.”
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Chapter 5

Rachel

I’m always doing insanely slutty things with my bestie Maya. I can’t stop myself—she’s too persuasive, and the peer pressure is at the point where I don’t want to disagree or deny myself the pleasure.

Anything Maya wants to do, especially anything kinky, I find myself wanting to do twice as badly. I mean, shit, she got her asshole blown open by Brad Stone’s giant dick, and it made me want to gape myself on the stud even though I knew I’d never be able to fit him.

I don’t have the ass that Maya does. Don’t have the tits, either, or the curves that drive every man of every generation wild. I have a body that would have better been suited for an earlier period, my mom used to tell me—because she has a similar figure—back when girls were “supposed” to be skinny and blonde beanpoles.

Most of us are glad those days are over. We’re not over here starving ourselves anymore, or looking unhealthy just so we can be rail-thin. No, Mom and I like to eat, it’s just that it never goes anywhere, unlike with people of Maya’s and Alexandra’s body types, who seem to put the pounds on their tits, hips, and asses. 

I think we’re all glad those skinny bimbo days are over . . . because girls like Maya, with curves and some thickness on her? Fuck it looks good. It makes me envious.

Just how seeing her casually riding Bob Monty in his Cadillac, cruising down the street at a slow pace, also makes me envious and needy as fuck.

My pussy is slippery when I step back from the sunny driveway into the shade of the raised garage, and into the room. I’m wearing a cool sundress for summer, and I have to keep it down across my thighs so my arousal doesn’t become obvious.

Maya and I are roommates. Our moms have started living together, too, at my mom’s place, since they’re both going through divorces. I’m eighteen and fresh out of high school, with Maya a year ahead of me at community college.

The four of us—daughters and moms alike—made the decision that we all shouldn’t live together, because it would be too much . . . and goddamn am I glad for that right now!

Because it means we have the house to ourselves. The house my dad is forced to pay for while Mom puts him through the wringer in court.

If Maya is certain about letting this guy fuck us into oblivion like we let Brad do, then I’m game. Having an open house to do it makes it all the more exciting. We can bang over every piece of furniture we want. We can keep the windows open and the blinds pulled so any passersby—joggers, drivers, dog walkers—can see us through the window if we’re feeling exhibitionist and kinky.

We can do whatever we want!

The problem is I’m having trouble getting the attached duo to get out of the older man’s car and off each other.

Once the door opens, Maya starts to climb off Mr. Monty’s lap to get out of the car. But Monty clutches her waist and pulls back when she’s halfway out.

Suddenly Maya starts moaning again. She’s standing, ass pumped out behind her in the car, and Monty’s twisted in his seat to let his legs dangle past the open door, still sitting.

Maya reaches out and I take her hands, holding her while she moans and gets her pussy rocked from the older man. I’m in shock, mouth open, muttering, “Oh God, Maya, you take his cock so well. Look at you!”

My friend’s big tits are bouncing. Her whole body is jiggling as she reverse cowgirl’s Monty, who starts grunting like an animal.

I take Maya’s tits and start to tease her hard nipples. They’re just too delicious and too bouncy not to do anything with. I lean down and suck on her tits, moaning, and then get on my knees so I have better access. My hand finds her pussy and I viciously rub her clit while Monty stuffs his fat cock into her.

My friend’s legs shake. She whines, knees knocking together, and she squirts all over my hand and the stone floor of the garage. A dark patch of cum and ladyjuices pools at her feet.

Monty keeps fucking her. He finally growls, rises to his feet, and hugs her from the back. Then he spins her around—removing Maya’s sumptuous tits from my mouth—and bends her over the hood of his car.

“Be careful with her, sir!” I whine. “That’s my best friend you’re ravaging!”

“You’re next, if you’re lucky, little missy,” Monty scowls over his shoulder.

“. . . Yes please,” I murmur.

God, they look so hot. Monty’s belly pressing into Maya’s huge ass, flattening her cheeks against him. Both of them rumbling and groaning as Maya’s hands stretch out across the hot hood of the car. Her tits smashing down, her cheek going next, as Monty takes her from behind.

I get behind the older man and stick my hand between his legs from the back. I grab his heavy nuts and squeeze. “God, these balls are so huge and full of cum. And look—you already came inside her!”

“Got a lot more cum stored up for you both!” he yells. He pulls out from Maya’s hole, leaving her shuddering and twitching and gaping. Spinning around, his cock nearly smacks me in the face. It’s thick as fuck and glistening with my friend’s wetness and the man’s cum. “Now stuff this cock down your throat like a good girl and taste your best friend.”

He grabs the back of my head and I yelp before his dick plunges past my lips. I immediately taste salty-sweetness from my friend’s pussy and Monty’s potent cock. I eagerly grab hold of his hips while he face-fucks me. The world blurs, my throat flexes and tightens with a gag reflex.

Monty pushes past it and holds my head by cupping both ears, using my face like a fleshlight. I let out lewd gawks and duck sounds that I can’t stop, and my hands fall uselessly to my sides as he continues to ravage my throat and bloat it for all to see.

The garage door is still fucking open, too. We don’t have long before I’m sure a neighbor or someone else sees us.

But Bob Monty doesn’t care about any of that. He only wants to make us two younger women squirm and come our brains out, and he’s already destroyed my friend in one short car ride.

Maya slides off from the hood of the car when she hears my sloppy blowjob sounds. She gets to her knees and pulls the same reverse Eiffel Tower that we did with Brad, stuffing her face in Monty’s ass and licking his hole, caressing his nutsack from the back, urging him to blow a load down my throat in the front.

It’s so filthy and disgusting, I can’t get enough of it.

The older man howls, pressing his ass back into Maya’s face, which in turn smacks the back of her skull against the wheel-well of his car, pinning her there. He smothers her with his wide ass and I’m worried my friend is gonna pass out.

But I can’t do anything—all I can do is take this older man’s fat dick in my mouth and let him control me. I’m a useless toy for him now, and I’d have it no other way.

Finally, he lifts me up from my dazed position on my knees in front of him. I’m much lighter and sprier than Maya, so the bulky man has no problem lifting me off the ground.

I groan with half-lidded eyes, dazed and confused that things escalated so fast, as he lifts me into the air and places me on his round belly. My legs wrap around him, my arms draping over his thick neck, and he guides his cock inside me from below.

Like Maya, I planned to wear no panties today, because I had hoped we would get Brad Stone to ourselves and would let the stud blow our backs out.

Instead, I’m getting this ravenous daddy figure who doesn’t know how to stop. He fumbles blindly for a moment with my wet pussy, exclaiming how I feel even tighter than Maya—which is saying something—and then he unceremoniously drops me on his cock. “You’re fun to toss around, aren’t you, honey?”

I moan loudly, throwing my head back. “Oh shit, sir, you’re stuffing me so full!”

He bounces me on his belly and dick, jiggling into me with his rock-hard cock. The world drowns away as the sensations of a huge orgasm bubble inside me.

Maya is on her hands and knees like a dog now, sticking her face between where our bodies connect. She varies her licking between Monty’s heavy swinging nuts and my dripping pussy, drinking up all our nectar and moaning the entire time.

Monty has successfully turned her into a bitch in heat. She’s just along for the ride now . . . and so am I. The world becomes a dizzying blur as I fly through the air, up and down on Monty’s cock.

He discards me a moment later, plopping me onto the hood of the car on my hands and knees. Then he finds Maya, twists her around, and pounds into her from the back.

While he doggy-fucks Maya and makes her come and writhe on all fours, he sticks his face in my gaping pussy and licks me ravenously.

I squirt in the man’s face, unable to hold back.

He laughs through the filth, continuing to nudge my clit and lave my pussy while he fucks me best friend at the same time.

Then Monty pulls up from Maya’s ass, pushing down on her. He twists to me, yanks back on my narrow hips, and goes on his tiptoes to slam his dick into me from the back.

He moves between us like that—pulverizing me on the hood of the car, and then crouching down to slam-fuck Maya from above.

Mine and Maya’s high-pitched moans fill the garage, echoing out into the neighborhood. We wail and come just like Monty wanted, and I can feel it building to a crescendo.

Since he already filled Maya’s womb with cum in his driver’s seat, in his best effort to breed her, he decides to finish with me for the grand finale.

We never even made it a foot inside our house, much less the long-ago idea of going to the movies!

I’m shaking on all fours on the hood of his nice Cadillac. I can’t imagine a Philly cheesesteak shop-owner could buy such a car on what he makes there, so I briefly wonder if we’ve got some type of mob guy on our hands.

He certainly fucks like someone who takes whatever he wants.

Monty pulls on my hips again, gliding my ass against his round belly, but this time he doesn’t just fuck me on the hood. He keeps pulling back, back, back—

And I howl when he lifts me from the car completely. My legs and arms kick. My ass is planted against his belly. His dick sears inside me, pulsating, and he spins me around in the air, attached to his hips, like I’m a sex-toy he can just use and abuse.

While he spins me around, growling like an animal, his cock fires ropes of thick cum into my womb, screaming past my tunnel and filling me up.

When the older man is finally done with me, he drops me down over Maya’s four-on-the-floor frame. I land on my best friend’s back like she’s my riding horse, and with my weight and her shaking arms and legs from the utter demolishing her pussy took, Maya goes tits-first onto the cold ground.

We’re left on the ground there, in a heap of tangled limbs, with our bodies twitching and cum spilling out of our ruined holes. Our bodies are slick with sweat.

Standing over us, his fat dick dripping our fluids, he puts his hands on his hips. “Like I told your friend, Miss Rachel, Brad will be working again at the shop within a month. If you’re still interested.”

“Brad . . . who?” I croak, throwing him a weak smile over my shoulder.

It’s true: Brad Stone, a guy our own age with a cock even bigger than this man’s, is an amazing fuck.

But Maya says it best a moment later, while we’re still marinating in our filth and cum puddles:

“Who needs Brad Stone when we have Daddy Monty?”
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To Be Continued!
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This is the start of a new series featuring characters from a book in “Snared and Shared,” a popular series of standalone stories. This one is from Delivery Boy Delivers, which you can check out here if you want to see how moms Alex/Suzy and daughters Maya/Rachel first got together with studly Brad Stone!
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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.


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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