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The flashes from several camera phones momentarily blinded Meredith Wilkins as she accepted her husband’s hand and emerged from the long, black limousine. she did a little head toss, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders,then linked her arm with her husband Darren's. She stepped forward, her voluptuous figure wrapped in a seductive, floor-length green gown that made her red hair glow under the lights of the paparazzi.

"Darling, you look absolutely ravishing tonight," Darren whispered in her ear, and she laughed for the cameras as if he had told her the dirtiest joke in the world.

"Thank you, darling," Meredith replied, and waved at the crowd as the phones and cameras flashed, capturing the power couple in a variety of angles. The beautiful busty redhead on the arm of the shorter, skinnier billionaire. Their age difference was never more obvious than under the harsh lights of the paparazzi’s many devices.

Tomorrow, her image would be all over social media, and the comments would appear. Some flattering and some... horrible. There was never a social media post with the two of them together without some anonymous asshole commenting that Meredith was a gold-digger, a slut. The nicer ones called her by an older, but no less derogatory, name.

Arm candy.

Forget the fact that she and Darren had been married for almost twenty years. She had been a mature twenty-five when they met and Darren had still been dashing at fifty-five. He had yet to discover the many apps that made him his first billion, or the entertainment company her had purchased, as well as a news organization that was only nominally news. They had built Darren’s empire together, but that didn’t stop the assholes from claiming that she was the trophy wife, the arm candy, as if she had no thoughts or dreams of her own.

Unfortunately, this night she was dreaming of only one thing.

Mason Wolfe. The pool boy.

As she worked the crowd, shaking hands and exchanging air kisses with other wealthy socialites, Meredith couldn't help but feel a gnawing jealousy deep within her. She knew Mason had been with Sophia, her raven-haired friend. But what bothered her even more was the rumor she had heard through the servant grapevine: Mason had allegedly taken Penny Thompson, that little whore, to bed as well.

"Mrs. Wilkins! Over here!" a photographer called out, snapping her back to reality. Meredith turned towards the lens, her sensual lips curved into a practiced smile. She posed for the eager paparazzi, knowing that despite being over forty, she was still gorgeous enough to be the envy of every woman in the room.

As the flash made her world go white, she clung tighter to Darren’s arm as memories of Mason flashed through her mind. It was ridiculous, of course, being jealous when she was already married. Besides, she was twice Mason’s age. He was going to be attracted to younger women. That was the way of the world.

But, God! When she was with him! It was like her whole world dissolved to a pleasure that Darren, even twenty years ago, couldn’t match. Still, not once in those years did Meredith contemplate cheating. Until Mason Wolfe had sauntered into her life and awakened a need deep inside her, a need she had quickly become addicted to.

She felt an insistent tug on her arm and she realized that Darren was urging her forward to make way for an aging actor and his current twenty-year-old girlfriend. The image of them posing for the cameras only hammered her reality home.

She forced herself to look away from the couple and head towards the entrance, the crowd beckoning to her. She flashed her practiced smile and stuck to her husband’s side.

Just like all good arm candy should.
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HOURS LATER, MEREDITH sighed as she settled in the soft leather seats of the limo, watching the city lights slide by her window. She had managed to push Mason to the back of her mind during the party, but now that she was safely ensconced in their car, her thoughts of Mason once again flitted into her brain.

"Darling, you looked stunning tonight," Darren said, his thin hand reaching for hers across the leather seat. His face crinkled as he smiled. It was hard not to see the age showing in the lines on his face, but underneath that withered exterior was a powerful man. Was that inner strength, the last echoes of the man that used to be, enough to make her heart beat faster?

An idea had occurred to her earlier that night as she watched Darren get dressed and she was once again comparing his frail body to Mason. Maybe Darren was the answer. If she could glean even an ounce of intimacy from her husband, wouldn’t that be better than pining for the pool boy of all people?

"Thank you, dear." Meredith bit her lip and leaned closer, her fingers tracing patterns on Darren's thigh. "I've missed you, you know," she whispered into his ear, deciding in the moment to give her plan a try.

"Really?" Darren raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her sudden advances. It had been a long while since they had been intimate. She’d had Mason to pleasure her and Darren? Well, Darren had his work, which held his interest more than physical intimacy these days. There was also that fact that since hitting seventy, he had more and more trouble getting excited. For a powerful man like Darren not to be able to perform for his wife? That was worse than an actual physical blow.

Darren’s frail body trembled slightly under her touch and excitement and fear working him up. Meredith leaned over and pressed his arm between her lush breasts.

“It’s been awhile since we’ve... you know,” she slid her hand up his thigh, reaching that point between his legs. Darren grunted as she cupped him. He was smaller than Mason and even though she felt a twitch of arousal down there, it wasn’t standing at attention like.

She shook off the thoughts. Tonight was about Darren not that asshole Mason.

“I... I don’t know, Merry,” Darren’s voice creaked as he used his pet name for her. Meredith leaned over him, her lips close to his ear.

“Guess what I have in my purse?” she purred, her hot breath tickling Darren’s ear.

“Wha... what?” Darren asked, and Meredith grinned. She opened her tiny purse. There was only room for a tube of lipstick, a tiny makeup mirror... and a small round tin.

She opened the tin. Inside were two tiny, brown pills. The blue ones didn’t work for Darren but his doctor, a man almost as old as Darren, had assured him these pills could make a dead man hard in thirty minutes.

It was a crude way of describing it, especially considering her husband was closer to the end of his life than the beginning, but Darren had accepted the prescription. For her. They’d only used them a couple of times. Just taking a pill was a blow to his ego, but they had worked, even if the results were nothing to the mind-blowing sex with another man.

“You brought them? To the party?”

“You never know,” she giggled and lifted a pill up so he could see it. “I thought you might like to take your gold- digging wife home and fuck her hard!”

Darren’s mouth fell open, and she laughed. Sometimes, he could be such a prude. This time, the combination of his beautiful wife and the crude words made his face flush. He was getting excited and started a small bloom of heat in her belly.

“Open up, baby,” she murmured and held the pill up. Darren opened his mouth, and she dropped the pill onto his tongue. Then she reached over to a small mini fridge hidden under the seat and opened a bottle of Pellegrino. “Now, drink.”

Darren took the bottle and obediently took a drink.

Good boy!” she laughed and planted a red kiss on his cheek. Darren flushed again as she wiped the lipstick off his cheek. “Now, sit back, baby. In thirty minutes, I want you to rock my world!”

Upon arriving home, Meredith hurried inside, stripping off her dress. She stood before the mirror, admiring her lush curves, and lowered her hand between her thighs and fingered the wetness she found there. She was surprised by her excitement. This was exactly what she needed.

Darren emerged from the bathroom, naked. She smiled as he neared the body and pushed away the comparisons between Darren’s thin frame and Mason’s muscle-packed body. She was wet for her husband and Mason Wolfe could go fuck whoever her wanted. Tonight, she was fucking a billionaire.

“Come here, baby!” She held out her arms to him and Darren walked over to her. She enveloped him in her arms. He had lost almost two inches of height over the tears and she found his face nuzzling at her breasts like a baby. She smiled and pulled him down to the bed.

Darren climbed on top of her, his arms trembling slightly. A memory of Mason's bard body stabbed at her brain, his strong hands gripping her hips, and his massive cock filling her completely. She was so lost in the memories of her lover she didn't notice Darren’s head pillowed on her breasts, his cock not inside of her.

“Darren?” she gasped and pushed his shoulder. Was he dead? No! Not that!

To her relief and frustration, Darren let a snuffled snore against her breast. He had fallen asleep on top of her! Meredith had to stop herself from throwing him off in disgust. Instead, she moved to her side, gently rolling her passed out husband onto his back. His medically induced erection stood up, mocking her with its thin hardness.

"Damn it," Meredith muttered under her breath, frustration bubbling within her. She carefully rolled her husband off and stared at his useless, erect penis. Looking at Darren’s thin prick only made her angrier, and she rolled over on her back. That’s when she gave up and let all the memories of Mason flood back into her.

"Oh, yes, Mason," she whimpered, her voice laced with lust and frustration. Darren snorted, and she stifled a moan as she dropped her hand between her legs and fingered her wet, swollen pussy. She traced her slick folds, teasing herself as she imagined Mason's strong hands working her body with skill and precision.

She moaned, her eyes never leaving her husband and his thin cock standing at attention in the cool night air. She plunged two fingers into her dripping cunt.

"You can’t fuck me like this, Darren," she moaned as she fucked herself with her fingers. She imagined Mason fucking her in front of Darren, his hard, young cock stabbing deep into her molten core. Shame and pleasure mixed inside of her as her pussy spilled out slick juices onto the sheets.

"Fuck!" she gasped, her breath hitching in her throat as the waves of her climax crashed over her. "I want you so bad, Mason!" She dug her fingers into her wet pussy, driving her body through her orgasm and squirting hot juices onto the sheets.

Panting heavily, she removed her fingers from her pulsating pussy, taking a moment to compose herself while the last remnants of pleasure still tingled through her body. Finally, turned to her husband, her gaze lingering on her husband’s still hard cock.

"Let's keep this our little secret, hm?" she said, and flicked the tip of Darren’s little cock. Her husband whimpered in his sleep.

She giggled on the edge of hysteria, a wicked thrill of making her giddy. Then, she felt tears sting her eyes as her laughter turned into sobs as the guilt and shame rushed in. She angrily wiped at her tears. Why? Why couldn’t Darren be even half the man he used to be?

She tried to hold back her sobs, but they escaped her control. As she wiped away the tears, she couldn't deny the truth any longer - she knew what she wanted, despite the guilt and shame. She turned away from her husband and his ridiculous erection.

Poor Darren. Maybe if he had stayed awake, he might have been able to keep her memories of Mason at bay. As it was, Mason had pleased her again, and it only made her want him that much more.

She made her decision.

No matter what she had to do, she would see Mason again.
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Meredith stood in the kitchen the next morning, pouring herself a fresh cup of coffee. She had on her silky pink nightgown that clung to her curves. She took a sip, the bitter taste cutting through her exhaustion. Even after masturbating, she had had a rough night’s sleep, her thoughts still whirling around Mason. She was on the verge of masturbating again when she finally took a sleeping pill, something she rarely did because it made her feel groggy the next morning.

"Morning, darling," Darren said as he strode into the kitchen, well-rested and in a freshly pressed suit. He took her offered cup of coffee and gave Meredith a chaste kiss on the cheek.

It was a routine Meredith had established in the early days of their marriage. Darren was always up at the crack of dawn, and she would join him, dressed in her nightclothes but with her hair styled perfectly and makeup flawless. She would make him a cup of coffee, a small gesture to remind her husband of what he had waiting for him when he returned home. Even after hiring a housekeeper and cook, she continued to maintain the facade of a devoted housewife even though she hadn’t cooked or cleaned in years.

"I don't remember much from last night,” Darren said as he sipped his coffee. “But what I do remember was... nice."

Meredith smiled sweetly, hiding her frustration. Of course he remembered nothing. "It was wonderful, dear. You were amazing."

The words made Darren grin with a hint of pride. You should have seen it, Darren, she thought bitterly. Your beautiful wife masturbating because you couldn’t stay awake long enough to fuck her.

"Well, that’s good!. As long as you were happy.”

“So, happy,” she gushed and gave him a red kiss on his cheek, then laughed and wiped it off. “What more could a girl ask for?”

She grinned at him and she wondered if this titan of tech could see through her lies. But, no matter how insightful Darren was at the office, he didn’t understand women anymore than he could please them. He smiled again, and he looked like a boy wrapped in an old man’s body.

Men are too easy, she thought. Well, except for Mason Wolfe.

Thoughts of Mason crept into her mind, and she fought to push them down. Not yet.

Thankfully, Darren finished his coffee and gave she gave him a last kiss goodbye from the door. She shut the door and leaned against it, her breasts heaving as she contemplated hr plan. She could still stop all of this right now and thank her lucky stars that Darren had never found out about her affair.

Then, she felt the heat between her thighs, a heat she hadn’t felt since she had been a much younger woman. This time, however, it wasn’t her husband who had ignited that fire.

It was Mason.

She had already made her decision masturbating beside her husband, his thin prick at attention while he snored.

She pushed away from the door and grabbed her phone from the kitchen. Her first two calls were to the housekeeper and cook, telling them know she wouldn’t need them until the evening.

Her next call was to Sophia Sanders.

[image: ]

WHEN SOPHIA ARRIVED, both women sat down for coffee, the aroma filling the room. Meredith wore a simple green housedress that highlighted her auburn hair, while Sophia looked stunning in a white sundress that contrasted with the raven locks framing her delicate face. She reminded Meredith of herself twenty years ago, a fresh-faced beauty on the arm of a powerful man.

If only society told you the truth, that no matter how powerful your man may become, there was always someone stronger, faster... and better.

"Thank you for coming over, Sophia," Meredith began, taking a sip of her coffee. "I hope everything is okay. I haven’t talked to since... well, you know..."

Sophia blushed, her cheeks turning a deep shade of red. "No," she admitted, a frown of disappointment forming on her beautiful face. "I haven't seen him since that day."

Meredith reached across the table and gently patted Sophia's hand. As she did so, an electric shiver of excitement coursed through her body. She couldn't help but think back to the afternoon when she had helped Mason seduce Sophia. Meredith still didn’t know what came over her. The way she had behaved! It was as if her own dormant desires had been awakened by Mason’s domination of the younger wife.

Whatever it was, Meredith felt the same need building inside her as she gazed at the flush in the young woman’s cheeks.

"Darling, you don’t need to feel bad about it," Meredith purred. “We all have needs that our husbands may not be able to... satisfy.”

Sophia's breath hitched, her cheeks still flushed with embarrassment. "I know, but it's hard not to feel guilty," she whispered, her voice wavering.

"Life is too short for regrets," Meredith murmured, her fingertips still caressing Sophia's hand. Her thoughts were racing, filled with kissing the younger wife, lapping at Mason’s cum as he looked down on them, a look of pleasure on his face. That image led Meredith to ask the question she really wanted answered. “So, have you seen Mason lately?”

Sophia looked, but not before Meredith saw the longing in the younger wife’s eyes.

“No, not for a couple of weeks. I guess... I guess it’s probably for the best...”

"You think so?" Meredith asked, her grip on Sophia's hand tightening. "Or, do you miss him?"

Sophia looked up and shook her head. “I shouldn’t. Clyde is wonderful. What Mason and I had was... nothing, I guess. Just a fling. A notch on his bedpost.”

“Oh, I don’t believe that!” Meredith scoffed, mostly because she didn’t want to believe that about herself. “What if I told you I have an idea to get Mason’s attention? Maybe make him pay a little for playing around in our neighborhood.”

“Oh, I don’t know...”

Meredith's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in closer to Sophia, her voice low and sultry. "I have an idea, Sophia. A little something to remind Mason what he's missing." She could see the apprehension in Sophia's eyes, but it only heightened the older woman’s desire.

"OK," Sophia replied hesitantly.

"Let's strip down to our underwear and take a selfie. Maybe even share a kiss–just enough to make it look real," Meredith suggested, her heart racing at the idea of kissing Sophia’s pillowy lips.

“I don’t know.” Sophia's cheeks flushed a deep shade of pink.

Meredith squeezed her hand.

“Look, it’s just a picture. It probably won’t even work, but it’ll be nice to do something for a change instead of waiting around for a man to do it for us.”

Sophia hesitated, her eyes alight with the same longing burning inside Meredith. She gave the younger woman a warm smile, willing her to give in. She felt a surge of triumph when Sophia finally nodded.

"Good!" Meredith smiled warmly and grabbed the younger wife's hand and pulled her towards the stairs. "Let's go make Mason crazy!"
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Sophia hesitated at the threshold of Meredith’s bedroom, her heart racing. What was she doing? After two weeks without Mason’s influence, she had thought she could move past her affair and focus on her life with Clyde.

Now, with Meredith was literally pulling her back into the whole mess. Sophia’s cheeks burned as she remembered that afternoon as Meredith and Mason had first seduced, then used Sophia for their own pleasure. Not that Sophia hadn’t felt pleasure. She had, otherwise she wouldn’t be standing on the threshold of Merdith’s bedroom, the beautiful auburn-haired beauty looking at her with hungry green eyes.

"Come on, sweetie," Meredith coaxed, pulling her into the opulent bedroom, her throaty voice sending shivers down Sophia's spine. She couldn't ignore the wicked thrill that coursed through her at the thought of messing with Mason. Especially the way he had toyed with her, claiming her on her marital bed.

God, how I wanted to belong to him, she thought, remembering his arrogant smirk and the words that played on repeat in her mind: "You'll never be able to fuck Clyde again without wishing it was me." He was right, of course, but after two weeks without him, Sophia had hoped that she could break free from his grasp.

But was she truly over him?

Her growing desire mixed with conflicting emotions made her feel like a swirling storm threatening to consume her. As Meredith gently closed the door behind them, Sophia succumbed once again to the powerful throb of need pulsing like a separate heart beat inside her body.

"Relax, Sophia," Meredith purred, her fingers sliding along Sophia's arm, raising a trail of goosebumps in their wake. "Let's just have some fun together."

The wicked glint in Meredith's eyes was fascinating, and Sophia couldn't help but be drawn in, her body betraying her as she felt her nipples harden and scrape against the confines of her bra. What am I doing? she thought, her breath hitching as Meredith pressed her voluptuous body against her own.

"Meredith... I don’t know..." Sophia murmured, her voice barely a whisper as Meredith ran her hands up Sophia’s body, cupping her breasts through her dress.

"Shh," Meredith hushed her, her lips brushing against Sophia's ear and a gentle hand brushing the hair back from her forehead. She smiled like a mother calming an upset child. "Just let go and enjoy it. We both know that you want this just as much as I do."

And deep down, Sophia knew that Meredith was right.

Sophia’s nerves sufficiently calmed, Meredith stepped back and pulled the straps of her dress down over her shoulders. The silky green fabric pooled at her feet and Meredith stepped free, posing in front of the younger wife.

Sophia could tell that Meredith had chosen a particularly sexy ensemble for their encounter–lacy black lingerie that hugged her breasts and lifted them high, while her black panties were nothing more than thin silk covering her the trimmed thatch of darker red hair between her legs. Sophia felt a rush of heat flush through her body at the sight of Meredith's lush figure. The memory of kissing her pale skin and hefting the older wife’s full breasts in her hands sent shivers down her spine.

"What's wrong, baby?" Meredith cooed, taking the motherly role seriously as she stepped forward and placed her hands on Sophia’s shoulders. "Need some help?"

Sophia bit her lip, unsure of how to respond. But as Meredith moved the straps of her dress over Sophia’s tan shoulders, she surrendered to her friend's advances. She caught a whiff of Meredith’s scent, spicy with a hint of lavender, as the older woman reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor to reveal her own choice of lingerie: a lacy white set that contrasted beautifully with her raven hair and porcelain skin.

"So beautiful," Meredith murmured, her fingers tracing the edges of Sophia's bra as she leaned in for a searing kiss. The sweet, slightly tangy taste of the other Meredith's lips danced on her tongue, sending a rush of warmth and desire through her body. The scent of spice and musk drifted from up from their bodies, filling the air with an intoxicating scent. With each kiss, Sophia felt herself falling deeper into a state of bliss, her heart pounding with excitement and longing. It was as if all of her desires had suddenly exploded, leaving her breathless and craving more.

"Come on," Meredith whispered, tugging Sophia towards the bed. "Let's give Mason something to remember."

As they reached the edge of the bed, Meredith pushed Sophia down onto the soft sheets. Sophia's heart raced as her friend climbed on top of her, straddling her hips. Sophia hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest as she touched her lips against Meredith's. They both laughed nervously, the tension between them suddenly palpable.

"Come on, baby," Meredith urged. "We need to really sell this kiss."

They kissed again, this time deeper and with more intensity. Sophia saw a flash from Meredith's phone as she captured the passionate moment. The older woman tapped on her phone, sending the photo to Mason, then tossed her phone aside and turned her attention back to Sophia. It was clear there was more going on than just a simple ploy to capture Mason’s attention.

Meredith dropped her hands to Sophia's breasts, gripping them firmly. Sophia moaned, arching her back into the touch, the sound mingling with the uncertainty swirling within her.

"What are you doing?" Sophia whimpered, torn between pleasure and unease.

"I need this, don't you?" Meredith replied, her voice low and sultry. She slid her hand between Sophia's thighs, feeling the wetness that had gathered there. As Sophia let out another moan, Meredith chuckled, her eyes gleaming with wicked lust. "Yes! You need this as much as I do!"

With a gentle push, Meredith guided the younger woman onto her marital bed. The older, more experienced beauty took charge, expertly undressing Sophia and leaving her lush breasts and wet pussy exposed. Sophia trembled as Meredith’s experienced hands roamed over Sophia's body, leaving a trail of possessive heat along the younger wife’s skin. Sophia's breath hitched as Meredith cupped her full breasts, teasing and squeezing them. Finally, she leaned down and took one hardened nipple into her mouth, sucking and flicking it with her tongue until Sophia was writhing beneath her.

"Oh, God! This is... this is so wrong!" Sophia moaned even as her back arched, pushing more of her breast into Meredith’s eager mouth.

"Shh, I haven't even started yet," Meredith murmured against her, sending rumbles of pleasure through Sophia’s breast and straight to her hot, wet cunt.

As if sensing the blossoming warmth, the older wife’s red nails slid down Sophia’s stomach, raising more goosebumps along the way, then settled on the damp curls between her legs. Sophia felt the rush of heat flooding her pussy, and couldn't resist bucking upward as Meredith slipped a finger between her swollen lips. Sophia gasped as Meredith slowly fingered her pussy, teasing her clit with the ball of her thumb.

Sophia's pussy clenched around Meredith’s finger as the older woman picked up the pace, sliding a second finger inside to stretch her even further. Sophia's moans grew louder as Meredith curled her fingers upwards, hitting that sweet spot on the roof of her pussy.

How? How did she know where to touch? Sophia thought desperately, then all thoughts were swept away as Meredith mashed her palm against Sophia’s swollen clit and worked her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. Sophia's hips bucked against Meredith’s palm, responding to the rough love, her entire body trembling with pleasure. The older wife could feel Sophia's orgasm building, and ground her hand hard into Sophia’s greedy cunt.

“That’s it, baby!” Meredith laughed. “Come for me, Sophia! Come for me like a good little slut!”

Sophia whimpered as the words penetrated her ears. Meredith bent over, sucked in a fat nipple, and bit down on the sensitive flesh.

Sophia screamed as the sharp pain drove her over the edge, her body shuddering on the bed. Meredith continued to finger her through her orgasm, milking every last bit of pleasure from her until the younger wife was spent. When she finally pulled away, Sophia was a panting, satisfied mess.

Meredith knelt by Sophia, cooing softly to her as she brushed the hair away from her face. Sophia looked up at the older woman and felt a rush of warmth for her she had not experienced since she was a young girl. It was a wicked, twisted kind of warmth, but one that Meredith seemed to sense that Sophia needed.

“Such a good girl,” Meredith smiled, still brushing her hand through Sophia’s dark, sweaty hair. “No wonder Mason chose you. You are so beautiful.”

Sophia smiled wanly, the words penetrating her mind and working their way to her heart. Meredith slipped her creamy breasts from her bra and leaned over Sophia, offering her a plump red nipple. Sophia only hesitated a moment before sucking the nipple into her wet mouth, a sudden need to please this beautiful older woman taking over.

“Oh, that’s good!” Meredith gasped, pressing more of her breast into Sophia’s mouth. “Now, suck the other one.”

Sophia eagerly complied, her lips and tongue working over Meredith’s breast. She flicked her tongue over Meredith’s nipple, feeling it harden under her ministrations. Meredith moaned and Sophia was rewarded with the older woman, pressing more of her heavy breasts into her face so she could lick and suck, bite and grope the fleshy orbs until Meredith couldn’t stand it anymore.

The older wife rolled back and peeled off her sodden black panties. Sophia felt her mouth go dry as the older woman pressed her back into the mattress, then rose on her haunches and straddled the younger wife’s surprised face.

"My turn," Meredith purred and Sophia had a second to catch her breath as the older woman lowered her warm, wet pussy onto Sophia’s face.

Sophia moaned as the taste of Meredith's juices coated her tongue. Meredith's wet, swollen pussy lips split open and Sophia stabbed her tongue inside, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from the older woman. Meredith rolled her hips sensuously, grinding her cunt against Sophia’s mouth and nose, using the younger wife’s face for her pleasure.

“That’s it, baby! More! More!” Meredith demanded, gripping Sophia's hair to hold her in place. Sophia complied, her tongue eagerly lapping at the slick folds, desperate to please the older woman. She flicked her tongue against Meredith's clit, felt it swell and harden beneath her touch. Meredith's moans grew louder, more insistent, and Sophia felt a thrill of power at the knowledge that she was the one giving this experienced older woman such pleasure.

Sophia's tongue stabbed deeper, exploring Meredith's folds, tasting the sweet and salty tang of her juices. She sucked on Meredith's clit, pulling it between her lips, teasing it with her teeth. Meredith's hips bucked wildly against Sophia’s face and then there was no more time for technique as Meredith gripped a handful of Sophia’s hair and jammed her face into her cunt, humping the younger wife’s face as the pleasure overtook her.

"Fuck, yes!" Meredith screamed. She ground her pussy harder onto Sophia's face. With one final, shuddering cry, Meredith came undone, her juices exploding from of her pussy and coating the younger wife’s face.

Sophia panted as the fluids from Meredith’s orgasm bubbled in her lips and nose. She was filled with the smell and taste of the older woman, intoxicated by the knowledge she had pleased her, made her gush like a fucking fountain. As the rush of her orgasm faded, a deep voice broke through her drunken, lust-filled haze.

"Well, well. What have we here?"

Sophia and Meredith both shot up, gasping as they tried to catch their breath. In the doorway, a tall man leaned against the frame, a wide grin on his cruel, handsome face.

Mason Wolfe had arrived.
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Sophia was still trying to catch her breath as Mason sauntered into the room, his hands hidden behind his back, a wicked grin on his face. Before Sophia could even think of anything to say, Meredith launched herself off the bed, her face twisted in fury.

"Where the fuck have you been?" Meredith snarled. Sophia could see tears streaming down Meredith’s cheeks as she slammed her fists into Mason’s chest. "Do you know how long I've been waiting for you? Do you even fucking care?"

Mason remained nonchalant as Meredith pounded against him, his hands still tucked behind him. Sophia watched the scene unfold before her, shocked by Meredith;s sudden fury. It was suddenly obvious to Sophia that there was more going on in Meredith’s heart than simple lust.

The younger wife's mind raced, and she pondered her own relationship with Mason. It had been weeks since she'd last shared her husband Clyde's bed, and though she loved him, she could not deny the desire that drew her to Mason.

But was it lust she felt for this pool boy, or something deeper?

Mason let Meredith work her anger out on his chest until she collapsed against him, sobbing.

"I’m sorry, Meredith," Mason said and used one hand to stroke the woman’s damp, red hair. His other hand was still hidden behind his back. “I didn’t know you cared.”

“What?” Meredith sobbed. “How could you not know? I... I’ve done everything you wanted!”

“I know,” Mason murmured and kissed the distraught woman on the top of her head. “I understand. But this isn’t just about you.”

Meredith stepped back, her eyes narrowng. She glanced at Sophia and the younger woman saw the jealousy and sadness in the older woman’s eyes. It was obvious. She loved Mason. Possibly more than she loved herself.

“Who is it?” Meredith said. “That Thompson slut? Is that who it’s about?”

Mason smiled.

“No,” he said. “It’s about all three of you.”

Mason’s eyes flicked to Sophia, and she felt a shudder ripple down her spine as she met his intense gaze.

"All three of us?" Sophia asked. “You mean...”

"That’s exactly what I mean," Mason replied. “But I’ll need your help. Both of you, to make this happen. Or I leave you both now and go about my business.”

“Mason?” Meredith said, pulling his attention back to her tear-streaked face. “What are you saying?”

“He wants all three of us,” Sophia said, shocked at the young man’s audacity. “He wants his own little harem.”

“What?” Meredith stuttered. “All three of us? You can;t mean that.”

“Oh, but I do,” Mason said and, with a flourish he revealed what was behind his back.

Meredith gasped and Sophia’s mouth dropped open as her eyes took in the long, purple rod in Mason’s hand. It took her a moment to realize it was a perfectly shaped penis fashioned out of bright purple rubber. Black straps dangled from the base of it and it suddenly clicked in Sophia’s head.

It’s a strap-on dildo!

She had never seen one on real life before, but there it was, in Mason’s hand as he held it in front of Meredith’s wide, green eyes.

“What is that?” Meredith whispered.

“That is a dildo, my dear,” Mason grinned, rotating it slowly in the afternoon light. “It’s been molded from my cock. See the details.”

He pushed it closer to Meredith’s face until the older woman went cross-eyed trying to stare at it.

“But... but why?”

Mason reached forward and gripped Meredith’s hand, placing the long, thick purple dildo into her palm.

“I thought you might like to be in control for once.”

Sophia’s heart sped up. In control? In control of who?

What was Meredith going to do with that thing?

Meredith had relaxed, her anger replaced by curiosity as Mason stepped behind her. He slowly fastened the harness around her hips, running his fingers over her curves. Sophia's mouth went dry as Meredith turned to her, sporting a long, thick purple penis from between her plump thighs.

"Meredith," Mason purred. "I want you to show me how good you can fuck Sophia."

Meredith's expression shifted from shock to desire, her eyes clouding over with arousal. A wicked smile curved the corner of her lips as she looked at Sophia. The sight of her older friend transforming before her very eyes sent a thrill of fear and excitement down Sophia’s spine.

“Oh... I don’t know...” Sophia stammered as Meredith stepped forward and ran a hand over her cheek.

"Really?" Meredith purred. “Look at this cock, sweetie. Don’t you want this cock inside you?”

Sophia gulped, looking down at the purple monster hanging between Meredith’s pale thighs. The sunlight seemed to make the thing glow from within, highlighting the intricate details, details that matched Mason’s flesh and blood beast. Her mouth went dry, but her pussy was dripping at the thought of the beautiful Meredith driving that thing deep into hr body.

“That’s it, slut,” Meredith said, her voice kind, but her words lewd. “Get on your knees and show me how much you want it.

Sophia glanced at Mason, who nodded, a primal hunger in his eyes. He was enjoying watching the women perform for him. That should have made her angry, but Sophia was past the point of anger. A part of her had missed Mason’s domination, and she felt her whole body trembling with anticipation.

Her pussy juices dripping down her thighs, the younger wife swallowed whatever her pride she had left and lowered herself to the plush carpet, her eyes never leaving the menacing purple shaft bobbing in front of her.

"That's it, baby," Meredith purred, brushing back Sophia’s dark hair gingerly. "Now, suck that fucking cock like you mean it!"

Sophia leaned forward, her lips trembling as she closed the distance between them. She tentatively licked the tip of the strap-on, moaning as her tongue flicked over the silicone. It wasn’t flesh and blood, but as she opened her lips and took it deep in her mouth, she looked up into the grinning face of Merdith, peering down at her past the fleshly globes of her tits.

The sensation was electric, both degrading and exhilarating all at once. Mason chuckled and stepped behind her, his hands running up and down her bare back, nails scratching lightly across her skin.

"Oh, my God!" Meredith moaned. "That is so hot! Now, suck it, slut! Suck that cock!”

Sophia moaned around the silicone cock, her eyes watering with humiliation and arousal. Meredith was moaning above her, her hips rocking in time with bobs of Sophia’s head. The room was filled with their wet, obscene noises as the younger wife submitted to the older wife’s lust.

"That's right, you like it, don't you?" Meredith purred, grabbing a fistful of Sophia's hair and tugging roughly. "You like being our little cockslut, don't you?"

Sophia whimpered her assent, her cheeks and neck flushed. She had never felt more debased or aroused in her life. Her thighs trembled as Mason held her head in place and Meredith rocked her hips, fucking the younger wife's mouth with long, fast strokes.

The sight of Meredith’s curvy hips and heavy breasts warred with the fat cock between her legs. Sophia was having a hard time concentrating on just one thing as the purple head, shaped like Mason’s mushroomed tip, hammered her throat. She gagged, but Mason held her head in place as Meredith buried the cock in her esophagus. Sophia fought for air, her existence narrowed to the feeling of Mason’s fingers gripping her head and Merdith’s huge, purple weapon choking off her air supply.

Finally, Mason let Sophia go and she fell back, gasping as spit burst from her mouth, long ropes of slobber connecting her pink lips to the tip of Meredith’s cock.

“Fuck, that is so hot!” Mason pulled Sophia to her feet. “But I think it’s time for the main event, don’t you, Meredith?”

Sophia looked at her friend, at the wicked gleam in her eyes and the cruel smile on her lips. Again the younger wife felt a thrill of fear, but also excitement as Meredith brandished her glistening cock like a weapon.

“Oh, yes!” Meredith laughed. “Sophia, I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be walking bowlegged when we send you back to Clyde!”

Sophia moaned, but her body was trembling as Mason and Meredith each gripped an arm and lowered her to the mattress.
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Sophia's heart thudded in her chest as she watched Meredith confidently grip the large strap-on. She couldn't tear her eyes away from Meredith's heavy breasts and wide hips, her womanly curves in sharp contrast to the glistening purple dildo swaying ominously between her thighs.

"Ready for this, little girl?" Meredith purred, positioning herself between Sophia's trembling legs, spreading them wide. The older wife ran the head of the dildo up and down Sophia's slick slit, inciting a gasp from the raven-haired wife beneath her, teasing her with its length and thickness.

“Y... yes...” Sophia moaned, not sure she was ready for it at all.

Meredith smiled warmly down at her, like a mother comforting her child. Then, her smile turned wicked and, without warning, she forced the head of her cock through Sophia's tight entrance, slowly pushing the thick shaft into her. The sensation of being stretched by the monstrous toy sent a spike of pain stabbing through Sophia's body, her cunt clenching the massive weapon, in a vain attempt to stop the invasion.

"It’s hurts!" Sophia whimpered, her teary eyes locked on Meredith's lustful gaze. “I don’t know if I can take it all!”

"Shh." Meredith cooed and pulled back slightly, then drove the purple cock deeper into the younger woman’s helpless body. Sophia’s eyes focused on Merdith’s gorgeous pale breasts, bouncing hypnotically above her. Slowly, her body adjusted to the intrusion, the older wife working Sophia’s pussy open until she could feel the purple cock stab deep into her core.

“Oh, God!” Sophia moaned. “It’s so big! So good!”

“That’s it girl. I’ll bet Clyde has never made you feel like this!”

Sophia whimpered, but she was beyond the point of defending Clyde’s honor. Meredith was right. This is what she needed. What she deserved. And if Clyde couldn’t give it to her...

“Never!” she moaned as Meredith quickened her pace. “He’s never made me feel like this!”

Meredith continued to fuck her and soon the squishy sounds of Sophia’s gushing pussy filled the room. She barely noticed Mason undressing until he appeared, naked, behind Meredith. She glanced at him, feeling a flush of desire in his predatory gaze. His muscular form was a sight to behold, his cock hard and dripping against Meredith’s fleshy thigh. The similarities between Mason's cock and the purple dildo inside her were unmistakable–both molded from the same man, but now on wildly different bodies.

The sight forced a mewl of lust from Sophia’s throat. The wet sounds of Meredith's thrusts filled the air, her moans and grunts mingling with Sophia's own as the older woman fucked her hard and fast. Meredith’s massive purple cock penetrated Sophia deeply, hitting all the right spots. Sophia could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm rising like a storm. She gripped the sheets beneath her, her body rocking back and forth in rhythm with Meredith's pounding.

The younger wife’s muscles tightened around the shaft, and Sophia’s moans grew louder and guttural. Meredith knew Sophia was close, and she increased her pace, hammering into Sophia with cruel abandon.

Sophia's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. She screamed out Meredith's name as she came, her muscles clenching and releasing around the purple dildo. Meredith slowed her movements, allowing Sophia to ride out the waves of pleasure.

After a few moments, Sophia's body finally relaxed, and she lay there panting, trying to catch her breath. Meredith leaned over the young woman, their sweaty breasts rubbing together as she kissed Sophia.

Meredith whispered, "Was that good, baby?"

“So... good,” Sophia murmured.

“I’m glad,” Meredith said and kissed her softly, then nibbled her earlobe. “I never want to hurt you, baby.”

Sophia felt a surge of warmth in her chest, the release of her pent-up emotions making her giddy. She wrapped her arms around Meredith’s neck and then kissed her passionately, losing herself in the smell and feel of the older woman’s generous flesh.

“Very nice, Meredith,” Mason’s voice slithered past Sophia’s afterglow. “I knew you had it in you!”

There was an audible slap and Meredith moaned against Sophia’s lips. The older woman rose and looked over her shoulder. Sophia’s eyes followed the Meredith’s gaze and her eyes went wide as Mason stepped forward and positioned himself behind the older woman. Sophia’s heart raced in anticipation, wondering what he had planned next.

"Stay right there!" Mason commanded when Meredith tried to rise. Then he pushed her back down on top of Sophia, smashing their wet breasts together. Sophia's breath hitched as she looked into Meredith's lust-filled eyes, the hunger there sparking a need deep inside Sophia’s core.

"God, you're so fucking hot like this," Mason growled, and Sophia watched over Meredith’s shoulder as he gripped her ass, his fingers digging into the pale skin and pulled her onto his thick cock.

Meredith moaned into Sophia’s ears. The thrust that Mason gave her sent shockwaves through the older woman's body, which drove the strap-on deeper inside of Sophia. It was an utterly depraved scene–Mason's real cock pounding into Meredith’s wet cunt while its purple doppelgänger plunged into Sophia’s gaping pussy.

"Ugh, yes! Fuck me, Mason!" Meredith cried, her breath hot and wet in Sophia’s ear.

"Like this? You want me to fuck you harder, you dirty slut?" he taunted, increasing his pace, driving the purple cock into Sophia’s core. She shook with pleasure under Meredith’s shuddering breasts, moaning against the older woman’s hard, pink nipples.

As Mason fucked Meredith, the women's bodies became one writhing body for Mason to fuck. Sophia could feel every thrust, every moan, and every gasp as if they were her own, the sensations amplified by the knowledge that her husband's pool boy was fucking them both. The shame gnawed at her, but it heightened the lewdness of her position and she felt another orgasm build deep in her belly.

"Look at you two," Mason panted, his gaze never leaving the women. "You're both so fucking desperate for my cock."

"Because you're the only one who can make us feel like this!" Meredith whined. “It’s all for you, Mason!”

"Damn right," Mason replied and slammed even harder into them, rocking the married woman’s bodies on the bed until it felt like the whole thing might break beneath them.

The mix of pleasure and pain caused by the strap-on and Mason's relentless pounding was unlike anything she had experienced before. As their bodies trembled together, she knew that between Mason's raw power and Meredith's sensual body; she was completely lost.

"Keep fucking me, Mason!" Meredith cried in Sophia’s ear. "Don't stop! Please don’t stop!”

"Fuck, yes!" he growled, gripped Meredith’s wide hips even tighter and drove into her with every ounce of his strength.

Sophia could no longer hold back her own cries of pleasure, her voice joining Meredith's in desperate sounds of moans and gasps as they gave way to the devastating sensations. The room was filled with the smacks of their bodies colliding, their desperate pleas for more, and the warm, wet sounds of Mason’s cocks plundering their wet holes.

"Fuck... I'm close!" Meredith panted, her eyes locked onto Sophia's.

"Me too," Sophia admitted, her nails digging into the sheets as the pressure built inside her.

"Then come," Mason grunted, his voice strained with effort. "Come for me, you filthy sluts."

Sophia cried out first, her body convulsing as she came harder than she ever had before. She could feel her muscles clenching and releasing around Mason's doppelgänger, gripping the purple cock as she rode out her orgasm.

Meredith was not far behind, her own orgasm hitting her like a freight train. She screamed, her body arching off Sophia, inadvertently stabbing the purple cock even deeper into the young wife’s pussy. Sophia clung to Meredith’s body, raising her head and burying her face in the older woman’s lush tits, taking comfort in the smell and feel of the woman’s pillowy flesh as they rode out the force of their orgasms together.

Sophia's eyes fluttered open, her vision blurred by the tears of ecstasy that had welled up during her orgasm, her face pressed into Meredith’s breasts. The older woman’s skin was heavy with the scent of sweat and lust, an aroma that clung to Sophia’s nostrils like a forbidden perfume. She looked up at Meredith, her eyes glazed and unfocused, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

"Kiss me," Sophia whispered, her voice hoarse from her own cries of pleasure. And without hesitation, Meredith leaned down to press her lips against Sophia's–a searing, passionate kiss that sealed their lust, and their love, for each other.

"Enough," Mason growled, his voice husky with barely restrained lust. "Both of you, on your knees."

The two women obeyed without question, their bodies still trembling from their orgasms. Sophia could feel the heat radiating from Mason's body as he stood before them, his cock still throbbing and dripping with Meredith’s juices.

"Look at what you've done to me," Mason said. "You're going to clean this up with your mouths. Worship my cock like the filthy sluts you are."

Sophia glanced over at Meredith, feeling a mixture of shame and arousal as they both realized the extent of their submission to this man. Slowly, tentatively, the two women bent forward to lick and suck Mason's cock, their tongues swirling around the hot flesh as they took turns worshipping him. Sometimes, their mouths would touch and Sophia couldn’t deny the thrill of kissing the older woman while sharing Mason’s cock between them.

“That’s my good girls,” Mason murmured and Sophia felt the pride inside her reflected in Meredith’s face. The truth was hammered home. They were both here for Mason. No matter the pleasure they had given each other, it was nothing compared to the bliss Mason had given them.

More than any man Sophia had ever met, Mason Wolfe deserved their worship. It was a horrible, twisted thought, but after all that had happened, how could she deny it? She was here, freshly fucked and on her knees. Could Clyde have made her do that?

Not in a million years, she thought to herself and then buried her face in Mason’s fat ball sac, drowning out her thoughts with his wet, virile flesh.

“Fuck! That’s it! Bury your face in their, slut! Show me how much you need me!”

Sophia, urged on by Mason’s growled commands, sucked his balls into her mouth, rolling the fat orbs around with her tongue. Mason let out a low groan, his hips bucking involuntarily. Meredith responded above Sophia by taking Mason’s cock deep in her mouth, gagging on his thick length while Sophia snorted and snuffled like a pig at between Mason’s legs.

The younger wife could feel Mason's muscles tensing, could hear the ragged moans escaping his lips. She glanced up at Meredith, who was still working Mason's cock with expert precision. The sight of her friend drunkenly sucking Mason’s cock sent a thrill through Sophia's body.

Meredith released Mason's cock with a pop, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Do you like that, baby?" she purred, licking her lips.

“Yes I do, you naughty slut!” he grunted and slapped Meredith’s cheek with a meaty slp of his cock. “ I’ll bet you never sucked Darren’s cock like that, have you?”

“Never!” Meredith whimpered. “Darren’s cock is so pathetic next to yours.”

Sophia groaned against Mason’s balls. Even though she didn’t say it, the same was true for Clyde. She would never have done something like this for him. Only a man, a real man, could demand this degrading act from her and still make her enjoy it.

Only Mason, she thought and rubbed her face upward into his balls and the tight furrow between his ass cheeks. All for you, Mason.

Sophia suddenly felt Mason’s balls tighten against her chin as she ran her nose over the tight bud of his anus. She was sitting on her ass now, looking up into his gorgeous backside, plumbing the filthy depths of his body and loving it.

But even Mason was human and could not last under the adoring attentions of two beautiful women for long. Finally, he pulled back from them, nudging them until the two women were shoulder to shoulder, gazing up at him through lust-hazed eyes.

"Open your mouths, sluts," he commanded. “It’s time to get your reward.

Meredith and Sophia obeyed without hesitation, their pink tongues lolling out in anticipation, like baby birds waiting for their meal. In that moment, all they wanted was to be marked by him, to be owned by this wonderful, sexy man.

Mason's grin twisted into a malevolent snarl as he let out an animalistic growl. With primal force, he unleashed a scalding stream of sticky cum onto their faces, drenching them in his hot, viscous lust. The thick liquid covered their skin, oozing down their cheeks and dripping onto their chins, marking them as his possession. They were nothing but objects for his pleasure, branded with his cum.

"Such good little whores," Mason huffed, admiring their cum-covered faces. "Now, clean each other up."

At his command, Meredith and Sophia exchanged a knowing glance, their bodies trembling with a mix of satisfaction and a hunger for more. This twisted game had bound them together; two willing participants caught in the web of Mason's powerful spell.

Their tongues darted out, finding purchase on each other's cum-streaked faces. They lapped at the salty, musky fluid, savoring every drop as if it were a precious elixir. They kissed, spitting Mason's cum into each other's mouths, sharing the taste of their degradation as their cheeks and chins grew gleaming and sticky.

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, an overpowering odor that clung to every surface. As they knelt on the carpet, Sophia and Meredith panted heavily, their breasts heaving as they tried to catch their breath. Mason loomed above them, his muscular frame glistening with perspiration, a wicked grin playing on his lips.

"Did you like that?" Mason asked as he gazed down at the once-proud women, now reduced to obedient playthings at his feet.

"Y-Yes, Mason," Sophia stuttered, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. The shame and guilt she felt earlier had been completely overwhelmed by the masochistic pleasure of surrender.

"Good," Mason said and knelt beside them, drawing them into a warm hug, planting a kiss on each of their sticky cheeks. “I am so glad to have found you both.”

Sophia felt Meredith quiver next to her, and she knew her friend was reveling in the warmth of Mason's approval, just like she was. The young man’s love and acceptance settled upon them like a cozy blanket, placing them even further under his spell. Sophia and Meredith were connected to him by their shared lust and passion, and neither of them had the power to break free.

Sensing their surrender, Mason pulled each of them closer, his voice hot and hungry in their ears.

"Now, I think it's time we call Penny, don't you?"
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Penny stood at the door of Meredith's lavish house, her heart pounding with anticipation. The invitation to this party had come as a shock. She had never met Sophia or Meredith before and, considering the whispered rumors about their relationship with Mason, Penny wondered just what motive Meredith Wilkins would have for inviting her over. Still, with her husband Terry’s tenuous business and opulent lifestyle, it wasn’t polite to ignore a summons from the richest woman in Lotus Fields.

"Ah, Penny! You made it!"

Penny was shocked when Meredith herself opened the door, expecting a liveried servant or at least a maid. Then Penny's eyes widened even more when she saw her hostess clad in nothing but a skimpy, emerald-green bikini that did little to restrain her heavy breasts and the wide, fleshy curves of her hips.

"Huh... hi, Meredith," Penny stammered, feeling suddenly overdressed in her modest blouse and knee-length skirt. She couldn't help but compare herself to the older woman, whose beauty seemed almost otherworldly.

"Come in, come in! Don’t be shy!" Meredith beckoned her forward with a warm, almost motherly smile and slid an arm around the younger wife’s shoulders.

Penny marveled at the high ceilings and the polished marble floors of Meredith’s house. It was larger than Penny’s, if that was even possible, but with a cozy touch Penny’s house lacked. For all its beauty, this house felt lived in. Cozy.

And there was no better example of that than the tastefully appointed living room with its plush, burgundy furniture set off by the warm sunshine pouring in through the floor to ceiling windows that looked out onto the sparkling blue waters of the Olympic sized pool.

The pool reminded her of Mason and Penny wondered again about the rumors surrounding Meredith and her neighbor...

“Sophia! There you are!”

Penny looked towards the doorway to see Sophia Sanders walking into the room carrying a tray with drinks. Whereas Meredith was in a green bikini, Sophia wore red, the thin strips of fabric high-lighting the taller, elegant woman’s curves.

"Hello, Penny," Sophia smiled and set the tray down. "I'm so glad you could join us."

"Uh, hi," Penny replied, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment at being the center of attention. How was it possible for these women to look so incredible? And why were they practically naked?

"Did I forget to tell you this was a pool party?" Meredith asked, wrapping her arm around Sophia's waist and pulling the taller woman close. "You must be dying to get out of those clothes and into something more... comfortable."

"I-I didn't know," Penny stammered.

"Darling, don't worry," Meredith assured her. She disengaged with Sophia, who smiled knowingly, and put her back around Penny’s shoulders. "I have a suit that should fit you perfectly."

Penny hesitated, wondering how Meredith could possibly know her size, but allowed herself to be led to the pool house.

Once changed, Penny found herself wearing a white bikini that left very little to the imagination. Her round breasts strained against the tiny top, while the bottoms hugged the curves of her ass. She felt slightly embarrassed to be wearing virtually nothing with the other two women, but shrugged off her negative feelings. After all, the two women were being nice, especially Meredith, and they were both dressed the same way.

What’s the worst that could happen?

Feeling slightly better, Penny walked by the pool and back to the house. She took a wrong turn somewhere when she heard a noise coming from the steps leading to the second floor.

“Meredith?” she called out, but there was no answer, so she followed the sound up the grand, winding staircase and down a long hallway, flanked by doors. One door stood open at the end of the hall, probably the master bedroom, the noonday sun spilling out into the hallway. She heard voices coming from the room, and Penny sighed in relief. She padded down the hallway and was just about to call out to the two women, to announce her presence, when she stopped, her jaw dropping in shock as she took in the lewd scene.

It was the sounds that she noticed first, the wet, slurping and murmured words of passion. She saw the backs of Merdith and Sophia as they knelt before the huge four-poster, one head dark, the other a burnished red in the sun streaming through the window. Their heads bobbed and weaved together as they shared something between them, each woman’s moist giggles and grunts assaulting Penny’s ears.

Two large hands settled on the top of each of head and Penny’s eyes traveled up from the bobbing heads, past the rippled abs and firm pectoral muscles to the handsome face, smiling down at the two older women.

"Fuck, you two are getting so good at this," Mason Wolfe growled. "Keep going, you little sluts. Show he much you want me."

Penny felt a torrent of emotions surge within her: shock, jealousy, and an undeniable arousal. What was happening? Why was Mason here?

She was paralyzed, unable to look away as Mason’s ice-blue eyes raised from the women shamelessly servicing his cock and up to the young wife’s face.

"Hello pretty Penny," he purred. "You're just in time."

Meredith and Sophia lifted their gazes from Mason's crotch, their faces glistening with spit. Neither woman showed the slightest hint of embarrassment or shame; instead, they appeared intoxicated by Mason's powerful presence.

"Come here, Penny," Mason commanded, extending his hand toward her. The young wife hesitated, her heart racing as she tried to process the scene before her. Seeing her uncertainty, Meredith gracefully rose to her feet, her voluptuous body shining with sweat, her pink nipples hard and protruding lewdly from the white mounds of her breasts. She crossed the floor to stand beside Penny, hugging the younger wife’s arms between her voluminous tits.

"Darling, it's all right," she whispered into Penny's ear, her voice warm and reassuring. "None of our husbands know we're here. It's our little secret, and I know you want Mason, just like the rest of us."

Penny couldn't deny the truth in Meredith's words. Her body trembled with lust as she was coaxed forward until she stood over Sophia. She watched, mesmerized, as the gorgeous trophy wife’s red lips stretched around Mason’s massive girth as she gagged on the hot length of his cock. The older wife had surrendered completely, her mind lost in her efforts to please Mason.

"Look at her, Penny," Meredith urged, her breath hot against Penny's neck. She slid her hands down over Penny’s breast and the young wife gasped as the older woman’s fingertips grazed her nipples through the thin fabric. "She's so hungry for him! Don't you feel that way too, too?"

The potent mix of lust and shame coursed through Penny's veins as Meredith slowly slid her bikini down over her pert nipples. Mason held out his hand again, and this time, Penny took it. She hesitated for a moment, rational thought trying to break through the fog of lust that had enveloped her. But with a last look at the beautiful women surrounding her, all of them lost in their desire for this young man, she knew she couldn't resist.

"Come here, Penny," Mason said. "Sit next to me."

Penny took his hand, feeling an electric charge as their fingers intertwined. With a wicked grin, he pulled her to his lap.

"Your husband could never please you like I can, could he? Just like Sophia. Just like Merdith." Mason bent his head and flicked his tongue across her nipple. "You all needed someone who knows how to make you feel like a woman."

His fingers deftly untied her bikini bottoms, leaving her completely exposed. He kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth and she fought through the embarrassment and gave into his kiss. It had only been a few days, but she wanted him, wanted to feel him inside of her. Wanted him to take her. So, when he pulled back and forced her head down to his crotch, she gave up after only a token resistance. She shouldn’t want this, but as Sophia took her mouth off Mason’s cock, Penny’s mouth flooded with saliva. Sophia held out Mason’s shaft to her. Penny opened her mouth to say something, anything, but Mason pushed his cock into her mouth and drove the hot flesh deep into her throat.

“Wow! Look at her go!” Sophia chuckled and Penny whimpered around Mason’s throbbing shaft, her cheeks burning, but Mason kept a firm hand on the top of her head and pumped Penny’s warm wet mouth with his cock.

"That’s it, Pretty Penny. Suck that cock like a good little cheating slut."

Penny whimpered again, but she didn’t stop, letting his flesh fill her mouth, choke her, and burn away the shame.

This was where she belonged.
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MASON’S HEART RACED as he let Penny’s head go and she took over, her lips wrapped around his swollen cock, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping him. She bobbed her head up and down with an eagerness that pleased him, her tongue swirling around his sensitive tip before sliding back down his shaft. Her pretty cheeks hollowed and he felt the beautiful suction as she sought to milk every ounce of pleasure from him. Mason let out a low groan as she took him deeper, the sensation of her throat tightening around him almost too much to bear.

He couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of Penny, a married woman, worshiping his cock. It was dirty and wrong, and that only made it hotter. He felt a surge of power as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, silently begging for more.

Mason gripped Penny's hair, pulling her closer as he thrust deeper into her mouth. He could feel her gag reflex kick in, but she never broke eye contact, never stopped pleasuring him. He had taught her well.

“Such a good little slut,” Mason moaned as he guided Penny's head along his length, reveling in the power he held over her. It had been a risk, inviting Penny to Meredith’s home, but the taste of his cock had pushed all thoughts of loyalty and decency out of her mind, leaving only the desire to please him in their wake.

"Take care of Sophia, Meredith," Mason said. "I want to focus on dear, sweet Penny for a while."

Mason saw the wicked grin spread across the older woman’s face. How easy it had been to corrupt her. So long without power in her own life, she had leapt at the chance to exercise it over Sophia.

And Sophia, dear sweet Sophia. She had spent years of getting everything she wanted from a loving, gentle man when what she really needed was to be told what to do. All thoughts of being powerful, loyal, and strong had melted, and she eagerly dropped to her knees as Meredith strapped on her huge, purple cock.

"That’s a good little slut," Meredith purred, her lush breasts swaying as ran her hands through Sophia’s dark hair. “Now, suck my fucking cock, bitch!”

Mason smirked as Meredith drove her purple cock deep into Sophia’s mouth. The sight of the older woman face fucking the trophy wife while Penny’s wet mout sucked him greedily almost sent him over the edge. But it was too soon. He had so many plans for the three women and this was the time to solidify his hold over them.

He reluctantly pulled Penny’s mouth from his cock with a wet sucking sound and pulled her to the bed. He positioned her fit body so he could see the Sophia suck Meredith’s cock, the auburn-haired woman’s wide hips rolling forward to sink the silicone shaft between the younger wife’s lips.

"Tell me how much you need me, Penny," Mason grunted down at the writhing young blonde. "Tell me I'm better than your pathetic husband."

Penny hesitated for a moment, but as Mason sank his cock into her warm, wet cunt, she couldn't very well deny the truth.

"You are, Mason!" she gasped, her voice trembling with lust and shame. "I need you... I need your cock more than I ever needed him."

"Good girl," Mason growled. He gripped her hips and yanked her ass towards him as he stabbed his cock deep into her wet and vulnerable tunnel. He felt the power coursing through him as her body gave way to him, once again plumbing the depths her bastard husband could never reach.

Meanwhile, Meredith had pushed Sophia down onto the soft carpet and thrust the strap-on into her cunt, punishing her with hard, quick thrusts. Sophia's cries mixed with Penny's moans, rising and falling like music in Mason’s ears. God! It was all he could do to hold back as the thick sounds of female lust filled the room.

"Take it, Sophia!" Meredith hissed, her wide hips forcing the younger wide’s legs to splay open lewdly, allowing her purple cock full access to the depths of her core. "You wanted this just as much as the rest of us, didn't you? Admit it."

"Yes!" Sophia cried. "I want it! Please fuck me! Please!"

Mason saw the exact moment Sophia's orgasm hit her, the way her muscles clenched and released around the strap-on, milking it for all it was worth. He could hear the keening wail that escaped her lips, a sound of pure pleasure and release.

"Fuck!" Mason grunted, his pace increasing as he drove himself deeper into Penny. Her body quivered under his touch, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each passing second.

"Say it again, Penny," he ordered. "Tell me who you belong to, slut!"

“You!” Penny's voice cracked as she choked out the words. "Only you!”

Mason's cock throbbed with a primal need as he drove himself deeper into Penny's tight, wet pussy. The feel of her soft, silky folds enveloping him sent shivers of pleasure down his spine. He could feel her body quivering under his touch, her muscles tense and contracting as she grew closer to the edge.

His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips, pulling her closer to him as he pumped in and out with increasing force. Each thrust was met with a gasp or moan from Penny, her voice growing louder and more desperate with each passing second.

Across the room, Sophia’s body continued to buck against Meredith’s cock as she eked out the last of her orgasm on the redhead’s cock. With the younger wife satisfied, Meredith pulled the dripping purple shaft from her sopping cunt, ripped off the straps, then straddled the younger wife’s face. Mason watched in delight as Meredith’s thick thighs closed on Sophia’s face and her wide hips rode Sophia’s face like a horse.

"God, yes, slut!" Meredith panted, her fingers gripping at handfuls of Sophia's dark hair. "Make me come... make me fucking come!"

Mason continued to pound into Penny, his powerful thrusts dominating her completely. As he watched Meredith ride Sophia's face, he felt a surge of possessive pride. These women belonged to him, and he was going to make sure they knew it.

"Look at them, Penny," he commanded, his eyes locked onto hers. "They're mine now, just like you!”

Penny whimpered in response, unable to tear her gaze away from the sight of Meredith nearing orgasm atop Sophia's face. Admitting her desire intensified her pleasure, her cunt gripping Mason’s shaft.

"Yes, Mason," she admitted breathlessly. "We're all yours."

"Damn right you are," he growled, increasing his pace until Penny could barely breathe. Tears of desperate joy spilled over cheeks, her body trembling as her climax approached.

At that moment, Meredith's screams filled the air as Sophia's tongue brought her to a powerful orgasm. Her lush, pale body quivered atop her friend, shuddering with pleasure as she lost herself in the sensations.

As Meredith collapsed beside Sophia, their sweat-slicked bodies glistening in the dim light, Mason turned his attention back to Penny.

"Now it's your turn, Penny," he grunted. "I’m going to come inside you. I’m going to fill your belly up with my baby!”

Tears streaming down her cheeks, Penny nodded, her voice hoarse with need. "Please, Mason," she sobbed, her mind and body broken. "Yes! Do it! Give me your baby... I want it so badly. Make me yours forever!"

With a victorious snarl, Mason surrendered to his ecstasy, his hips pistoning forward with an animalistic fervor. Each forceful thrust drove his engorged member deep into Penny's slick passage, the head of his cock nudging the entrance of her womb. The sensation was almost too much to bear, and Mason could feel his release building with every surge of pleasure that coursed through his veins.

Penny's body responded in kind, her inner walls clenching around Mason's shaft as a second orgasm built within her. Her body responded to the heat of his desire, the raw power of his lust, opening up for him and accepting everything he offered in an involuntary act of complete submission.

As the tension between them reached its peak, Mason let out a guttural groan, his muscles tensing as he erupted deep inside of Penny. The first wave of his release was like a tidal wave, a torrent of hot seed that filled her womb to the brim. He could feel the heat of it, the wetness, and it sent a shiver of pleasure down his spine.

The thought of impregnating Penny heightened his pleasure, adding an extra layer of intensity to his already overwhelming climax. He could imagine his seed taking root inside of her, growing and multiplying until it became a living, breathing manifestation of his power. The mere thought was enough to send him over the edge again, his orgasm stretching on endlessly as he continued to empty himself inside of her.

Penny, too, was swept up in the intensity of their shared release. The hot spurts of Mason's seed filling her sent her over the edge. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm, her body jerking uncontrollably as she rode out the final waves of their shared climax.

When it was over, they lay there, spent and panting, their bodies entwined in a sweaty tangle of limbs. Mason could feel the wetness of Penny's release mingling with his own, their combined essence slick between their thighs. It was a messy, dirty, and utterly satisfying display of his victory.

A pulsating silence filled the room, broken only by the occasional soft moan and heavy breaths of the women lying spent on the floor. Mason stood above them all like a lion surveying his pride, his once raging arousal now sated but still throbbing with power. He allowed himself a smug grin as he took in the sight before him-three gorgeous women, their bodies flushed and glistening with sweat, each bearing the unmistakable marks of his dominance.

"Look at you all," he drawled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "You're so fucking beautiful. Helpless and desperate for my cock."

Meredith, her eyes half-lidded with post-orgasmic bliss, crawled to Mason’s side and held on to one leg, looking up at him with wide, wet eyes. "

You know we are, Mason," she purred. "We can't get enough of you."

"Damn straight," Sophia added, crawling to his other side. "You're the best we've ever had."

As Mason's gaze fell upon Penny, the young wife seemed to shrink under his intense stare. She was still coming down from the overwhelming climax he'd given her, her body trembling. Shame and guilt warred within her, but they were no match for the fierce desire that still burned in her chest.

"Thank you, Mason," Penny whispered, her voice barely audible. "I... I never knew it could be like this."

"Of course you didn't," Mason replied, his tone dismissive yet undeniably pleased. "Your pathetic excuse for a husband could never satisfy you the way I can."

Penny bit her lip and looked away, not wanting to admit the truth in his words. But as much as she tried to fight it, she knew she had been irrevocably changed by what had just transpired. She could never go back to her mundane life, not after experiencing the raw power of Mason's touch.

“Now, girls, why don’t you clean me up?” Mason grinned, pulling Meredith’s mouth towards his cock. “Penny made a mess!”

Just as Mason was basking in his conquests, a sudden sound snapped him out of his reverie. Footsteps echoed on the stairs outside, growing louder with each passing second. He grinned as he realized who it must be and shoved his cock into Meredith’s hungry mouth.

"Well, well, well," he chuckled as the door opened and Darren Wilkins stepped into the room, his wizened face wide with shock. "Things are about to get interesting!”
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Mason smirked as he watched the aging Darren Wilkins stumble through the door. The powerful billionaire’s mouth hung open in disbelief and he turned pale, wobbling on his old legs as he watched his beautiful wife, Meredith, her lips wrapped around Mason's thick cock.

Darren was a shell of the man he once was; his nearly bald head gleaming with sweat, his frail body shaking with fear and humiliation. He looked like a deer caught in headlights, vulnerable and lost. In contrast, Mason radiated dominance and control, running his fingers through Meredith's auburn hair as she eagerly serviced him.

"Ah, Mr. Wilkins," Mason grinned wickedly, locking his gaze with the stunned husband. "I hope you don't mind that I've been keeping your wife company while you were away. Turns out, she's quite... voracious."

Darren clenched his fists, but couldn't find any words to respond. His face flushed red with shame and anger. Mason reveled in the older man's distress, knowing that he had the power to make or break this pathetic excuse for a husband.

"Did you seriously think you could satisfy a woman like Meredith?" Mason taunted, tightening his grip on her hair as she moaned around him. "She needs a real man, not some limp-dicked old bastard like you. Just look at how much she loves me. Face it, Darren. She craves my cock more than she ever did yours."

Mason's eyes sparkled with cruel delight as he watched the old man stagger impotently in the doorway. He looked stricken, like he might die right there as his loving wife sucked his cock. Instead, he wavered in the doorway, unable to move.

Mason yanked Meredith by her hair, pulling her away from his cock. The obscenely wet sound of her lips leaving his flesh echoed through the room, eliciting a choked gasp from Darren. Mason smirked at the older man, reveling in his dominance.

"Come on, baby," Mason growled. "Let's show your husband how a real man fucks."

“Darren?”

Meredith whimpered and turned to look at her husband, and her eyes grew round. Mason chuckled. She had been so into sucking his cock; she hadn’t even noticed her poor husband standing a few feet away. Better and better.

“Oh, God! Darren! I’m suh—”

Mason cut off her apology with a hungry kiss. The defeated wife only fought for a moment, then gave into Mason’s mouth, her tongue slipping against his, tasting him eagerly while her husband watched. Mason could feel her pulse racing as he gripped her neck, taking his fill of her lips, knowing full well that Darren's eyes were glued to them, taking in every lewd detail. The couple’s shame fueled Mason’s lust and even though he had just come inside pretty Penny, he was growing hard again.

Mason pushed Meredith down onto the bed, her body sinking into the plush mattress that had once been the domain of her husband. With deliberate force, he spread her legs apart, exposing her glistening sex to his hungry gaze. He stepped between her thighs, his massive cock hovering over her vulnerable entrance.

"Watch closely, Darren," Mason commanded, locking eyes with the defeated husband. "This is how you make your wife scream in pleasure."

With a feral growl, Mason slammed his rock-hard cock into Meredith's slick, welcoming pussy. Her back arched off the bed, and a guttural cry escaped her lips as he filled her completely. The thickness of his erection stretched her to the limit, sending jolts of electric pleasure straight to her core.

Mason's hips pistoned back and forth, pumping into her with relentless intensity. Each powerful stroke sent ripples of ecstasy cascading through her body. Mason gritted his teeth as the cheating wife’s cunt gripped him, pulling him deep as her pathetic husband watched.

“You like that, Meredith? You like my cock?”

"God, yes! Fuck me, Mason!" Meredith moaned, her voice thick with need. "Show my pathetic husband how a woman should be fucked!"

Mason growled in surprised pleasure, looking over at Darren as he swayed on his feet.

“Sophia, Penny! Go catch that poor bastard before he passes out!”

Sophia and Penny exchanged worried glances before tentatively approaching Darren. His face was a mixture of shock, anger, and humiliation, yet even Mason could both see the tiny tent in his pants as he got hard watching his wife being defiled on his marital bed.

"Oh, my God!" Sophia murmured. "You’re so hard!"

"You hear that, Meredith? Your limp dick husband is hard and he didn’t even need a pill!”

Darren moaned and fell backward into Sophia’s arms, realizing his beloved wife had told Mason all about his bedroom dysfunction. Together, Sophia and Penny lowered his frail body to the floor as Mason gripped Meredith’s hips and drove his powerful body deep into her wet cunt.

Sophia’s face was a mixture of pity and wickedness as she fumbled at Darren’s pants and set his little cock free. It sprang up from the wrinkled balls, the white pubic hairs like a nest around a baby bird. Mason grinned with satisfaction as Sophia took the old man’s cock, and she stroked him, her movements slow and tender.

"I’m sorry, Darren," she purred in the old man’s ear. “It’s not your fault you got old and Mason is so much better!”

"Fuck, yeah!" Meredith screamed, as if in agreement with Sophia’s murmured words, her body writhing beneath Mason as he pounded into her without mercy. "I love you, Mason! You make me feel alive!"

Mason couldn't help but laugh at the pathetic sight of Darren being pleasured by his wife's best friend while he fucked her senseless. The power he held over them all - the beautiful, wealthy wives, and their impotent husbands - was intoxicating.

"Do you hear that, Darren?" he called out, his voice dripping with mockery. "Your wife loves me more than she ever loved you!"

Darren's eyes filled with humiliation and despair, yet he couldn't look away from the scene unfolding before him. The raw intensity of the lust between Mason and Meredith only heightened his arousal, and Sophia's skilled hand brought him closer and closer to the edge.

"Please," Darren gasped, "please, I can't... not like this."

"Shh," Sophia murmured, her strokes unrelenting. "There's nothing you can do, Darren. Just let it happen."

As the heat of Mason's thrusts grew more intense, so did the pleasure coursing through Meredith's body. She cried out again and again, her screams a testament to her utter submission. And though Darren's heart ached with every moan that escaped her lips, he knew he had no choice but to accept his fate.

"Look at me, Darren," Mason commanded, his thrusts unrelenting. "Look at the man who's taken your wife."

Darren met Mason's gaze, his eyes brimming with humiliation. And as he felt his climax building, he knew that there could be no escape from the truth: he had lost everything.

Mason's muscles tensed, his body shuddering as he neared his climax. He gazed down at the beautiful auburn-haired woman beneath him, her eyes glassy with lust and submission. As Meredith moaned his name, Mason reveled in his power over her, knowing that her husband, Darren, could only watch helplessly.

"Ah, fuck yes!"

Mason's body tensed as he reached his peak, his fingers digging into Meredith's shoulders as he positioned her on the edge of the bed, his cock pointed at her beautiful face. With a primal growl, he unleashed his hot load, spurt after spurt of thick, creamy liquid splashing across Meredith’s flushed face.

Meredith's eyes widened in surprise and pleasure as she felt the warmth of Mason's jizz coating her cheeks, her lips, and her chin. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan, savoring the erotic sensation of being marked by her lover's lust.

Mason watched with pure satisfaction as his seed pooled on Meredith's face, tracing the lines of her features with its sticky heat. He could see her tongue dart out to taste him, and the sight sent a thrill through his body.

At the same time, Darren's climax finally hit him, unable to hold back any longer. He whimpered instead of screamed and his feeble cock spurted out a few, pathetic tears of cum. Sophia cooed in his ear as the old man jerked on the floor, stroking him gently and ensuring that every last drop was released from his tired balls.

"Good boy, Darren," she cooed, as she wiped her hand on his pants. "You did so well."

As Darren's breathing slowed and the reality of the situation sank in, he couldn't deny the humiliation that coursed through his veins. His wife had been thoroughly claimed by another man, and all he could do was sit there, spent and defeated.

"Meredith," Mason cooed and brushed his fingers through her auburn hair. "Why don't you go kiss your loving husband?"

Meredith grinned wickedly through the cummy mess of her face and slid off the bed. Darren watched in horror as she crawled towards him, her large breasts swaying enticingly and Mason’s milky jizz dripping off her chin.

“Hey, baby,” Meredith murmured, her glazed face inches from Darren. “Kiss me, darling. Show Mason how much you enjoyed watching him fuck me like you never, ever could!”

Darren gagged and he turned away from his wife’s defiled visage.

"You have two choices here, Darren,” Mason said icily. “You can divorce Meredith, and she gets half your money, plus half of the property purchased during your marriage. Bet you wish you had a prenup, but love is supposed to be forever, right?”

Mason got off the bed, his thick cock swinging between his thighs, still dripping with Meredith’s juices.

“And you might want to do that, pay the price. But if you do, every social network will get the video of your wife fucking the pool boy and everyone will know you were cucked by a better man. I wonder how your shares will do after that little bombshell?”

Mason let that sink in, enjoying the power he held over this man, this entitled bastard who thought he could control the world through money.

"Or," Mason said, his grin widening, "you can kiss your beautiful wife right now and stay married. You'll provide for her as a good husband should, and no one will have to know that you're being cucked by the fucking pool boy. What's it going to be, old man?"

Mason could see the scenarios running through Darren's mind, torn between anger, humiliation, and the desperate desire to salvage his reputation. He glanced around the room, searching for some sign of support or sympathy, but found only eager anticipation in the eyes of those present.

His gaze finally landed on Meredith, her once perfect face now dripping with the younger man’s cum. Her glazed lips were curled into a cruel smile he didn’t recognize. She was no longer his wife, no longer his trophy. She was Mason’s now, and there was nothing Darren could do about it.

Darren turned his head to his wife, choking back bile as he she leaned closer, the smell of Mason’s spunk heavy on her breath. His trembling hands reached for her, and for a brief moment, his heart ached with the love he still felt for her.

"Good choice," Mason purred, watching as Darren leaned in to kiss Meredith. The room held its breath, waiting for the final act of submission.

As their lips met, Darren tasted the swampy filth of Mason's cum on his lips. He tried to pull away, but Meredith caught his head and forced her tongue down his throat, followed by a sickening glob of jizz she had been holding in her mouth.

As Darren choked on Mason’s cum, the younger man whooped loudly, his laughter echoing through the room, destroying what was left of Darren's broken spirit.

"Congratulations!" cried the other wives, clapping their hands together like it was some vile wedding ceremony.

Meredith took advantage of Darren's defeat, pulling back slightly to spit the remnants of Mason's seed into her husband's mouth. He gagged, his body instinctively trying to reject the humiliating act, but Meredith held his head in place, forcing their kiss to continue until Darren had no choice but to swallow the bitter taste of his defeat.

"Good boy," Mason sneered, watching the shame etched across Darren's features as a dribble of his cum escaped the older man’s lips. “Come here, ladies.”

Like moths to a flame, the women eagerly flocked to his side, wrapping their arms around his muscular frame and planting kisses on his tanned skin. The scent of lust and desire hung heavy in the air.

Darren could only look on helplessly as the women he once thought he knew–his wife, his friends' wives–now lavished their adoration upon the young pool boy who had stolen everything. His heart ached with a mixture of love and loss, the bitter sting of betrayal twisting in his chest like a knife.


Epilogue


The ocean breeze caressed Mason's skin as he stood on the deck of Meredith's extravagant Florida Keys home, his eyes locked onto the horizon where the sky met the deep blue sea. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over everything it touched, and the scent of salt hung heavily in the air.

Mason's gaze shifted downward, his eyes falling upon the beautiful, raven-haired Sophia Sanders kneeling before him. Her full pink lips were tightly wrapped around his throbbing cock, sucking and slurping with a fervor that bordered on addiction. She had truly become his over the last few months, any vestiges of her previous life melted away by her love for Mason.

"Are you happy, Sophia?" Mason asked. His piercing blue eyes searched her face for any sign of doubt or hesitation. He wanted to know that he owned this once faithful wife completely — body, mind, and soul.

Tears welled up in Sophia's eyes as she looked up at him, her mouth filled with his throbbing cock. Reluctantly, she let him go long enough to roll the wet shaft over her lips and smile up at him.

“Yes, baby! Very happy!”

"Such a good girl," Mason murmured, a wicked smile playing on his lips as shoved his cock back into her eager mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him, desperate to give him pleasure. While she sucked, Mason’s thoughts turned to Clyde, her ex-husband, and a wicked grin spread across his face.

Poor fucking Clyde, Mason thought. He had sued for divorce the day after Mason sent him the video of him fucking Sophia on her marital bed, the necklace the poor bastard had bought her shining on her neck. He had cum all over Sophia’s face, and the necklace, then left the jewelry on their bed, his cum gluing it to the sheets.

He chuckled at the memory. And now, he thought. Half of what you had is mine. All secured in a joint account with both our names on it.

"Such a good little cocksucker," Mason murmured to Sophia, who moaned and redoubled her efforts to please him, her mouth worshiping the cock of the man who had destroyed her marriage.

Just then, Penny appeared in the doorway, her belly swollen with child. Her eyes locked onto Mason, desire burning within them as she approached him slowly, deliberately. As she reached him, her lips brushed against his in a passionate kiss, her hands roaming his body hungrily.

"Look at you," Mason said, breaking the kiss for a moment to take in her blossoming figure. "You are so beautiful!"

Penny moaned softly, her need for Mason clear in every breath. "Thank you," she grinned. "I hope you don’t think I’m too fat."

Mason looked her up and down, her breasts heavy with milk and her belly fat with his baby. Her skin glowed in the Florida sunshine and her blonde hair shimmered like a halo.

“You’ve never looked better, pretty Penny,” Mason murmured, his heart swelling with pride as he watched these two wives submit to him. "Would you mind, my dear? My ass needs your attention."

Mason felt a surge of power as the pregnant Penny sank to her knees. With great care, she peeled open his ass cheeks like a ripe fruit and buried her face eagerly into his ass, her tongue searching for the tight bud of his anus.

Mason felt lightheaded as the two once faithful wives worshiped his flesh. For a moment, he lost himself in their wet mouths and gurgled moans.

As Penny’s tongue wormed its way into his asshole, he thought of Terry, Penny's husband, pacing around their cavernous house, the silence broken by his own tortured thoughts. He could see him, longing for his missing wife, wondering how things had gone so wrong. If only Terry knew that his pregnant bride was on her knees before Mason, licking his ass with the same ardor she once reserved for her husband's kisses.

Mason's mind raced, his heart swelling with pride as his two conquests attended to him. With each lick and suck, he felt more powerful, more alive. The thought that he was now a millionaire–all thanks to the women who had willingly submitted to his charms–filled him with a sense of triumph. And when Darren Wilkins finally kicked the bucket, his bank account would swell even further, making him a billionaire.

Not bad for a pool boy.

As if on cue, Meredith Wilkins stepped onto the deck, her auburn hair framing her round face, her voluptuous figure covered by a tight, green dress. Her eyes, filled with a mix of love and lust, locked onto Mason.

"Mason," she chided gently. "Penny shouldn't be down there in her condition."

Meredith approached Mason, her hips swaying seductively. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a passionate kiss. Their lips met hungrily, their tongues dancing together as they shared their desire.

Ever since the day in her bedroom when she had given her husband an oozing kiss goodbye, Meredith had become a motherly figure to the younger wives. She took care of them and, when needed, stepped in with the discipline the other two craved.

Breaking away from the kiss, Meredith turned her attention to Penny. Her voice filled with authority, she directed the pregnant woman, "Penny, get up dear. Hang onto the rail so Mason can fuck you.”

Penny grinned as Meredith helped her to her feet. She bent over the rail, presenting her round ass to Mason. Her engorged breasts swayed heavily beneath her, the weight of her pregnancy making her even more intoxicating.

"Good girl," Meredith murmured and gave the pregnant wife a playful smack on the ass. "Are you ready to get fucked, slut?"

Penny nodded eagerly, her flushed cheeks betraying both her arousal and shame. "Please, Mason... fuck me. Show everyone who I belong to."

With a grunt, Mason thrust forward, burying himself deep inside Penny's tight cunt. Her moans echoed through the air, mingling with the gentle crash of waves against the shore. Each violent thrust made her pregnant body jiggle, her milk-laden breasts slapping back and forth in time with his furious pace.

"Such a desperate little whore," he panted, his fingers digging into her hips as he drove into her relentlessly. "I bet your husband wishes he could see you like this."

"God, yes..." Penny whimpered, her face contorted with confusion and longing. The thought only heightened her pleasure, driving her further into the depths of her lust.

Mason reveled in his dominance. The knowledge that he had stolen these beautiful wives from under their husbands fueling his primal urges. He glanced down at Sophia, still kneeling before him, her tongue lapping at his balls as they slapped wetly against her upturned face. She moaned softly, lost in Mason’s body.

Meredith gave him a final kiss, then slid off her dress. Her lush, pale body glowed in the sunshine. She dropped to her knees behind him and took Penny’s place, worshipping his ass with a hungry fervor.

With a guttural groan, Mason plunged back into Penny's welcoming her body, her cunt gripping him tightly as if he were a long-lost lover returning home. The three women's devotion washed over him, each one vying for his attention and approval. And as his climax crested, Mason looked out at the ocean waves crashing against the shore.

Who needs a fucking pool when you have the whole goddamn ocean? he mused, then surrendered to the pleasure of the three wives now united in loyalty, not to their husbands, but to the pool boy.
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