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Chapter 1

Rachel

There’s nothing like a little hate sex to set things right. Or maybe revenge sex, if I’m being honest.

It feels good for me and Maya to get some of our frustrations out. It feels even better to be getting those frustrations out with the guy we originally obsessed over.

Brad Stone.

Yes, sure, our moms found the tall, hung, friendly, dominant young man first. My mom Susan and Maya’s mom Alexandra snatched the guy up from Bob’s Phillies and got to parade around his giant dick before we even knew he existed.

But Brad is our age! He’s half the age of our moms, and we belong to him like the perfect pieces of a puzzle when we’re together.

Brad’s boss at the Philly cheesesteak shop, Bob Monty, was a nice reprieve. When our moms staked their claim on Brad and stole him from us, the lewd poker game we played with Monty and his older buddies was a nice distraction. Maya and I got passed around like toys and ended up as cum-filled breeding pets.

It was an eye-opening experience, but not one we wanted to continue forever, because once we saw Brad leaving my mom’s house and realized the depths of his betrayal, the truth came out.

Maya and I are still obsessed with Brad Stone. No amount of big fat older dick will change that. Doesn’t matter how many trains get ran on us, or how many Eiffel Towers are built around us—we will always want this stud because he belongs to us and we’re needy and greedy and possessive.

Suzy and Alex are to blame for that, honestly. Our moms taught me and my bestie to take what we wanted, and so we do. It’s just . . . we never expected that the object of our desires—the thing we craved most—would be the same person our moms desired!

It’s also kind of unfair because Brad doesn’t seem to have a specific type, yet the fact he keeps globbing onto Alex and Mom are red flags to us. Because those MILFs are impossible to compete with.

I’m tight, slender, small, blonde. I’m eighteen and ready to mingle, on my way to college. My tits are tiny—less than a handful—my hips are narrow, my ass is small. I’m a fitness and beach girly, not a curvy mommy. Most guys my age flock to me like moths to fire.

My mom Susan is similar but over forty. Not quite as tiny, not quite as tight. It’s a give and take. She’s utterly irresistible to certain people though, and it irks me, because Brad is certain people in this scenario.

Then there’s my best friend, Maya. Good God, I don’t know if that girl knows what she has. Equally as horny as I am, Maya is also busty and twice my width because of her huge hips and sturdy thighs. In the old days, people would say Maya’s got “great birthing hips.” And that gross phrase would still apply today, because she loves to be bred like a slut.

Maya and her mom Alexandra also have this natural beauty because of their Latina ancestry. They don’t need to suntan like me—they have creamy skin of a darker hue, imminently grab-able paunches and bellies, and gigantic asses.

Alexandra also has tits too big to fathom, and no guy can resist those funbags. Especially a horny hung stud like Brad Stone. If my mom is the bigger, older, more experienced version of me, Alex is the same for Maya, but to an even higher degree.

Hell, the voluptuous woman with a mean mommy streak might be two-fifty because of all those curves. But that doesn’t stop her from getting whatever she wants, whenever she wants, because she’s so body positive and confident and UGH it just annoys me!

Not right now though.

Because right now Brad is ours. Maya and I have the stud all to ourselves, and we’re busy getting our backs blown out by him, one after the other.

Like I said, there’s nothing like a little hate-revenge sex to cheer you up.

We’re currently in the main living room of our little two-room apartment. It’s an apartment paid by my mother, because she’s going through a divorce and my dad is trying to buy her off, so she’s loaded.

It’s kind of a win-win: Susan gets to drop her sack-of-shit husband, gets the house where she lives with Alexandra, the apartment for the daughters, and also gets the huge-cocked stud from the down the street who is half her age.

I’m on my back on the circular little eating table. My legs are lifted, ankles held in one hand by Brad’s big bear paws. He’s staring down at my jiggling little tits as he pounds into me, and for some reason I still can’t get my mom and Alexandra out of my mind.

But when I look down my body and see how much Brad is stretching me, my thoughts shut off. I come back to the present and drool at the sight of my wet pussy lips spreading so far to admit Brad’s huge dick deep inside my tunnel.

I’m small enough that he can use my body like a doll. He uses my raised legs as leverage, yanking my ankles toward his face to slide my little bubble-ass across the table toward him.

My cheeks slap against his thighs, and his cock sinks inside me. Then he pushes my legs back, sliding my ass the other way, and his dick withdraws.

Over and over again he does this, until I’m ready to squirt all over his chest.

I’m moaning, crying out, sounding like I’m speaking tongues because of how hard and deep he’s fucking me.

“Fucking demon cocksman! Quit punching my cervix and just blow your load in my womb why don’t you! Fuuuuck! Maya, help meee!”

My best friend is on her knees beside the table. She watches at first, wide-eyed and gawking with an open mouth at the pure ruination of my tight little pussy from our favorite fuckboy.

Being on her knees, Maya’s pretty olive-toned face is inches from Brad’s hip as it surges back and then thrusts forward. She was sucking his asshole for a bit, licking his big heavy balls from the back as he fucked me, but now she’s just spectating. My wailing drew her out of her dazed rimming. Maya’s lips glisten and a little bit of drool drips from the corner of the braindead girl’s mouth.

I stammer from the incessant pounding I’m taking. “D-D-Dooo something!”

Maya blinks and rips her hazy mind to the situation at hand, torn out of her daydream. She nods and dives forward with her face, directly between my pussy and Brad’s cock where we’re connected.

She licks my clit, running her tongue over the poor little nub, and I twitch and squirm on the table. Brad keeps a firm lock on my ankles, ready to drop them onto his shoulders so he can grab some other part of me.

Maya licks his dick ravenously at the same time, varying between our sensitive spots, slurping up cum and sweat and ladyjuices.

“Ahhh!” I scream when her tongue hits my clit just right. My eyes roll back and I lose myself, unraveling with a massive orgasm.

It’s the fifth one of the day, and we’ve only been fucking Brad for an hour.

Only an hour, I think with a scoff, knowing how tremendous that would be with any other guy.

But Brad Stone is a perfect specimen of masculinity who can go forever, it seems, without a refractory period or needing to rest. He’s actually an alien, I think, because no man should be able to fuck this good for this long.

My helpless pussy is getting battered so badly that I fear being able to walk right tomorrow. Brad, for his part, is an amalgamation of grunts, growls, and a wall of perfect muscles for me to bounce off of.

I’m ready for him to pick me up and carry-fuck me from the living room into the kitchen. Or maybe the bedroom. Maybe he’ll breed me on the couch, or the wall.

I reach up like a damn toddler wanting to be picked up by Mommy, but he doesn’t do as I ask. My little face pinches in a blushing scowl, lips turning tiny and thin.

Instead of lifting me up so I can hug his broad chest, he takes my wrists with his other hand and holds them tightly together like he’s holding my ankles.

Now he suddenly has me like a stuck pig. He’s got my legs and hands pinned tightly above my body, continuously ramming me until I start to see stars and worry I’m going to pass out.

A dumb smile spreads on my lips as I lose myself to another climax and start twitching all over again.

Yeah, Bob Monty and his train of older poker men was fun . . . but no one can compare to this fucking guy.
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Chapter 2

Susan

I’m sitting on my L-shaped couch in my spacious house with my spacious friend Alexandra sitting on the other end. We’ve got the AC blasting because it’s a hot San Diego summer and why not?

I’ve been poking around on my phone for hours, turning into my damn daughter with my stupid cell. Every once in a while I peek over the top of my phone to look at Alex, wondering what she’s thinking.

My curvy friend is watching TV. She has on loose-fitting clothes which leave little to the imagination, but I think it’s too hot to have her sit on my face right now, or shove my tongue between her massive knockers, or get those giant wobbling thighs to crush my head.

God knows I love each of those options. 

We’ve become insatiable sluts ever since bagging that young dude, Brad Stone. Even with each other, when there’s no one else around. We’re unapologetic about it, too, because we’re both in our forties and, again . . . why not?

We’ve both had kids. We’ve gone through divorces. We’ve lived full lives. There’s nothing wrong with a little harmless fun with men who can’t get enough of us.

Getting Brad’s “wrecking crew” involved the other day at the construction site, and getting all the free cock we could ever want, was quite liberating. We went there to pounce on Brad during his shift, but ended up getting railed by no less than four strangers, and loving it.

Booping around on my phone some more, I find something interesting and slightly infuriating. I make a face, trying to hide my growl of annoyance.

Alexandra, knowing me better than anyone, notices immediately. “What’s wrong, Suze?”

“Well,” I start, clearing my throat, “I might be tracking a certain someone’s phone, and look where he is right now.”

I toss my phone across the couch to her, and she furrows her elegant brow and picks it up. As she realizes she’s looking at a map app, and the neighborhood it’s targeting, her eyebrows start to rise.

“Oh shit. Is this . . . have you been tracking Brad’s phone, Suzy?”

I shrug nonchalantly. “Maybe I have. What about it?”

“Suzy!” she cries out, laughing. “You’re more obsessed than I am! It’s a bit stalkery, you know.”

I snort loudly, throwing my head back on the comfy pillow. We’re both lounging hard, reclined, with our toes nearly touching each other’s. “More obsessed than you? The woman who first yanked his pants down and blew him knowing there were other guys on that job site?”

Her beautiful olive skin darkens a shade. She glances back at the TV. “I was horny,” she murmurs in barely a whisper, mostly to herself.

Smiling, I sit up. “You were the decoy, love. Fuck his brains out while I tap his phone.” With my smile turning crooked, I bob my eyebrows. “And then tap dat ass.”

She rolls her eyes exaggeratedly. “Ugh, you’re such a mom.”

I laugh again. “Takes one to know one, Alex!”

We stop harping on each other. She looks down at the map again, then tosses my phone back and asks, “So . . . what are we going to do?”

I stand to my full height—which, even standing, isn’t much taller than Alexandra when she’s sitting. “I say we go give our hussy daughters a piece of our minds.”
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Twenty minutes later, we’re across town at the complex that my daughter lives in, courtesy of me.

The little slut Rachel has no respect, stealing my man-meat and fucking him in the house I let her stay in with her best friend, Alex’s daughter Maya.

I’m ready to yell at them, even if it means catching them red-handed. That’s not what I want—humiliating Rachel—but I’m not thinking right. It’s too hot out.

Also, Alex and I currently look like crazy people.

We stepped out of my car and instead of walking to the front door like normal parents, we went to the bushes like we’re in Miami Vice or something. We crept around the side of the complex to their windows—telling ourselves we’re hiding in the bushes because we don’t want to walk in on them in a compromised position with Brad.

But now we just look at each other, feeling foolish and silly. Alex whispers, “We should head to the front. What, are we gonna yell at them through the fucking window, Suze?”

I hadn’t thought this one through, so I’m not sure. I open my mouth to speak—

And freeze when I hear a loud wail coming from inside. Moans follow, an incessant string of them, and all sorts of curse words and slapping flesh and . . . shit.

We’re too late. They have Brad by his huge juicy balls. Our succubi daughters. Keyword being bi.

Flushing slightly, I look over at Alex. “You’re right. This is stupid. Let’s make our escape.”

“Oh my God Braaad!” yells Rachel from inside, on the other side of the window. Something loud clatters onto the ground, and I can almost picture the table she’s getting railed over, and the flower pot sitting on it that just fell.

I wince. Grabbing Alex’s hand, we rise from our crouched positions to emerge from the bushes and make a clean exit.

“You’re so much bigger and better than Monty and his friends! All of them combined!”

Alex and I freeze. Look at each other in astonishment.

“No fucking way,” Alex breathes. “Monty and his friends? She better not be talking about that damn Philly cheesesteak owner!”

“That guy is our age, maybe older!” I snarl.

We have a new target in mind to focus our grievances.
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Bob Monty blinks at us from behind his counter. It’s like a Subway deli place in here with a window in front of us, but nicer, and with better food.

“There’s no way our daughters fucked you,” Alexandra says, pointing across the counter to him.

Bob Monty simply smiles. He has a bit of a belly, but I could see him being handsome in his prime. He still sort of is.

“A gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell, ma’am,” Monty answers smoothly.

“The fact you know who we’re talking about is a dead giveaway, sir,” Alex continues.

“He could be lying,” I add, elbowing her wide hip. The bitch is too tall, and I feel like a dwarf next to her sometimes. Especially when she comes barreling into a place swinging her huge tatas and ass around like she owns it. I can’t compete with that.

Alex narrows her eyes on Monty. “Here’s the deal, Monty. We’re going to fuck the life out of you. But you’re going to leave our daughters alone after that. Deal?”

I inhale sharply, sputtering on a cough. “W-What? Alex!”

She looks over at me. “Huh?”

“You can’t—”

“Deal,” Monty answers. He puts his hands out to shake, but then draws it back before Alex can. Wincing, he says, “Only problem is, my friends will want a taste too. After all, they had a taste of your girls.”

My mouth drops open. “. . . Which guys?”

He starts counting off on his fingers. “Well, let’s see. There’s Fred, Johnny, Charlie, and—”

“Okay, okay, that’s enough!” I throw my hands up in surrender. Then I look over to Alex. “Where is this happening?”
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It’s happening at my house, of course, which Alexandra loves to call her own ever since leaving her husband and moving in.

She has me dressed up in lingerie, and the skimpy outfit I’m wearing doesn’t even hide her big hard nipples or her giant breasts. She walks into the bedroom and strikes a pose, hands on her hips.

Alex is wearing high heels to boot, which is annoying because it makes her Amazonian and like seven feet tall. As if she didn’t already have enough going for her.

There are four strangers dotting the room: two on the bed, two standing. Watching us with leering, hungry eyes.

Johnny is an older pot-bellied guy with a mediocre-looking cock that he already has out, stroking absentmindedly while he watches us parade around in our skimpies.

The things we do for our kids . . . I think.

Charlie is a redhead, also twice our girls’ age, and he keeps talking about how excited Marcy—his wife—would be seeing this. Alexandra walks up to him and shuts him up by smothering him in tits.

Fred stands off to the side, pants gone, shirt hiding his big belly as well. But he’s got strong-looking arms, a Mr. Clean bald head, and actually might be the hottest of the trio. Plus his dick looks nice and angry.

Monty is the biggest of the bunch. He’s thick like a tall-can of beer. His fingers don’t wrap around his meat when he strokes himself, watching Alexandra standing at the edge of the bed, offering her tits to Charlie to motorboat freely.

None of them are as large and in charge as our beau Brad though.

Fred walks up to me. His cock digs into my thigh. “Let’s see if you’re as tight as your little girl, eh?”

My insides twist. I make a face at him as his hands land on my shoulders. Then I’m on my knees and he’s shoving his cock into my face . . . and I’m ashamed that I get into it.

I slobber on Fred’s cock on my knees, and Alex looks over. She gets a hungry look in her eyes.

Monty sets up behind her, bends her over so she suffocates Charlie with her massive chest, and then his pushes his thick cock into her pussy from the back.

Alex moans as her huge ass bounces off Monty’s hips with every thrust. He’s mounted her and already fucking her balls deep.

Johnny, the lone jerker who hasn’t joined the fun yet, walks over to me and slaps his cock against my face. These older men have no shame, no guilt.

“We’re ready to tear your holes in half, loves,” Johnny announces for the men.

Here we are, slutting it up again. But this time to a different, older group of strangers.

Men our age . . . which annoys me.

I take my lips off Fred’s huge mushroom-shaped cockhead—it’s the guy’s saving grace—and glare up at him and Johnny with a sinister smile.

“You can try to rip us in half, Johnny boy, but you’ll never compare to the young stud who does it every night for us.”
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Chapter 3

Brad

I swear I heard someone right outside the window to my right, talking closely to someone else . . . but maybe I’m just losing my mind.

I wouldn’t be surprised, because it’s amazing having these girl’s pussies wrapped around my length again. I almost forgot what I was missing banging out their mothers so often recently.

I mean, I didn’t have much of a choice. Those cougars are relentless, and when they want something, they get it.

But the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree and all that. Maya and Rachel are insatiable whores, and the fact they take all their energy out on hate-fucking me, is something special.

I have Maya bent over the kitchen sink. Her big ass smacks into my hips, and it reminds me of her mom, but only half as big.

Alexandra has a dumptruck that’s impossible to resist. It’s so wide I have to reach outwards with my arms, and I’m not a skinny, small guy. But when she backs that thing up against my hips, she makes me look slender and tiny.

Not my cock, at least.

I take my mind off Alex and focus on her daughter’s cunt, shoving in and out of her from the back. I’ve already turned Rachel into a mess on the dining table, and she’s still sitting there, marinating in my cum and her own juices.

Rach couldn’t last long once I had her arms and legs held above her, turning her into a sopping mess with her pussy clamping down on my cock to try and keep it from impaling her.

It didn’t work.

I ended up busting a huge load inside the girl’s womb, watching as her little bubble-butt twitched and jiggled on my dick.

Then I turned my sights on Maya, who had been busy licking my shaft and her friend’s sloppy pussy and clit while I fucked her on the table.

No sooner was I finished with Rachel and pulling a river of cum out of her once I withdrew my dick, than I brought Maya up from her knees, kissed her hard on the mouth, and gently pushed her back into the kitchen.

Once her ass smacked the fridge and flattened her in front of me, I pinned the girl’s arms above her head. She hiked her juicy-thick leg onto my hip and I fed my hard dick into her cunt.

Having her friend’s juices to lube my cock helped my huge dick breach her pussy easily, and she was screaming my name within no time.

I fucked her and fondled her big bouncing tits right in front of me, watching as the swell of her belly bulged with every thrust.

Then I pulled out, spun her around, slapped her ass hard, and manhandled her against the kitchen sink. I bent her over, and that’s where I am now . . . hearing voices.

Furrowing my brow, I mutter, “What the hell?”

But no one hears me. Rachel is out like a light on the table behind us—an ornamental cum-dump—and too far to hear anything from the window anyways. Plus, Maya is getting her back blown out and is so loud about it, Rachel’s probably having deafening dreams while she snoozes off the pussy-battering I gave her.

Maya’s ass it turning red-raw. Which is impressive considering she has light brown skin. But I’ve spanked and slapped and smashes my hips against her fat butt so much, it’s no wonder she’s starting to look like a juicy tomato.

“Fuck I missed thiiis!” Maya yells.

I lean forward and palm her big jiggling tits that are hanging over the sink in the bowl. I tweak her nipples, hold her tight, and continue pummeling her pussy from the back.

“I never want to let you horny sluts go again,” I say in her ear.

“Then let our moms gooo!”

“Impossible. They don’t let me.”

Maya scowls over her shoulder. She has such a cute, pretty face, especially when it’s twitching and shaking from all the orgasms I’ve been giving her.

“Then I’ll talk to them,” Maya says.

I laugh in her ear. Pull her hair back so she faces frontward again and I can keep pelting into her pussy and looking out the window at the beautiful San Diego scene at the same time. “Good luck with that,” I murmur.

I know it won’t end well.

These four girls have seemingly been fighting over me for months. At first, I didn’t even know it. It was the moms I first met when delivering a couple hoagies to their house. They pulled me inside and rode me like they were desperately ill and only sex could fix them.

Next it was the daughters, the next week, who bamboozled me by calling in an order from the same phone number.

I arrived, got harassed and ridden by these two young sluts, and it’s been a competition ever since.

The moms found me at my construction site—my new job since taking a break from Monty’s shop—and continued the pressure campaign.

Then I got my coworkers involved on-site. We ran a train on these women. They invited me to dinner, I accidentally showed up early . . .

. . . and ran into these two on their way out.

Now Maya and Rachel have my obsession again. I can’t get enough of their tight young pussies wrapped around my cock. They’re so fun to bang, they make so much noise!

It’s impossible to rank Maya and Rachel against Alexandra and Susan.

But I fear I might have to try at some point, and come to a final decision.
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I groan and slam my hands down on Maya’s ass cheeks, spreading the luscious flesh as far as they’ll go until her crack turns into a crevice and her asshole is staring me in the face.

Then I pump my hips one more time, pushing my cock as deep as it’ll go, and my balls tighten up. With another long groan, I pump ropes of cum deep inside her, and she shakes and shimmies against the counter as I breed her.

When I pull out, her pussy is ruined, gaping, dripping cum in long strands onto the linoleum of the kitchen floor.

There’s nothing quite like destroying a young cunt like Maya’s, and then getting to witness the conquest immediately after. It makes me smile.

By this point, Rachel is cognizant again. She slides off the table, onto her hands and knees, and crawls toward us.

I’m pretty sure she’s about to put my heavy balls into her mouth, just so she can try to suck all the cum out of me and into her best friend.

But as she gets close, she perks up on her knees, surprised, like she’s suddenly come awake. “Oh shit!”

We look over, breathing heavily.

“The dinner my mom invited us to! We can’t put that off again, Maya.”

I blink at Maya, who is ruined, as I said, and her shoulders sink.

“. . . Shit. You’re right. We need to hit the shower!”

The two girls scramble, and it seems like I’m forgotten in a heartbeat. It kind of hurts to see them toss me aside like nothing more than a piece of meat—but then again, that’s how I treat them when I’m with them.

Before they make it two steps away, sliding on cum and nearly tripping over each other in their rush to hit the shower, Maya reaches out and grabs my hand.

I look down at her grip on my wrist. Looking up, she’s smiling at me.

“We’ll need some help in the shower, babe. Come on!”

My grin widens. Turns out I’m not forgotten after all.

Sure, we’ve been fucking for two hours. But with my big dick swinging softly against my thighs, clapping like Maya’s cum-riddled ass cheeks as we make our way down the hall, I’m already coming back to life.

Ready to start round two.
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Chapter 4

Monty

Hands on my hips, I stare down at the train. It’s the voluptuous baddie Alexandra who is currently taking all the cocks, one after the other.

Susan, the blonde mom of the other blondie, is on her knees in front of me, eagerly sucking my thick cock.

They’re so slutty, these two MILFs, I can hardly believe my luck. They thought they were going to bribe me into fucking them, so I’d leave their daughters alone?

If only they knew how much I would rather have their fat asses and tits and older bodies wrapped around mine. I mean, I’m not a cradle robber at heart, I just won’t turn down a good time when two young whores in college want to get fucked as payback to my employee Brad.

I’ve heard all the stories about Brad. I know how these two sluts in front of me clamored all over him and couldn’t get enough of him. I know that he apparently has a giant cock that puts pornstars to shame.

I’m not too bad in that department either, and it’s an annoying pang of jealousy I feel to think that the young handsome tall stud, who is hardly old enough to drink, is banging all of these hotties one after the other. Usually together, actually.

But right now, things are going well for Team Monty.

Johnny is rubbing his big belly against Alexandra’s giant ass cheeks, rapidly thrusting into her asshole. It’s a turn of events from Alex getting her pussy stretched out over the past hour or so.

Charlie is right behind Johnny, eager as a beaver, stroking his dick. The redhead smiles, probably thinking about his wife Marcy, who must be some kind of cuckquean to know this is happening and be okay with it.

Then there’s Fred, behind Charlie, ready to shove his way through the train. His cockhead is massive, almost as big as his hand, and might even put mine to shame. Poor guy has huge biceps, huge belly, and a midsize dick other than that mushroom tip.

My poker buddies are ruthlessly throttling their cocks, getting ready for Johnny to finish. His hands are embedded in Alexandra’s cheeks.

She’s giving out moans—might be fake, might not—and pumping her ass back. She’s so large in the trunk that I think she might buck Johnny off her any minute. If he didn’t have the rotund belly to give him stability behind her, he probably would.

I look down. Susan is somehow throating my whole cock. Her mouth is wide open, jaw agape, probably hurting from how much it’s stretching.

Say nothing else for my dick, it’s thick as hell. Wider than her wrists, for sure. The fact this blonde MILF can deepthroat my whole length is impressive.

Yes, she’s gagging her head off. She’s letting out those classic gluck-gluck-gluck sounds as her head bobs back and forth on my shaft.

I grab the back of her skull and decide I’m going to pour my cum down her throat. She’s been playing with me, but I want to finish her off.

So I fuck her face. Hard. Fast. Almost violently. Her eyes roll back. Her cheeks turn pink and then red. Her little upturned nose presses against my big belly as my dick sinks all the way into her throat, bulging her neck.

Since she’s small and quaint and pliable, I decide to go rough on her. I reach over the woman’s body, hugging her head to my pelvis. I reach down, bent over, and grab her hips at either side.

Susan lets out a sound like a terrified beast.

Once I have a firm grip on her hips, I flex my muscles and lift her off the ground. It’s slow at first. She’s in a doggy position, but she’s short and petite and doesn’t weigh much.

I have old man strength, and once her feet leave the ground, she’s doggy-paddling in the air.

Fred sees, turns around, and says, “Oh shit, look at that. You’re giving her holes right to me, Monty.”

It’s true. With Suzy face-planted on my cock, gobbling me down, and having her lifted by the hips with her legs bent at the knees, she’s presenting her winking asshole and dripping pussy right to my friend, who is in line to give Alexandra’s holes a beating.

Fred turns around.

Charlie says, “Give it up, Johnny. Your dick’s too small for this fat ass. Give a hard dick a chance.”

Johnny looks over his shoulder, scowling. He continues to pump his belly against Alexandra’s rear, his dick into her pussy. “Only if you can find a way to get in her other hole, ass.”

Charlie says, “Love a challenge,” and circles the guy. They go shoulder to shoulder, then try to lift each other’s legs, and it’s comical watching them try to twist themselves into pretzels just so they can both fuck her together.

I’m happy that Susan isn’t so hard to lift or move. She’s still furiously slobbering on my cock, unable to extricate it from her jaws now that I have her lifted in the air.

Fred takes over holding her legs at the back, squeezing between them, and it takes some of the burden off of me. Lightweight or not, holding a woman up in the air, planked like a gymnast, is no easy task.

Fred finds her wide-open pussy and runs his palm over his oversized cockhead. He says, “Get ready, you little slut,” but doesn’t give her any time to do that.

He shoves his dick into her pussy and she squeals on my dick. The reverberation against my shaft is nice, running down to my balls.

We have her in the air, held between us, and start seesawing Suzy on our cocks, back and forth. Fred and I smile over her straightened body, knowing we might not get another chance like this.

I hold onto her neck, feeling my cock-bulge through her bloated throat. Squishing lightly, I groan and shoot ropes of cum down her esophagus.

Fred doesn’t last long, probably because that big dicktip of his is too sensitive and Susan’s pussy is too tight. So he blows his load quickly also.

I look over and see my other guys have found a way into Alex’s asshole and cunt at the same time. They’re hammering into her fleshy, curvy body, and she’s facedown on the bed, wailing.

Her face is sideways. Her ass is way up in the air. Johnny is behind her, crouch-fucking her pussy. Charlie is now on top, crouch-fucking her asshole from above, positioned right behind Johnny.

It’s a double-sided piledriver I’ve never really seen before in real life, and I have to give them credit for making it happen. Quite inventive of my friends.

I pull out of Susan’s mouth. Cum follows. Fred withdraws from her pussy and she’s dripping two rivers at either end, double-teamed into oblivion.

Johnny and Charlie fill up Alexandra’s holes at the same time, unable to control themselves. I feel like my team isn’t giving a good effort—we’re great at fucking and going wild like any youngster might be, but we aren’t great at holding ourselves off and nutting when we can.

By the end of it, Alex’s holes are brimming with viscous cum and dripping down either side of her body like a volcano erupted.

The doorbell rings downstairs.

I let out a measured sound. The girls gasp, coming back to reality and realizing that we’re in their house.

“Fuck,” Susan croaks, her throat bruised from my face-fucking. “Dinner with the girls, Alex.”

“Oh!” I say. “Let us go introduce them.”

“Hell no you won’t,” Alex croaks from the bed. She rolls onto her side, spilling more cum onto her mattress. “We made a deal, boys.”

I frown. It’s true. We did. “Fine,” I say. “Then maybe we should leave, give you two a chance to clean up?”

“That would be chivalrous of you,” Susan mutters. “But unlikely.”

“Nah, we’ll go. Right boys?” I look at my men. They all shrug, slightly disappointed it’s ending after only an hour or two of debauchery.

But we don’t get to make the rules in this woman’s house. They dragged us over here, made us run a train on them, and we have to be happy with that.

I’m just a little sad I won’t be able to gape their daughters right now, too.
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When I answer the door for the ladies, their daughters gasp and blush at the sight of me. “Ah, hello girls!”

I’m clothed, of course, but I think it’s the sight of seeing me at their mothers’ house that humiliates them.

It only makes me smile broader.

Even wider of a grin once I notice Brad behind them, sticking to the back like a little pussy.

“Brad,” I say, nodding favorably.

“Boss.”

“See you at work tomorrow?” I ask.

“Next week. Still need another week on the construction site . . . sir.”

I can tell he feels defeated at having to call me “sir.” No one made him do it though—old habits die hard and all that.

After happily mortifying Maya and Rachel, and then Brad, I feel it’s time to make a clean exit. It’s time to make them even more embarrassed . . .

. . . Which is easy to do when Fred, Charlie, and Johnny follow me outside, each of them giving the girls a small wave, a smile, and a wink.

We leave knowing we’ve done good work. We’ve defiled the youngsters because they wanted to get payback from their moms. We’ve debased their moms because they wanted to get payback against Brad and have us leave their daughters alone—and the daughters know exactly what we’ve done after catching us leaving Susan’s house.

Which means Team Monty came out winning on all fronts.


[image: ]




Chapter 5

Alexandra

I feel a little bad about forgetting the dinner that Susan and I had planned with Rachel and Maya a few days ago. A lot has happened since then, and it’s easy for things to slip your mind when you’ve been getting railed continuously for days.

I mean, first a young train and then an older train? What’s not to love about that? It’s definitely not something I feel ashamed or bad about, getting Monty and his men to stop harassing my daughter and Rach.

But at the same time, with Monty answering the door and then leaving, it means our daughters know what we’ve been getting into.

This weird situation seems so cyclical and never-ending with the girls. First there was Brad and his boys, and then there’s Monty and his gang. We took Brad, and our girls had to have him. They took Monty, and we stole him as revenge.

Maybe, in the end, none of us will be happy.

. . . Or maybe all of us can be?

It’s hard to say. Only thing I know for sure is that we can’t stay holed up in Susan’s bedroom, after just getting defiled for an hour by Monty’s pack. We need to hold our shoulders high and march down there and tell the girls what they don’t want to hear about Brad . . .

That he’s ours. We found him first.

Except—

“Shit,” Susan mutters. She’s still naked, dripping cum from her lips and pussy, sitting on the floor. She looks like a wreck, and I wonder if we can make it into the shower before our daughters realize what’s going on.

They can make themselves at home. It won’t be the first time.

“What?” I mutter, sitting on the edge of the bed.

I’m naked, and when Suzy looks up at my big hanging tits, she gets that glint in her eye that tells me she’s about to do something stupid. Like charge at me, scissor me, and rub her pussy all over my face while our daughters are downstairs getting ready for a nice, quaint dinner with their moms.

Susan looks at her phone, then flips it to how the screen to me. “Look where the phone has moved to.”

“Oh my God. No way.”

I shudder, because Brad Stone is in our house.

Which means he came with Maya and Rachel.

. . . Which means he probably just fucked the living hell out of them.

I try to fight off the staving arousal at that thought. It’s nothing I’d ever admit to anyone, and it feels wrong even thinking it.

But Brad is just too powerful. Too hung. Too good at sex. There’s nothing I can do when that pull of lust takes over and steals my thoughts.

“You thinking what I’m thinking?” Susan asks, giving me another bobbing eyebrow.

“Probably not,” I answer, tilting my head.

She presses her fingers to the phone and starts typing something. Then she twirls the phone around again—

After she sent the damn message. So it’s useless, because I have no way to stop what’s coming.

The text reads: Come upstairs and help Alex and I in the shower, stud.

And of course it’s sent to Brad Stone.

[image: ]

Suzy and I are naked, huddled together in the bathroom that’s really meant for a single person. Staring at each other in the mirror—every line, curve, dip, plane, and fold that we have from years of being alive on this earth, and years of experience.

We’re mature women. We’re MILFs—I know that, though I’d never stoop so low to claim it in public.

But I know we’re MILFs because we still look smoking hot. Susan’s hair is a little wispier and whiter these days, but it still has a golden-blonde sheen. Her tits are small but perky for a woman in her early forties. She barely has any body fat on her, with a firm physique built from years of exercise and running marathons.

By contrast, I’m all fat, it seems. Not really, but my curves don’t give up. They just keep growing, it feels like. My tits are enormous. It’s almost embarrassing, trying to fit them into a shirt or sweater or dress. I’m twice Susan’s width. I’m tall, with an ass that you can see from the front because it’s so huge and wide. My hips make me embarrassed also.

Susan doesn’t think I should be ashamed about any of it. She’s the best wing-woman and friend a girl could have. She’s also great at eating pussy, I’ve learned, and that’s been a revelation in itself.

If Brad disappears from our lives, at least I’ll have her. She can satisfy my needs just fine. And I can take the dominant mommy role and peg the hell out of her, or sit on her face like she loves, smothering her under all my weight, and we’ll live happily ever after.

Hell, after our shitty divorces, maybe we just need to marry each other!

Yeah, I think, getting introspective, maybe the girls can have Brad. Maybe we don’t need him after all, and he’s just a speed-bump to a brighter future for us.

A new future.

Then a knock comes at the door, softly.

All thoughts of giving him up go out the window when we open the door and Brad is standing there, looking stern.

His stoic face turns surprised when he sees we’re naked, packed together like sardines in here. The shower isn’t even on.

“Oh, uh . . . hi?” he murmurs.

I smile wickedly. “Hello, Bradley.”

I take his hand and yank him into the room.

He lets out little more than a yelp before Susan has the door shut behind him.

And then we’re all over the poor boy, ripping his clothes off, taking off his shirt, his belt, his pants.

The man’s boxers come last, the bulge too much to ignore. I lick my lips and pull them down, and his incredibly big and beautiful cock swings out.

It gets harder by the second, without us even needing to touch it.

But touch it we do. Both of us. At the same time.

I wrap my fingers around the base, Susan takes the top. We stroke his shaft together, leaning closer, closer . . .

And then Brad pushes our faces together in front of him. I start kissing my best friend like it’s the easiest thing in the world.

A month ago, this would have been disastrous and unthinkable. Now, I want Susan’s tongue lodged in my asshole almost as I want Brad’s dick there!

As we kiss, Brad gropes us. He fondles my heavy tits, plopping them in his hands, and his fingers disappear under their heavy weight. Susan starts to tweak my nipples and I moan in her mouth.

Brad reaches a hand between us and plays with our pussies while we kiss and stroke him off. We’re all just standing there, no words passing between us, pleasuring each other.

With our daughters downstairs!

I can only imagine how horrible they feel. It makes me feel like the shittiest mother of all time, because we’re stealing their boytoy again.

But Brad didn’t have to come. He’s just as much at fault as us! If he didn’t want to see my curvy body and Susan’s tight one, he could have stayed downstairs with Maya and Rachel until we were forced to admit defeat and come down.

But he didn’t. He’s here, right in front of us. My hands are roving over the hard planes of his abs and stroking his cock right in front of him. He’s dripping precum onto my thick thigh.

Susan turns around and turns the shower on, just as an excuse.

To try to hide the sounds we know are coming.

I twist Susan around and sandwich her between the bathroom counter and me. My heavy tits fall on her back. I grind her pussy against the edge of the counter, pushing her forward like I’m going to fuck her from the back.

But really, it’s just so Brad can do that to me. I licks his fingers and rubs his hard cock, flossing it between my ass cheeks.

We all look in the mirror and see each other: Susan at the front, my hand slapping and playing with her clit and pussy; me in the middle, much taller, smiling; Brad at the back, even taller than me, his broad shoulders and strong arms taking up space like wings beside me.

His hands fall on my ass cheeks and he spreads me. His cockhead slowly presses against my pussy lips, and for a moment I think I might break and turn off.

Then he surges inside with a grunt. “Fuck I missed that,” he mutters. “Your daughters have put me through the wringer, ladies.”

I’ve forgotten all about them. What daughters? We have daughters?

Susan croaks, “W-What did you do to them?” Her voice lilts because I keep playing with her. Now I’m squeezing her sweet little tits from the back.

“Turned them into sopping messes, ma’am. Yours specifically? I made her a comatose cum-heap on the dining table of her house.”

“Oh God,” Susan moans, and suddenly I realize she’s been having the same lurid, dark thoughts as me. Thoughts we can’t say in public, but it’s impossible to stop our naughty minds from going there.

We don’t want to have sex with our girls or anything like that—ew, of course we don’t. But the idea of having a strong lad like this, with an oversized dick that makes us cry and moan in equal measure . . . and for that to be used against the smaller women we’ve raised . . . there’s something intrinsically raunchy about that.

Brad’s cock reaches incredibly deep. I drool on Susan’s shoulder, my eyes roaming wildly. He pulls at my arms, forcing me upright, and my huge tits bounce and smack the back of Suzy’s head and shoulders.

He shoves me forward, bending us both over the counter. Now my tits are comically framing Suzy’s face, her little head trapped between the cleavage of my bare bosom.

She reaches up and starts to play with my big hard nipples. I keep fingering her, now moving to her asshole to try and train her and get her ready for Brad’s huge cock.

“Jesus, Brad, your cock is better than Monty’s and his friends—combined!”

It’s something I heard Rachel scream at her house. I wonder if it’ll awaken Brad to the truth, that we were listening to them bang.

If it does, he makes no sign of it. He just keeps pumping into me from the back, until my whole body is jiggling and I can’t stop from moaning.

Once he’s finished railing into me from behind, he pulls out and leaves me a gaping mess. He turns his prowess onto Susan, and she screams as he penetrates her asshole and keeps her so widened that I think she might actually rip in two.

I watch, fingering myself through another orgasm, as he destroys my friend’s anus, as if to make a point that we’re not safe around him.

Just like he said he did to Rachel, Suzy looks like she’s about to lose consciousness.

So I pull her off Brad’s dick before she can succumb to the pleasure and go into a seizure-climax, and then throw my hug ass back into him.

This time, I have control. I push back, pinning him to the wall behind us. We haven’t even stepped into the shower yet, but God knows we’ll need to after this.

Brad takes my asshole, and can sink deeper into it because I’m bigger and with a deeper canal. Plus he has to get through all that ass-meat just to get there, so it’s nice seeing him ravage me in the mirror.

Susan turns and kisses me. I’m suddenly being double-teamed by my best friend and my best lover.

Suzy licks my lips and shoves her tongue down my throat. She grabs the sides of my face to keep me immobile.

Brad pummels my asshole from the back, ass-fucking the senses out of my pretty little head. He grabs my huge tits and fondles them, then passes them to Suzy so she can do the same.

Through it all, I moan like a banshee. I can’t stop it anymore. The orgasms come too fast, too hard.

Even knowing my daughter and her bestie can probably hear me downstairs.
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Chapter 6

Maya

I’m so pissed. My face is turning red from humiliation, and so is Rachel’s. We had him!

And now we somehow let him get away. Without hardly a fight—probably because the fight was fucked out of us over the past two hours.

Brad Stone is upstairs, and I can hear him banging my mom. It’s ludicrous and obscene. She’s probably making those lewd sounds just to prove a point: that she’s better than me and can get any man she wants, any time.

My hands turn into fists.

I’m sitting at the table with Rachel, and we look at each other sadly.

“Let’s admit it, bestie,” she mutters. “We’ve lost. We can’t stop Mom and Alex from taking what they want.”

“And we can’t stop Brad from being lured into their trap, either.”

“True.” She shrugs. “I guess it was always meant to be. I mean, we were hate-fucking him today, remember? It’s not like we’d made up or claimed any kind of victory over those two old sluts.”

I laugh incredulously. “You’re right.” In the past, Rach and I would never talk about our mothers like this.

But seeing what kind of incredible sluts we’ve turned them into? Hell, maybe they deserve it after the divorces they’re going through.

“Anything you can think to do? I’m all out of ideas,” Rachel asks sadly. Her shoulders are sagging.

I hate to think of this afternoon and early evening as a failure, because we’ve been through so much. We finally got the boy we both love to fuck back into our arms.

Yet it wasn’t enough. It’ll never be enough.

“Only thing I can think is to give up, sadly,” I say with a groan. “I don’t think dinner’s happening—could you imagine how awkward it’ll be now? So we can probably leave.”

“And do what?”

I shrug high. “Give up on Brad Stone forever? Try to forget he ever lived and changed our lives with his big stupid donkey dick?”

She smiles and blushes. “We could always find a new huge cock, bestie. We’re hot, in case you haven’t noticed. We’re young.”

“Maybe that’s why Mom and Suzy keep wanting to take him from us. Like, it’s all they’ve got?”

“Yeah, but they just fucked Monty and his crew, too!” Rachel whines. “And now I’m just being a baby about it.”

I laugh and stand from the table. “Maybe we should leave the city. God knows they wouldn’t follow us and our cock search outside this city . . . right?”

“And leave San Diego?” Rachel pouts. “I don’t know if I can.”

We’re both standing now, ready to leave the dining room. Arm in arm, we head for the hallway that leads to the front door.

And the door behind us bursts open before we can make it three steps.

Gasping with sharp breaths, we spin around as one.

Brad Stone stands in the archway, completely naked. His giant horsecock is out, erect, and dripping cum, glinting in the chandelier light overhead. His muscles are sweaty, and he looks engorged and enraged.

“Where do you two think you’re going?” he growls.

Our eyes widen. I share a look with Rachel.

“Uh . . . out?” I squeak. “We thought you were . . . busy.”

“I’m never too busy for you two,” Brad adds with another growl.

Then he stalks around the table, and we can’t take our eyes off that swinging meat-slab of his. How he can stay so hard after I know he just probably pumped our moms full, is a medical mystery.

But goddammit if my pussy isn’t wetter than a waterfall right now, watching him charge toward us and close the gap in three strides.

The towering stud bends forward and kisses us, one after the other. I go to my knees when he pushes, and then we’re repeating the same situation that got us here in the first place: I’m sucking his cock, Rachel is getting her body felt up, and we’re about to have our holes stretched.

Together.

Brad Stone hasn’t forgotten us!

My whole attitude changes.

Even when Brad lifts me up and shoves me against the wall next to the front door. Even as he punches his cock inside me and lifts my jiggling thighs to keep me pinned to the wall, so I can wrap them against his taut ass and strong hips.

Even as Rachel goes to her traditional spot behind him, eager to suck that huge fucking nuts that are just full of cum at all hours of the day, ready to explode and launch his ropes into every hole he desires.

Brad fucks the life out of me right there at the front door, more ruthlessly and mercilessly than ever before. My body shakes and writhes on his huge cock, and I’ve come to accommodate his size.

He can almost hilt himself completely inside me now, balls deep. And fuck yes does he try.

I rub my clit diligently. “Please, sir, keep fucking my pink little pussy until I can’t think straight!” I find myself moaning.

I can only imagine what our moms are hearing upstairs now that the tables have turned.

Not to forget Rachel, Brad turns around, cock-slaps her across the face, and lifts her to her feet. She’s had her tongue lodged in his asshole for long enough today.

“Oh shit!” she cries out as his heavy dick lands across her face and leaves a red print.

He lifts her up like a bag of feathers, and she hugs him around the neck and around the ass with her legs. I watch as he swings his cock up into her pussy and starts carry-fucking her through the house.

I laugh hysterically at the sight of it, and then follow wherever they go. I end up bent over the couch, lifting me ass up.

Brad picks Rachel up even higher. She squeals with delight as he brings her up to the ceiling, until her thighs sit on his shoulders. Her legs are wrapped around his face and he’s lost to the darkness of her pussy, feverishly eating her out and slobbering all over her cunt.

It forces Rach to explode and squirt all over his face, a giant back-blast that she can’t control when her legs and body start squirming on top of him.

She reaches up and touch the ceiling and stay upright on his shoulders. It’s a reverse piggy-back ride, with his mouth full of young pussy.

I slam my ass back on his cock. Now we’re both losing our minds, getting full bliss from his huge dick and his expert tongue at the same time.

We’re two needy sluts who have found our needy man.

I squirt all over Susan’s couch. It’s what she and my mom deserve for doing this to us—trying to steal a man our age and ultimately failing.

But they haven’t failed.

I smile as Brad slams into my pussy from the back, losing myself to the third climax in as many minutes.

No, Alexandra and Susan haven’t failed . . .

It’s just that all four of us have wildly succeeded.
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That evening, the two mothers and two daughters were railed into eager submission and stupefaction, in the same house, by the same man. Albeit in different rooms.

By the time Brad decides he should probably make his escape because he’s overstayed his welcome, I’m a spurting mess on the couch. Rachel isn’t far away, leaking all over the floors and still shivering and twitching from the crazy aftermath of our debauchery.

I find two blankets that we can put over us as we recover.

My mother and Rachel’s mom eventually come downstairs. They’re both wrapped in towels, like they just got out of the shower together.

They probably did, knowing what I know from the sounds I heard coming from their bathroom.

I feel odd, because I don’t know what’s going to happen. I don’t know who has won or lost, or if I’ll ever see Brad Stone again.

Alexandra approaches me on the couch, all enviable curves that I hope I’ll have some day.

Then, to my surprise, she reaches her hand out to be shaken. “Truce, honey?” she asks.

I’m shocked. My mouth falls open.

But slowly, I nod. I feel like there are tears in my eyes, because I don’t want to be fighting with my mother over a guy.

Across from me, Susan is hugging Rachel. It sounds like Rachel is sniffling also.

“No one lost, sweetheart,” Alex tells me as we hug to make up. “We all just won too many damn times. And we’re a competitive family, aren’t we?”

I sniffle and laugh incredulously in her ear, hugging her tighter. “We sure are, Momma. We sure are.”

She pulls me back and smiles wide at me, wiping the tears from my cheeks. Like a good mom.

“Don’t be sorry,” I tell her. I can see it in her face: she wants to say it.

“I’m not.”

I laugh again. “Damn, Mom.”

She shrugs. “I have to be honest.”

Nodding, the four of us prepare to eat dinner.

At the dinner table, once we’re all ready, we smile broadly at each other.

I feel we’ve turned the page.

“What next?” I ask.

And my mom returns my grin. “I think it’s time we move on and find greener pastures, honey. It’s gonna be hard . . . but we can do it.”

“Forget Brad Stone?” Rachel scoffs. “That is gonna be hard, Ms. Alex.”

We all laugh.

My mom takes my hand beside her, then Susan’s on her other side. I finish the circle by taking Rachel’s hand in mine, and it looks like we’re about to give a prayer to the big-dicked gods to send us a new one.

“Let’s move on from Brad Stone and start a new adventure, ladies,” Alexandra says, beaming. “One where we aren’t fighting over the same man!”

We all laugh.

“Sounds like a plan, Mom,” I say, winking at her. “I know I can never beat you anyway. You’re too . . . you.”
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The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this hot little 3-part continuation of “Delivery Boy Delivers!” Check out that one and others in my “Snared and Shared” series, plus other hot erotica books like this one:

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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