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Chapter One

I’ll always remember the second night I met Maria.

Our first encounter had been so incredible that I knew I had to see her again. With those big blue eyes, and those delicious lips of hers, she was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. And the way she’d submitted to me – so easily and readily – was like catnip to my perversities. 

She was perfection. And I wanted to ruin her in the best ways possible.

But the problem with women like Maria is that they’re married – and husbands are rarely as thrilled about me dominating their wives as you might think they would be. 

I could tell that first night that Andre would be a problem. I remember throwing Maria’s panties above the bar, to leave them hanging from the antlers of a giant, stuffed moose head. I’d promised the room full of dirty, horny bikers that the first one of them to give me those panties back, the next time we visited to bar, would get to fuck Maria. 

Andre’s eyes had flashed with both lust and disgust at the idea.

The problem was; he was conflicted.

Day to day, Andre was the breadwinner. The ‘man of the house.’ He expected to be treated with the sort of respect due to a guy in traditional, patriarchal society.

But that was also not who Andre really was. He was just playing a role that society had thrust upon him; and becoming increasingly unhappy at having to do so.

No, I’d seen the true Andre that first night together – when he’d knelt on the gravel in the parking lot of that biker bar, and sucked my cock until it was hard and wet, ready to slide into his wife’s eager pussy, just inches from his face.

Andre was a submissive little bisexual cocksucker, and he was just too chickenshit to embrace it.

I had plans for him, of course. I’d arranged to Maria to meet up with her old lover in Las Vegas later that month; and Andre would be playing a starring role in that particular encounter. But before breaking him, I had to soften him up a little – and that would take some subtlety.

Fortunately, I had just the plan in mind.

*              *              *

Our second date was simple and straightforward. I’d booked us a hotel room downtown in Phoenix, and knew that Andre would be bringing Maria along thinking it was ‘just’ going to be another threesome.

But I already had plans for him.

Growing up in Germany, I’d been raised around horses. We break them in a much more civilized way than they do in America – jumping on top and thrashing them around until they can’t take any more.

No, in Germany, we break our animals with mind games.

And that was the same thing I had in store for Andre and Maria.

At a little past seven, there was a knock on the door of the luxurious hotel suite. I answered it in my robe and pajamas; swinging open the door to find Andre and Maria standing there nervously.

They looked nice. Maria was in one of her signature floral dresses, while Andre was in a dress shirt, with a fedora cocked over one eye.

He looked okay, even with the fedora. Fedoras are normally neckbeard couture for anybody other than Indiana Jones or Frank Sinatra.

I beckoned them in, shaking Andre’s hand and then curling my hands around Maria’s waist, to drag her into my arms and kiss her hotly on the lips.

Andre looked appalled – making a ‘hurumph’ noise which I gleefully ignored.

I clung to Maria just a second longer than was appropriate, and then patted her on the ass as our lips parted. Then, with the taste of her still on my lips, I flung shut the hotel suite door and walked over to the drinks cabinet calmly.

“What’ll it be?” I asked, already mixing a dirty martini for Maria. Andre didn’t answer fast enough, so I popped the top from a bottle of Heineken and passed it over.


Chapter Three

For a moment we stood there in silence, almost awkwardly. It was typical of these sort of situations – nobody quite knew how to begin.

I certainly had a few ideas. Maria looked absolutely ravishing, standing there in her light and pretty dress. My mouth watered at the thought of seeing her naked.

“S-so, Bruno,” Andre eventually uttered. I turned to him with an easy smile. “A-about last time…” He looked embarrassed. “Things… Well, things kind of went a lot further than I’d expected.”

Our first encounter had very strict rules laid out beforehand. No kissing, and any sexual contact between myself and Maria was supposed to happen with Andre’s approval, and a condom.

But instead, I’d kissed Maria like a lover in front of him, and then fucked her bareback in the parking lot. To push things further, we’d had Andre on his knees in the gravel; first sucking my cock, and then eating my cum from his wife’s hot, eager cunt.

“T-that wasn’t supposed to happen like that,” he explained, as if reading my mind.

I poured myself a Bluecoat and tonic, and sipped it curiously, while listening to him.

“I-I’m not actually bisexual,” Andre stammered. “T-that was all…” He shuffled his feet awkwardly. “Things just kind of spiralled out of control.” He looked me in the eye. “I-I don’t want anything like that to happen this time.”

I laughed.

Taking a step closer to Andre, I calmly swatted the beer out of his hand. The bottle bounced across the room, spewing an arc of foam as it went.

Andre look stunned, and took a nervous step back.

“Look at me, Andre,” I grinned wolfishly. “I’m not stupid.”

“I…” Andre stammered. “I never said you were…”

“I saw the look on your face that night. I saw the hard-on poking out the front of your pants. You were fucking loving it.” And then I took another menacing step forward. “And if you didn’t love it, why would you come back to me now?”

I sneered at him, and then span to the left, and wrapped my arms around Maria’s waist. I kissed her wetly on the mouth.

Then, lips glistening with the taste of her, I turned to Andre and growled: “I know what your problem is, Andre – and I’m here to fix it.” My hand slid down Maria’s back, to squeeze her ass through her dress. “You’re feeling conflicted. You’re trying to assert yourself, because you felt like you lost control that night.”

And then I turned to him, and slapped him hard across the cheek.

Andre staggered back, clutching his ringing law.

“Well, that’s exactly what you wanted,” I hissed. “And that’s exactly why you came back here tonight.” Reluctantly letting Maria go, I crossed the room, grabbed Andre’s shirt and then roughly pushed him back.

He staggered backwards, collided with the bed, and then fell onto the mattress with his arms outstretched.

“Andre Stone,” I hissed at him, as he lay helpless on the bed. “Tonight, you’re not going to get what you asked for. You’re going to get what you crave.” And then Maria stepped to my side, and I curled my arm around her waist. “And if you’re smart enough to just surrender into it, this will be the most memorable night of your life.”

Andre looked up, eyes wide.

And I could see the fight had gone from them already.

His little show of resistance had been just that – a show. He was acting like a woman – more like a woman that Maria did, in fact. He’d presented me with what Pick Up Artists describe as a ‘shit test’ – a challenge to see whether or not I’d put up with his shit. 

The answer was: “No.” Which was exactly what he’d wanted.

I left Andre lying on the bed, and turned to look into Maria’s deep, blue eyes.

“I’m so happy to see you again,” I told her, as I pulled her into a tight embrace and kissed her passionately.

Maria’s lips were soft, and eager. She kissed like no other woman I’d ever met before. 

I felt her melt in my arms, and immediately grew hard beneath my robe.

Grinning, I pulled my lips from hers, and turned to Andre – who was watching us nervously.

“Get the fuck over here,” I ordered. “And make yourself useful.”


Chapter Four

Andre clambered off the bed.

“First, get undressed,” I ordered – and as Andre peeled off his shirt and pants, I turned my attention back to Maria.

She looked up at me with her sexy blue eyes. Her mouth was open a little – eager for another kiss. She squirmed in my arms – and I knew she was probably getting as wet as I was getting hard.

I kissed her again, and then turned back to Andre.

He was standing there in just his socks now – a reasonably proportioned guy, but a long way from my lean, muscular form. I could see instantly why he felt threatened by me.

But that was part of the appeal of this situation – and I could tell as much, because Andre’s cock was already hard, swinging between his legs.

“Get on your knees,” I ordered. “And crawl on over here.”

Andre obeyed – and as he shuffled across the carpet, I turned to Maria and kissed her again.

As we made out, I reached up to slip the straps from Maria’s slender shoulders. Immediately, her dress slid down off her lean, sexy body – revealing her small, perfect breasts.

Her dress pooled around her ankles, and she stood there in just her panties.

“Andre,” I ordered, looking down at her husband – crouched on the ground beside us like an obedient lap dog. “Take off her panties…” He reached up with trembling fingers, so I grinned and hissed: “No. With your teeth.”

Andre flashed a smile, and bared his teeth. As he lifted himself up on his knees, I turned to Maria and kissed her.

She was an amazing kisser. Her lips were soft, and warm and wet, and I couldn’t wait to feel them on other parts of my body later.

My hands slid around to stroke the lean, warm skin of her bare back, and I felt my cock throb as she shuddered and moaned into my mouth. Andre was tugging her panties down with his teeth, and Maria shivered at the sensation.

Moments later, she stepped out of them, and Andre sat back, the panties hanging from his teeth like a dog with a chew toy. I laughed as I glanced down at him.

“Come on, boy,” I grinned. “It’s time for you to eat.”

And as I said that, I lowered Maria to the bed.

She lay on her back, legs hanging off the edge of the bed. With a nod of my head, I ordered Andre to crawl between them, and spread her thighs.

“Make her cum,” I ordered, and Andre obediently nodded. A moment later, Maria groaned and arched her back as she felt her husband’s warm, wet mouth on her bare pussy.

I lay down on the bed alongside Maria, and leaned over to kiss her. My hands explored her body – cupping her breast, and pinching her nipples between finger and thumb. My lips explored hers, and my cock throbbed as I felt her tongue brush against mine.

“Oh, God,” Maria groaned, as she lay there. She was the recipient of two men’s rapt attention, and she was loving it.

I grinned, and stroked her hair as I gazed into her big, blue eyes.

“I want to see you cum,” I murmured, and Maria smiled as she looked back up at me.

One of her hands idly pressed itself against my crotch, and her fingers curled around my erection, through the silky material of my robe.

“Not yet,” I told her, but I made no effort to move her hand away.

Maria giggled, and then craned her neck to kiss me again. I eagerly gave her what she wanted, even as the room echoed with the slurping and sucking of Andre; eagerly feasting between his wife’s open legs.


Chapter Five

Soon, Maria’s breath became ragged in my mouth.

I pulled my lips away, and gazed lovingly into her eyes. One of her hands found mine, and she squeezed it hard.

“I want to see you cum,” I repeated, as Maria began moaning, and squirming on the bed. “I want to look deep into those beautiful eyes the moment you explode.”

“Unnngh,” she groaned, squeezing my hand harder. “Oh, Bruno…”

Between her legs, Andre licked, and slurped, and sucked. I looked down, smiling with satisfaction, and then stretched out one of my bare feet, towards his ass.

“Make her feel good, Andre,” I demanded, pressing my big toe between his cheeks. Andre whimpered into Maria’s pussy. “Make her feel really good.”

And so Andre obediently snuffled, and slurped, and licked faster, and Maria groaned and clung to my hand as he drove her closer and closer to climax.

“Oh, fuck, Bruno,” Maria gasped, looking into my eyes. “Oh, God, I wish it was you down there.” She stole a kiss from me. “I wish you were inside me right now.”

I grinned wickedly.

“All in good time, darling,” I promised her, and kissed her passionately as she groaned and gasped into my mouth.

“Unnngh,” her body starting shuddering. “Oh, God.” I pulled my mouth away, and locked my gaze with hers. Looking deep into Maria’s eyes, I squeezed her hand as she came.

Maria arched her back, and cried out, and shuddered as an orgasm washed over her.

“Keep licking, dammit,” I kicked Andre in the ass as he sucked and slurped, and his relentless licking drove Maria to another climax. She cried out, and gazed into my eyes with absolute openness and abandon. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen in my life.

And then she collapsed onto the bed, gasping for breath.

I kissed her, and then reached down to ruffle Andre’s hair, as if he was an obedient pet dog.

“Good boy,” I told him, as he lifted his head from between Maria’s legs. His lips and chin were glistening with her wetness.

“Oh, God,” Maria gasped, looking up at me. She opened her eyes and tried to embrace me. “Please… I need to feel you inside me.”

“All in good time,” I promised her. “You have to earn that.” And then I turned to Andre, still kneeling on the floor. “You too. You have to earn the pleasure of seeing me fuck your wife.”

And then I stood up, and turned to face them both.

I was looking resplendent in my silk robe, but it was looking a little ridiculous with my erection tenting out the front of it.

Holding out my arms, I addressed Maria and Andre forcefully.

“Undress me.”


Chapter Six

There was no hesitation.

Andre and Maria quickly clambered to their feet, and they approached me, naked and eager.

With trembling fingers, Andre undid the belt of my robe and opened it – gasping as he looked down and saw my throbbing erection swing free.

Maria, meanwhile, was slipping the robe from my shoulders – letting it fall to the floor around my ankles. I stood there, absolutely naked, and she kissed my shoulders, and pecs.

Grinning, I stepped back – sitting down in the big, luxurious armchair in the corner. 

Reaching for my strategically-placed drink, I looked up at the husband and wife and demanded: “On your knees.”

Maria and Andre exchanged nervous glances. Then they got onto their hands and knees on the luxurious carpet.

I sat there, sipping my drink, with my erection throbbing between my legs.

“You know what to do,” I told them – and they instinctively did.

Crawling forward, Maria and Andre approached me. I moment later, I felt Maria’s hands on my thigh, and her hair brush my lap. Andre’s fingers slid up my inner thigh too, and brushed my balls.

I groaned, as husband and wife descended on my straining cock.

Maria was the first to suck it – opening her mouth and engulfing the head of my cock between her delicious lips. 

I groaned, and threw back my head as I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my shaft.

Andre, meanwhile, kissed my lower stomach, and then my inner thighs. Finally, I felt his tongue slather my balls with saliva, stretching out to lick the tender spot underneath, and then eagerly suck one and then the other into his mouth.

It was amazing. To feel husband and wife worshipping my cock and balls was up there on the best and most exciting sexual experiences of my life.

And it just got hotter. At one point, Maria released my cock from her mouth, so she could lick the shaft and kiss my stomach. And when she turned back, it was Andre sucking on my swollen shaft. She joined in two; and I looked down to find them French kissing each other; my cock sandwiched between their lips.

I thought for a moment I might cum right then and there; spurting my hot cum over both their eager faces… But I had plans for the pair of them, and as much as I would have loved to see them plastered with my cum, that would have to wait.

“Maria,” I ordered, and she looked up eagerly – her lips swollen and her chin glistening with saliva. “Come up here. I want to be inside you.”

Grinning, Maria rose, and clambered into my lap.

As she straddled me, I turned to Andre, and ordered: “Grab my cock. I want you to put me inside her.” I licked my lips eagerly. “I want you to put my cock inside your wife.”


Chapter Seven

To his credit, Andre didn’t even hesitate.

I groaned as I felt his fingers curl around my cock. Then I moaned as he wrangled my shaft into position, and it nuzzled between the lips of Maria’s wet and eager pussy.

I looked up, into her eyes, as she lowered herself down onto me.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” I groaned.

Maria’s pussy felt amazing. She was so hot. So tight. As her pussy eagerly accepted inch after inch of me, I moaned at the amazing sensation, and kissed her wetly on the mouth.

A moment later, she nestled in my lap; my cock fully buried inside of her.

And then Maria began to rock back and forth in my lap.

Fuck me, it was delicious. The sensation of my cock moving inside her was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I knew it would take every ounce of willpower I had not to spurt inside her; to fill her with my churning load.

Maria groaned in my ear, and crushed my face between her breasts. She squirmed in my lap, and I knew she was feeling good.

“How does it feel, Andre?” Tearing my face from her breasts, I looked up into the face of Maria’s husband. “How does it feel to watch another man fuck your wife?”

Andre’s face was a mask – but the hard-on poking out between his legs indicated that he was as turned on by this as I was.

“Hey,” I demanded, reaching around to cup Maria’s ass cheeks in my hands, “kiss your husband.” And so Maria did. Stretching her neck, she turned to Andre, and he kissed her passionately.

I buried my head between Maria’s breasts again, and nibbled on one of her beautiful nipples. She groaned into Andre’s mouth.

Cupping her ass in my hands, I ground Maria back and forth in my lap – moving my big cock in and out of her. She was gasping and groaning now, kissing her husband sloppily on the mouth, as I nuzzled her breasts in my mouth.

After a few moments we switched, and Maria turned to kiss me instead. Her mouth was wet with Andre’s saliva, and her kisses were frantic. I could tell she was on the brink of orgasm.

“You’re such a beautiful little slut,” I moaned in her ear, as she rode me. “God, I can’t wait to see you cum on my cock. I want to see the look on your husband’s face as I make you cum.”

“Huuungh,” Maria groaned.

I turned to look at Andre, who was standing there with his cock sticking out from between his legs like a flagpole.

“Are you ready?” I asked him. “Are you ready to see your wife cum on my cock?” I kissed her hotly. “She’s such a beautiful little slut, Andre. Oh, I’m going to do amazing things with her.”

I could feel Maria’s body shudder, and her pussy tighten. 

“I’m going to turn her into a wanton little bitch,” I told Andre, “and I’m going to make you watch her do everything she’d never do with you.”

And then I turned and looked deep into Maria’s eyes as she rode me.

She was moaning now, biting her lip, reading to explode.

“Are you ready, my sexy little slut?” I breathed hotly into her ear. “Oh, my God, you’re going to be a sexual work of art, my little minx. I’m going to make you do such beautiful, such perverted things.” 

“Oh, God,” Maria groaned, wrapping her arms around my shoulders.

“This is just the beginning,” I promised her. “You’re going to prove yourself to me. From now on, this tight little pussy and that wet little mouth of yours belong to me – and I’m going to give them to who I please, when I please.”

Maria gasped.

“That’s right. You’re mine to give away. I’m going to have you fucked, and eaten, and spanked, and beaten, and I’m going to make you cum so many times you won’t even know what day it is.”

“Oh, fuuuck,” Maria groaned.

“And I’m going to make Andre watch. I’m going to make him look into your eyes as I give you to other men. I’m going to make him stand there and watch as you cum for them, like you could never cum for him.”

“Ohhhh. Bruno… I’m so close.”

“You’re my little whore, Maria. And I love you.”

And then she came.

Crying out, Maria climaxed in my lap. Her whole body shuddered, and she flailed, and I had to practically hold her down as I kept thrusting upwards, inside of her.

Part of me wanted to surrender, and cum too. I wanted to explode inside of her. I wanted to flood her with hot spurts, and mark my territory – to demonstrate to her husband, right then and there, that his beautiful wife really belonged to me.

But I had other plans; and tonight, I needed to make sure I covered all my bases.

Eventually, Maria collapsed across me in the chair, gasping for breath. I brushed her hair from her eyes, and kissed her passionately.

“Oh, God, please,” she begged. “Bruno. Throw me on the bed. Fuck me.”

I kissed her again.

“It’s not your turn,” I told her, and then lifted her from my lap.

My rock-hard cock slid from inside her, and sproinged upright – splattering us with her wetness. I stood there, magnificently naked, and unashamedly hard, as Maria landed on her unsteady feet in front of me.

I turned to Andre, and grinned.

“It’s time for you to learn your place, now.”

Chapter Eight

With both hands, I pushed Andre hard in the chest.

Stunned, he staggered back – again, catching his legs against the bed, and tumbling onto his back on the covers.

I was looming over him in an instant – grabbing his ankles and hoisting them up high into the air.

“W-wait!” Andre twisted and flailed about, but with his legs hoisted in the air, there was nothing he could do. I used my superior strength to pin him down on the bed, and bend his knees back until they were crushed to his chest.

His bare ass hung out over the edge of the bed, his erection poking up between his legs.

“Maria!” I snapped.

Andre’s wife scurried over to me, looking up eagerly with her sexy blue eyes.

“Get on your knees, pet,” I ordered, twisting my hips to present my raging hard-on to her. It was glistening with her wetness. “Get me good and wet.”

Maria’s eyes flashed with alarm, but she didn’t hesitate. Dropping to her knees, she grabbed my hips, opened her mouth and engulfed my throbbing cock.

Fuuuuck. It was heavenly. Looking down I saw her beautiful eyes staring up at me, and her full, sexy lips wrapped around my cock. The fact that she was tasting herself on my cock was so fucking sexy. I loved it. 

Part of me wanted to spurt in her sweetly sucking mouth. To watch her eagerly swallow my load. But I had another reason for her sucking my cock – and that pleasure would have to wait.

Turning to Andre, I looked down at him with a smile.

“Maria told me all about your fantasies,” I grinned. “How you fantasized about getting fucked. Well, today’s your lucky day.” I hooked both his ankles in one arm, and used the other to reach across the bed. I’d strategically placed a tub of coconut oil there earlier.

Passing it to Maria, I ordered: “Grease him up.”

She released my cock from her mouth, saliva dribbling down her chin. With a wicked glint in her eyes, she did as she was told – scooping a lump of coconut oil from the jar, and smearing it between Andre’s ass cheeks. The creamy white paste melted almost immediately in contact with Andre’s flesh; gleaming and oily.

“Huuungh,” he threw his head back and groaned, as Maria pressed her fingers against his tightly-clenched ass, greasing him up.

I lowered myself to my knees, throwing his ankles over my shoulders. My cock was directly level with his ass.

“Be careful what you wish for, Andre,” I grinned, as Maria turned and slathered my own cock in coconut oil. Her fingers felt heavenly on my straining shaft, as she rubbed it up and down with oil until my cock was gleaming.

Once I was dripping, I shuffled forward. Maria herself curled her fingers around my cock, and aimed it between the cheeks of Andre’s ass. She had a wicked glint in her eye as she nuzzled the head against the wrinkled knot of his asshole.

“Oh, fuck,” Andre whimpered.

I grinned, and thrust my hips forward.


Chapter Nine

Andre’s virginal ass resisted for just a second. He cried out as he felt the relentless pressure of my cock pressing against his backside.

But then the coconut oil did its work, and his tightly clenched little asshole opened up like a blossoming flower.

My cock sunk past the ring of resistance, sliding an inch deep inside him.

“Fuuuuck!” Andre arched his back and clawed at the bed sheets. He wailed as I pushed further forward – sinking my cock inch after inch into his tight little ass.

“Wow,” I groaned, watching my thick cock slide between his cheeks. “You’re so fucking tight.” I looked up, into his conflicted eyes. “I can’t believe I’m busting your cherry, Andre. Taking your anal virginity.”

“Huuungh,” his fingers balled fistfuls of cotton into them, as he clawed at the sheets.

Soon I was balls deep inside him, buried to the hilt. His ass was exquisitely tight, and the way he squirmed and groaned in humiliation and discomfort was turning me on.

“Maria,” I ordered, spreading Andre’s legs, an ankle in each hand. “Get on the bed.” 

She nodded, eagerly clambering onto the covers. 

“Sit on his face,” I ordered. “Suck his cock.”

She obeyed instantly.

I watched in excitement as Maria straddled Andre’s face, and lowered her delicious pussy onto his mouth. She moaned as she felt him instinctively open his mouth, and start feasting on her tingling, freshly-fucked pussy.

And then she turned to Andre’s cock, bobbing up and down in front of her face. Each time I thrust inside Andre’s tight little ass, his cock bounced up and down.

Maria looked up at me with her beautiful, blue eyes. Then she curled her fingers around Andre’s shaft, and lowered her head, and I heard him utter a muffled groan as she wrapped her lips around his cock.

Wow. It was amazing.

I was fucking Andre’s virginal ass in earnest now – really pounding him, in and out like a jackhammer. He was exquisitely tight, and the fact that I was reaming him out was a huge turn on.

But so was the fact that Maria was pinning him to the bed, sucking and slurping on his straining cock, even as she ground her cunt on his face.

Andre was reduced to worthless fuckmeat then and there. Perhaps we should have just left his cock untouched – let him spurt uselessly onto his stomach as my cock pressed against his prostate on each inward stroke.

But I wanted more. I wanted to possess Maria, as well as ruin him. So I stroked her hair, and looked down at her beautiful face as she bobbed her head, and swirled her tongue around her husband’s straining cock.

“He’s going to cum in your mouth,” I told her, as I fucked her husband. “He’s going to spurt in your mouth and I want you to swallow it down like a good little slut.”

“Mmmmphh,” Maria nodded, slurping and sucking, until saliva drooled down her chin.

“Good little pet,” I stroked her hair.

She was gasping and groaning now, and I knew Andre’s lips and tongue were bringing her close to climax. I hoped I could time it perfectly – and as my own orgasm began to loom, I had a feeling I would.

“Oh, fuck,” Maria pulled her mouth away, strings of saliva stretching from her lips to Andre’s cock. “Oh, fuck, I’m going to cu….”

Slap! My hand left a ringing imprint on her cheek.

“Suck his cock,” I ordered. Stunned, she obeyed instantly, bobbing her head up and down, and eagerly swallowing Andre’s entire length.

“Mmmph,” she groaned. “Mmmmmph!” And then she let out a muffled cry, and clenched her thighs together, and damn-near suffocated Andre as she came loudly and wetly on his face.

Just the sight of that was enough to tip me over the edge. After what had seemed like an eternity on the brink of orgasm – spoiled by all these incredible sexual experiences – I finally surrendered and decided to mark Andre’s virginal territory as my own.

Thrusting as deeply into his ass as I could, I exploded inside of him.

“Mmmmphh!” Andre flailed underneath Maria, and waggled his legs in my arms as he felt his ass flooded with hot, scalding spurts of my cum. 

As I emptied my balls into his ass, I knew each powerful spurt was hitting him right on the prostate; and that was enough to trigger his own orgasm. Whether it was voluntary or not, I didn’t know – but Andre’s balls tightened, and his cock throbbed, and a moment later Maria’s cheeks bulged as he spurted his salty load across her tongue.

I watched with a grin as Andre’s beautiful wife struggled to gulp down each spurt. Fuck, it was sexy. She almost couldn’t contain it all, and cum dribbled down her cheek as she gasped for a breath of air.

Finally, I was drained. Gasping for breath, my heart racing, I slumped back and my softening cock slithered from Andre’s ass with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp.’ 

A deluge of cum followed, running down the crack of his ass.

Giggling, Maria rolled off her husband, and sat up. She looked fucking magnificent – glistening with sweat, and with cum and saliva gleaming on her lips and chin.

And Andre?

He looked practically dead. We had to check he was still breathing.

But he was. Lying crushed on the bed, face wet with Maria’s juices, and ass throbbing and dribbling my cum, Andre looked like he’d been fucked half to death, and loved every second of it.

And that wasn’t so far from the truth.

Staggering to my feet, I looked at the conquered couple – a very satisfied husband and wife.

Right at that moment, I knew I had them. Maria because of her sexual curiosity, and her vivacious appetite for erotic adventures. 

And Andre? Because we’d just given him the best fuck of his life.

I now owned his ass; and he could still feel my stamp of ownership dribbling out of him.


The End
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