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CHAPTER ONE

Another personal best, I’m getting pretty good at this… Hey, maybe I should do the marathon this year? It’s not like I’ve got anything else to do…

I slowed to a walk, the morning sun sizzling the sweat on my heaving chest as I stopped my watch and turned the corner onto my quiet street, my brow instinctively hardening as I looked to the first of the three large houses. It had been years since it mattered, but I continued to steel my gaze all the same as I walked past this particular house, irking memories of unfinished business jabbing at me as I did.

Man, I wish he’d come and visit his parents more often. I’d love to see that look of submission in his eye at least one more time before I leave this place… If I ever do…

I was moved to these leafy, affluent suburbs when I was young after my dad hit his first career jackpot, pulling us above the poverty line and throwing us into a lifestyle we had only dreamed of experiencing through a television screen. It was great in a lot of ways, obviously. But it’s also how I met my nemesis, Jacob. The little prick next door. He took an immediate dislike to me for whatever reason, pushing me around while he had the clear size advantage. Calling me stupid names, spreading dumb rumours about me at school. That sort of thing. He was two years older than me and probably a foot taller at the time, so I was powerless, refusing to go running to the teacher or my parents for help. But soon enough, I began to grow, punching my first boxing bag into oblivion as I waited patiently for the day to get my revenge.

And what a beautiful day it was when it finally arrived…

I walked by his house on the way home one weekend, finding him stood at the end of his driveway with a couple of his subservient giggling goons. They called over to me and I snapped, crossing the road and giving Jacob what had always been coming to him. His friends didn’t even try to help, standing aside like cowards as I beat the shit out of their squealing leader until he begged me to stop in a ball on the floor. I still remember the regret in his eyes as I stood over him, his face a crimson mess as I told him what would happen if he messed with me again. All the torment he put me through was worth it for that one moment.

His parents came over to our house that night with news of a broken nose, apoplectic that anybody could do such a thing to their little golden boy. I still remember the way his mom, Sylvia, looked at me with a fearful disgust. Like I was a serial killer that had somehow dodged death row. His portly dad, Jared, turning red as he mentioned getting the police involved every other minute. My parents told them to do as they pleased, sending them away with the simple suggestion of keeping their son away from me in future. The police were never called, but not a word passed between our parents again after that.

How long ago was that, now? Like eight years or something? Ha! And I still put my game-face on every time I pass… Maybe I should have just left after mom and dad died…

A few years after the fight, my dad hit his second jackpot, money becoming no issue for us at all. We had too much of it, if there is such a thing. So he retired, he and my mom deciding to take a lavish worldwide trip to do all the things they had ever dreamed of before they got too old, leaving me with the house to myself—everyone was excited. They died in a helicopter crash about half way through the trip, so I was suddenly left with everything to myself. A nineteen year old orphan with an ungodly fortune. With no close family to guide me, it was a disaster waiting to happen. I went off the rails pretty hard for a few years, but I haven’t squandered everything. I’m not sure I even could if I tried. But, I definitely gave it my best shot for a while.

Man, what a blur… I just remember a lot of empty bottles… And vaginas… Oh, dear God, so many vaginas…

My parents had planned to sell the house when they got back from their trip, the pictures of the potential upgraded homes making my eyes water. I’ve considered doing the same many times over the last few years, but one thing always stopped me.

Spite… Just sheer, fuck you in the ass, spite.

I had expected the looks of judgment from my pompous neighbors to ease up a little once they heard of the tragedy that had befallen the young man next door, but they didn’t. If anything, they just seemed to try their best not to look at me at all. And that’s why I’m just not fucking leaving. Not until they do. It was a small street with only three houses, but to me it felt like a kingdom that I didn’t want to cede to the enemy.

The remaining house at the end of the street was owned by a rich man from out of town, it was probably his third or fourth home or something. He was hardly ever there, the occasional group of his friends or family occupying the place for just a few weeks out of the year. Then one day, just a couple of months ago, the place was put up for sale. It surprised me how fast it seemed to sell too, the sign on the lawn taken down within just a few weeks.

And hey, look at that. Today must be the day I meet my new neighbors… Hopefully they’re chill…

I turned my attention to the moving truck that was parked up at the end of the street, a mountain of cardboard boxes visible in the back as the front door to the house hung open.

Hmmm, well, I can’t see anyone… Maybe I should knock on the door and offer to help? Or at least introduce myself… I should definitely do it before Jared and Sylvia can tell them I’m some sort of violent monster to stay away from… Actually, knowing Sylvia’s curtain-twitching antics, she’s probably already been over to them… And I‘m pretty sweaty right now… Oh, shit, someone’s coming… Okay, we’ve got a lady… Damn, she’s… Yep… That’s definitely a lady, alright…

I walked towards my house, my eyes fixed to the older woman walking toward the back of the moving truck, her blonde hair bobbing along with her hefty breasts, her black bra visible beside the straps of her tight white tank top. She glanced a sudden look my way as I deliberated my approach, seeming a little shocked as she did a double take in my direction, giving me an awkwardly shy smile as she lowered her head and continued toward the truck. Her round ass curved in her denim hot pants as she leant into the back, trying to take a hold of a box as I stared at her thick thighs tensing with her struggle.

Oh, fuck me, I’ve got to meet this woman…

“Hey!” I called as I passed by my driveway, making the lady pause from her task as she stood up straight and turned to face me. “You must be my new neighbor…”

“Oh… Yeah! Hi!” she called back as I made my way towards her, her stance stiffening as her eyes seemed to glance down at my jangling junk, stroking her stray hair behind her ear as she looked away with a little cough.

Ha! The grey sweatpants strike again…

“I’m Christian,” I said as I held out my hand. “Or Chris, whatever.”

“Deborah,” she replied as she took my hand, her busting cleavage wobbling with our brief shake. “Or Debby… Whatever,” she mimicked with a slightly nervous giggle before looking off toward the open door of her new home.

“Well, nice to meet you, Debby,” I smiled, suddenly conscious of myself as I wiped my hand on my vest. “Sorry, I’ve just been for a run, I’m a bit gross.”

“Oh, no, that’s alright,” she replied with a polite urgency in the shake of her head as she glanced at my drenched state. “I’m starting to sweat, too,” she giggled as she placed her hand on the waiting box.

“Well, hey, do you need any help?” I asked, her eyes widening immediately. “Are you on your own? Or…”

“Oh, no, my husband is just inside,” she replied as she looked to the house again. “He’ll be out in a second.”

Fuck, I knew there’d be a husband…

“Ah, cool,” I smiled through the expected disappointment. “Well, I can just go and clean myself up a little and come help you guys, if you want…”

“Oh, no, that’s okay,” she said with a shake of her blonde hair, seeming a little more reserved than polite this time as she shied her eyes from me, footsteps pattering from the hallway of the house.

“What’s taking you so—Oh,” a voice halted as I looked toward the surprised older man in the door, his feet kicking back into gear as he descended down the driveway.

“Hey, good to meet you, I’m Christian,” I said as he looked to me with a strange hint of wariness in his eye. “I live next door.”

“Carl,” he replied as he meekly shook my offered hand, giving me a slight nod before turning his attention to his silent wife. “Okay, c’mon then…”

Damn, that was pretty rude…

“Ah, well, I was just saying to Debby, I could lend you a hand, if you want,” I persisted through the awkwardness, drawing his seemingly reluctant attention back to me. “It looks like you’ve got a lot of stuff…”

“No, we’re good, there’s help on the way,” Carl replied, his tone a little curt as he went to reach for the next box before swiftly stopping to look behind me. “Ah, here they come…”

Huh? Oh, fuck off. I knew it…

I turned to find Jared and Sylvia making their hurried way over, the pair of them looking at me with stern brows before their faces brightened for the new arrivals.

“Hello, neighbor,” Sylvia beamed as she opened her arms to hug Deborah, her shorter dark hair contrasting with the blonde in their embrace.

“Hi, neighbor,” Deborah replied with a familiar tone, accepting Sylvia’s peck to her cheek.

Wait…

“Well, look who it is,” Jared chuckled as he shook Carl’s hand, the two of them sharing their own back-slapping hug. “There goes the neighborhood!”

For fuck’s sake, they already know each other, don’t they? I thought they seemed a little off with me, they’ve probably already been told all their little tales… Well, this is pretty fucking awkward now, isn’t it? Okay, fuck it. Let’s play…

“Ah, you guys all know each other already then?” I asked as the two couples swapped hugging partners.

“Yes. We do,” Sylvia replied bluntly without looking, her slight stature seeming even slighter than usual as Carl stooped to meet her.

“Carl and I have worked together for years,” Jared added as he looked to me with smug condescension.

“Ah, that’s cool,” I smiled as I embraced the tension, switching my focus to my new neighbors. “Well, me, Jared and Sylvia go back years too,” I smirked, my mind turning to mischief. “Sylvia and I are like best buds. Aren’t we, Syl?”

“No, I wouldn’t say so,” Sylvia scoffed, her cold expression unmoved as she remained impervious to my teasing.

“Yeah, we’re pretty close,” I continued undeterred as I smirked at the awkward new arrivals. “Jared doesn’t really like me, though… I think he might be jealous,” I added with a whisper as I guarded my lips from him.

“Goodbye, Christian,” Jared droned with a tired sigh.

“Yeah, I’ll just go and clean myself up and then I’ll come help you guys,” I smiled with feigned optimism. “I’m not sure Jared could carry much, but Sylvia is stronger than she looks…”

“I’ve already told you we don’t need your help,” Carl replied, his unamused glare fixing to me as his wife looked down at her feet, her toes curling in her pretty sandals.

Ha! Oooh, big brave man!

“Oh, well, I was only trying to be a good neighbor,” I teased with disappointed offence. “I guess I’ll just leave you guys to it then… It was lovely to meet you, Debby,” I smiled, looking the mature blonde bombshell up and down before turning to the icy Sylvia. “See you later, Syl,” I winked before turning to walk away. “Say hi to Jacob for me…”

“Don’t you wink at my wife like that!” Jared piped with palpable frustration in his bluster as he remained rooted.

“Our wife, Jared,” I replied with a correcting tut, not bothering to turn back. “Our wife… See ya, neighbors.”

Ha! Dammit, they called for backup! Ah, well, at least I tried to be nice…

I opened my front door, stepping inside as I felt their eyes burning into me, fighting the temptation to look back before I kicked the door shut and dragged off my sweaty vest.

Guess I’m well and truly outnumbered now. They’ve got me surrounded, too. A little pincer attack action. Ah, whatever. I was getting bored, anyway. Let’s see what big brave Carl can bring to the battlefield… His wife didn’t seem so bad, though. I wouldn’t mind going head to head with her at all… And I have to admit, there really is something about Sylvia too. I wonder if her ass is that tight in the bedroom. She always looks so stressed out, folding her stiff arms under those perky little tits… Man, I’d hate-fuck her so hard she wouldn’t know what day it was. She might even crack a smile after I was done with her…

I spent the rest of the day just chilling in my room, contemplating whether to go out that night as the sun began to set, when a sudden chatter perked my ears. I looked to my open window as the gleeful natter continued, the unfamiliar sound of Sylvia’s merry cackle raising my brow.

Damn, is the ice queen melting? I’ve got to see this…

I dragged myself up from my bed, wandering to the open window that offered a partial view of the back yard next door, finding the two older couples making themselves comfortable in the seating area, setting their shared bottle down on the table between them.

“Well, that was divine, Carl. Thank you,” Sylvia piped as she crossed her legs and sat back with her glass in hand.

“Yeah, not too bad at all,” Jared agreed, plonking himself down beside his wife. “You’ll have to make us dinner every night.”

“Anytime,” Carl replied with a smug grin, lazily reaching a hand to rest on Deborah’s folded thigh. “Now that we’re here, it’d be a shame not to take advantage of me, wouldn’t it?”

Ew, what a prick… Fuck it, I can’t resist…

“I’ll take advantage of you!” I called, the four of them quickly jolting their necks in search of me. “Hey!” I waved as they spotted me in the window, Sylvia depriving me of her sour expression as she showed me her back. “Did you save some for me?”

“Unfortunately not,” Carl replied with an unbothered scoff, remaining still as his wife looked up at me in startled silence.

“Oh, okay,” I chuckled. “That’s cool. I’ll just get something later, I guess…”

“Can we help you?” Jared asked with a tired groan, matching his friend’s pompous indifference as he looked back at me.

“Well, if dinner’s off the table, then not really,” I replied with a shrug. “I was just trying to relax when I heard all this commotion…”

“Pah!” Jared scoffed, relieving his contorted body as he turned back around.

“If you wouldn’t mind,” Carl said, his tone a little sterner as he reached the end of his tether. “We’re trying to have a private conversation…”

“Oh, no, you’re right, forgive me for having my window open,” I replied, placing a blaming hand to my heart before reaching for the handle. “I’ll give you some privacy… Just don’t go making a habit of this, you hear?” I added with a jovial shake of my fist.

“Well, you may have to get used to it,” Carl replied with a shit eating grin. “We’re rather social.”

Ha! This guy thinks he’s the shit…

“Oh, is that right?” I laughed, enjoying the suave stance of my new enemy. “Well, I can be pretty social too when I want to be… Enjoy your night, guys.”

I shut the window with a grin, hoping my meaning wasn’t lost on them as I gave them a final wave and retreated back to my bed, pulling out my phone as I lay down.

Well, thanks for deciding my plans for me, Carl… Okay, who’s loud? Who… is… loud? Hmmmm… Wait. Surely, this is a job for Amy? She always sounds like she’s singing. She can provide some operatic ambience for the new royalty… But, it did take like a week to get her to leave last time. I’m not sure I can be bothered to go through all that again right now… Clara? She’s definitely loud… Actually, there’s not really many quiet ones in here… Maybe I should—wait! Oh, that’s perfect! Let’s even the numbers a little…

I pressed call as my balls began to stir with excitement, the phone barely ringing before a sultry voice answered.

“Well, it’s about time,” Jess purred, the blare of her television lowering to mute in the background. “It’s been a while, hasn’t it? What can I do for you, handsome?”

“What are you and Becky up to tonight?” I asked, cutting to the chase.

“Well, Rebecca is currently getting ready to go and see her beloved,” Jess replied, “while little old me was just about to get ready to go to town. Want to come with?”

“Nah, I need a night in, tonight. You want to come over?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Jess replied, her usual sexy smirk visible in her tone. “I’ll get ready and be right there.”

“Alright, cool, don’t take long though,” I said, hoping my new neighbors didn’t like early nights. “And bring Becky with you.”

“I just told you, she’s about to leave to go meet her boyfriend… And why? Am I not enough for you anymore?” she teased, her smirk puckering to a pout in my mind’s eye.

“Not tonight you aren’t,” I laughed. “I need both of you. Shout her.”

“Alright… Rebecca!” Jess called, shouting again until she got an answer. “Come here!”

“… What is it?! I’m already late!” Becky snapped in the background.

“Do you hear the way she speaks to me, daddy?” Jess teased. “We should spank her extra hard tonight…”

“Is that Christian?!” Becky gasped at a whisper.

“Put her on,” I ordered, hearing the handover before Becky piped down the line.

“Hel—Okay, okay! I’ll put him on speaker! … Hello?”

“Hey, come over with Jess, tonight.”

“Argh! I really can’t, tonight,” Becky replied with a wincing regret. “I was meant to be at my boyfriend’s like ten minutes ago.”

“I don’t care,” I said bluntly, “just tell him you can’t make it.”

“Tell him you’re sick,” Jess suggested.

“I can’t tell him I’m sick, I spoke to him like twenty minutes ago and everything was fine!”

“Okay, well I don’t really care what you tell him,” I said, deciding to leave negotiations to the more than capable Jess. “But, it’s both of you or neither...”

“Oh, you are not fucking this up for me!” Jess scoffed in warning. “Don’t worry, daddy, we’ll be there soon! Won’t we?”

“Okay! But, what am I gonna say to him?! I need something better than I’m sick all of a sudden! He’ll just offer to come over and look after me!”

“Errr… Ooh!” Jess squeaked. “Tell him that I’ve had a big argument with my parents again. Tears everywhere. You need to stay in and make sure I’m okay.”

“Hmmm… That’s pretty good, actually,” Becky replied. “Okay, we’ll go with that.”

“Alright, I’ll see you both soon then,” I said, my mind turning to dinner.

“See you soon, daddy!” Jess cooed.

“Bye!” Becky chimed before a loud smack sent her squealing.

“Bye, what?! You bad little slut!” Jess growled as her roommate giggled with excitement.

“Bye, daddy!” Becky corrected with obedience.

Ha! Jess is awesome! She does most of the work for me…

“That’s right,” Jess relented with a tut before her strict tone evaporated. “Don’t worry, daddy, she’ll be on her best behaviour when we arrive. I’ll make sure of it.”

“You better be on yours, too,” I warned her, ending the call before sitting up, the sound of laughter next door returning to my ears.

Yeah, laugh it up. Drink and be merry… Aw man, I wish I could see their faces when they hear Jess heating up… I don’t think they’ll be disturbing me much more after tonight…

* * *
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CHAPTER TWO

Damn, they’re playing cards now? Aw, I like cards…

I lazed back on my bed after taking a little peek out of the window, letting my rushed dinner settle with a massaging rub to my stomach, imagining how things could be different.

I could be a good neighbor, right? I could be nice and cordial while I ate some ‘divine’ food and played a few rounds of cards… Maybe I should just try and bury the hatchet? Give a sincere apology for my part played and see if we can all just get along from now on? Without any of these sordid little games…

I lay in contemplation, seeing myself laughing and joking at the table beside them, giving Sylvia a swift spank to her tight rump as she stood to fetch a refill, Jared chastising me with a chuckling look of warning before my ringing doorbell woke me from my strange dream.

Nah, this is more fun…

I hopped from my bed and made my way downstairs, opening the door to find the pair of pretty brunettes beaming up at me.

“Hello, daddy,” Jess smirked as she stepped forward without delay, her hands reaching up to my neck to pull me down to her lips.

Ha! She’s hungry…

“… I’ve given her a very stern talking to,” she continued as her needy tongue slipped from my mouth, dropping back to her heels before reaching for her friend’s bare arm. “Now, what do you say?”

“Thank you for inviting us over, daddy,” Becky grinned as she stepped forward in her pretty black dress.

“And…” Jess prompted.

“I’m sorry for the delay… and you’ll always come before my stupid boyfriend,” Becky continued with a grin before offering me a much softer kiss than her precocious pal.

“Good girl,” Jess smiled, seeming pleased with herself as she looked up at me. “May we come in now?”

“Please do,” I laughed as I stepped aside, the pair’s heels clacking to the marble floor as they entered.

“Damn, I love this place so much, it’s been too long,” Becky laughed, taking a wide-eyed look around.

“Well, it’s definitely nicer than our shitty apartment,” Jess scoffed as she removed her jacket, her breasts plumped up in her bra as she turned to me. “You know we could just stay here, if you’d like?”

“Nah, I’m good,” I laughed, the pair of them following after me as I headed for the kitchen.

“Oh, c’mon!” Becky piped behind me. “You’d barely even notice us…”

“Until you needed to, of course,” Jess added teasingly, planting visions in my brain.

Ha! Would that be so bad?

“Maybe in my next place,” I laughed as I made my way to the fridge, grabbing a couple of big bottles of water.

“Ooh! He’s got thirsty plans for us,” Jess grinned as she looked to the bottles, leaning back against the counter as she raised her knowing eyes to mine.

“Are you thinking of moving soon or something?” Becky asked.

“I don’t think so,” I replied, handing each of them a bottle to hold. “But I told you about my neighbors, right?”

“The assholes over there?” Jess asked as I looked to her, familiar with my feelings on the matter as she pointed off towards their house.

“Well, they’re over there at the moment,” I said, nodding her in the opposite direction.

“I thought that house was empty?” Becky said, her cute brow furrowing.

“Well, it was until today. Some new couple moved in, and it turns out that they’re pretty close friends of the assholes.”

“Okay… So…” Jess said, prompting me to continue.

“Alright, so I go for a run this morning and when I get back, there’s a moving truck next door, and this hot woman comes walking out of the house.”

“How old?” Jess asked without missing a beat, her own brow steeling as she imagined the scene. “What does she look like?”

“I don’t know how old,” I shrugged, picturing my new neighbor. “Like forties? Blonde. Tanned. Massive tits. Proper milf.”

“Ha! Okay,” Jess grinned with a roll of her eyes. “So, like twice your age… What are we doing here then?”

“Yeah… My tits are only little,” Becky pouted for sympathy.

“You know I love your little tits,” I grinned in reply, making her beam as she bounced them for me.

“Thank you, daddy,” she said with satisfaction as she bit her lip and impatiently clutched the cool bottle of water to her crotch. “Can we go to the bedroom now?”

“Not yet, you giddy slut! Calm yourself,” Jess intervened with a grin as she looked back to me. “So, what happened?”

“Well, I go over to introduce myself and offer to help,” I continued, remembering the exchange. “She was alright actually, a little bit shy and awkward, but then her husband comes out and he’s just kinda rude to me. Says he doesn’t need my help or whatever.”

“Aw, what a prick,” Becky scowled.

“I know, right?” I laughed. “So, I think, that’s pretty rude. What’s that all about? And then my asshole neighbors come walking over, giving them hugs and shit. I’m like, what the fuck is happening, just stood there. So I figure they obviously know each other and they’ve told this new couple to ignore me or whatever.”

“Why do your neighbors hate you so much?” Becky asked with a confused giggle. “The parties?”

“Nah, it’s cause I kicked their son’s ass years ago. He deserved it, but they didn’t see it that way. They’ve hated me ever since.”

“Alright, so then what happened?” Jess asked, eager for the rest.

“I just left it,” I replied with a shrug. “Well, I teased them a little first, then I just walked off and went for a shower. But then later, just before I called you, I’m chilling on my bed and I hear this laughing coming from outside. So, I look out the window, and they’re all sat in their new garden. You must’ve seen it when you’re smoking—the decking with the table and chairs. Nice little set up.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’ve seen it,” Jess nodded. “So, then what?”

“Well, I couldn’t help myself,” I replied with a guilty smirk. “I called to them, just playing. Seeing if there were any leftovers for me, just dumb teasing. Telling them they were disturbing my rest or whatever. Like clearly joking. And this fucking prick, Carl, calls over to me, telling me I better get used to the noise from now on.”

“And you didn’t like that, did you?” Becky smiled with understanding.

“No, I did not,” I replied with a slow shake of my head. “I thought it’s only fair that I give them some noise to get used to as well… So, I hope you don’t mind me using you like this…”

“Oh, not at all,” Jess replied with a heightened sense of excitement. “I’ll make sure she’s especially loud for you, tonight,” she continued as she looked to Becky with a sadistic glare. “You’ve still got our favorite toys, right?”

Ha! Becky’s in for a rough night…

“Yeah, it’s all still there… And how do you feel about that, Rebecca?” I teased as I looked to the slighter of the pair, her cheeks blushing as she recognized what was to come. “You think you’re up to it?”

“Oh, I’m definitely up to it,” she replied with a sure nod before looking back to her friend with a point to settle. “But I want a turn, too, this time. This bitch has been so far up my ass recently. It’s time for me to get up hers for a change…”

“Ha! Do your worst,” Jess scoffed with an unbothered smirk, standing up straight and grabbing her bottle. “You probably won’t be able to even move when we’re done with you anyway…”

Becky took a deep breath as she pursed her smile, overcome by a little shiver before she snapped. “Okay, let’s go right now!” she said, wasting no time in heading for the door.

“Alright, go and wait for us on the bed then! Prepare yourself, slut!” Jess called after her, listening to the sound of her eager friend’s heels clacking away before she came in closer. “Come here,” she whispered as she pulled me down to her lips once more. “I’ve missed you, you know?”

Ha! She’s in a sentimental mood…

“Have you?” I teased as I broke from her lips.

“I have,” she replied with unashamed insistence. “I always miss you. When are you gonna tell me to stay? Huh? How many little playthings do I need to bring you before you see my true value? Who else does this for you? Huh? Who?”

“You’re a fucking menace,” I laughed as her teasing hands reached into my pockets to scratch at my thighs, making me grab her wrists.

“You love it!” she replied as she struggled. “You love me, just admit it!”

“I’ll do no such thing, you fucking temptress, fuck off!” I laughed as I shoved her away.

“Aha! So, you are tempted,” she beamed victoriously as she kept her hands to herself.

“No, not even—”

“Oh, don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me,” she interrupted. “I won’t play with your poor heart any further… So, c’mon. What do you want? Just noise to piss them off or what?”

“Ha! Nah, make it dirty,” I replied, imagining the cards slipping from Sylvia’s stunned hands.

“Alright then,” Jess smirked, seeming up to the challenge. “How dirty?”

“Uncomfortably dirty,” I smiled, twisting the tail of my little sex freak. “Like, what is the world coming to dirty…”

“Well, that shouldn’t be too hard a reaction to get out of some grumpy old neighbors,” she said with a raise of her plucked brow as she reached for her purse. “Alright then, let’s do this… Daddy…”

“Hmmm, I dunno,” I said, something not seeming right. “I’m thinking something like Master will work better tonight. I’m looking to dominate their little earholes, not arouse them. I bet Master would freak them out more.”

“Ha! Alright, Master, whatever you say,” Jess agreed with a shrug, before she looked up at me. “And I’m gonna get what I want, too, right?”

“Do you ever not get what you want?” I returned, an array of her tortured orgasmic faces flittering through my mind.

“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t,” she replied, her lips curving as she began away. “C’mon then. She was playing with herself in the car, she’s probably desperate by now.”

“Alright,” I laughed, imagining Becky’s usual whimpering as she writhed in the passenger seat. “I’m right behind you…”

“Just where I like you,” Jess grinned with a peek back over her shoulder, my eyes drawn to her tight ass swaying away from me before my feet insisted I follow.

Man, it really has been too long. If I ever do want a girlfriend, I know it’ll be her… And all her girlfriends, too… How does she find all these freaky little things? I’d have definitely gone to college if I knew the girls there would be this wild… Maybe it’s not too late? I’m only twenty-four…

I made my way up the stairs behind the spectacle of Jess’s dress riding up her smooth legs, her hips snaking with seduction as she took her sweet time, hurrying as I gave her ass a quick spank.

“I’m not in the teasing mood,” I warned her as she giggled her way to the top.

“Well, I am,” she replied as she turned with waiting defiance, before I gripped a fistful of her hair. “Oooh! Okay, Master, I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” she winced with growling delight as I dragged her to my open bedroom door and threw her inside.

“Is she misbehaving already, daddy?” Becky tutted as she knelt up on the four poster bed, one of her straps already dangling from her dainty shoulder. “You should punish her…”

“Oh, no, it’s you that’ll be getting punished first,” said Jess, making her way across the room as she asserted her place in the pecking order. “And it’s Master, tonight,” she added as she peeked out of the window.

“They still there?” I asked as I shut the door, making my way towards the bed as Becky crawled to the edge to meet me.

“Yeah,” Jess replied, still peering from the window. “Looks like they’re playing cards or something… So that’s the milf then, is it? Ha! She looks like my mom…”

“Then your mom must be a milf, too,” I surmised as Becky stared up at me on all fours, shaking her petite ass from side to side as she waited patiently for my pants to drop. “You should bring her over sometime…”

“Ha! Sometime, maybe,” Jess dismissed with a giggle as she ceased her spying. “You want me to open the window?”

“Nah,” I replied as I kicked out of my pants, Becky’s patience running out as she attacked my bulging boxers with her little pearly whites. “You’ll be loud enough without…”

“Well, one of us definitely will,” said Jess as she approached the bed, reaching to give Becky’s shaking ass a firm spank.

“Owww!” Becky whined into my groin, her knees hopping with the next spank before she looked up at me. “She’s hurting me, Master,” she pouted with a teasing glee in her eye, “I only want you to hurt me…”

“Well, tough shit,” Jess laughed as she dragged off her flimsy dress, revealing her sexy lingerie before she climbed onto the bed behind her horny friend. “You’re gonna leave this place tied up in my trunk, you little whore! Come here!”

“Mmmm! That sounds pretty hot, actually,” Becky purred as Jess straddled her back, collapsing onto her front under the weight. “Can we actually do that?”

“Oh, yeah, sure,” Jess replied with a dose of sarcasm. “I’ll ask security to help me carry you upstairs… They can pick whichever hole of yours they want as their tip.”

“Owww!” Becky whimpered again as Jess spanked her ass, struggling to look up at me. “She’s trying to give me away, Master. You won’t let her, will you?”

“You already give yourself away, you bad little slut,” Jess answered in my stead. “You went and got a boyfriend without Master’s permission, didn’t you? Didn’t you?!”

“Owww! Yes!” Becky whimpered with a shameful admittance. “I’m sorry, Master…”

Ha! It’s okay, I don’t really care…

“Words aren’t good enough!” Jess objected with another firm palm to her friend’s tightening ass. “Open that little whore mouth for Master,” she continued with strict aggression, reaching down to position our plaything’s head, looking up at me with a grin. “Take that big cock out and slap this bad slut’s pretty face with it… She needs to remember who she serves…”

“I know who I serve, Master, I’m sorry,” Becky pouted up at me, her eyes flaring as they lowered to my cock springing free before her face. “Oh, my fucking—”

“Give me that dick!” Jess groaned with overwhelming desire, pushing Becky’s head down to the sheets before she could steal the first taste. “Ahhhh,” she gurgled with relief as she lapped a long lick up my hardening shaft. “Fuck, I’ve missed this dick so much! I’ve been dreaming about it!”

“I want a taste!” Becky whimpered, her face held smushed against the mattress by her friend’s strict hand. “Please, Master, tell her to—”

“Shut up, slut!” I interrupted coldly as I stood firm before them, enjoying the tongue I was most familiar with. “Go ask your pussy boyfriend for help.”

“Ha! Yeah, you little traitor!” Jess giggled in agreement as she licked up my shaft again and again. “Don’t expect any help from Master… Only his loyal servants get to play with his big cock… You’re just here to get used.”

“I am loyal,” Becky insisted as she remained subdued, Jess opening wide to engulf the head. “I was just lonely without you, Master… I’m sorry! Please, let me have a taste!”

“How long have you been with him?” I asked, enjoying the slow slurps of Jess’s greedy lips.

“Only three months!” Becky replied with urgency as her visible eye strained for a view of her friend’s sucking mouth. “It means nothing, I promise! Please, Master! Let me show you how loyal I am!”

Ha! I think you already are…

“Hmmm. Only three months, huh?” I replied in thought. “Fine… Jess, give her three good ones. Your choice.”

“Mmmm!” Jess hummed before her slurping lips popped from my swollen glans. “With pleasure… You heard him—lift that ass for me, slut!” she shouted, climbing off of Becky’s back and scrambling to the edge of the bed.

“Okay,” Becky whimpered as she lifted her freed head from the sheets, coming face to face with my cock as I slowly jerked before her eyes. “Oh, God, please just one little taste!”

“No!” Jess shouted as she hurried to her favorite thing in the house, a large leather chest in the corner of the room. “You get nothing until you’ve been punished!” She unbuckled the sturdy lid before struggling to lift it open, giggling with excitement as she looked down at the collection of tricks. “Hee-hee! Hmmmm. Which instrument should I play? How about… This one.” She retrieved her delving hand from the chest, one of the more sinister looking whips in her clutches as she stood and turned, testing it with a swift smack to her palm. “Mmmm! I think this one was her favorite last time… I’m sure she’ll let everyone know just how much she loves it…”

“Oh, God, that one?” Becky asked as she tore her eyes away from my cock to see her friend’s sadistic selection. “Isn’t it a little early for that one?”

“Oh, you want your punishment to be easy, do you?” Jess warned with a raise of her brow.

“No!” Becky replied with an urgent shake of her head, looking up at me with worry in her pretty eyes. “No, I need to be punished properly! I’m sorry, Master…”

“Then stick that ass high in the air for me, and pull up your dress like a good little slut,” Jess ordered calmly, stepping closer to the bed as her friend slowly complied.

“Oh, God, I’ve been bad,” Becky whispered to herself as her rising dress came to rest in the arch of her back, revealing her tight pale ass. “I deserve it…”

“Yes, you do,” I teased as she looked up at me, biting her rosy lip as she looked back down at her waiting reward.

“I’ll take it for you, Master, I’m sorry,” she groaned with heightened anticipation as Jess stepped closer.

“Thighs together,” Jess ordered, giving her friend’s skinny legs a gentle stroke of the leather.

“Mmm, yes, Miss Jessica,” Becky grinned as she obediently brought her knees together, her breath coming a little quicker as she returned her submissive eyes to me.

“I want to hear how sorry you are,” I said with a raise of my brow, Becky slowly nodding in reply with an understanding smirk.

“Anything for you, Master,” she whispered, her flaring nostrils blowing on my cock as she looked to it with a longing shiver.

“ONE!” Jess suddenly shouted, Becky bursting in turn as the whip cracked.

“ARRGHHHH!” she screamed to shrill heights as she hopped on her buckling limbs. “Holy fucking shit!”

Oof! Jess doesn’t mess around…

“That’s it! How fucking dare you let another cock near you!” Jess shouted at the top of her lungs, turning her face toward the window. “Tell Master how sorry you are!”

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry, Master!” Becky apologized in a hurry as her thighs shook. “He doesn’t mean anything—”

“TWO!”

“AHHHHAHAHAAAAHFUCK!” Becky screamed as the whip cracked again, her arched back bending like a startled feline as her hair hung down over her lowered face. “Oh, God, it hurts so bad!” she cried as she regained control of her seizing spine. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry for being bad!”

“Who do you serve?!” Jess yelled, her smiling face still turned to the window before she looked to me.

“Master!” Becky cried in reply. “I serve Master! Always!”

“But it’s not always, is it?!” Jess objected with a vicious enforcement in her tone. “You’ve been serving someone else without permission!”

“Well, so did you!” Becky suddenly burst, looking to her yelling friend from all fours before swiftly looking up at me. “She fucked a guy she met at the bar a few weeks ago!”

Ha! Did she now? Well, I’m not really surprised, considering how we met the exact same way…

“Is that right?” I asked with a curious raise in my brow. “You missed me that much, huh?”

“Oh, you little—THREE! FOUR! FIVE! SIX!” Jess shouted as her whipping hand flew into a frenzy.

“AHHH! AHHH! OWWWWHUHUHHH!” Becky screamed, her little feet kicking as she took the vengeful strikes across her reddening flesh, crawling to me for safety as the seventh came too fast. “Master only said three!”

“It’s alright, Rebecca,” I said, stroking her hair as she wrapped her shivering limbs around me, Jess pursing her grin as she guiltily avoided my eyes. “Jessica, why don’t you hand Rebecca the whip…”

“Oh, it was one time!” she whined in reply as she looked to me for mercy. “It had been two whole months since I heard from you! Am I supposed to just get fucked like four times a year?! Once a season?! Really?!”

I tried my best to quell my own grin as her words tickled my senses. “Yes,” I replied boldly as Becky began to kiss her way towards my throbbing cock, giggling as she did.

“Oh, c’mon,” Jess smirked as she seductively wiggled off my hook. “You know what a horny girl I am. It’s not my fault you don’t need to use me enough, is it? I’d be here everyday if I could, you know I would…”

Ha! I’m not sure I could do this every day…

“Why are you still holding the whip?” I asked with feigned confusion, halting Becky’s licking tongue on my shaft with a hand to her head. “Rebecca, go and take it from this traitor...”

“Noooo! He was fucking terrible too!” Jess burst with genuine remorse as she clung to the whip. “Don’t punish me twice! I already feel bad enough!”

“Words aren’t good enough,” Becky answered with satisfaction as she climbed from the bed, her dress draping over her burning ass as she held her hand out. “Get on your knees and crawl to Master’s feet, you bad little slut,” she continued with a calm authority, making Jess close her eyes in grinning acceptance.

“I am gonna fuck you so hard for this,” she assured her wounded friend as the scales tipped against her.

“Not if I fuck you first,” Becky grinned as she took the whip in hand with glee. “Knees, slut.”

“Listen to Miss Rebecca,” I said with a smirk as Jess’s defiance waned too slowly. “To disobey her is to disobey me…”

“That’s right,” Becky smiled with a sense of secure validation. “You aren’t disobeying Master, are you?”

“No,” Jess replied to her teasing friend with a petulant glance before turning her seductive eyes to me. “I would never disobey Master…” She took to her knees in her sexy lingerie, keeping her intent gaze fixed to mine as she began to crawl towards me.

Fuck, I love it when she looks up at me like that…

“Good,” Becky smiled as she walked alongside her, tapping the whip in her palm. “Now, kiss Master’s feet and tell him how sorry you are for being bad…”

Jess looked up at me with a smirking pout. “I’m sorry for being bad, Master,” she whispered with sincerity before she slowly lowered her head, surprising me as her tongue began to lap firmly at the top of my foot.

“You were told to kiss, not lick,” Becky objected with a mild reminder of the whip to Jess’s prostrated ass. “Put that filthy tongue away, whore. We don’t know where it’s been.”

“It’s been waiting for Master,” Jess replied as she ignored her orders, continuing to slowly lick up and down my foot. “Mmmmmm!”

“Bad slut!” Becky snapped, cracking the whip hard to her disobedient friend’s rump, receiving little reaction from the engrossed licker.

“See, Master, she doesn’t even know how to use that thing,” Jess whispered as she made her way up my shin.

“Get back down, slut!” Becky shouted, whipping again as Jess rose undeterred to look up at me, her hands scratching up my thighs towards my throbbing cock.

“Only you can get me to scream,” Jess pouted with her mischievous eyes fixed to me, slowly closing when the next swipe of the whip came. She seemed to eat the pain in her mind like a delicious treat, taking a breath before her eyes opened again to look at me.

“What the fuck?! That was really hard!” Becky laughed in confusion, almost seeming sorry as her whipping hand lost confidence.

“You can punish me later, Master,” Jess said, her hands taking a hold of my cock before she began to slowly jerk. “I know I deserve it… But I think it’s time it got a little louder in here, don’t you?” She leaned forward to kiss at the head of my raging cock as she kept her eyes fixed to me. “Why don’t you let me remind this little whore who she really is…”

“Awww! I wanted to have a go!” Becky pouted, clutching the whip between her little tits.

“You aren’t suited to this, Miss Rebecca,” Jess said, sensually jerking my cock onto her face. “You know exactly what you are…”

“Awww, but Master said—”

“Drop it and get on the bed, you bad girl,” I interrupted sternly as I turned my glare to the protesting Becky, her eyes widening as she immediately let the whip fall to her scrambling feet.

“Yes, Master, I’m sorry!” she burst as she hurried to the bed to climb on, turning on her knees to eagerly face me for her next order.

“What are you?” Jess called as she continued to jerk and rub my cock all over her gorgeous face.

“I’m a slut,” Becky replied with acceptance. “I’m just a horny little slut…”

“And why are you here?” Jess continued with a plain enforcement.

“I’m here to be used!” Becky replied in a hurry, her hand slipping between her thighs to rub at her pussy.

“That’s right,” Jess smiled as she looked up at me. “Now, tell everyone what you want… As loud as you can.”

“I want Master to use my holes!” Becky cried, her fingers fiddling faster.

“LOUDER, SLUT!” Jess ordered, setting the volume.

“I WANT MASTER TO USE MY FUCKING HOLES!” Becky screamed at the top of her little lungs. “I WANT HIM TO FUCKING RUIN ME WITH HIS GIANT FUCKING COCK!”

Ha! Sylvia probably just fainted! If they’re even still there…

“Hey, go see if they’re still out there,” I said, looking down at Jess. “Carefully. I’ll get started with this one…”

Jess smiled as she regained her place in the pecking order, giving my cock one last long lick. “Yes, Master,” she said as she took to her feet, her eyes on me as she swiftly removed her bra and dropped it to the floor before bending to pick up the whip. “What are you?!” she shouted as she hurried to whip at Becky’s thigh, suddenly slowing her pace as she walked by the window with her big tits on show.

“I’M A SLUT!” Becky cried, looking to me with anticipation as I approached the bed. “I’M A FILTHY FUCKING WHORE FOR MASTER!”

“That’s right!” Jess shouted back, tapping the whip to her hand as she slyly circled back towards the bed with a smirk on her face, nodding my way.

Ha! They’re still there? Okay, let’s up the ante…

“Come here!” I ordered, reaching over the bed to grab a handful of Becky’s pretty hair and pulling her to the edge to meet me.

“Yes, Master!” she squealed as I gripped her jaw firmly and raised her eyes to mine, sending her high on her knees as she began to furiously rub at her pussy.

“Don’t touch yourself. Touch me,” I ordered, her head nodding in my possession as she reached immediately for my cock, her little hands jerking with urgency.

“Yes, Master! Thank you, Master! AHHHH!” she suddenly screamed as Jess swiped at her skinny thighs, her pupils shaking up at me as her hands squeezed tighter. “Oh, God…”

Man, this girl is such a horny little freak… A twenty-one year old shouldn’t be this fucked up… Ha! Like I’m one to talk…

“Show me that throat,” I ordered as I looked down at her in my firm grip, her tongue immediately darting from her mouth as she showed me her gurgling gullet. “That’s it, let me see you drool…”

“AalaahlaahlaahLAAAH!” she squealed as Jess swiped at her quivering thighs again.

“You want Master to fuck your whore throat, don’t you?” she grinned as she climbed up onto the bed behind Becky.

“UH-HUH!” Becky nodded as she looked up at me with desperation, her slobbery tongue still obediently drooling down her chin.

“Then you better make a mess of yourself… Just how Master likes you,” Jess grinned as she looked up at me over the shoulder of her gurgling friend, her hands sliding up her shivering body and pulling at her dress. “Why don’t you show Master your pretty little tits,” she whispered as she slowly coaxed Becky’s jerking hands away from my cock, hushing her whimpering protest with a soft kiss to the cheek as she began to lower her straps. “That’s it, you can have it back once we’ve got you out of this dress…”

Ha! Man, Jess always has her in the palm of her hands… She knows her so well, she can tame her in a second with her creepy little switch ups…

“Shhhh… That’s a good girl,” Jess whispered into her friend’s ear, Becky’s eyes twitching as her body slowed to reveal itself before me. “That’s it, look at those pretty tits… Mmmm, these pink little nipples are so hard for Master, aren’t they?”

“Yes,” Becky whispered with a nod in my grip as Jess ran her fingertips across her jutting nerves. “Ah! Ah! AAAHAHOWWW!” she squealed as Jess stopped playing nice, her fingers clamping and tugging torturously on her nipples.

“Bad little slut!” Jess growled as she slapped at Becky’s tits. “You shouldn’t like this! Should you?!”

“No!” Becky whimpered as she shut her eyes, her hands reaching back between her trembling thighs. “I can’t help it!”

“Look at you playing with yourself, you’re a naughty little whore!” Jess growled with contempt into her ear before grabbing her arms. “Give me those hands! Naughty little sluts like you can’t be trusted! Get down!” she ordered, pushing Becky flat to her front before folding her arms behind her back and straddling her into submission. “Now, show Master that pretty face,” she said, taking a firm hold of Becky’s head and lifting her chin to me. “That’s it, now tell Master what you want…”

“I want you to fuck my face, Master!” Becky whimpered to me as she lay restrained, Jess’s fingers slipping inside her mouth and hooking her cheeks wide open. “Ughhuhuh!” she groaned again, almost looking as if she was riding an orgasm as her eyes rolled back.

“Okay, Master, she’s all ready for you,” Jess grinned with satisfaction as she looked up at me, holding Becky’s mouth open for my throbbing cock. “And don’t worry, she’ll do much better this time. We’ve been practicing, haven’t we?”

“Yeshh!” Becky nodded, her gaped mouth drooling to the sheets as I took a firm hold of the base of my cock and guided the head to her waving tongue.

“Ha! You’ve been training her up for me, have you?” I smirked at Jess’s proud expression, feeling Becky’s tongue get to awkward work as I halted at her stretched lips.

“Of course, I have. Your pleasure is important to me,” Jess returned as she kept her eyes on mine, the head of my cock slowly engulfed in heat as she began to guide Becky’s head. “I need to make sure you’re getting what you want…”

“AAAAGHHHHHH!” Becky gagged as my cock stuffed her gurgling throat, Jess holding her firm for a few moments before slowly dragging her back up. “GAAAH!” she gasped, slobber stringing from my swollen glans as she took a groaning breath.

“Damn, Rebecca,” I said in surprise as she seemed to take the first test in her stride, remembering her messy first try when I met her the year before. “You’re getting good at this…”

“Thank you, Master!” Becky gasped as Jess slipped her fingers from her widened mouth to gather up her hair.

“Words aren’t good enough,” Jess reminded her with glee as she reached to steady my cock for me. “Thank him with your throat…”

“AAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGH!” Becky gagged as Jess used her head to fuck my cock deep into her gullet.

“Oh, fuck me,” I groaned, taking a deep breath as I withstood the pleasure, Jess’s eyes fixed to me as she seemed to enjoy my reaction.

“Come here,” she whispered with frowning desire as she spared a hand from Becky’s head to reach for my neck. “Kiss me…”

Ha! She’s definitely in a sentimental mood! She usually only wants to kiss after…

I leaned with her guiding hand until I met her lips, bursting with passion as they attacked mine, horny whimpers escaping from her core as she tasted me with her needy tongue and fucked my cock with Becky’s spluttering head until her skinny legs began to kick.

“Good girl,” Jess groaned as she dragged her up for air, kissing me again as she looked into my eyes and blindly lowered her back down. “Again,” she said, her breathing increasing as she seemed to get off on the pleasure she was dictating to me, her horny eyes darting between mine before I decided to return the favor. “Mmmmm!” she hummed on my lips as I pulled her closer to me, her pussy humping Becky’s head further down my cock. “Oh, fuck yes, daddy!” she gasped with relief as I pinched at her stiff nipple, suspending her heavy breast and jangling until it slipped torturously from my clamping fingertips. “Arghhhh! Yes!” she growled as she humped her pussy into the back of Becky’s head, repeatedly choking her with each angry thrust until the skinny legs kicked again.

“GAAAAH!” Becky gasped as she desperately heaved for breath, slobber pouring from her open mouth before more splattered to her forehead.

“Ptoo! Ptoo!” Jess spat again, hitting her groaning target before reaching for my cock and rubbing it all over Becky’s face. “You dirty little slut, look at you! Do you let your boyfriend kiss this filthy face?!”

“Ughhh! Yes!” Becky replied in a drooling haze before she began to drench my balls in her saliva.

“And you kiss him with those lips, don’t you?!” Jess continued with judgmental disgust.

“Yes! I’m sorry, Master!” Becky whined on my sack as Jess jerked me onto her hot slippery face.

“I don’t think it’s me you need to be apologizing to,” I replied with a grin as I pictured her greeting her oblivious boyfriend with a wet smooch. “But if you like kissing pussies so much, then you’re in luck…” I gripped Jess by the waist as she read my intent perfectly, tossing her towards the pillows before reaching for a fistful of Becky’s tangled hair. “Get in between those legs…”

“Yes, Master,” Becky replied with a drooling drawl, still gasping for breath as she crawled to Jess.

“Take her panties off with your teeth,” I ordered, my cock raging as Becky’s desperate holes spread before me, her head lowering to obey.

“Look at your face, you messy slut,” Jess grinned as she raised her ass from the sheets, allowing Becky to drag down her panties with her slobbery mouth. “Are you gonna make me cum while Master has his way with you?”

“Yes, Miss Jessica,” Becky replied through her teeth as she reached her feet, dropping the panties before she hurried back between her friend’s spread thighs.

“Good girl,” Jess smirked as she looked up at me from the pillows. “We’ve been practicing this, too, haven’t we?”

“Yes, Miss Jessica,” Becky replied, wasting no time in getting to work.

“Mmmmm,” Jess hummed, her hand stroking gently at Becky’s head as she began to lick. “That’s it. Good girl…”

Ha! What the hell do these two get up to at home?

“You’ve been having her eat your pussy?” I grinned as I arranged myself behind Becky, gripping her skinny hips and propping her holes up where I wanted them.

“Well, if I can’t have you…” Jess replied with a smirk as she placed a controlling hand atop Becky’s head. “I have to use one of my toys, don’t I?”

“Oh, no, she’s my toy,” I returned as I took a hold of the base of my cock and slapped the shaft to Becky’s horny pussy. “I just let you borrow her…”

“Oh, God,” Becky groaned as I smacked her pussy to attention, Jess suddenly lifting her dribbling chin to force her eyes to hers.

“Look at me while Master stretches that tiny little hole,” she said with a grin, glancing up at me with expectation as I took my cue.

Fuck, she’s soaking wet…

I tapped the head of my cock to her sloppy pussy, her back arching further for me as I began to rummage and slowly thrust. I held her hip firmly in one hand as I fed my throbbing cock deeper inside with the other, Jess’s grin widening as her eyes observed Becky’s reaction.

“Ughhhhuhuhhh!” Becky groaned from her core as I stuffed her tight pussy to its limit, her spine jolting as I gave her red ass a swift spank. “It’s so f-fucking big!” she growled as I began to slowly pull out, her drenched walls clinging to me before I returned with a firm thrust to set the tone. “AARGH! FUCK!”

“That’s it, Master, give it to her hard!” Jess called with glee over her friend’s screams. “It’s the only way this little whore deserves!”

“UGHHH! I deserve it!” Becky growled as I pummelled her again, my cock thumping inside the heat of her tight body. “I deserve it! I deserve it!”

“Tell Master what you want!” Jess ordered with a swift swipe to her friend’s little dangling tits.

“I want—”

“LOUDER, SLUT!” Jess screamed with another smack.

“I WANT MASTER TO FUCKING BREAK ME!” Becky screamed as I planted a bracing foot beside her quivering knee. “ARRRGHHHH! YES!” she screamed as I launched a powerful thrust to her squelching depths, feeling like I was about to burst her pussy as I splayed her swollen lips around my unforgiving girth.

“You want him to make you cum, don’t you?” Jess teased as she held her friend’s growling head.

“YES!” Becky screamed with desperate longing. “I WANT TO CUM ON HIS BIG FUCKING DICK!”

“Well, you better make me cum first!” Jess reminded her with another swipe to her tortured little tits before forcing her head back down between her spread thighs.

“I’ll try!” Becky whined, her words muffled by Jess’s smothering pussy.

“Oh, no, you will,” Jess assured her with a raise of her brow as she held her head secure, looking up at me before her eyes began to roll.

Damn, I really should get them over here more often… It is a lot, though. My eardrums need a rest already. And we haven’t even gotten started on Jess yet! It’s gonna be a long night… Alright, time to show my new neighbors how social I can be…

“MMMMMMM! FUCK!” Becky cried as I picked up the pace, slamming her dripping pussy into wailing submission as I spanked at her tight ass.

“That’s it, you noisy little slut!” Jess groaned as she gripped Becky by the hair and dragged her lips up and down. “Scream into my pussy! Oh, my fucking…”

“MMMMMM! MMMMMMM! MMMMMMM!” Becky hummed in desperation, seeming to have a mouthful of her friend’s demanding clit as I pummelled her at pace.

“Good slut, make her cum!” I ordered with satisfaction as I watched Jess’s eyes roll back, her hand smacking to her own breast as she clawed at her bubbly flesh with heightening desperation.

“Fuck her harder!” Jess begged as her fist tightened in Becky’s hair, thrusting her pussy higher from the sheets. “Make her fucking scream for me!”

“MMMM! MMMM! MMMMMHMHMMM! FUCK! MASTER, YOU’RE TOO BIG!” Becky screamed before Jess smothered her again.

“Argh! Shut up, slut! Don’t you dare take those lips off my clit again!” she growled as she twisted Becky’s hair firmer around her fist. “Now, suck!”

“Yes, Miss—MMMMMM!” Becky hummed as Jess smothered her again, looking up at me with a grin as her plumped up breasts heaved with her quickening breaths.

“Now, let her have it!” she begged as she settled into her position, her thick thighs widening as Becky lapped and slurped like a maniac.

“Hold on to that pussy, Rebecca,” I warned her as I set myself to task, launching a sturdy thrust to her limit before gripping her hips tight in my hands and getting to work on her.

Oh, fuck me, this pussy is so tight…

Our little plaything’s muffled screams filled the room, and hopefully the back yard, as Jess and I shared her without mercy, using two of her holes for our pleasure, knowing it was only a matter of time before she begged us to have our way with the third. I ragged her squelching pussy up and down my shaft by her hips as I thrust back with unrelenting force, until Jess’s moans became more desperate, her tongue loose with horny encouragement as she approached the edge of euphoria.

“Yes! Keep fucking her! Keep fucking… Keep… Keep…”

There she goes…

“ARRRRGHUHUHHYESSS!” she cried as her body jerked and jiggled, thrusting sporadically at Becky’s wild mouth before clamping her juicy thighs around her face, “Good little fucking whore,” she winced with torturous delight as she rubbed her pussy up and down her friend’s trapped face, her thighs widening to release our toy to me when the sensation sent her into a shiver. “Woo… Holy shit,” she giggled breathily as she looked up at me, the hazy look of satisfaction in her eyes making me want to follow her over the edge before I pulled back.

“Good slut,” I smiled as I swiftly pulled my sloppy length from Becky’s creamy pussy and gave her ass a spank well done. “I think it’s your turn to cum now, isn’t it?” I said as I spun her around by the waist, her face drenched and makeup smudged as she heaved for breath.

“Yes, please, Master,” she groaned as she looked up at me with a tired desire in her lazy nod. “Have I been good?”

Ha! She looks like she’s nearly done already…

“You’ve been very good so far,” I smiled as I swiped the slobber-drenched hair from her pretty face. “But you know it’s still early…”

“I know,” she nodded with a dizzy smile as her hand reached for my cock, jerking her cream up and down my beating shaft. “I’ll be good for you all night long, Master, I promise…”

“Then you definitely deserve to cum,” I grinned as she looked up at me with a gentle seduction in her submissive eyes. “Come here.”

Becky squealed with excitement as I pushed her to her back, her little hand-marked tits bouncing as I gripped her ankles and pulled her to me. “Mmmm… Thank you, Master…”

“Fuck, I think I need a quick smoke after that… Before it’s my turn,” Jess huffed as she dragged her jiggling curves to the edge of the bed. “Let’s see if they’re still there…”

“What? You’re smoking at the window?” I asked in surprise as she stood from the bed, Becky engrossed with thrusting her waiting pussy up and down my shaft. “That’s not very subtle, is it?”

“Where’s the fun in being subtle?” she grinned as she  crossed behind me to fetch her purse and bottle of water. “Let’s be blunt…”

“Take me, Master,” Becky whimpered, her frown furrowed in despair as I looked back down to her. “I don’t care who hears, I need to cum so bad…”

“Alright, fine,” I laughed as I turned back to Jess. “But, don’t say anything to them!”

“Oh, you just empty those big balls,” Jess smirked in defiance as she made her way to the window. “Then it’s my turn… Ha! They’re still there! Maybe they can’t even hear…” She set her drink down on the ledge, fiddling in her purse before reaching for the window handle and opening it wide.

Ha! She doesn’t give a fuck. She’s just stood there with her tits out… I bet Jared and Carl won’t want to go inside now!

She sparked up her cigarette, running a hand through her hair to clear her face as she took a recovering breather. “Woo… Oh… Hi, there!”

Oh, you’re fucking kidding me! I told her not to talk to them!

“… Hot night, huh?” Jess continued with a friendly tone, taking another drag as no reply could be heard from the group. “… Oh, I know,” Jess continued with a tut as she tapped her cigarette. “Filthy habit…”

Ha! She really is a fucking menace! I wish I could see their faces…

“Master, please!” Becky whined loudly, her eyes filled with mischief as she looked up at me, raising her pussy to kiss at my cock. “I need it!”

Ha! Alright, fine! Let’s go blunt!

“… Ow! Ow! Owowow! Ahhhhh!” Becky squealed as I squeezed back inside her, raising her legs high as her toes strained in the air. “Fuck! It’s so big!”

“Oooh! Are you playing cards?” Jess continued, her nonchalant tone making me smile as I held my thrust. “My parents play cards a lot, too. What’re you playing?”

“Give it to me, Master! I need it!” Becky whined as she thrust back against me, her urgent plea driving my hips into gear once again as I surrendered to the situation. “ARGHHH! That’s it! Fuck that bad little hole with that big cock! ARGHH! ARGHH! ARGHHHUHUH! YES! YES! YES!”

“Sorry, what was that?” Jess called, her round ass rising as she leant a little further out the window. “Oh, don’t worry if it’s the noise, she’ll be done soon. She can never last long… I can, though…”

Ha! Fucking hell, Jess…

“UGHH! UGHH! UGHH!” Becky grunted from her core as I slammed her pussy repeatedly, her tiny frame rocking violently with each collision as she rubbed with fury at her engorged clit. “Oh, my… fucking… I’m gonna cum! Oh, God! I’m gonna cum!”

“See?” Jess scoffed, blowing out the window.

“ARRRGHHHUHUH! MASTER, I’M CUMMING!” Becky screamed as her spitting pussy began to spasm, her legs quivering out of control before I grabbed them tight and continued without mercy. “OHMYGAAAARGHAHAH!”

“Oh, that is just disgusting!” a disturbed man’s voice finally protested in my ear. “Is she even okay?!”

Ha! Was that Jared or Carl?

“Oh, no, she loves it, trust me!” Jess chuckled with assurance before looking back at me with a giddy widening of her eyes. “I’m sorry, though, I just needed a quick break,” she explained as she turned back to the window for one last drag. “And I haven’t even had my turn yet! See ya, guys! I’ll try to keep it down… but easier said than done, right?”

Ha! Well, I don’t think she could’ve been much more blunt than that…

She giggled with satisfaction as she shut the window, turning to face me with a swift swig of her water. “HA! You should’ve seen their faces! The little woman with the short hair looked like she was about to go and write someone a very stern letter!”

“What were the rest like?” I asked, trying to imagine the four around the table. “Who said it was disgusting?”

“Oh, I think that was the guy on the far side. Next to your blonde milf,” Jess continued as she made her way toward the chest. “He wouldn’t even look at me, the pussy. The other guy wouldn’t turn around either once he saw my tits hanging out the first time.”

“Ha! They’re on their best behaviour in front of their wives!” Becky giggled as she slowly slipped her pussy up and down the head of my cock.

“What was the blonde like?” I asked, hearing Jess rummaging in the chest in preparation for her turn.

“Ha! She was just totally still the whole time,” Jess replied, her voice muffled before I heard the familiar rattle of chains in my ear. “Just staring up at me like a deer in headlights… She looked a little turned on, actually.”

“Ha! Seriously?” I laughed in surprise as I envisioned Deborah slyly slipping a hand between her thick thighs beside her appalled husband.

“Well, she definitely didn’t seem to hate it as much as the others!” Jess laughed as she tossed her last selection into the pile on the floor, the chest lid slamming shut. “Okay, it’s time for Master to empty those balls… And then the real party can begin,” she whispered as I felt her climb onto the bed behind me, feeling her hands on my back before she reached around for a hold of my cock. “Where do you want Master to unload?”

“Oh, God, all over me,” Becky groaned with desire as she writhed before me on the silk sheets.

“And then you’re gonna wait patiently while Master takes care of me, aren’t you?” Jess continued with gentle warning.

“Yes,” Becky replied with a sweet nod, before her grin turned mischievous. “But I want to watch…”

“You can watch, but you better not say a word,” Jess warned, a little sterner this time as she began to pump my cock, leaning into me as she looked up. “You just save all your strength for me, Master,” she whispered as her eyes fixed to my lips, “I’ll take care of it for you…”

Ha! Does she want me to kiss her, again?

I reached behind for a hold of her juicy ass, squeezing firm as I leant for her lips, making her moan with relief as she kissed me back hard.

“Can I please have a kiss, Master?” Becky asked softly as Jess jerked my cock onto her drenched pussy.

“No!” Jess snapped as she tore herself away from my lips to chastise her friend. “He’s my Master!” she enforced with a grin as she turned back to me, wasting no time in returning to my lips. “Cum on this worthless little slut while you kiss me…”

“Oh, God, yes,” Becky whispered as she rubbed at her clit, her spread feet teasing at my legs. “Give it to me, Master!”

Damn, I’ve missed this more than I knew…

I knelt on the bed with my sexy little devils, Jess kissing and jerking like she was savoring every second, Becky whining her encouragement as she played with her little pussy, making my heavy balls tighten with anticipation as the tight palm slicked up and down my shaft with purpose.

“Please, Master, let me have it…”

Aw man, I’m close…

“Give it to her… Shoot it all over her…”

“Please, Master, I’m hungry!”

“Mmmm,” Jess hummed with satisfaction on my lips as I squeezed on her juicy ass. “Our little slut’s hungry… You need to feed her so she’s quiet for us, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes please, Master! Feed me!” Becky groaned with desire as she sat up on the bed, her nails scratching  tantalizingly at my thighs. “I’ll be quiet while you break Miss Jessica, I promise! Just let me—mmmm!”

Oh, fuck me! That’ll do it!

I opened my eyes as I felt Becky gobble up the head of my cock, finding her wide eyes on me as she slurped and bobbed her head, Jess jerking me off into her mouth as my muscles began to tighten, the eruption bubbling in my balls as I held her firmer and braced for the explosion.

“Fuuuck!” I growled as the building sensation became unbearable, my balls contracting as the eruption roped down Becky’s throat, her eyes rolling back as she heaved and coughed.

“That’s it!” Jess purred, continuing to jerk as Becky gasped for breath, painting her spluttering friend’s face with my load as she regained control of her breathing.

“Oh, God, yes!” Becky gasped as she shut her eyes and leaned her head back on her shoulders, taking her drenching with deep breaths of relief as Jess hosed her down with my thick load, her hand reaching to smear the mess across her reddened tits before she collapsed to her back. “Oh, thank you, Master!” she huffed as she lay sprawled on the bed, playing with the load on her beating chest before bringing her fingers to her sucking lips.

“Let me have a taste,” Jess whispered, her eyes looking to me before she slowly lowered her head to her jerking hand. “Mmmmm,” she moaned as she gently slurped up the head, stripping the gooey mess and coaxing the last of my load from my balls patiently before gulping it down. “That should keep my energy up,” she grinned as she looked up at me, her nails teasing at my balls. “Do you need a little break now or…”

Ha! She’s desperate to get started…

“Have you got everything you want ready?” I asked as I smiled at her teasing glare, my body still tingling as I recovered from the explosion.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded, licking at her lips as she rose up on her knees. “I just need you to tie me up…”

“Can I help?” Becky asked hopefully as she paused from her hot snack.

“No,” Jess replied firmly, “I only want him. Don’t worry, though. After he’s done with me, it’ll be your proper turn.”

“Mmmm, I can’t wait,” Becky replied with a dreamy excitement as she settled into her position on my silky sheets. “Fuck, I love it here!”

“Me too,” Jess agreed as she looked to me with a rising fire in her eyes. “Are you going to show me why?”

Fuck, it really is gonna be a long night…

I chuckled as I wiped the hair from my sweating brow, enjoying the feel of her teasing nails on my twitching balls as I took a breath of resignation. “Hand me the chains…”

* * *
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CHAPTER THREE

Ughhh, what is that fucking noise…

I winced as my tired eyes peeled open, feeling a weight on my chest as I blocked the sunlight with my hand.

She didn’t close the window… To be fair, it was roasting hot in here… It still is…

I looked down to find Jess passed out on my chest, her breathing heavy as Becky snuggled up beside me, her softer purrs in my ear nearly lulling me back to sleep before a sharper noise cut through.

What the fuck is that?

I paused again, waiting for the sound to repeat as the girls snored away in peace, bringing visions with it as my ears pricked.

Is that… a shovel? Ha! Are they digging a grave for me or something? Wait… they’re not fucking with my lawn, are they?!

The sharp sound of earth being cut up once more forced my reaction, curiosity getting the better of me as I slowly gathered up Jess’s sleepy weight and lay her down, her brow furrowing with confused displeasure before she nodded straight off again.

Alright, if they’re actually fucking with my lawn, I’m going nuclear…

The sound cut again, increasing my urgency as I dragged myself to the foot of the bed, my tired muscles aching as I stood naked, wiping my eyes of their sleep as I stumbled towards the open window.

“Argh! What the fuck?!” I growled in shock as I felt the sudden knock of metal to my nose, startling me as I stepped aside of the heavy rattling chains that dangled from the hook above. “Fuck’s sake…”

Man, it’s like waking up in a fucking sex dungeon whenever she stays. And Becky’s getting worse, too! She tired me out almost as much as Jess this time! Shit, maybe it’s best if they are digging me a grave, I could do with the rest… Alright, let’s see…

I arrived at the window, the soft breeze soothing my bare skin as I gave my eyes one last wipe and leant on the ledge, relieved to find my yard empty before the shoveling continued.

Damn… Well, that’s not a bad sight to wake up to… Is she doing some gardening or something?

I watched as Deborah got to work on her knees, her cleavage hanging full in her flowery summer dress as she dug her little hand-shovel into the turf, her ample cleavage jiggling as she tossed and patted and prodded at the dirt in preparation.

Fuck me, look at those tits… Aw man, I wouldn’t mind watching her dig my grave at all. Shit, she could—

“Mmm, come back to bed…”

Oh, shit…

Deborah looked up as Jess’s sleepy grumble surprised us both, finding me shirtless in the window as she paused on all fours with her tool dug deep. She froze where she was for a second as she looked up at me, lowering her eyes to the dirt before she awkwardly hurried to stand.

Ha! Aw, she looks scared of me…

“Morning!” I called to her with a smile of reassurance, giving her a little wave as she stood, leaving her shovel by her bare feet.

She paused her escape as she looked back up at me, giving her knees a quick dust of her hands before she waved back. “Morning,” she said quietly, her hand and smile a little unsure as she lowered her eyes again, her feet carrying her out of sight.

Ha! Aw, I scared her away… She doesn’t seem mean at all, though…

“Come baaaack,” Jess whined as her legs shuffled with impatience beneath the sheets.

“Shut up,” I chuckled as I looked back to the bed, glancing out of the window one more time before returning to my sleepy companions. “You’re leaving soon, anyway…”

“Nooo,” Becky suddenly whined as I climbed back onto the bed. “I’m too tired!”

“And dirty,” Jess added with a grin as I lay back down between them, wasting no time in laying her cheek back to my chest as her leg wrapped over me.

“Ugh, fine,” I groaned with teasing reluctance as Becky lifted my arm to wrap around her, snuggling up on my shoulder and puckering her soft lips to my skin. “We can get in the jacuzzi after we’ve slept some more…”

“Yaaay,” Becky cheered sleepily as she got comfortable, her tight buttock tensing in my palm before she relaxed into me with a blissful murmur.

“And then can we get some food?” Jess continued, brushing the hair from her face before tickling at my chest.

“Obviously,” I laughed, more than used to the pair’s ravenous morning after appetite. “You can order whatever you want… Then you can clean up all your toys and fuck off.”

“Are you sure you don’t want us to stay another night?” Jess teased as she slowly thrust her bare pussy up my thigh.

“Yes, I’m sure,” I replied, shutting my eyes as I gave her hair a little tug. “I think we proved our point enough last night…”

“We could prove it again?” Becky chimed cheekily as she snuggled up tighter. “Just to make sure…”

“Shut up and go to sleep,” I said as I withstood their teasing of my tired flesh.

“Oh, fine,” Jess relented, sinking back into me with resignation. “You better call a lot sooner next time, though. I’m not waiting that long again…”

“I will if you shut up and let me sleep…”

“… Maybe you should tie her up while we have a nice little power-nap?” Becky whispered in my ear.

“Don’t make me fetch the whip, bitch,” Jess warned, making her taunting friend giggle.

Oh, for fuck’s sake, they’re awake now… I better get up and run the bath before they start getting medieval again…

“Right, we’re getting up,” I announced as I shoved the she-devils off of me, clambering to the foot of the bed once more before turning to grab their ankles. “C’mon,” I ordered over their excitable screams as I dragged them to the edge. “Clean up your dungeon and get in the bathroom.”

“Alright,” they groaned in unison as they sat up, their marked and tired bodies adjusting with difficulty as they stood delicately from the bed to stretch out.

Fuck me, they look like they’ve been in battle… These girls, man. They’re too much… Alright, clean them, feed them, probably fuck them again, and then I can get some sleep… Let’s go!

It was late in the afternoon by the time they left, the two of them waving merrily to me as they backed out of my driveway, dramatically blowing me kisses as they pulled away, making me laugh as I shook my head and shut the door.

They’re fucking crazy… Alright, back to bed…

I made my lazy way back upstairs, my bedroom looking respectable once more as I collapsed to my mattress with a heavy bounce. My tired eyes flickered shut as I lay content in my sprawled position, my mind silencing to a static buzz before my ears were pricked again with a familiar sound.

Ha! Is she still gardening? Maybe I delayed her before… Is she actually scared of me? Or maybe she just thinks I hate her like the others now… Aw, maybe I should say something…

I lay exhausted, caught in two minds as I imagined her glancing up at my window in fear while she hurriedly tended to her flowerbeds.

Aw, yeah, I’m gonna have to say something… Ugh, but maybe I should just leave—

“Mmm…”

Wait… What the hell was that? That sounded a little—

“Mmmm… Oh, God… Oh, God, please,” continued the urgent hissing, sounding full of worry as I opened my eyes with a lowering of my brow.

Is she alright? Did she hurt herself or something?

I dragged myself up from my bed with a tired groan, resigned to never sleeping again as I trudged my way to the open window, ready to offer assistance before my lazy eyelids parted in shock.

What. The. Fuck.

“Oh, God…” Deborah groaned with a desperate wince as her guilty looking eyes locked to mine, turning away in hurried shame as she remained on all fours with her back to me. “Oh, my God, oh, my God, oh, my God,” she whimpered frantically as her head hung low, her dress rising up the back of her quivering thighs as her hand rubbed between them.

Is this… Am I asleep?!

I stood dumbstruck at the window, blinking my sleepy eyes as I tried to focus my vision on the shocking spectacle, my attention riveted to Deborah’s fiddling fingers before she quickly looked back over her shoulder again.

“Oh, God help me!” she squealed as her frightened eyes locked to mine, turning away again as her thighs spread a little wider apart, an audible sloshing sound teasing my ears as she began to sob into the grass. “Ughuhuhhh!” she cried as her hand fiddled beneath her dress, a sudden gush raining to the lawn between her shivering knees as her bare toes clawed at the earth.

Holy shit, did she just fucking squirt?!

I watched in awe as she panted and shivered in recovery, looking back over her shoulder once more, her frightened eyes seeming a little more sentient this time as she looked away, her shaking hands pulling her dress back down her thighs before she tried to stand in a hurry, almost losing her balance as she stumbled out of view with one last gasping glance my way.

Well, that was… fucking hot!

I stood rooted at the window, my brow set to steel as my cock did the same, thumping down my thigh as I replayed the gushing moment over and over in my mind, Deborah’s frantic eyes peering back at my soul as I stared at her freshly-watered garden.

What the fuck was that all about?! Did she just masturbate for me?! What the… Is everyone a total freak?!

I stood suitably disturbed and turned on in equal measure, still rooted to the spot before my feet began to move with my next thought.

Is her husband home?!

I hurried out of my room and down the hall, entering the spare bedroom that offered the best view of next door, looking out of the window to find their driveway empty, no moving truck in sight.

Wait, was there even a car there yesterday? I can’t remember. Surely he’s not home while she’s out in the yard, masturbating for the neighbors… Man, maybe I should go over there and—oh, shit!

I quickly shut the blinds as their front door opened, peering through the gaps as I waited to see who would appear, a very careful foot stepping out with a flowery flutter following after.

Oh, shit! Stay still!

I held my breath as I stood behind the blinds, Deborah looking toward my house before turning to gently shut her door, her hand pausing on the frame as she stood still for a few moments, looking like she was fighting demons in her mind as she shook her head and turned to walk down her driveway.

Wait, she’s not coming over here, is she? Ha! I feel like Sylvia right now!

I kept my eyes on her like a hawk as she glanced in my direction once more before looking off down the street, her stride gaining some determined momentum before she suddenly stopped, worriedly clutching her hands to her face as she turned around. But just as I thought she was returning home, she spun again, brushing the hair from her brow as her sandals flip-flopped my way once more, her stressed gaze low as she rubbed at her bare arms and began up my driveway.

Ha! Does she want to fuck or something?! Damn, maybe Jess was right? She must’ve heard something she liked last night…

I stood expectantly in the spare room, awaiting the ring of the doorbell before I heard a quiet knock instead, the nervous tapping making me smile as I headed from the room and took the stairs.

Alright, let’s see how this goes…

I opened the door, unable to hide my smirk as my new neighbor stood before me with her troubled eyes low in shame.

“Hi,” she whispered, looking like she was about to cry as she took a deep breath.

“Can I help you?” I grinned, her eyes raising to meet mine momentarily.

“I’m sorry,” she burst, her thumb rubbing repeatedly at her clutched elbow. “I just wanted to say I’m sorry…”

“For what?” I asked with an unbothered shrug, grinning down at her as she raised her eyes once more, lingering on mine a little longer this time.

“For… What you just saw,” she said as she looked away to her feet in shame.

“That’s alright,” I replied, “you don’t need to apologize to—”

“No, I do,” she interrupted with insistence, her brow furrowed in pain as she looked up again. “I… I have a problem…”

“A problem?” I asked in surprise, my eyes drawn to her jiggling cleavage as she seemed to shiver with her confession. “What do you mean?”

Deborah raised her face again, causing me to hurry my eyes to meet hers as her cleavage heaved with her breath. “I… I have a… a sexual problem,” she whispered, quickly glancing down the street before looking back to me.

“A sexual problem?” I repeated with a raise of my brow as I smirked at her. “Do you need some help with it?”

“I… I’m already getting help for it,” she replied, keeping her gaze low before she continued. “Or at least I did… I’m sorry, I haven’t done anything like this in a really long time.” She gazed up at me with insistence before looking down again, her eyes seeming to linger for a moment on my crotch before she shut them tight and took a deep breath. “I think it’s just the stress recently, the moving and everything. I’m really sorry.”

Damn, she looks like she’s on the fucking edge right now…

“Hey, it’s alright, don’t worry about it. We’ve all got our problems,” I smiled, trying to ease her visible anguish as she shivered on my doorstep. “So… What’s the deal?”

“The deal?” she asked as she looked up again, seeming to look for some ulterior meaning in my words as she fixed her wide eyes to mine.

“Yeah, like, what’s your fucking problem, lady?” I laughed. “What the fuck is this all about?!”

She smiled nervously as she looked back to her feet, seeming to release a portion of her stored tension before she answered. “I… I have this thing… Where I like to be… watched.”

“Watched?” I repeated with a grin as she shied from my glare.

“… Yes,” she replied with a shallow nod, her breasts heaving with her breaths as her hands fiddled with the fabric of her dress. “Or just… feeling like I could get caught, or something…”

Well, she didn’t do a great job of keeping quiet before…

“Okay… And do you want to be caught?” I asked boldly, raising her attention from the floor.

“… Sometimes,” she said as she looked up into my eyes, her cleavage doubling with her labored breath.

Ha! Oh, she definitely wants to fuck…

“Well, I’d love to be a good neighbor and help you with your problem,” I smiled as I looked down at her, “but I think you’re probably not supposed to be talking to me, are you?”

“… No,” she said with the slightest shake of her head.

“Ha! I thought so. Did Jared and Sylvia tell you about me before you came here, yeah?” I asked with a satisfied grin.

“… Yes,” Deborah replied, her blonde hair shaking as she nodded without looking up.

“And what did they tell you about me?” I asked, blatantly glancing her up and down as she finally raised her nervous eyes.

“They said that… you were a bad boy,” she whispered, blinking faster as she tore her eyes from mine, her breath catching in her throat as she allowed me to peruse her chest. “Oh, God,” she gasped as she swallowed hard, her eyes shutting as she slowly raised a shaking hand, her face a mixture of torturous emotions as her long nails scratched lightly at her breast.

Holy shit, is she about to—

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered as her fingers tucked into the neckline of her dress, her wedding ring glinting in the sun as she slowly pulled on the light fabric along with her bra. “Oh, God, I’m so sorry,” she shivered as her heavy breast tumbled free, her large nipple stiff as her plump flesh jiggled with her sobbing. “I can’t help it…”

What the… Okay, I’m pretty sure even Jess would be shocked by this…

My cock began to harden at an alarming rate as I stared at her bare breast hanging awkwardly from her strewn clothes, her shivers increasing as her hands began to slowly reach further down her body. “So… Do you want to come in or something?” I laughed as her nails clawed at her flowing dress, lifting it up to reveal her red lace panties.

“I can’t,” she whispered as she opened her eyes, avoiding my glare as she looked off down the street. “My husband will be home any minute…”

“I don’t give a shit,” I laughed, following her attention down the street before settling on Jared and Sylvia’s house. “You should be worried about Sylvia right now anyway. She’s always on the lookout, she could see you at any moment.”

Woah!

“Oh, God, I know,” Deborah shuddered as her fingers slipped urgently into her panties, her toes curling in her sandals as her knees knocked together. “Can I… Can I see…” She struggled with her rebellious body, wrestling with her desires as she stuttered before she raised her eyes to look at my bulging crotch. “Can I see you, too, please?”

Ha! Who the fuck is this woman, and where can I find more like her?!

“What? You want to see my cock?” I laughed as she stared at my straining bulge, her breathing heavy as she nodded.

“Yes, please!” she shivered, almost keeling over as she rummaged harder in her panties, swallowing hard as she dragged her eyes away to glance down the street again.

“Alright, fuck it. If you want,” I shrugged, taking a grip of my pants before dragging them down, my raging cock springing free before her widening eyes.

“Oh, my God!” Deborah gasped in shock as she stared at my swaying meat, her shaking legs growing weaker as she lowered herself down to her knees before me. “Oh, you bad boy!” she groaned as she rocked back and forth on my doormat, her stare unblinking as she strummed her pussy faster. “You big, bad boy!”

“Bigger than your husband’s?” I grinned as I stood proud, confident of the answer before it came.

“Yes,” she replied, nodding almost imperceptibly as she stared in horny awe. “A lot bigger… Oh, God, I shouldn’t be doing this!” she whimpered as she finally closed her eyes, her rummaging hand still refusing to quit.

“No, you shouldn’t,” I agreed with a grin as I took my cock in hand with a firm grasp to the base, shaking the length to a sturdy attention before tilting the head her way. “So it looks like we’re both bad, doesn’t it?”

“I am bad,” Deborah whimpered in confession, my words triggering an immediate response in her shivering body as she knelt before me. “This is so, so bad… Oh, my God! I’m sorry! I shouldn’t be doing this!”

Damn, this woman is crazy… But crazy hot, too… Fuck, why is it always like that?

I looked off down the street, no cars in sight before I glanced at Sylvia's house, the many windows shimmering back at me as I surrendered to my hornier nature against my better judgment.

Well, I survive Jess… Fuck it, let’s see how this one works…

“So… are you just gonna finger yourself on my doorstep like some crazy old bitch?” I asked boldly, my tone firm as I glared down at her with my cock at the ready. “Or are you gonna suck my dick?”

She looked up at me from her knees, her brow furrowed with tortured thought as she returned her attention to my waiting cock. “… Okay,” she whispered, biting her lip before she knelt up straight and slowly shuffled closer. “I’m sorry…”

“Words aren’t good enough,” I smirked instinctively, imagining Jess and Becky standing either side of me as we all looked down at our newest plaything.

Deborah looked up at me, her fingers slowly delving back into her panties as she kept her frightened glare fixed to mine. “Yes… Master,” she whispered, seeming to surrender herself to her most base desire as she took a deep quivering breath and slowly opened her mouth.

Ha! She definitely heard enough last night then… Alright, let’s see how—oh, fuck me…

I felt her hot panting breath on the waiting head of my cock before she engulfed me with her soft lips, pursing carefully around my glans as she hyperventilated through her flaring nostrils, her hand fidgeting faster in her panties as her twitching eyes began to roll back.

Holy shit, is she—

“Ahhhhhh,” she groaned on the head of my cock as she suddenly stopped sucking, looking possessed as she showed me the whites of her eyes. “Oh, God, I’m cummiihiihiing!” she shivered uncontrollably, her body a jittery mess as I stared down at her with my dick raging even harder than usual.

Fuck me, this woman is a bag of hot nerves! She’s turning me on like fucking crazy!

“Get that cock back in your mouth,” I ordered as I guided the head to her groaning lips, trying to find the buttons she likes pressed. “Your husband could be turning that corner any second…”

“Oh, God,” she groaned, my words seeming to set her shivers off again as she opened her mouth wide once more, shaking like a leaf as she tried to stuff me back in. “Mmmmm,” she hummed as she gobbled up the head, pursing her lips again before she began to awkwardly suck.

“Is that it?” I asked, trying to hide my smirk as she looked up at me with her mouth full. “Is this how you suck your husband’s dick? You just hold it in your mouth and wait for him to bust his little balls?” She remained still as she looked up at me, her nostrils flaring with her heavy breaths as she stared unblinking into my eyes. “You’re not getting up until I’m done, so you better suck it properly or you’ll be doing it in front of your husband…”

Holy shit, look at those eyes!

She remained still as she stared up at me, the almost mesmerized submission in her glare stoking my primal arousal to new heights as she began to bob her sucking deeper. “Aaagh,” she gurgled softly as her full lips parted from my cock, feeding me deeper into her mouth  as she widened her jaw. “Mmmm!” she hummed as she retreated in a hurry, sucking on the head once more as her breath shivered from her nostrils. She seemed to partially regain her composure before trying again, her fingers fiddling between her thighs once more as she stuffed her mouth with a rising hunger. “Aaaaghhh,” she gobbled, gurgling with a horny satisfaction as she held firm, pulling back slightly before urgently plunging again, stuffing me into her gullet with determination. “AAAGHHHHHHH!”

Oh, fuck me! Is she cumming again?!

I stared into her rolling eyes in horny awe as she began to jerk and shiver, keeping me lodged in her gargling throat as her fingers sloshed louder in her pussy, her moans turning feral as her juices burst down her tensing thighs.

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmm! Mmmmm!” Deborah hummed loudly as she retreated, her movements filled with shock as she sucked fervently on my swollen head, dripping her mess on my doormat with each jerk of her spasming spine. “I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” she whimpered as she cupped at her leaking pussy and closed her thighs, dragging her dress down with a tight fist in an attempt to cover her shameful release.

“Hey, you can squirt as much as you want, just don’t stop sucking,” I smiled as I took a grip of my cock, patting the sloppy head back to her chin before she opened wide once more.

“Thank you!” she whispered with grateful relief as she closed her eyes, taking a deep breath through her nose before delving back for more. “Aaaghaaaghaaagh!” she gagged carefully before she opened her eyes, looking up at me with a new sense of acceptance as she leaned harder than ever. “AGHHHHHHHH!” she struggled as she took me as deep as she could, her eyes beginning to water as she held her ground, my greedy hand reaching for her head to assist her further. “AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHHH!” she choked and spluttered as I gave her head a brief ragging, slobber stringing from her panting mouth as I dragged her up for air.

“That’s better,” I smiled as I jerked her thick saliva up and down my shaft, giving her a little rest as I looked down the street. “You might finish before he gets home afterall… Where is he?”

“He’s taking the rental truck back with Jared,” she replied with a sniffle as she composed her breathing. “I need to hurry…”

“Well, what if Sylvia’s already seen you?” I teased as she readjusted her uncomfortable knees, looking off down the street towards her friend’s house. “Do you think she’d keep your dirty little secret?”

“No,” Deborah whimpered with a shake of her head, staring at my cock as I jerked before her eyes. “I’d be in so much trouble…”

“Yeah, you probably would,” I agreed with a grin as I patted my cock to her chin, making her shut her eyes with a horny frown as she opened wide and stuck her tongue out for a taste. “So, you better hurry up…”

“Okay,” she nodded with a whisper, “just use me however you want…”

“Ha! Well, we don’t have time for that,” I laughed as I watched her open her mouth in surrender. “But I suppose I can make do with this for now…”

“Please, hurry,” she begged, taking a swift gulp as she panted on her knees. “Just use me like a slut…”

Ha! Alright, now we’re getting somewhere…

“Is that what you are?” I grinned, keeping the head of my cock just out of reach as her panting mouth stretched closer.

“I… I don’t know anymore,” she whimpered, her answer surprising me as she closed her eyes with a shameful frown. “I’ve tried not to be, I really have… I just want… I need to… Oh, God… Ughhhh!” she groaned with exhaustion as she gobbled me up in surrender, her eyes flickering as she began to slurp and gulp her way down my beating shaft with a starving relief.

“That’s it,” I grinned with encouragement as I watched her resistance evaporate with each gulping peck of her neck. “It’s okay to be a slut every now and then…”

“Oh, God, thank you!” she burst with urgency before hurriedly gobbling me back up and savoring my taste. “I want to be a slut for you! Mmmmm! I want to be a dirty old slut for this big young cock! Mmmm! Mmmm! AAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHHHH!”

“Oh, fuck me…”

I stood firm in my doorway, my chest heaving as I braced myself on the frame and withstood her horny mouth’s spluttering onslaught, a strange excitement bubbling in my loins as I looked down the street in search of cars and prying eyes, my heart pounding as the prospect of getting caught loomed larger.

Fuck, this is crazy! I haven’t felt this turned on in a long time! I feel like I could cum if I wanted, but I don’t want this to end! But it fucking has to! Shit, what if they caught us? Sylvia might be watching us, right now! Fuck! Why does that turn me on even more?!

“Arghhh! That’s it! Fucking get it!” I growled as I reached down to assist her, burying my cock deeper into her struggling throat as I imagined Sylvia peeping through her window in shock, her hand reluctantly slipping into her panties. “Arghh! Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum!” I groaned, surprised by my sudden surge in horniness as my willpower disappeared down Deborah’s throat, hauling it out as she heaved for breath. “Arghhhh! Fuuuuuck!” I growled as I jerked my rigid shaft, my knees almost buckling as the overwhelming pleasure boiled over in my tightening balls.

“Oh, God, yes!” she gasped, her wrist jangling in her panties as she offered me her flushed face. “Cum all over me!” she begged with a husky desperation, straining her used throat as she looked up at me like a horny canvas. “Make me your slut! Aaaaaaah!” she gurgled as she opened her mouth wide, the first creamy explosion roping up her flushed face before the next shot splattered to the roof of her mouth. “Mmmm!” she hummed with delight, swiftly gulping down what she was given before opening up for more with a wave of her tongue.

“Oh, you’re a fucking good little slut!” I groaned in horny surprise as she knelt up with a peculiar form of eagerness I wasn’t quite used to, the desperate obedience in the way she submissively offered me her mouth driving me wild as I drained my balls with a nerve-tingling fury. “Arghhuhuh! That’s it! Fuck!”

“Obobobobob!” she gobbled as she covered the head of my cock with her soft messy lips, waiting patiently as I jerked the last of my load into her dutiful mouth. “Mmmmm!” she hummed as she began to suck on my sensitive glans, slowing my hand as my eyes rolled with the almost unbearable pleasure. “Mmmmmm!”

“Fuck, that’s enough of that!” I laughed as I retreated from the intensity, my cock popping from her suckling lips as she looked up at me. “You’re a greedy little slut, aren’t you?”

“Thank you,” she gasped in earnest as she looked up at me with her face plastered, her heavy breast still hanging free as she took a swift gulp. “Oh, God, thank you so much…”

Man, I want to drag her inside right now… But her husband is coming home… Okay, fuck it, we’ve ridden our luck enough… For now…

“Well… You are definitely welcome,” I laughed as I gave my cock one last squeezing drag from base to tip, shaking the last dash of cum to her chin before I reached to pull up my pants. “But you better go and get yourself cleaned up, hadn’t you?”

“Yes,” she nodded in panting agreement, the look of fear penetrating her horniness once more as she glanced down the street, looking for a place to brace her hand before I offered her mine. “Oh… Thank you,” she said as she took my hand in hers, using me to pull herself back to her unsteady feet. “Oh, erm,” she stammered as she suddenly remembered her bare breast, hurrying to cup it back into her bra before rearranging her dress. “Sorry,” she said with an embarrassed shying away of her glazed eyes, looking as if she was a bit disoriented as she took a deep breath.

Ha! Is she okay?

“No need to apologize, it’s a very nice breast,” I teased, giving her a reassuring smirk as she looked up at me with her blushing face dripping in cum. “You’re welcome to show me the other one any time you like…”

Her wide eyes looked me over, her lips curving to a slight smile as she let out a brief release of tension, taking another deep breath before her feet began to turn away. “I should go,” she said, raising a hand to catch the streak of cum curving along her jaw before it could fall, her gaze lowering once more with a daunted sense of shameful clarity. “Bye…”

“Yeah, see ya, neighbor,” I replied as she turned away in a hurry, taking a glance down the street before hobbling back towards her house, a slight limp in her stride as she made her escape.

Well, that was definitely worth delaying a nap for… What the fuck just happened?!

I watched her scurry back up her driveway towards her front door, slyly looking back over her shoulder before disappearing inside. I looked down at my doormat, visibly dampened by her squirting juices as I shut the door with a disbelieving shake of my delirious head.

Well, fuck me. That was definitely one of the craziest orgasms I’ve ever had. I can’t believe she got me to cum so fast, I felt like a fucking virgin again with my heart pounding out of my chest like that! Shit, I feel like she just implanted her kink into me or something… And her! The noises she was making, the look on her face! I don’t think I’ve ever seen such desperation… I mean, Jess and Becky are crazy. They’re into some fucked up shit, but they’re mostly just playing a role and having fun… But that just felt so real. Like totally raw submission… She fucking came after having my dick in her mouth for like five seconds! Damn, I wonder what she’s like with no time limit…

I stumbled my way to the kitchen, still a little lightheaded from my mind-bending orgasm as I headed to the sink to run the cold water, filling a glass and gulping it down before a passing shimmer caught my eye.

Ha! Well, look who’s finally home…

I blindly reached to fill another glass as a sleek silver convertible slowly peeled by, Carl sitting in the driver’s seat with his shades on, making me lean for a better view as he pulled into his driveway.

Shit man, that was way too close. I thought she might’ve been exaggerating, no wonder she looked so scared. If I was just a little less turned on, he’d have caught us. Ha! Just slamming the breaks and lifting his shades to find his wife on her knees with the young neighbor’s cock down her throat! The neighbor she’s supposed to be staying away from! Oh, fuck me, now I’m getting hard again…

I gulped another cold glass as my dick began to swell in my pants, taking a leaning peek out of the window to see Carl entering his house, imagining his wife hurrying to greet him with her face still covered in my fresh load.

Aw man, I’m gonna need to fuck this woman as soon as possible. Like right now if I can… Shit, maybe I should just wait around in my room and listen out for more backyard masturbation? She was pretty direct with that signal…

The thought sent my feet into gear, hurrying upstairs to my room as I made a beeline for the window, disappointed to find her yard empty, her gardening gear  left unattended. I dragged my eyes away as I leaned back inside, keeping an ear out for any noise as I slowly backed up to my bed and lay down with my hands tucked behind my racing head.

Well… I guess I’ll just wait… I’ve got a feeling she’ll definitely be worth it…

* * *
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CHAPTER FOUR

Well, it looks like gardening is officially on the back-burner…

I wiped my groggy eyes as I walked from the window, the morning blood rushing in my cock as I went to the bathroom, wishing Jess and Becky were still there as I remembered the feel of their scrubbing hands. I took a long bath, relaxing my tired muscles in the hot water while my mind wandered, my thoughts dominated by horny visions of my crazy new neighbor.

Well, I’m not hanging around the fucking window all day again. She knows where I am if she wants more... And who knows? Maybe she doesn’t? Maybe that was enough to snap her out of whatever horny episode she was having and now she’ll go back to being the good little wife she vowed to be. She wouldn’t be the first…

I lazed in the bath for a long while, my eyes closed as I rested my head back, considering whether to turn on the jets to keep me from nodding off before a sudden tapping in my ear opened my eyes.

What was that? Was that the door?

I remained still as I listened out for the noise to repeat, my alert senses easing with each second as I looked out to the silent hall.

Must’ve been nothing… There’s a doorbell anyway. Press it, for fuck’s sake… Wait, do I have any deliveries arriving today? I don’t think so, but—

The tapping in my ear silenced my thoughts once again, making me hurry to stand up and step out of the tub with a heavy splash, dripping my way to the towels before drying myself off in a rush on the way out.

That’s got to be her. It sounded just like the scared little knock I got yesterday…

I gave myself a brisk rubbing before wrapping the towel around my waist, dripping my way down the stairs and opening the door, finding Deborah walking away in another pretty dress.

“Hey!” I called, my eyes immediately drawn to the treat she was holding in her hands as she spun around in surprise. “Can I help you?”

Oh, shit! Is that a pie?!

“Oh! Hi,” she called back, her feet remaining planted halfway down my driveway before they stepped anxiously closer. “I, erm, just wanted to bring you this…”

“That’s for me?” I asked with a grin, looking once more to the golden-brown crust she held below her bubbling cleavage. “Is that a pie?”

“Erm, yeah,” she smiled, seeming a little embarrassed as she stopped short of my doormat. “It’s apple… So, I hope you like apple!”

Ha! Damn, she’s a cutie!

I smiled in surprise at her nervous little giggle, looking back down to the expertly crafted looking pie. “Yeah, I love apple pie,” I said, remaining still in my doorway as I looked expectantly back at her.

“Oh, sorry! Here!” she giggled as she belatedly held out the delicious treat for me to take, stepping a little closer as my mind turned to mischief.

“Ah! Well, I’ve kinda got my hands full,” I smiled, clutching the towel around my waist as I dripped in the doorway. “I don’t want to drop it…”

“Oh, yeah, I’m sorry!” she replied in a hurry, her wide eyes looking over my bare chest before lowering to the pie. “I didn’t mean to interrupt you, shall I just leave  it—”

“Don’t put it on the ground!” I laughed as she began to stoop, my eyes drawn to her breasts as they threatened to spill out of her flimsy dress. “Why don’t you just come in? You can leave it on the kitchen counter…”

“Come in?” she repeated, freezing still before she looked off down the street. “I, erm… I really shouldn’t… My husband will be back soon…”

Ha! This again?!

“Well, that didn’t stop you yesterday,” I smirked, standing aside as I held the door open. “C’mon, chill out. You’re only bringing me a pie, right?”

She looked up into my eyes, clearly contemplating her next move before her lips curved slightly. “Yes,” she smiled with guilt, seeming to accept my teasing as she lowered her gaze. “Alright then. Just show me where to leave it…”

Ha! Oh, yeah, we’re definitely getting a round two…

“Sure,” I replied casually, “right this way…”

I watched her closely as she avoided my eyes, looking off down the street once more before she carefully stepped inside, pausing with indecision again as I closed the door behind her.

Ha! Damn, she looks so skittish… It’s turning me on!

“First door on the left,” I said as she looked back at me, nodding her in the right direction.

“Oh… Okay,” she replied, seeming a little surprised as I sent her ahead of me, her sandals flopping across the marble as I looked her up and down.

Fuck, she’s so hot. She’s got a sexy little wifey thing going on…

“That’s a pretty dress,” I said as she walked ahead of me down the hall, my eyes drawn to the outline of her bobbing hips. “You must have a lot of them…”

“Oh, erm, thank you,” she replied, seeming a little unsure if I was teasing her or not as she looked back at me with a brief glance before entering the kitchen. “Yeah, I’ve got a bunch… I’m not really an adventurous dresser…”

“Ha! Yeah, you’re more of an adventurous un-dresser, right?” I laughed instinctively, making her look back at me with a surprised glint in her eye.

“Erm, yeah. I guess you could say that,” she smiled unsurely, seeming to release a bit of tension before I nodded her to the counter.

“Just there is fine,” I said, watching as she stepped to place it down, her feet not seeming in a hurry to leave as she turned back to face me with a curl of her toes, my raising brow sending her unprepared tongue wagging.

“Okay, so… I just wanted to apologize again,” she began, her gaze lowering to the floor. “For yesterday. I was just so stressed out, I don’t know what came over me… Well, I mean, I do know, but I’m sorry for putting it all on you like that.”

“Hey, you can put it on me any way you like,” I shrugged as I drew her eyes to me. “I had fun… And you seem a little more relaxed today.”

“Yeah,” she nodded urgently. “I’m feeling a lot better today. Thank you… But, erm… I just wanted to say sorry for everything else too…”

“Everything else?” I asked, looking her over as she stood uncomfortably by my kitchen counter.

“Yeah, you know—the whole thing with Sylvia and Jared,” she replied, seeming a little embarrassed. “I really didn’t like how rude we were to you the other day. You were just offering to help.”

“Yeah, your husband is a prick,” I said with a grin as I recalled our first exchange. “But you weren’t so bad… And I get it. You were in an awkward position.”

“Yeah, but that doesn’t make it right,” she insisted, refusing her way off the hook. “And you seem a lot nicer than I was led to believe anyway. You were really lovely until everyone started being so rude to you.”

“Ha! Nah, I really am an asshole sometimes,” I chuckled in admission. “But whatever you’ve been told about me, just know for a fact that their precious little Jakey had it coming for a long time, okay?”

“Oh, believe me, I have no doubt,” Deborah said with a hand to her cleavage. “I haven’t seen him in a few years, but he was always such a spoiled little brat. Someone breaking his nose never sounded so shocking to me.”

Ha! So she knows him?

“I’m sure I won’t be the last,” I smiled as she seemed to grow more comfortable. “So, what did they actually tell you about me?”

“They just said you were trouble,” she replied with a wince. “Obviously, all the Jacob stuff. But they said you were always having parties or whatever. And that you were really rude… They said you always flirt with Sylvia when you pass by their house.”

“Ha! Yeah, I do,” I admitted as she looked at me with a pursed smirk. “I’m just messing around, though.”

“I actually nearly laughed when you said our wife,” she giggled with a delicate hand over her mouth. “I couldn’t believe you actually said that!”

“Oh, yeah, Sylvia’s totally mine,” I teased with a grin. “She’ll be over with her pie soon…”

“I don’t think she will,” she giggled before her brow raised. “And she isn’t much of a cook, anyway.”

“Oh, but you are?” I asked, looking back to the pie that I was about to demolish after I was done with her.

“I’m alright,” she replied with an awkward modesty. “I hope…”

“Well, you’ve got your husband to cook all your divine dinners, don’t you?” I grinned, my choice of words not lost on her.

“Yeah, I’m sorry for that too,” she winced as she looked at me with cringing regret. “He was such an asshole that night. I was just sat there thinking, would it really be so bad if we offered you some food? You seemed like you were just playing with us, why not just invite you over and talk it out? But then he went and provoked you like an idiot with his little get used to it.”

“Nice impression,” I chuckled as she mimicked her husband with an obnoxious scrunch of her pretty face. “But, yeah, I was just thinking of going out for the night, too!”

“Well, I knew something was about to happen after he said that to you,” she said with a resigned tut. “Sylvia and Jared guessed that you’d probably start blasting music or throw a party or something. But we, errrm… Didn’t expect what actually happened…”

“Ha! I told her to keep the window shut,” I chuckled as I remembered Jess’s curves jiggling their excited way across the room.

“Oh, we could still hear pretty good with the window closed,” she replied with a shy giggle as she looked down to her feet. “So, were they your, erm… girlfriends? Or…”

“Ha! Nah, I don’t have a girlfriend. They’re just friends.”

“Oh, okay,” she replied, clearly trying to appear casual as she nodded with feigned understanding. “Do you have a lot of… friends?”

“Yeah,” I laughed, enjoying her awkward inquiry into my sex life. “And you’re my friend now, too, right?” She paused as she looked into my eyes, her mind visibly racing as she looked back down, prompting my tongue to give her a prod. “… Or are you just my slut?”

Her eyes returned to mine in shock, wide and unblinking as she froze with my words. “I, erm… I just wanted to bring you the pie, and to tell you I’m—”

“Yeah, yeah, you’re sorry,” I interrupted, keeping her on her wriggling toes as she began to fiddle nervously with the skirt of her dress. “You wanted to come over, but you needed some sort of excuse. So, you made a pie. That’s okay, right? There’s nothing wrong with bringing a pie to a neighbor? I’m just saying sorry, that’s all. What a plausibly deniable plan. And it just so happens that you’ve waited until your husband is on his way home again to come knocking on my door…”

Deborah remained silent as she stared into my eyes, her cleavage heaving a little higher before she looked down to her feet again. “I… I’m sorry… I should go.”

“You should go,” I agreed, “but what you really want to do is get down on your knees again, isn’t it?”

Deborah paused again, her chest rising higher as her fingers fiddled faster. “I… I’m doing a lot better today,” she said quietly, almost as if she was trying to convince herself as she shied away from my smirking glare.

Ha! This woman is something else…

“Yeah, you are,” I agreed, taking a step towards her as I loosened the towel around my waist, letting it fall to the floor to reveal my swelling cock. “But, your husband is gonna be back soon…”

Her eyelids flickered as her breath seemed to catch in her throat, raising her gaze to my cock before quickly looking away again. “I want to, but I shouldn’t,” she said, closing her eyes as she took a long inhale.

“I think you should,” I grinned, enjoying her flustered expression as I leaned closer, placing my hands either side of her on the counter as she backed up. “I think you should come upstairs with me and get what you came here for…”

Her breath labored as she looked up at me, her neck slowly leaning her lips closer to mine as she shut her eyes. “Oh, God… I want to,” she whispered before she puckered softly, her movements slow and jittery with nerves as she gave me a soft trembling kiss.

“You want to what? Give me a little kiss?” I teased as she opened her eyes, her lips seeming to curve a little before her hand slowly reached for a gentle hold of my cock. “Is that all you came here for?”

“No,” she replied with a slight shake of her head, her smile growing wider as she breathed on my lips. “I came to do whatever you wanted…”

Ha! There we go…

“Good,” I smiled as she looked into my eyes with a taunting submission, her delicate hand clasping tighter around my hardening shaft. “I better hurry then… Before your prick husband gets home,” I grinned, lifting my hands from the counter and slowly stroking them up her bare arms.

“Oh, God,” she shivered as I traced up her neck, gently gathering up her thick blonde hair before gripping it into a firm fist, releasing a pleasured little squeak from her lips. “Oh, fuck,” she growled with a rush of surprised arousal as her hand squeezed on my cock, rushing her other to join it as she began to urgently jerk with both.

“Not here,” I said as I began away, pulling her with me by the hair as her feet hurried to keep up. “We can keep an eye out for your husband from the window upstairs…”

“Oh, God,” she groaned, seeming perfectly content in my control as I led her out into the hall. “Yes, Master, whatever you say!”

Ha! She wants to play…

“You liked what you heard the other night then, huh?” I laughed as I began to lead her up the stairs.

“Yes!” she winced as her sandals flopped up the steps. “I was jealous!” she added in a hurry, her head bowed low as her breathing increased.

“Why? Does your husband not scratch this itch for you?” I asked boldly as we reached the top of the stairs, making my selection of rooms before kicking the door open and pulling her inside.

“No!” Deborah replied with a heavy pant as I dragged her towards the window and lifted the blinds. “He doesn’t like to do anything like this!”

“Ha! Well, I do,” I grinned as her confessions came easily. “Get on your knees.”

“Yes, Master!” she groaned with relief as I released my grip of her hair, getting down in a hurry and looking up at me with an attentive eagerness in her eyes.

“Why doesn’t your husband do this for you? Does he know you like it?” I asked, looking out of the window down the empty street as she knelt patiently.

“He thinks it’s wrong,” she replied, her eyes lowering with a visible pang of shame. “He says it’s degrading…”

“Well, yeah, it is,” I scoffed. “That’s the point, right?”

She looked back up at me with a hint of hope in her eyes. “Yes,” she nodded, looking to my waiting cock as she took a deep breath. “But he says he doesn’t want that for me…”

“And what do you want for you?” I asked with a grin, taking a hold of my cock in preparation.

She took another deep breath as she watched me slowly jerk, her hand reaching down between her thighs as she shut her eyes. “I… I just want to let go,” she groaned with exhaustion as her fingers sped their rubbing. “I don’t even want to think anymore, I just want to feel something!”

Shit, she is fucking starving! Damn, this is Jess in thirty years time if I ever don’t call back… Maybe it's her mom right now…

“Alright, I’ll think for you then,” I smiled, enjoying the rapid rise of her plumped up breasts as she unburdened herself. “You just do as you’re told…”

“That’s all I want!” she replied with a desperate whimper, looking up at me with a pleading insistence as she rubbed and scratched at her pussy over her clothes.

“Come here then,” I grinned as I shook my cock in her face, her knees immediately shuffling closer before I stopped her with a hand to her head, gripping her hair and tilting her face up to look at me. “How old are you, Deborah?” I asked, her alert eyes locking to mine as I lightly batted the rigid length of my cock to her cheek.

“I’m forty-nine,” she replied with a gulp, keeping obediently still as I patted her face down.

“And how do you feel about being bossed around by someone half your age?” I teased, trying to goad a reaction from her as I rubbed my cock across her panting lips. “I’m young enough to be your son…”

“That just turns me on even more,” she replied with a whisper, her eyes fixed to mine before they crossed to peer down at the head of my cock, her tongue slyly slipping for a taste before she huffed long and deep through her nostrils. Her fingers began to fiddle faster as she savored my scent, her eyelids fluttering shut, her pupils dilating my way as they opened again. “How do you feel about having an older woman as a pet?”

Ha! Woah, okay, she’s definitely getting braver…

“I feel fucking great about it, actually,” I laughed, giving her face another repeated batting as she looked up at me with a fiery glare. “Just what I’ve always wanted…”

“I can be whatever you want,” she assured me with a whisper, tilting her face to tease at my shaft with the tip of her tongue. “There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for a young master that takes care of me…”

Ha! Damn, she’s really letting go now! And I haven’t even fucked her yet!

“Oh, I’ll definitely take care of you,” I grinned as her tongue teased seductively along my shaft. “How long do I have?”

“About fifteen minutes,” she replied, her smirk hidden behind my beating girth. “I gave us a little longer this time…”

“Ha! So, you must want a little more than what you got yesterday,” I surmised, giving her face one last bat of my sturdy shaft and guiding the head to her eager lips, surprised as she swiftly gobbled me up.

Woah, alright, she’s not messing around… Damn, she’s a quick learner, too!

“AAAAGHHAAAAGHHAAAAGHH!” she gagged as she took long gulps down my cock, clogging her throat as she looked up at me, her glare seeming to beg for approval.

“More,” I said, trying to seem indifferent to her excellent start before my cock clacked to her gurgling tonsils even firmer.

“AAGHHHHHHH!” she choked as she forced herself down as far as she could, struggling for every extra gain before she came up heaving for breath. “GAAAH! Oh, my God, it’s so big!” she croaked as she panted, gulping down the saliva in her flooding throat.

“Don’t swallow that,” I said as I slapped my cock to her flushed face. “I want it messy.”

“Yes, Master, I’m sorry!” she said as she looked up at me, spitting out what she had left and blowing bubbles on my shaft as it slid back and forth across her lips.

“Good,” I said as she obediently dribbled her mess down her chin, patting her well done before feeding the head of my cock back into the sloppy heat of her gullet.

Oh, fuck me! She’s so fucking good at this already!

She knelt patiently before me as I used her throat with increasing gusto, her fingers tucked deep into her panties as demonic growls escaped from her choking gullet, showing no sign of throwing in the towel as her tearing eyes stared up at me.

Damn! She’s a fucking keeper! I need to see what else she can do…

“What are you looking at me like that for? You want more?” I teased as I kept my cock lodged to her struggling limit. “Alright, I’ll give you more…”

“GAAAH!” she gasped desperately as I dragged her up for air, giving her no rest as I gripped a handful of her thick locks.

“Up!” I ordered as I yanked her to her hurried feet, throwing her away to face the light of the large window. “Why don’t you show everyone these big tits,” I said as I unceremoniously dragged the straps of her dress and bra down her shoulders.

“Oh, God,” she groaned from her strained throat as she looked to the ceiling, her heavy breasts tumbling free as her clothes rested around her shapely waist. “Someone could see!” she panted with a spike of shivering desire as the sunlight kissed her flesh through the window.

“Yeah, they could,” I grinned as I gripped her bare arms and pushed her up against the window ledge. “And you’re gonna wait right there until your husband drives by…”

Ha! Well shit, she definitely liked that idea… Wait, is she—

“Oh, God! I’m cumming!” she groaned with acceptance as her fingers strummed her horny pussy. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cummiihiihiing!” she whined as her knees began to knock and quiver, her big tits clapping as her body threw a little tantrum.

What the fuck?! This woman is on another level, she comes like the fucking wind… I’ve got to try this pussy!

“I didn’t tell you to cum,” I snapped as I took control of her shivering body, bending her over and dragging the skirt of her dress up. “Horny old slut!” I teased as I gave her juicy ass a rippling spank, making her hop on her feet as her hands gripped the window-ledge for balance.

“I’m sorry!” she squealed as I spanked her round ass again, the soles of her sandals slipping across the wooden floor as I kicked open her legs. “Oh, God… Are you going to fuck me?”

“Yes,” I replied as I took a grip of her lace panties and yanked them aside, holding them secure with a firm squeeze of her bubbly buttock as I took a strong stance. “I’m gonna fuck you while he drives by…”

“Oh, my God!” she whimpered with anticipation as I took a grip of my cock, patting the head to the inviting warmth of her pretty labia. “But… I need to be home before he gets back…”

“Oh, no, that’s not happening,” I assured her as I began to rummage in her juices, teasing her open with the tip of my cock before thrusting firmly inside.

“Holy f-fuck!” she cried as I jammed the head of my cock into her tight wet squeeze, arching her back as her body seized up. “Arrrgh!” she growled as I quickly thrust again, plunging her hot pipe deeper as her shocked hands reset on the ledge. “Fuck, it’s thick!”

“It’s long too!”

“ARRRGHH! FUCK!” she screamed as I rammed her squelching pussy, feeling her creamy walls clinch and spasm as her big tits rocked with a swaying jiggle. “Holy ssshit, that’s a big dick!” she groaned with her head dangling low, panting like she was in labor before I reached for a hold of her hair.

“Don’t look down there,” I laughed as I yanked on her locks, making her whimper as I lifted her face to look out of the window. “You need to watch out for your husband…”

“Oh, God, yes, Master!” she groaned as she gazed hazily through the glass, her pussy still adjusting to my cock with squeezing twitches before I thrust again. “UGHH!” she grunted as I pounded her jiggling cheeks, letting her strewn panties twang back to my buried cock as I gripped her hips tight and found my rhythm. “UGHH! UGHH! UGHH! Oh, fuck yes! Let me have it!”

“Is this what you came here for?” I growled as I squeezed her firmer, using her jiggling curves as leverage to launch my thrusts into her steaming pussy.

“Yes!” she whined in desperate confession as she braced against my force with a flattened hand to the window. “I came to be a slut!”

“Show me then!” I ordered, halting my thrust deep inside her stretched pussy as I gave her ass a jiggling smack. “Fuck that dick like a slut!”

“Ahh!” she squealed as I spanked her again, jolting her wide hips into urgent action as she dragged her creamy pussy back up my cock. “Yes, Master! I’ll be a good slut for you!” she whimpered as she began to slowly lean back into me, burying my cock deeper into her slippery guts and blowing the bubbling air out of her stuffed hole. “Oh, fuck! I’m sorry!” she burst with an embarrassed squeak, her curves jiggling as she instinctively slipped back up my shaft with the squelching noise.

“Ha! Shit, what for?” I laughed as I encouraged her halted hips with a tug on her rolled up dress. “Make that pussy talk dirty to me!”

“Oh, fuuuuck,” she drawled with a release of embarrassed tension as she accepted my thumping cock back inside her, blowing bubbles down my shaft once again as she stuffed me to her limit.

“That’s it,” I grinned as she seemed to embrace the filthy sound with a grind of her billowing cheeks. “Listen to that pussy bubbling down that dick…”

“God, I feel so fucking full,” she groaned with a husky breath through her strained throat as her head rocked back, her dangling hair seeming like an invitation as it came to rest down her arched spine. “Such a big fucking boy! Argggghhh!” she growled as I held my tug of her hair, submitting to my control as she arched her back to breaking point. “Yes! Take me like a whore!”

“Oh, you’re a fucking bad lady,” I teased as I tensed my cock hard in her stuffed pussy. “I’m gonna take you like your husband should’ve years ago…”

“Oh, God, he would never fuck me like THIS!” she cried as I plowed her deep and hard, her legs quivering as she held tight to the window-ledge.

“Why not?” I asked, tugging on her hair as I rammed her again, enjoying her shocked and desperate gasps as I struck her limit.

“Ughhhh! Because he’s a fucking wimp!” she groaned with exhaustion as I ground my thrust firm against her juicy ass.

Ha! She’s had enough of him…

“Aww, is he nice and gentle with you?” I teased as I reached my spare hand to hold her panting face, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “Does he stroke your face and tell you how beautiful you look?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, nodding slowly in my grip before my teasing fingers reached her mouth. “Ughhhh!” she gurgled from her core as I slipped them inside, hooking her cheek as I rammed her again.

“Well, I’m not gonna do that,” I laughed, picking up my rhythm with each heavy clap to her rippling ass. “I’m gonna make you look like a dumb old whore while I have my way with this pussy!”

“Ugghhuhuhh! Yesh, Mashter!” she groaned with palpable relief, accepting her new purpose as she surrendered herself to my probing fingers and rampaging cock.

Damn, she really did just want to let go…

“What are you?!” I growled with a tug of her hair, making her wail as I slammed her pussy harder.

“Ughhhuhuh! I’m a dumb old whore!” she whimpered as my soaked fingers slipped from her mouth, reaching to slap at her big swinging tit before squeezing hard on her wobbling flesh. “Oh, God! I’m just a silly fucking slut for young cock!” she burst, her heated confession seeming to strike a nerve within her as her cries became more shrill, rising to an ear-piercing crescendo as I pummelled her pussy without mercy. “Ah! Ahh! AHHH! OHMYGAARGHAARGH!” she screamed as she began to gush, her hot juices dripping to the wooden floor before I gave her one last colossal thrust and hauled my cock from her slippery squeeze.

Holy shit! Now, this is a squirter!

“That’s it!” I grinned as her shocked pussy burst like a hydrant, spraying to the floor beneath her feet as she wailed like a banshee, her legs quivering as I beat her sprinkling pussy with my raging cock. “Let it out, you filthy bitch!”

“Oh, God! I’m s-s-sorry!” she jittered as her shaking legs began to give, her knees dropping to the floor with a splashing thud as her supporting hands slipped from the ledge. “I’ll c-c-clean it up!” she shivered as she knelt in her mess, her hand mindlessly dabbing at the puddle as her body spasmed repeatedly.

Aw man, I need a night with this woman so bad!

“You don’t have time for that,” I laughed as I untangled my fist from her locks, reaching under her arms and hauling her back to her unsteady feet. “Your husband will be back any minute, won’t he? You need to wave to him...”

“Ok-k-kay!” she replied with obedience as her hands clamped back to the ledge, her curves jiggling as she tried to regain control of her body, her round ass rising as she bent over for more.

“Does your husband make you clean up your mess straight away or something?” I teased, amused by her apologetic antics.

“He m-makes me do it in the sh-shower,” she replied, trying to catch her breath as she waited patiently for my cock.

“Ha! What do you mean?!” I laughed, imagining him pointing her away to the bathroom as she shook with desperation.

“He doesn’t let me do it on the b-bed,” she continued, sounding a little embarrassed as her head hung low. “He thinks it’s disgusting…”

“So he just stops fucking you and takes you to the shower when you need to burst?” I laughed, trying to envision the logistics before she let out a breathy giggle. “How does that—”

“Oh, no, he doesn’t make me squirt,” she explained as she sensed my confusion. “I do that myself… But if I do it on the bed, he whines like a fucking bitch about it… So, I do it in the shower…”

“Or the back yard, apparently,” I teased as I slapped my cock to attention on her ass.

“No, that was definitely a first for me,” she giggled as she took a deep breath. “I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking… I just knew I needed to show you…”

“Well, you definitely showed me,” I laughed as I slapped my cock to her dripping pussy, making her body tense and jiggle before I rummaged the head between her swollen labia. “You showed me what a horny slut you are…”

“Oh, God, I just wanted you to want me!” she burst as I squeezed firmly back into her hot pussy. “I wanted you to see what a slut I could be for you! That I could be so much better for you than those girls you had over!”

“Ha! I dunno about that,” I doubted, filthy visions of Jess and Becky flashing through my mind before her urgent insistence gave me pause.

“Those girls are fucking nothing compared to me!” she growled as she took another quaking clap to her cheeks, my cock ramming her deep as she made her horny pitch. “UGH! I’d take care of your every need! UGH! Every day! UGH! Like only a grown woman can! UGHHUHUH! Not a stupid fucking college slut playing with a whip for the night!”

Oof, Jess would be furious… But, I’m definitely intrigued!

“Oh, so you’re gonna give me what I need?” I grinned as I gathered up her hair once again, tugging as I fucked her faster. “Every day?”

“Whenever you fucking want!” she growled with insistence again as she took her pounding. “I’ll give you my number! Just message me! Day or night! Argghhhuhuh! Just say the word and I’ll… I’ll come running for this fucking… DICK! ARGHHH!”

Ha! Again?!

She hopped on her feet as she thrust up the length of my rampant cock, her pussy gushing with her juices once more as she popped off the head, her knees buckling as she clung desperately to the ledge. “Give me that pussy back,” I laughed as I gripped her jiggling hips and pulled her back up. “I’m not done with it.”

“Oh, my God, your dick’s so fucking perfect!” she groaned hazily as she reset her quivering legs, lifting her hands to rest flat on the windowpane. “Just message me whenever it gets hard! Please! I don’t care when, I’ll drop everything! Just—oh, my God! He’s fucking here!”

Shit, guess it’s been fifteen minutes!

“Let me see!”

“UGHH!” she grunted as I buried my cock deep and thrust her closer to the window, leaning over her shoulder to take a peek down the street.

“Oh, yeah!” I laughed as I stood back and pressed her face to the glass. “Blow him a kiss then…”

“Oh, God! He’s gonna see me!” she whimpered with a potent mixture of fear and desire as her lips smushed to the window, making my impatient cock thud harder in her heat as I began to grind on her plump ass. “He’s gonna see! He’s gonna see!”

“Better make sure he can see these then,” I teased as I reached my hands around to scoop up her heavy tits, shaking them against the window as his car peeled into view. “Heeey, Carl!”

Wait, is she about to…

“Oh, God, I’m gonna fucking…” Her pussy squeezed tight around my cock as she rose to her tiptoes, her body beginning to quiver with her tensing muscles before she burst with a loud scream against the misting glass. “GAAHAHAHAAAARGHHH!” she roared as her body began to jerk and writhe in my grip, clenching my cock as I wrapped my arms around her to seize control of her failing limbs, the sporadic squelching on my shaft teasing my nerves to breaking point.

Oh, fuck! I need to cum, too!

“Look at your husband!” I ordered, turning her face to rest the other cheek on the glass as his fancy car pulled into their driveway. “You’re gonna watch him while I fill this pussy up!”

“Oh, God! Yes, Master!” she whimpered as she breathed heavy against the glass, my hand holding her in place as the other pawed and squeezed on her soft tit. “Mmmmm! Mmmm! Mmmmmhmmhmmm!” she hummed with each firm thrust, trying her best to subdue her screams as her husband hopped out of his car.

“What are you being so shy for?” I teased, sending another firm thrust as I felt my loins begin to set alight inside her. “Tell him you’ll be right there…”

“Oh, God! I’ll be right there, honey!” she cried against the glass as her oblivious husband made for their front door. “I’ll be right… fucking… there!”

“He’s gonna be wondering where you are,” I said as I fucked her rough up against the window. “How about I give you a nice creampie to take back to him so he isn’t so angry with you?”

“Oh, God, yes, you bad fucking boy! Dump that hot young load in my horny fucking cunt!” she growled fiercely as her panting mouth fogged the glass, her husband shutting their front door behind him seeming to untether her filthy tongue. “God, I need it! I want it dripping down my thighs when I walk in! Oh, God, I want him to fucking smell it on me! Fuuuhuuhuuck!”

Damn, she’s a horny little savage!

“Don’t you cum!” I warned her as I picked up my pace, sensing her body begin to quiver as I raced her to the finish line. “It’s my turn! You stay right fucking there!”

“Arghhuhuh! Yes, Master!” she whined with desperation as she struggled to hold her climax at bay, purring from her strained throat as I yanked her by the hair and fucked her without mercy. “Oh, my fucking… MMMMMM! MMMMM!”

“You fucking hold it!” I growled as I pummelled her into oblivion, feeling her squelching pussy tighten as her jiggling body tensed in my vigorous control.

“MMMMMMM! I CAN’T! I CAN’T!” she squealed as she released her held breath, her hands slapping to the ledge as she took her rough pounding and surrendered to her needs. “Oh, my GAAARGHHHAHAHAAAH!” she wailed into the air, sounding like she was crying as her legs began to shake violently, her pussy clamping on my plowing cock as her knees began to buckle.

“Oh, no, you fucking don’t!” I laughed as I swiftly followed her down, gripping her hips tight and keeping myself buried in her hot spasming pussy as my balls began to tighten. “Oh, fuck me, that’s it! Arrrrrgh! Fuck!” I growled as she collapsed into her puddled mess with a heavy thud, her deliriously sobbing head hung low as she took her pounding to completion.

“UGHHHUHUHHH!” she grunted as I blew my load deep inside her, her knees rattling on the wet floorboards as I roared with each colossal thrust of my spurting cock to her quivering cervix. “Oh, God! I feel you fucking pumping! Ughhhhh! God, yes! Drain those big balls into my cunt, you bad fucking boy! Fill up your slut!”

“Fuck, you’re a dirty bitch!” I growled as I rode the thunderous waves of pleasure, my hips jolting against her juicy ass while my cock throbbed out my load. “This isn’t the last time I fill this perfect pussy up, do you hear me?!”

“Yes, Master!” she cried in reply, her hanging gut expanding with her heavy breaths as I flooded her womb. “You can fill me up any time you want! Oh, God,” she groaned as I slowly began to pull out, her slippery walls clinging to me before I hauled myself from her used and gaping pussy, a thick cascade of creamy cum pouring from her unplugged hole to the floor as I did. “Ughhhuhuhhh… Thank you!”

“Shit, you are welcome!” I huffed with a brief chuckle as I gave her ass a firm spank with both hands, squeezing and shaking her bubbly buttocks to assist the flow of my spilling load. “You did so well, I’ll let you go without cleaning this mess up,” I teased, making her squeal on her hopping knees as I gave her one last spank and took to my feet behind her. “C’mon, up! Your husband’s waiting for you…”

“Oh, God… Yes, Master,” she groaned as her unsure hands braced on the floor, her dripping pussy spreading wider as she planted a foot and struggled to stand. “Fuck, I feel like I got hit by a fucking train!” she giggled breathily as she turned to face me, her hair comically disheveled as her tits hung heavy and free. “You are something else, young man,” she huffed, her hazy eyes looking to my still thudding cock as she wiped the hair from her flushed face, her brain clearly ticking over before she looked up at me. “… Have you got a phone?”

Ha! She looks worn out…

“Of course, I have a phone,” I smiled as I watched her catch her breath. “Why? Do you need to make a call?”

“No, I need to give you my number,” she replied, her breasts heaving with her panting before she began to lift the strap of her bra back up her shoulder. “Any time you want to do whatever that was again… I need you to message me…”

Ha! So, that wasn’t just horny talk?

“Alright,” I said, giving my drenched cock a firm drag from base to tip as I caught my own breath. “I’ll—”

“Shall I clean you?” she suddenly interrupted, her eyes seemingly entranced by my cock as I looked to her.

Ha! Damn, she’s eager to serve…

I watched her unblinking eyes stare at my glistening meat, deliberating the kind offer with a grin before I answered. “Nah, I’m good,” I replied, deciding to leave her wanting more. “I’ll just get back in the bath when you’re gone.”

“Oh… Okay,” she said with a slight nod before she looked up at me. “Well, if you want me to later… Just message me…”

“Alright, I might just do that,” I smiled, enjoying the hopeful look in her glare as I began away. “I’ll go and get my phone…”

“Okay, thank you,” she replied in my ear as I left the room, her polite tone pleasing me as I made my way to my open bedroom door.

Damn, she seems hooked already… I wonder how serious she actually is about all this… I really just have to message her and she’ll come running? I’m gonna have to put that to the test…

I grabbed my phone from my bed, traipsing my naked way back to her as she cupped her big tits back into her bra. “Here,” I said as I unlocked my phone, handing it to her as she reached out.

“Thank you,” she said politely again, her shaking fingers rapidly typing in her number before she looked up into my eyes, giving me a little smirk before she continued. “Okay… There you go…”

“Thank you,” I replied, mimicking her politeness as she finished getting dressed with a smile. “I’ll be sure to call on you soon.”

“Please do,” she said with earnest insistence. “I really mean it—day or night… For anything…”

“Well, I’d be worried about your husband calling right now if I was you,” I laughed as her unhurried feet remained planted in her mess, seeming to jolt her into action.

“Yeah, right, I should be going,” she said as she warily took a step towards me, beginning to ease by me before she paused and looked up into my eyes. “… Can I give you that little kiss now, please?” she asked with a smirk, her taunting glare forcing my response.

“No, I’m done with you,” I grinned as I pushed her cheeky face away, sending her feet moving once more as she giggled with disappointment.

“Alright, fine,” she said as she paused in the doorway. “I’ll have to do more to deserve one next time…”

“A lot more,” I said as I followed after her, giving her ass a swift spank to send her towards the stairs. “See yourself out…”

“Ooh, okay!” she giggled as she carefully made her way down the steps.

“Oh… and thanks for the pie,” I called to her as she reached the bottom, making her turn around to look up at me as I stood naked.

“You’re welcome, Master,” she grinned as she held my gaze before reaching down to lift her dress, scooping her fingers up her thigh before bringing them to her mouth. “Mmmm,” she hummed as she slurped up the mess she had gathered. “Thank you for yours…”

Aw man, I’m gonna have a lot of fun with this one…

“Get out, you dirty bitch,” I chuckled as I turned away from her goading spectacle, hearing her giggle as I made my way back to the bathroom, her footsteps slapping towards the door before I heard it open and shut.

Well, damn… That was… fucking insane.

I shook my head with a chuckle as I set my phone down on the side, stepping back into the bath and running the hot water, soothing my muscles as I relaxed into the cooled tub.

What the fuck is she even gonna do now? He’ll have been searching for her since he got home. Then she just turns up looking flushed with a hot load dribbling down her thighs? He’ll be suspicious as fuck, right?

I imagined the scene as the water warmed up around me, seeing her scurry up the stairs with her hand cupped to her dripping pussy as her husband called after her.

Well, it’s her marriage on the line. I mean, what am I supposed to do? Not fuck the hot wife of the dickhead that decided to mess with me? When she’s knocking on my door and begging for it? C’mon, Carl, that was never gonna happen… Oh, shit! I didn’t clean the floor… Ah, whatever, I’ll clean myself first…

I scrubbed at my satisfied cock, stripping our juices from my still beating shaft before my fickle mind moved on with my day.

What am I gonna have with that pie?

* * *
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CHAPTER FIVE

I spent the rest of the day watching movies and stuffing my face, the pie turning out to be just as delicious as it looked as I gorged away without a care, deciding to skip my scheduled run after my impromptu workout left me drained enough.

But, it feels like I’m definitely filling up again now…

My cock had refused to quit all afternoon as my mind flashed with images of Deborah’s body jiggling with each clap to her cheeks, her desperate screams still ringing in my ears as I debated messaging her.

Nah, maybe I should just leave it for tonight. Let her stew for a while. I can’t go calling every time I get an erection, she might as well just move in at that point… But, she did literally say to message whenever I got hard… Hmmm… Nah, I’ll leave it. My balls could probably do with a rest anyway, it’s been a crazy few days…

I relaxed back on my bed, clinging to sanity as I made my final decision, before a chirping noise in my pricking ears tested my resolve.

Wait, that sounded like Sylvia…

I hopped from my bed and made my way to the window, peeking out into next door’s yard to find my old neighbors busy setting the table, chattering away with themselves as they lay the plates and cutlery down.

Ha! They didn’t learn their lesson? And they’re eating outside now, too? Oooh, how defiant!

I opened the window, unable to help myself as I leaned out with a grin. “Hey, neighbors!” I called, the pair of them looking up to me as their cheery demeanor disappeared. “Don’t worry, I’m alone tonight…”

“Well, as you can see, we aren’t,” Jared scoffed as he turned away, my eyes drawn to the blonde locks that suddenly appeared into view. “And we won’t be intimidated.”

“Just ignore him, Deb,” said Sylvia, standing to assist her with the steaming bowls of food she carried in her hands.

“Ha! I’m not trying to intimidate you, Jared,” I chuckled as he sat down and showed me his back. “I’m just saying hey… Hey, Debby!”

Deborah looked up at me as she placed a bowl down, looking awkwardly startled before she spoke. “… Hi, Christian,” she smiled, her friendly tone seeming to shock her dining companions as they looked to her. “Are you alright?”

Ha! They’re looking at her like she just broke a treaty!

“Yeah, I’m good, thanks,” I called back, keeping it light as she looked up at me in another one of her pretty dresses. “What’s the husband made tonight then?”

“Oh,” Deborah chuckled as she looked to the food, Sylvia and Jared still visibly dumbstruck. “It’s tapas—lots of different stuff… Would you like some?”

Ha! What the fuck?! She’s bolder than I thought…

I looked back at her inviting smile as I considered my reply, Jared piping up in a hurry. “Well, I don’t really think—”

“Nah, it’s okay, I’m good,” I interrupted before he could protest. “I just ate like a whole pie, so I’m full…”

“Oh, okay,” Deborah replied casually as she began away from the table towards the house. “Well, if you want something later…”

Ha! Damn, she’s brazen…

“Yeah, sure,” I replied as she smiled my way again before disappearing from view. “Thanks, neighbor!” I called after her before returning my attention to the disgruntled couple. “Wow, what a lovely lady, huh? I don’t think she seemed as intimidated as you are, Jared… And I’m sure you’re lovely when you want to be, too, Sylvia…”

“I am not intimidated,” Jared seethed without turning around, reaching for his wife’s arm to stop her from looking back at me. “Just ignore him, honey. He’ll get bored soon…”

Ha! I’m not sure I will… But, fuck it. If they don’t want to play…

“Alright, alright! Chill out, Jared,” I teased, “there’s no need to manhandle your woman on my account… I’ll leave you to your meal, you won’t hear another peep from me. I promise.”

“I am not manhandling my wife, you little—”

“Just ignore him, honey!” Sylvia hissed, taking her turn to grip her spouse as she looked back at me with a sexy little scowl.

“What’s going on? Is he bothering you, again?” an irritated voice suddenly called, Carl appearing with more bowls in hand as he looked up at me in anger. “Who do you think you are, boy?”

Ha! Oh, he did not just boy me!

“Someone bigger than you, old man,” I chuckled instinctively in surprise as he looked up at me with palpable disdain. “Who do you think you are?”

“Someone who knows a bully when I see one,” he replied before turning away with a disgusted grimace, heading towards the table like he just buried me.

Ha! Bully?!

“Oh, so you must know Jacob pretty well,” I laughed, Jared and Sylvia turning around in their seats as Deborah appeared into view again. “Are you this much of a prick to him, too?”

“Jake never bullied anybody in his life!” Sylvia shouted, clearly offended by such a suggestion. “You attacked him for no reason!”

“You sucker-punched him in the street!” Jared added in his wimpy son’s defense.

“Like an animal!” Sylvia continued, turning away from me again as she urgently reached for her drink.

“Sucker-punched?!” I laughed in shock. “He’s not still saying that, is he? He talked shit to me from across the street. He watched me cross over to him, he knew exactly what was coming… That’s why he started cowering like a little bitch.”

“My son doesn’t cower!” Jared bit as his face began to burn redder in the sunset light. “In a fair fight, he’d—”

“Oh, he definitely cowered,” I laughed, trying to twist his tail even more. “Begged me to stop, too.”

“No, he didn’t,” Jared scoffed, his head shaking repeatedly as he looked to his hosts like they were a jury.

“He did, it was pitiful,” I continued plainly. “He obviously just assumed he’d be bigger than me forever, the poor thing…”

“You’re an animal,” Sylvia repeated in denial as she clutched her drink with her back to me. “An animal…”

“Worse than an animal,” Jared seethed as he seemed to run out of argumentative steam.

“Oh, worse than an animal?” I laughed. “That sounds pretty bad… Tell me though, Jared. If I’m such an irredeemable beast, why haven’t I ever just sucker-punched you in the street for no reason?”

“Is that some sort of threat?” Carl suddenly piped in his stumped friend’s defense, sitting up straight like he was about to put an end to my reign of terror. “Do I need to call the police?”

“Ha! Well, I think it was more of a reasonable question than a threat,” I smiled as I looked to the stern face of Jared’s protector, his wife silent beside as she stared up at me. “Sounds like you’re threatening me now, if anything. But I’m happy to let the police decide if you insist…”

“I will if I have to,” Carl said with a very serious face. “You’re harassing us while we’re trying to eat dinner.”

“Ha! You use a lot of strong words, don’t you?” I chuckled. “I wasn’t harassing anybody, I had just assured my dear old neighbors that I’d be quiet for the night before you came out swinging…”

“Oh, I haven’t even begun to swing… Boy,” Carl scoffed as he picked up his knife and fork, taking a bite as he looked at me with a chewing smugness.

“Ha! Alright, old man, I better run and hide then,” I laughed as I prepared to leave them to it. “Don’t go sucker-punching me in the street now!”

“And close your window!” Jared shouted as I leant back inside, making me lean straight back out again.

“I will not be intimidated, Jared! I will not be made prisoner in my own home—I will not! I am a human being and I have rights, damn you!” I teased with feigned fear in my quivering tone. “How was that, Carl? Dramatic enough?”

“Didn’t your parents ever teach you any manners, boy?” Carl replied, seeming in a hurry to do so as his guests all turned their heads to him in silent surprise, my brow lowering in an instant.

Oh, it is so on now…

I looked back at him as he chewed his food, the rest lowering their awkward attention to their meals as I deliberated my next move, tempted to tell him what the inside of his wife felt like before I pulled back. “Oh, they taught me a lot, but I never listened much,” I smiled as my thoughts turned dark. “They definitely kept me on a tight leash, though. You’ll wish they were here more than anyone if you mention them again… And that is a threat, old man…”

He looked away from my glare with a satisfied smirk as he chewed, swallowing before bringing his fork back to his silent lips as the rest remained stiff.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” I said as I kept my eyes on him for a moment, turning my attention to his wife as he held his tongue. “… Later,” I smiled, giving her a knowing wink as she looked up at me with her own guarded smirk before I leant back in, leaving the window open as I walked back to my bed with my mind burning hot with revenge.

Okay, I’m definitely fucking her later! I’m gonna fuck her so hard, he’ll feel it, the little prick! Man, I should go round there and snap him in half…

“What?” came the hushed defensive chuckle in my ear as I looked back to the window. “It’s just a figure of speech, I wasn’t thinking!”

“Yes, you were,” Deborah replied, her curt tone intriguing me as she came to my defense. “That was so uncalled for.”

“Uncalled for?” Carl repeated in astonishment. “He was—”

“Oh, pull yourself together, Carl, he was playing with you,” Deborah interrupted sharply. “Can you not handle a bit of teasing without resorting to such a revolting comment? Are you going to bring up my dead parents the next time we argue?”

“Oh, come on,” Carl groaned with exasperation. “That’s hardly fair!”

“No, it wasn’t fair at all,” Deborah agreed, “it was dirty.”

“Pah!” Carl scoffed again, seemingly lost for words before his friend intervened.

“Oh, don’t worry about it, Deb,” Jared said with a dismissive tone. “That’s just what he’s like, he brings the worst out in you… And I’m sure Carl didn’t mean that anyway, did you?”

“No,” Carl insisted like a coward. “Of course not, it was just an unfortunate figure of speech. I would never make light of such a thing, you know that I wouldn’t,” he insisted as his wife remained silent.

“Let’s just forget about it,” Sylvia piped hopefully, “don’t let it ruin our night… Honey, could you pass me those potato things—they look delicious, Carl…”

“Ah, the patatas bravas,” Carl replied as he leapt eagerly to move on. “Well, this one actually made those, didn’t you Deb?” he said, his wife still holding her tongue.

“Oh, well, let me try them!” Sylvia cooed with an abundance of enthusiasm. “Doesn’t seem fair that they have two cooks while we have none, does it, honey?”

“Well, you know what you can do about that, don’t you?” Jared chuckled, the slap to his arm audible as his wife took issue.

“And why me?” she asked with teasing offence. “Just because I’m the woman?”

“No, because I’m at work all day!” Jared returned.

“Well, so is Carl, but that doesn’t stop him, does it?” Sylvia continued with glee. “Shall we just swap for a while, Deb?” she giggled, silenced by the swift reply.

“No, you can just have him.”

Ha! Damn, she is pissed off! It’s kinda turning me on, she’s batting for me down there!

“Ha! How bout it, Syl?” Carl laughed, making a joke of his wife’s blunt comment. “You need another husband hanging around the house? Two strong men to order about as you please?”

“Oh, God no, one is enough,” Sylvia returned with a teasing groan. “Maybe you two should just pair up while Debby and I ride off into the sunset with our patatas bravas… Right, Deb?”

“Much better,” Deborah replied, followed by the merry clinking of glasses as Sylvia giggled.

“Fine by us, right?” Jared laughed unbothered. “Nice quiet evenings, nobody getting on your back about this and that…”

“Golf every weekend,” Carl added as they dreamed together. “You’re not as pretty to look at, though…”

“What?! I am gorgeous,” Jared protested. “Aren’t I, honey?”

“Mmmmyeahhh,” Sylvia replied with a belittling ponder before moving swiftly on, “so, shall we go?”

“You’re driving,” Deborah giggled, the mood seeming to brighten as the couples dug each other out, cutlery tapping to plates as they tucked in to their divine dinner.

Alright, fine, have your fun guys… I’ll have mine later…

I lay back on my bed, hearing them chatter away in my ear as I waited patiently for my turn with Deborah, visions of her teasing my balls as my cock began to harden with anticipation.

Actually… Why not have my fun, right now? She did say she’d drop whatever she’s doing… Surely she doesn’t mean now, though?

My mind ran away with itself as I imagined her excusing herself from the table, the rest continuing their meal before they heard her screams coming from my bedroom window.

Ha! Nah, she wouldn’t… Would she?

My cock throbbed in my pants as my desires prodded at me, forcing my hand to reach for my phone.

Alright, let’s test her. If she’s full of shit, it’s better to know now… And if she’s actually willing to do something like that, it’s definitely better to know as soon as possible! Okay, Deborah, Deborah, Deborah… Where the fuck is her number?

I scrolled through my contacts, her name missing from where it should be as I double checked, scrolling back to the top to start from the beginning.

What else would she have saved it as? No… No… No… Shit, who even are these people? No… No… No… Did she even save it? Maybe she thought she did but—wait… Are you fucking kidding me? Ha! ‘The Slut Next Door’?! Oh, this woman is feral, she might actually do it…

My mind flashed with the memory of her thumbs hurriedly typing her details into my phone, her seductive glare looking up at me as she handed it back.

Ha! That’s what that little smirk she gave me must’ve been about, the sneaky tease… Alright, fine, what do you send to The Slut Next Door if not a dick pic?

I pulled my pants down in a hurry, my cock springing loose as I took a grip of the base, standing it up tall and tensing strong as I snapped a picture, wasting no time in sending it without a word. A few moments passed as I mindlessly jerked, the distant ding of a phone catching my ear from the open window.

Ha! I’ve got to see her face…

I hurried from the bed to the window, sneakily peeking out to find the couples still eating and chatting away, Deborah reaching for her phone as she put her fork down. She swiped at the screen as she chewed casually, coughing in shock as she sat up in her chair and adjusted her angle away from her oblivious husband, looking up to see me smiling in the window before I leant back out of sight.

“You alright?” Carl asked as his wife continued to clear her throat. “Take a sip…”

“Yeah, I’m okay!” she croaked, presumably pausing for a swig of her drink before she continued. “Just went down the wrong way…”

Ha! I’ll send it down the right way… Oh, shit, she’s typing…

I watched the typing indicator with a grin as I awaited her response.

‘Mmmmm! Do you need help with that, you naughty boy?’

Ha! Fuck me, I like this woman… ‘I think that’s clear…’

Again, her phone dinged outside, making me smile as I stood with my cock raging, the typing indicator popping up once more.

‘Yes, it is. Do you think that big hard cock can wait until I’ve finished eating dinner or do you need me right away?’

Holy shit, she’s actually game?! Errr… ‘No, I’m gonna need The Slut Next Door to do her job as advertised.’ Ha! How the fuck is this gonna work, though? I mean, I don’t even care if we get caught, but she must, right? Actually, that probably just turns her on even more…

“Who are you messaging?” Carl suddenly piped, making me lean my alert ear closer to the window.

“Oh, erm, just a friend,” Deborah replied, her tone casual as I awaited her next message.

“A friend?” Carl chuckled with a heavy dose of surprise. “What friend?”

“… Liz,” Deborah replied after a moment’s pause, seeming a little annoyed.  “You remember Liz, right?”

“Elizabeth?” Carl asked, his tone a little shocked. “What are you… Why is she messaging you?”

“She just messaged the other day,” Deborah replied, the typing indicator popping back up on my screen. “She wanted to catch up…”

‘Meet me at the side of my house in five minutes x’

At the side of her house?! Ha! Alright then…

“Who’s Elizabeth?” Sylvia asked, her voice sounding slightly cautious before Carl answered hurriedly.

“Just someone Deborah used to know years ago,” he said, “and I thought we agreed it would stay that way…”

Oh, shit. Who the fuck is this Elizabeth?

“She was just seeing how I was, calm down,” said Deborah with a defensive tone. “And she lives hours away now… It’s not like she’s just around the corner…”

Ha! Damn, she’s teasing me… Alright then, I better get over there…

I slowly crept away from the window, hurrying down the stairs and stamping into my shoes, opening the door to the cool night breeze and stepping out. I looked down the street as I quietly shut my front door, finding it empty as usual before I made the short walk down the road.

Shit, this is crazy! What if they catch us?! Fuck, I’m so hard though! I feel like I’ve got a steel pipe down my leg!

I walked awkwardly up their driveway, hobbling past Carl’s convertible as I adjusted my cock down my thigh, lightly pressing my feet from heel to toe as I crept up the path that led to the back yard, a light shining bright through the side door as I stopped just short, their chatting voices muffled by the thud of my racing heartbeat.

Guess I’ll just wait here… Fuck me, why am I so turned on by this?! She’s definitely unlocked some new despicable part of my brain… I thought I had it all figured out, but this shit is something else…

“Well… that was wonderful, guys,” Sylvia piped softly with satisfaction in my ear. “Thank you so much…”

“Are you sure you don’t want any more?” Carl asked.

“Oh, no, I don’t think I could eat another bite, I’m completely stuffed,” Sylvia replied with a groan, images of her full to the brim with my cock invading my mind.

Aw man, I’m way too horny… C’mon, Slut! Where are you?!

“You’ll have a glass of this, though, won’t you?” Carl laughed, Sylvia replying with a chuckle.

“Fill her up!”

Oh, for fuck’s sake! Stop teasing me, Sylvia!

“Do you want some, honey?” Carl asked, drawing my eyes to the visible part of the back yard as they sat just out of view.

“Oh, no, I’m good,” Deborah replied, “I’m actually feeling a little sick…”

“Sick?” Carl repeated in surprise. “Well, it’s definitely not the food. It was cooked to absolute perfection… Unless it’s the stuff you made, huh?”

“Ha! Yeah, maybe,” Deborah replied as her husband chuckled to himself. “I think I’ll just take a moment while I go to the bathroom… Excuse me…”

“Do you think you’ll be alright?” Sylvia asked with concern. “I could come with you if you think you’re going to be sick…”

“Oh, no, I’m okay, I needed the bathroom anyway,” Deborah replied urgently, sounding a little more chipper as her voice grew louder. “I’ll be fine, don’t worry… Don’t start playing without me!”

“We won’t!” Jared called, sounding like his mouth was full.

“Oh, and bring another bottle back with you!” Carl shouted, Deborah’s sandals flopping clearly in my ear as she called back.

“Okay, I will!”

Aw man, so many things could go wrong right now… What if Sylvia or Jared just need to go home to quickly grab something? What if they go to check on her in the bathroom? What if they hear us? Damn, I definitely can’t fuck her here with them so close… Can I?

I waited in the shadows, wondering the direction she’d be coming from before the slight scuff of feet stopped on the other side of the door, the handle slowly turning before it opened silently, Deborah’s pretty head popping out in search of me. She grinned as she spotted me, biting her lip before carefully stepping out and closing the door behind her, her movements slow and deliberate before she turned to attack.

“Argh! Come here, you bad fucking boy!” she hissed with desire as she reached up for my neck with both hands, pulling me down to her lips and forcing her tongue into my mouth with an urgent passion.

Well, fuck, alright then…

I backed her up against the wall as I kissed her, dominating her giving tongue as her hands explored and squeezed on my ass, greedily dipping inside my pants for a better feel of my tensing buttocks.

“Fuck, I can’t believe I’m doing this!” she whispered, her nails digging into my muscles as she shut her eyes. “You’re gonna get me into so much trouble!”

“Nah, your husband already got you into trouble with me,” I grinned as I slipped my hands up her bare arms until I reached her shoulders, dragging down her straps to free her heavy tits with a delicious wobble. “Maybe I should march you out there and fuck you on the lawn in front of them…”

“Oh, God, yes!” she shivered, her breasts heaving as she shut her eyes again and surrendered to my pawing hands. “Bend me over the fucking table and make them watch!”

Shit, I don’t even know if she means that or not!

“Well, if they catch us, I’m definitely not stopping,” I warned her, looking for signs of falter in her horny glare as she looked up at me.

“I won’t stop, either,” she grinned as her hands reached for my bulge, running her nails up and down the length before reaching to tug on the waist of my pants. “What do you need from me, Master? How should I apologize for my husband’s bad behavior?” she teased as she slowly dragged my pants down. “Shall I suck on this big hard cock for you while he finishes his dinner?”

Ha! She doesn’t seem so scared anymore…

“It would be a start,” I smiled as her hands took a hold of my catapulting shaft, squeezing her way up and down with her cool fingers before she reached to cup at my hanging balls.

“If they catch us, will you take me home with you?” she asked as she looked up at me for insurance, her fingers teasing on my sack as she slowly jerked.

“Shit, I’ll take you home right now if you want,” I replied as I squeezed firm on her soft breast, pinching lightly on her stiff nipple as she shuddered, a burst of Sylvia’s laughter coming from the back yard. “I don’t give a fuck if they catch us…”

“Ah!” she squeaked as I pinched harder, looking down the path as she pursed her lips shut, taking a deep breath as I released her tender nipple. “Fuck, I want to,” she whispered as we listened to the distant chatter, her hands never ceasing from their fondling task. “I want them to hear me getting fucked by this hard young cock! Fuck… I want them to hear me getting used like a slut by the boy next door!”

Damn, she works herself up into such a frenzy! She looks like she could make herself cum just by speaking!

“Get down, you horny bitch,” I smiled as her eyes flickered behind her lids, pressing my hand to the top of her head.

“Yes, Master!” she obeyed as she squatted down in a hurry, bracing her juicy ass against the wall as she spread her thick thighs. “Mmmmm!” she hummed on my swollen glans as she gobbled me up without delay, jerking me into her warm mouth as she massaged my balls. “Fuck, I could suck on this big cock forever!” she whispered as the head popped from her slurping lips, her hand jerking faster as she stared down the barrel with a desperate furrow in her brow. “Let me serve you until I die! Please! I’ll do whatever you want!”

Ha! What the fuck do I say to that?!

“Oh, I plan to use you for a very long time,” I grinned as she looked up at me from her squat, her bare tits wobbling with her jerking efforts.

“I want to suck your dick on my fucking deathbed!” she growled with a burst of frustration as she looked back to my cock, stuffing the head into her mouth before quickly shaking her head from side to side like an excitable dog with a toy.

Damn, this bitch is crazy!

“Do you think Deb’s alright?” Sylvia suddenly asked, drawing my attention down the path as my cock got ragged around by the hungriest mouth I had ever known.

Shit, I don’t know if she is alright actually!

“Yeah, she’s fine, she’s never really sick,” Carl answered as his wife gulped on my cock with her eyes rolling back in her skull. “She just has these little turns every now and then…”

Err, yeah, I think she’s definitely having a turn right now. She’s turned into a fucking crazy whore! Holy shit, this woman can suck a dick!

“Mmmm!” she hummed quietly as she slurped her way back up to the head, letting it pop from her lips. “I never get sick,” she grinned devilishly as she looked up at me, patting the head of my cock to her wet tongue. “I just tell him that when I want him to leave me alone… Mmmmm!”

“Well, your little tricks won’t work on me,” I whispered back as she gobbled me up, making her hurry back to the head once more.

“It’s you that’s gonna need some tricks to keep me away!” she giggled as she looked up at me, jerking her slobber up and down the length of her new favorite toy. “You have no idea how horny I’ve been!”

“Do you think she’s still pissed off with you?” Jared asked, making Deborah purr as she looked up again.

“Mmmm… Yes. I. Am,” Deborah grinned as she repeatedly slapped my meaty shaft to her face.

“Oh, I’m sure she is,” Carl replied with a bored groan. “There’s always something…”

“Mmmm… Yes. There. Is,” she giggled as she shook her puckered lips on the underside of my flaring glans. “But I’d be good for you, Master… Mmmm! Aaaghhh!”

“You better,” I grinned with satisfaction as she engulfed my flaring glans, clogging her throat and leaning firmly with a dreamy gargle.

“What was that?” Sylvia suddenly asked, her inquisitive tone opening Deborah’s eyes wide as she looked up at me in shock with her mouth stuffed.

Oh, fuck!

“What was what?” Jared asked, Deborah and I freezing still.

“That noise,” Sylvia replied with suspicion, “it sounded like… Like someone gargling water or something…”

Damn! Well, someone’s definitely gargling on something…

“Gargling water? Hmmmm,” Carl pondered aloud, pausing for a few seconds as Deborah refused to release my throbbing meat. “Well, maybe it was Deb… She might be brushing her teeth or something. The bathroom window is just at the side of the house…”

“Brushing her teeth? Now?” Sylvia replied, her suspicious tone replaced by worry. “You don’t think she was sick, do you?”

“Nah, probably not,” Carl replied unbothered, his chewing mouth full. “She’s always brushing her teeth… Like an OCD kinda thing…”

“Oh,” Sylvia said in surprise. “I didn’t know that… Well… there’s worse things to obsess over, I suppose…”

Ha! What the fuck?

“Is that true?” I whispered as Debby finally slurped her way back up my cock.

“Yeah, kinda,” she whispered with a shy grin as she hid behind the head of my cock. “I’m not obsessed though… I just like to keep them clean, that’s all.”

Wait, what am I dealing with here?

“Sooo… How many times are we talking?” I asked as she pumped slowly on my cock.

“Like forty times a day,” she replied casually as she gobbled me back up, the immediate pleasure overriding my shock for a brief moment.

Wait, what?!

“Forty?!” I hissed as my brow lowered, making her snort from her nostrils as she fought her laughter with her mouth full.

“I’m joking!” she giggled as the backyard diners chatted away amongst themselves. “I dunno… Like four or five times? Usually just after I’ve eaten something…”

“Oh, right, okay,” I smiled with relief as she continued her pleasuring task.

“You think I’m insane, don’t you?” she asked with a puckered smirk of her slobbery lips.

Yes!

“Nah,” I smiled, “brushing after eating isn’t—”

“Not for keeping my teeth clean!” she interrupted with a knowing glare. “Just in general… You think I’m crazy, don’t you?”

“… Maybe a little,” I replied with a grin as her devilish eyes looked up at me in the dark.

She giggled as she pumped on my drenched cock, seeming pleased with my response before she spoke. “Oh, I’m more than a little crazy,” she said, seeming happy to admit as much. “I really would let you fuck me in front of them… Just say the word and I’ll crawl naked into the yard…”

Holy shit… Why do I believe her?!

“… You think you could handle that?” she continued with prodding glee as she looked up into my eyes in anticipation.

Well, shit… I mean… Maybe?

I held her taunting gaze as I listened to her husband regale his guests with cooking tips, deciding against showing any potential weakness before I replied. “I can handle anything you’ve got, you crazy bitch… But I like being your dirty little secret for now…”

Deborah smiled with a sense of excitement as she looked off toward the yard. “For now, then,” she said as she looked back up at me, seeming happy to wait for her depraved seed to grow. “Well, I suppose I better get back to them if we’re gonna keep this a secret… And I need to brush my teeth…” she teased, forcefully twitching one eye in agitation.

“Fuck off,” I chuckled, enjoying her performance as her slippery hands tightened on my shaft.

“There’s toothpaste in here, right?!” she asked with feigned worry as she stared down the barrel of my cock and pumped firmer.

Ha! Shit, she’s actually kinda cool… Definitely still crazy, though!

“Oh, for sure,” I replied in amusement.

“Good! I need to be cleansed,” she continued in her giddy performance. “Please, Master! Clean me!” she begged before opening wide to show me her well-kept smile, jerking furiously for my load until my horny fuse was lit.

Oh, fuck me! She jerks almost as good as she sucks!

“Don’t you stop until I’m done!” I warned her as my legs seized, making her hurry to adjust her squat as I rose up on my straining toes.

“I won’t stop until you tell me to!” she assured me as she stared at the head of my cock, relentlessly tugging as my orgasm built in her slick palms. “Fuck, you’re so fucking hard!” she growled as she eagerly awaited the eruption, her piercing eyes locking to mine as I braced my hands firmly on her head. “Oh, God, yes!” she hissed with relief as the first shot splattered to her chin, still pumping her squeezing hands as she clenched her pearly whites for the next rope.

“Fuuuck!” I groaned under my held breath as I tried to keep as quiet as possible, holding her head tight as her horny giggles rose with each plastering splash to her  perfect teeth. “Oh, you’re a fucking nasty slut!” I groaned in horny awe as my legs began to quiver, my load seemingly endless as she opened her drenched lips wide to gobble me up.

“Mmmmmm!” she hummed with satisfaction on my buzzing glans as I flooded her mouth, my mind fried by the sensation as I tensed over and over in her gurgling throat, her hands slipping up and down my bucking length.

Holy shit, she’s incredible! I don’t even know if I’m still cumming!

“Oh, fuck me, that’s enough,” I breathed as I retreated from the overwhelming pleasure of her choking gullet, guiding her busy hands away from my pulsing shaft. “Open wide, let me see it,” I teased as I took control of my buzzing cock, jerking it slowly as she offered me her mouth.

“Aaaaaah,” she gargled with delight, her smiling eyes looking up at me as I squeezed the last of my load into her patient throat, the thick pool bubbling in her gullet as I slapped my spent cock to her flushed face.

“Now, swallow,” I grinned as she seemed to await my next command, her greedy mouth pursing shut before she took a sturdy gulp.

Holy shit, she really looked like she enjoyed that…

“Oh, God,” she groaned with a desperate relief as she shut her flickering eyelids, “so much cum! Mmmmm!”

“You like to swallow then, huh?” I chuckled as I watched her fervently suck on her cheeks and teeth, gulping down what she had stripped as her fingers scooped up her chin for more.

“Yes,” she whispered with a mindless nod, still seeming in a world of her own as she sucked on her fingertips. “Fuck, you taste so good… So fucking thick… and strong… and young,” she purred with desire as her eyes opened in search of my cock, reaching for an urgent hold of the shaft. “Let me clean you!” she demanded in desperation before she seemed to suddenly remember herself. “Please,” she added as she looked up at me for permission, my cock beating in her paused hands.

Ha! Damn, alright! Why the fuck not?

“Gently,” I teased as I looked down into her begging eyes, her lips curving to match mine before she opened wide and slowly engulfed the sensitive head. “That’s it… Just like that,” I grinned as she delicately sucked, swirling her tasting tongue around my glans as she kept her unblinking eyes on me.

“Mmmmm!” she suddenly squeaked in surprise as she squeezed her hands up my shaft, slurping down the last stubborn globs of my load as her eyelids flickered. “Oh, God, I need to cum so badly!” she burst as her sucking lips popped from my cock, sparing a hand to delve into her panties.

“No!” I objected instinctively, drawing her wide eyes back up to mine as she froze with her fingers on her desperate clit. “You don’t get to cum now,” I smiled with assertion, “you need to wait.”

“Until when?” she asked softly, her brow furrowing with worry.

“Until I say so,” I replied, taking back my cock from her startled hand and struggling it back into my pants, her eyes still fixed to it as it bulged down my thigh.

“Please, Master,” she whispered, looking up at me as her hands reached for my legs in her tired squat. “Make me cum, tonight!”

Ha! Damn, she’s so earnest! She must be really into all this Master shit… Alright, let’s keep playing…

“I’ll think about it,” I replied dispassionately as she pleaded for my mercy, deciding to keep her wanting more as I stepped away from her clutching hands. “Now, get back to your prick husband, I’m done with you… And remember to clean your teeth, you dirty slut.”

“Yes, Master! Thank you!” came the urgent whisper of reply from behind as I turned to leave without ceremony, feeling her eyes piercing into my back before I turned the corner to make my escape.

Ha! Shit, I really don’t feel like she’s just roleplaying. Jess and Becky would’ve laughed at that, for sure. She just thanked me… Did she really mean that about fucking her in front of them though? I mean, that’s pretty fucking dramatic, right? Unless she really is just done with Carl and wants to go out with a bang? A very public one, apparently…

I hurried back upstairs as soon as I arrived home, heading for my bedroom window to find the chatter still in full flow, anticipating Deborah’s return as my mischievous mind turned to testing boundaries.

Should I say something? She thinks she’s got me on the horny ropes with the whole fucking her in front of them thing. ‘You think you can handle it?’ Ha! Shit, do you, Deborah? I’ve got nothing to lose, remember!

“Here, she is!” Sylvia cooed above the chatter. “I was about to come and see if you were alright!”

“Ah, don’t be silly, I’m fine,” Deborah replied breezily as she rejoined the group. “I was just brushing my teeth.”

“Told you,” Carl chuckled.

“You know, my cousin used to have OCD,” Jared piped, “I forget what it was about now, though. Checking the time over and over or something. Then, one day he just—”

“I don’t have OCD,” Deborah interrupted to stem the boring flow, “I just like to keep my teeth clean. So, just ignore whatever Carl told you. He likes to exaggerate.”

“Well, you are a bit obsessive about it,” Carl chuckled in his defense.

“Oh, I think you know the things I’m obsessive about, and brushing my teeth isn’t one of them,” Deborah swiftly replied with an almost warning tone. “So, why don’t we just play cards?”

Oof, she sounds pissed…

“Yeah, leave her alone, you two!” Sylvia leapt to play the awkward mediator. “You don’t get a gorgeous smile like that without working for it. Now, let’s play. We’re gonna take you both for all you’re worth this time, aren’t we, Deb?”

“That’s right,” Deborah agreed. “Let’s make them cry.”

Ha! Alright, I can’t just sit here listening to this shit all night…

I hopped up into view as I leant out of the window, finding Sylvia busily dealing to the group. “You want me to make them cry, Debby?” I called, the four of them swiftly looking up at me.

“Ha! No thanks, I’ve got it covered!” Deborah called back with an enthused giggle, drawing the eyes of her dining companions. “Maybe next time, though!”

Ha! Damn, I thought that would shake her! She doesn’t give a shit!

“Alright, just give me a shout if you need me then!” I called back, basking in the awkward silence of her stunned husband before Jared spoke up.

“Will you stop eavesdropping!” he called with a scorned brow as he turned around, Sylvia looking bamboozled as she did the same.

“Oh, leave him alone, he’s not eavesdropping,” Deborah scoffed dismissively. “We’re just being too loud—especially you two! They’re both going deaf, aren’t they, Syl?”

“Ha… Yeah,” Sylvia replied tentatively as she followed her friend’s unexpected lead.

“We’re sorry about the noise, Christian,” Deborah continued with a regretful pout of her pretty lips as the group remained silent. “Thank you for being so understanding, we’re just still so excited to be here. We won’t be doing this every night, I promise!”

Aw man, she’s bold.

“Ha! Nah, I get it, don’t worry!” I replied, her kind persona melting away my mischievous intentions. “I’ll shut the window and give you some privacy.”

“Aww, you don’t have to do that, sweetie!” Deborah called back, tilting her sympathetic head with adoration.

Ha! Sweetie?!

“Nah, it’s fine, I don’t mind,” I smiled, trying to avoid looking at her husband before I burst into laughter. “Anything for a neighbor!”

“Awww! Well, thank you, sweetie!” she beamed with an abundance of appreciation. “I’ll be sure to return the favor!”

Ha! What the fuck!

“I’ll hold you to that!” I called back with a surprised chuckle. “Alright, goodnight guys!”

“Goodnight, sweetie!” Deborah cooed in return, the other three like awkward strangers as they remained silent and looked away, my window shutting to leave them to it.

Ha! Fuck me, this woman is pretty wild! She just went rogue on them! Her husband will definitely have something to say about that later! And Jared, too! She got Sylvia to join our side for a second there! Ha! Sylvia inadvertently backing me up against her husband! What a wonderful gift! Okay, I was probably gonna just get some sleep, but she really does deserve to cum tonight after that! I’m not messaging her, though. She can come to me…

* * *
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CHAPTER SIX

‘Is my Master still awake?’

Ha! Here we go…

I decided against opening the message, leaving her unread for a while as I muted the television and listened for noise outside.

Guess they’re finished for the night… She isn’t though… What time is it? Nearly midnight… Hmmm… I’m guessing Carl is asleep, he’ll probably have work tomorrow… What exactly is she looking to do, though? Sneak round here?

‘Master?’

Ha! Damn, she’s impatient… Let’s leave her to stew a while longer…

I turned the volume back up, trying to keep my resolve as I imagined her thighs quivering with impatience on the bed beside her snoring husband, before my phone buzzed again.

‘Please, Master. I’m getting cold. I need you to take care of me.’

Ha! What the fuck? Is she out in the yard again?

I muted the television once more, dragging myself from the comfort of my bed to take a peek out of the window, finding no shivering blonde within sight.

Where is she then? Getting cold? Did she mean—wait… Is she out front?

I hurried from my bedroom, heading into the room I had fucked her in earlier and peeking through the blinds.

Ha! What the fuck is she doing?!

She stood at the end of her driveway, her loose gown shimmering in the moonlight as the glow of her phone screen lit her face, my phone buzzing in my hand once more.

‘Please, Master! I’ll be a good slut, I promise! Just come outside and use me however you want!’

Ha! What? She wants me to fuck her outside? What if I just don’t respond? How long will she stay there for? She isn’t even wearing shoes!

‘Please, Master! I need your hard, young cock in my horny, old pussy!’

Shit man, she’s persistent. This would actually really annoy me if I was asleep… But, I’m not. So, it’s just turning me on… Alright, fuck it. Let’s go…

I made my way downstairs, hurriedly stepping into my shoes before opening the front door, Deborah’s phone-lit face looking up as I did. I decided to leave the door open, heading towards her as she remained rooted to the spot at the end of her driveway, her excitable attention fixed to me as I approached.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her toes wriggling on the lawn as she looked up at me with a happy smile. “I don’t know what I would’ve done next if you hadn’t come out.”

“You could’ve just gone back inside and waited until tomorrow,” I replied as I halted before her, glancing up at the still windows of her house and wondering where her husband was sleeping.

“Not an option, I’m afraid,” she pouted, her scantily clad body seeming a little fidgety as she stood in her black silk robe. “We’re going away for the weekend. We leave bright and early in the morning.”

“Ah, how lovely,” I smirked, imagining Carl’s misplaced excitement. “Well, shouldn’t you be in bed then?”

“I should be, yes,” she replied, playfully holding my gaze. “But I know I wouldn’t have been able to get any sleep without you fucking me raw first…”

Ha! Well, damn…

Her eyes glinted with mischief as she looked me up and down, biting her lip as she awaited my reply. “Where’s your husband?” I asked, opting to ignore her dirty desires for now.

“He’s in bed,” she whispered, raising a finger to her lips. “Shhhh, don’t wake him up,” she teased, seeming very pleased with herself as she glanced back to the house.

“Which room is he in?” I asked, following the tilt of her neck upstairs.

“That one,” she giggled, “those two windows.”

“And the possibility of him waking up and looking outside doesn’t concern you?” I asked with a raise of my brow, only making her giggle louder.

“Oh, it concerns me a great deal,” she replied with a giddy shiver. “My pussy is soaking…”

Ha! What the fuck? Is she trying to get caught or something?

My mind ran away with itself for a moment as I tried to decipher her true intentions within the horny madness, before deciding to cut to the chase. “You know there are simpler ways to start divorce proceedings…”

“They’re not as exciting as this one though, are they?” she returned with a fiery glare, seemingly undeterred by the life-changing prospect.

“So, that’s what you want?” I laughed, surprised by her brazen disregard. “You want me to fuck you right here? Loud enough to wake him up?”

“Well, it’s not so easy to wake him up once he’s out, he’s deaf enough when he’s awake,” she replied with a mischievous glare. “But you’re very welcome to try. My marriage is officially in your hands, Master…”

Holy shit… Okay, this woman is definitely on another level to Jess… What the fuck is her game though?

“In my hands, huh?” I grinned with hidden suspicion. “And what? You expect me to take you in when your whole life blows up?”

“Well, if you wanted to, I’d be extremely grateful,” she replied without hesitation. “But you aren’t obliged to. I have plenty of money, I can find my own way… I just want you to be in total control. You can do whatever pleases you most… Walk upstairs and wake him up yourself if you want. Tell him what you’ve been doing with his whore wife… Or take me to your place without a word. He’d wake up and have no idea where I am… How long do you think it would take him to find me tied up in your bedroom? A day? A week? A month, maybe?”

Fuck me, she is absolutely insane… But I must be too, because I’m swelling up…

“Well, what about your romantic getaway?” I teased, feeling my cock growing at an alarming rate at the planted visions of her bound and wailing on my bed. “It’d be a shame to miss it…”

“Not really,” she scoffed, “I don’t want to go, obviously. I’d say I was feeling sick, but that wouldn’t get me away from him. He’d just stay home and watch me like a hawk, so I might as well just go… Unless you decide otherwise, of course…”

I dunno man, I could probably do with the rest, my cock is aching after the last few days…

“No, I want you to go,” I said, her attentive eyes fixed to mine. “Have fun.”

“Yes, Master, whatever you wish. I’ll—”

“But make sure your husband doesn’t have any fun,” I interrupted with a grin. “If you know what I mean…”

Deborah’s expression morphed to match my own as she caught my drift. “Oh, he definitely won’t be having any fun with me ever again, I can promise you that… I’m your toy, not his.”

“Ha! Is that right?” I smiled, amused by her taunting declaration as my suspicions rose again. “And why are you so eager to be my little plaything after just a couple of days of knowing me?”

“Oh, I’ve known you a lot longer than that,” she insisted. “I’ve been dreaming of someone just like you for years…”

“Someone like me?” I asked as we continued our staring contest.

“Yes,” she nodded. “A hot young man with a big cock that makes me feel things I never knew I could feel, who’ll treat me how I need to be treated…”

“And how do you need to be treated?”

“Like property,” she grinned. “I don’t want to have to worry about everything all the time. I’m tired of making all the decisions for every little thing… I just need to be told what to do and when to do it.”

Damn, she really does seem tired of it all…

“Well, how obedient are you really?” I teased as she unburdened herself. “You aren’t the only submissive woman I’ve met, y’know?”

“You’ll just have to try me,” she replied, no bluff visible in her glinting eyes as she stood firm before me. “But I think you’ll be pleased with my levels of submission…”

“And what will please you?” I asked, trying to clarify our positions. “You surely deserve a treat for your good behavior, right?”

“Treats aren’t important to me, pleasing you would be reward enough,” she replied with a smile. “But if you insist on spoiling me for being such an obedient pet, then I want what those girls got the other night… Only, I won’t be needing a break.”

“Ha! Oh, I think you would definitely need a break from that,” I doubted as she laid out her sexy terms.

“I’ll take a break whenever you say so,” she replied with a shrug. “But you won’t hear me asking for one…”

Ha! I’m betting she will…

“Well, you seem very sure of yourself...”

“I told you, I’m not a silly college slut,” she replied with a sure grin. “I’m a grown woman. I’m old enough to be your mother. I know myself. I know what makes me tick… And the thought of being tied up in a young man’s room with an eternity of torturous pleasure ahead of me makes my pussy tick like you wouldn’t believe…”

Ha! Damn, my dick’s ticking pretty hard now too…

“Well… won’t anybody miss you while you’re tied up in my room for eternity?” I asked, still unable to believe my luck. “Besides your husband, I mean.”

“Like who?” she scoffed, seeming undaunted by the thought.

“Well, I dunno?” I chuckled at her calm demeanor. “Like family…”

“I’m an only child, just like you,” she said with a smile before it regretfully melted away. “And also like yourself, my parents aren’t with us any more… I have an aunt, an uncle and a few cousins that I haven’t spoken to in about ten years, but that’s it. They won’t be missing me…”

“Well, what about friends?” I persisted, struck by how similar our situations seemed to be.

“Friends?” she giggled. “I don’t have any friends. I’ve been the wife of the world’s most boring man for the past twenty-eight years. Sylvia is probably my closest friend now!”

Oof, that’s rough… But hang on…

“Well, what about this Liz woman?” I asked as I recalled the marital bickering from earlier. “Who’s she?”

“Ha! Oh, you heard that, did you?” she smirked. “She’s just a friend I had a long time ago… Someone I’m not allowed to play with anymore…”

“Yeah, it sounded like it,” I laughed. “So, c’mon. What’s the deal? Why was your husband so bothered about you potentially talking to her again?”

Deborah pursed a grin as she looked away for the first time in a while, her free hanging breasts billowing together as she clutched her fiddling hands. “… She got me into a bit of trouble,” she whispered, her devilish glare returning after her moment of thought.

“What kind of trouble?” I asked, more intrigued than ever.

“The kind a husband would worry about,” she grinned guiltily as she looked away to her feet again.

Ha! Found her weak spot!

“Okay. Details,” I said firmly with a raise of my brow, drawing her eyes back to me. “Now.”

Deborah took a resigned breath as she kept her eyes on me. “Alright, fine,” she surrendered. “You want details? Okay… So… Elizabeth and I met at school. We kinda just hit it off straight away. We grew really close, but we were very different. She was the wild one, while I was more the goody-two-shoes type. But we complemented each other. Teased each other, that sort of thing…”

Damn, okay, chapter one, huh? Well, I suppose I did ask for details…

“Alright,” I nodded, “go on…”

“Okay, so we were best pals all through our teens,” she continued. “Neither of us were particularly keen students or whatever, and we never wanted to go to college. We had big dreams to open a cute little coffee shop together. We had talked about it for years. We were doing little jobs here and there, saving up, y’know? And by the time we were in our early twenties, we had saved enough to actually give it a real shot… So, we did.”

Shit, what’s gonna go down at this coffee shop?

“Well, that’s pretty cool, right?” I asked with suspicion as my mind ran away.

“Yeah, it was,” she smiled with a hint of reminiscent pride. “Until it wasn’t, that is…”

“Why? What happened?”

“We were just totally overwhelmed,” she giggled without shame. “We had no idea how to run a business, we just wanted it to be like a movie or something. We make coffee. People buy it. We get rich. Simple, right?”

“I’m guessing not,” I laughed, imagining her pleasant vision fading away like a mirage on a horizon of endless work.

“You guess right,” she scoffed. “It didn’t go very well, we were just about scraping by for a year or so… But then we started to accrue some debt and we got really scared. We knew it was all falling apart. And to complicate things even further—that’s when Carl proposed to me.”

“Oh, just what you need,” I teased with sarcasm, making her face beam.

“Right?” she giggled. “I was so fucking stupid back then, though, I actually thought he was a decent catch… Liz never liked him, though.”

“Well, yeah, I’m with Liz on that one…”

“And I’m with you,” she insisted with a widening of her eyes. “But anyway, that’s when it finally all just fell apart… I was getting married, while Liz was doing what Liz always did—every guy in town, pretty much. Carl was already talking about starting a family, so I knew I’d have even less time and energy for the coffee shop. Liz didn’t want to keep going by herself, so we just decided to cut our losses.”

Wait… so why are we talking about a coffee shop? Dammit, I should never have used the word details…

“Okaaay,” I said as I tried to keep up, shutting down the coffee shop in my mind as the backdrop for the looming event. “Sooo…”

“So… I got married,” she replied with a dejected scrunch of her pretty face. “Not that I’m against marriage or whatever, I just wish I’d have picked better. So, yeah, we moved a little while away. Not too far, but much further away than Liz and I had ever been apart from each other before, so we saw each other less and less. We would still talk all the time, though.”

Oh, dear God, I feel like we’re not even close to the end…

“Sooo…” I nudged, prompting her to continue.

“So, it went on like that for about ten years or something…” she continued, seemingly oblivious to my impatience.

Shit, just like this conversation…

“… I had managed to keep Carl at bay over the whole starting a family thing until my late twenties,” Deborah nattered on, “for some reason I just didn’t feel like we were ready for it… But I think I always was ready, really. Even when I was younger. I think my body was just telling me not with him. Y’know? Like a subconscious thing that I rationalized into me not being ready…”

“Okay… So…”

“So, I go to him when I was twenty-nine, I think the whole turning thirty thing just scared me into ignoring any warning signs about him. I just needed to get pregnant. Like, right that second! I was desperate!” she giggled as she seemed to take a calming breath. “And would you believe it? He had already privately decided that he didn’t want to start a family anymore. He was happy with the way things were, just the two of us.”

“And you weren’t?” I laughed as she looked to me in annoyed astonishment.

“No, I wasn’t!” she giggled in free admission. “I wanted to be a mommy! And now I was in the position of having to persuade a man that I didn’t really like very much anymore to get me pregnant, just like he had supposedly always wanted!”

“Yeah, that’s pretty rough,” I commiserated with a chuckle. “So… I’m guessing he won the argument in the end.”

“Pah! He’s never won an argument against me in his life,” she scoffed with assurance. “He just couldn’t get me pregnant. Not enough swimmers. We tried for years. So… That was that. I was totally fucked… Except, I didn’t feel like I was getting fucked at all! I had to endure years more of his measly excuse for fucking after we got the news, but to no avail. And what made things even worse, I could tell that he was starting to get bored of having to inseminate his needy wife all the time!”

“Ha! Well, I definitely wouldn’t get bored of that,” I scoffed, imagining Deborah eagerly waiting for me on the bed with her legs parted wide in acceptance.

“The strong young man I would imagine was fucking me instead of my husband wouldn’t have got bored of it either,” she grinned devilishly. “He always wanted to breed his bitch…”

Ha! Shit man…

“Well, I’m glad he treated you well,” I replied with a dismissive chuckle, before prompting her back on track. “But aren’t there other ways to get pregnant without using just your imagination… like IVF or something?”

“We couldn’t afford it back then,” Deborah replied with another shrug. “And by the time we could afford it, I was the wrong side of my mid-thirties, and the thought of having that man’s baby repulsed me enough to lessen my desire to get pregnant at all.”

“Alright, so… Where the fuck does Liz come back into this?” I asked with a confused scrunch.

“Hey, you said you wanted details, I’m just doing as my master ordered,” she smirked with guilt as she finally picked up on my frustration.

“Well, hurry it along now, before the fucking sun rises!” I teased as she giggled, her jiggling breasts plumping up on her folded arms.

“Okay, okay, as you wish,” she relented. “So, rewind.”

“No! Fast forward!”

“Just a little!” she giggled as she seemed to build with excitement. “Okay, so I’m about thirty-two, thirty-three. I’ve just endured another loveless love-making session with my prick husband, knowing exactly how fruitless it will be, when I get a call from Liz. She says she’s been thinking about the coffee shop a lot. How all our dreams are dead, we’re getting old, a load of other totally true and depressing stuff. And then she says she wants to try again, but do it right this time. She said she’s going to college to study business and economics or something, and when she’s done, we can try again. What do you say?”

“Well, what did you say?”

“I said fuck yes!” she burst. “I was bored out of my fucking mind! I even considered going with her, but Carl wasn’t happy about it… But she did go.”

“And how did it go for her?” I asked. “I’ve thought about going to college myself, but I can’t really see it in my thirties…”

“Well, Liz fucking loved it,” Deborah giggled with wide eyes. “She got to replay her more youthful years all over again. She even stayed in student accommodation and everything. All of it.”

“Ha! Yeah, I wouldn’t do that.”

“Well, you’ve got plenty of money, you can do whatever you want,” Deborah dismissed. “Liz didn’t have much, but she still did whatever she wanted… And whoever she wanted.”

“She was a busy girl on campus then?” I laughed as I imagined the older woman ingratiating herself with the younger college boys.

“Oh, the busiest, I’m sure,” Deborah replied. “She would call me every day to tease me. Oh, God, Deb, you should see them! They’re all so fucking hot! And they all fuck me like a dream! And the stuff they’re into nowadays…”

“Ha! Oh yeah? Different from what she was used to?” I laughed as I imagined her getting belatedly broken in by the more aggressive youths.

“Well, like I said, she was always wild, but this new crop certainly made a mark on her,” Deborah chuckled. “She said they all thought she was some kind of milf. She was only thirty-three or something, so she was offended at first. But she said after she realized how eager they were for her, she started playing into it. Then she loved it. Couldn’t get enough…”

Ha! Well, it feels like we’re arriving at the point…

“So, is this going where I think it’s going?” I asked, imagining Deborah’s younger self getting more and more jealous as she listened to her friend’s sordid tales on the phone.

“Maybe,” she grinned guiltily, “but not exactly… Do you want the details, Master?”

“Ha! Fuck me, go on then,” I conceded.

At least they should be sexier than a failed coffee shop!

“As you wish,” Deborah continued. “So, she’s pestering me. She knows my life is shit. She’s teasing me all the time. She even called me once while she was getting fucked. I answered the phone and honestly, it sounded like she was trapped in hell or something. She was just screaming and crying, I was petrified at first… But then she started begging… Just begging for more. And the clapping. It was so loud… And whoever was pounding her just kept on calling her names. He sounded so angry… But you could just tell that he needed her. He needed her body, and he was taking it… It was nothing at all like I was used to with Carl… It was all so primal… It was just like my fantasy… And Liz knew it.”

“Oh, yeah?” I smirked. “You confided in her about your imaginary lover?”

“Yes, she knew about him,” Deborah replied with a slightly embarrassed tut. “She knew everything about me. She was the one that gave me little tips for the bedroom after Carl started to become less enthusiastic…”

“Tips, huh? Like what?” I asked, intrigued by the regretful look in her eye.

“Well, she knew what I wanted, and that’s all she really cared about. She said to try and ease him into it. Who knows? Maybe I could activate his lizard brain with some dirty talk. A bit of submission might stimulate his manhood a little. Maybe encourage some light spanking to build his aggression…”

“Well, had you not already tried that?” I asked with a lowering of my brow. “You’d been married like ten years by this point, right?”

“Yeah, we had,” Deborah replied, “but to be honest… No. Not really. I was too shy to ask for anything like that… And I dunno, I just didn’t want it from him. It just didn’t seem to match with him in my mind… But, I eventually gave it a go when it seemed like he was starting to lose interest.”

“And how did it go?” I asked, her haunted expression already letting me know.

“Terribly,” she winced as she looked away to her feet. “The dirty talk totally threw him off. His dick actually went softer, not harder. And it wasn’t particularly hard to begin with… Then he asked me to stop… I felt so fucking embarrassed… Just lying there quietly while he tried to get hard again.”

“So did you give up after that?”

“I wish,” she replied, “I tried to be a little more assertive with what I wanted from him… So, I started dropping little comments… Ooh, I’ve been a bad girl. I think I’m gonna need some punishment tonight. That kinda thing, y’know? But it was a total waste of time. He would just dismiss it all. Or just flat out ask me why I’m doing this. I was like, errr, hello?! I want you to fucking rail me like a slut, you fucking limp-dick fool! I’m dying over here! But when I asked him to spank me… That was definitely the worst…”

“Ha! Shit, why? What did he do?” I asked as I imagined her pleading with her juicy ass raised high.

“He shamed me, Master,” Deborah pouted with mischief. “He just let it all out on me. Telling me I was behaving like a slut. That I was his wife, not his whore. It isn’t right for him to smack me or call me names or whatever… But, you know what? Him shaming me with such a visceral disappointment actually turned me on more than anything he had ever done in our entire relationship.”

“Ha! Seriously?” I laughed as she seemed to reminisce on the fleeting but formative moment.

“Yeah, it was all so strange,” she continued as she dreamed. “It was the first genuine feeling he had given me in so long. I just sort of leapt for it… I told him I am a whore! I’m a whore that needs to get fucked and spanked and fucking used and broken! I bent over and I smacked my own ass so hard, over and over, trying to shimmy my way backwards to find his limp cock… But he just grabbed my arm to stop me smacking myself… He was begging me to stop, he was practically crying… He was just so disturbed by me… And I felt this overwhelming shame in the pit of my stomach… But it didn’t stop there. It rushed to my pussy, and I just… I just couldn’t help myself…”

“Why? What did you do?” I asked, gripped by her words as her unblinking eyes met mine once more.

“I just started rubbing,” she replied at a whisper. “He was just so shocked by how desperate I was, he didn’t know what to do with himself… But he didn’t try to stop me this time. He just watched as I fingered myself like a madwoman… And the look of soul-crushing disappointment on his face was just turning me on even more… And then I squirted. And the look of disappointment turned to disgust… He climbed off the bed so fast to get out of the way, but I kept going… I had never been so turned on before…”

Ha! Maybe I should have been shaming her for squirting if she likes it so much… I’ll have to remember that…

“So, I’m guessing that’s when the no squirting on the bed law came into effect?” I grinned, imagining Carl’s look of horror as his wife went off like a wailing fountain all over his precious sheets.

“Yep,” Deborah giggled. “He left the room and everything. He slept on the couch. And I just stayed up for hours, fucking myself until I passed out… The next morning was so awkward.”

“I bet,” I replied, sensing the urge to nudge her onward as her memories came flooding back. “So… Liz got you laid, huh?” I laughed, cutting to the chase. “That’s where you’re going with this, right?”

“Not exactly,” Deborah replied with a teasing smirk. “But, I’ll spare you the details of the next six months or so of sexless marriage.”

“Thank you,” I laughed.

“You’re welcome, and very lucky,” she grinned. “Okay. So, Liz is pestering me big time. Telling me she can hook me up. Fuck your vows, he’s not doing his part! I know a hundred guys that could fuck you silly tonight! He’ll never know… And then Carl tells me he’s going away on a business trip. He’d just got a big promotion. The new team are going away together. That’s when he met Jared, actually. But, anyway. As soon as he said those words, I just knew that something was going to happen while he was away… And it did.”

“Ha! Okay, now I need details,” I laughed as she looked up at me with a foreboding look in her eyes.

“Alright,” she said with a satisfied smile. “So, I told Liz that Carl was going away. And immediately, she was all over it. Okay, Deb, that’s it. You’re getting fucked the moment he leaves the house. I’ll send you some pictures and you can just pick one.”

“Ha! She provided a menu?” I laughed. “That’s a solid wingwoman, right there.”

“Well, I didn’t look at the menu,” she giggled.

“Huh? Why not?”

“Because, I don’t know!” she shrugged at a loss. “I just still couldn’t bring myself to cheat on him… My parents would have been so disappointed if I did that, they were still alive then. And I still wanted to keep my vows… But, I knew I definitely needed something…”

“And what was that?” I urged, waiting for her to spill her dirty deeds.

“Well, after a lot of negotiation, Liz found a compromise that I just couldn’t seem to bring myself to say no to…”

“And that was…”

Deborah took another breath of resignation before she looked to her fiddling hands. “Okay… She was going to come over to my house after Carl had left… And she was going to bring some friends with her.”

“Ha! You got gangbanged?!” I laughed, imagining her getting dizzy as she was passed around.

“No!” she giggled. “I didn’t get gangbanged, just wait!”

“I’ve been waiting all night, for fuck’s sake!”

“Well, here it is,” she said with a raise of her brow. “She was going to bring some friends, but she was going to bring some other things too…”

“Which were…”

“A blindfold and a collar,” she grinned. “With a lead to walk me around with.”

“Ha! To walk you around with?” I laughed, envisioning a group of college boys taking turns in walking her to and fro. “What do you mean?”

“Okay, so the plan was—Liz was going to arrive with a group of young guys. She was going to let herself in and get them comfortable in the living room while I waited upstairs for her, then she’d come and get me. She’d blindfold me, collar me, then lead me downstairs to meet everyone…”

“Ha! And you’re telling me you didn’t get gangbanged?” I asked with doubt.

“No, I didn’t,” she insisted with a grin. “Liz assured me that nobody would touch me unless I asked them to… The plan was—Liz brings me in. They shame me while I finger myself, and then, if I asked, they would all... ejaculate on me.”

“Ha! You dirty bitch,” I smirked as she hid her eyes from me.

“Thank you,” she replied at a whisper as she looked back to me.

“So, that’s what happened then?”

“No, I wish,” Deborah giggled. “All was going to plan. I was on my knees in my living room, and I could hear their voices all around me. All of them shaming me, telling me what they should do to me. What I deserved for them to do to me… I remember my heart was beating so fast, I was loving it… I could feel Liz stroking my hair and patting my back every time I came. And I couldn’t stop cumming… And then, I asked for them all to touch me.”

“And did they?” I asked, my cock swelling hard again.

“Yes,” she nodded with a horny whisper, her breasts heaving with her deep breath. “I could feel them everywhere… And they were so rough… They were pulling me this way and that, like a ragdoll… Smacking my tits and yanking my hair… And I just couldn’t stop cumming… I started begging for their cum—drench me like a slut! I need to be covered in young cum! And then I heard all of them get undressed so fast, like they couldn’t wait to hose me down. To turn me into their milf slut… Then one of them obviously couldn’t contain himself any longer…”

“Why? What did he do?” I grinned as she continued on with her tale of awakening.

“He just started slapping his cock to my face!” Deborah giggled. “It was a heavy one too. Not as heavy as yours, but a lot heavier than Carl’s! It shocked me… I heard Liz smack him hard and say, she didn’t ask you for that! But I shouted, no! It’s okay! Let them do what they want to me! And I meant it… I wasn’t thinking about vows any more… I wanted to be a slut… I could feel their desire building for me and I wanted them all to get what they needed… As soon as I said the words, one of them grabbed me by the hair so tight, and he slapped his cock to my lips. I opened up wide and he just rammed it to the back of my throat… I choked so hard, but he just held me down on it, tensing over and over… I started squirting and they all laughed at me, grabbing at me to have their turn, fighting over who got to use my whore throat next… And I just kept fingering myself the whole time…”

“And you still didn’t get gangbanged?” I laughed in confusion as she confessed her sins.

“Nope,” she giggled. “The next one fucked my throat even rougher than the first, but he was more manageable… I still couldn’t breathe, though. But I didn’t care. When he threw my head away, I collapsed onto all fours as I made myself cum… I was just screaming, my blindfold was soaking with tears and I couldn’t stop shivering… And then I heard his voice.”

“Whose?” I asked, before it hit me.

Oh, shit!

“Carl’s,” Deborah said with a flick of her brow. “His flight was delayed, then cancelled until the next day. He decided to come home to wait rather than get a hotel.”

“Your husband walked in on you about to get gangbanged?!” I asked, trying to put myself in his shoes as I held back my sniggers.

“Yep,” Deborah nodded. “It was so loud in there, none of us heard the door.”

“So, what happened?” I laughed.

“Well, I don’t know exactly, I was blindfolded and paralyzed by my umpteenth orgasm!” she giggled. “But I heard them all grab their shit and hurry out of there before my pussy stopped leaking… And then Liz and Carl started screaming at each other, I can’t even remember what they were saying. I just remember telling Liz to calm down and go… She didn’t want to but she did after I insisted.”

“Okay, well… I think I understand why Carl would be worried about you talking to Liz again,” I chuckled, imagining his thoughts on the matter. “I’m guessing you didn’t open another coffee shop…”

“No,” Deborah giggled. “And Liz didn’t even finish college in the end, either.”

“Were you not allowed to see her again after that?” I asked. “And how the fuck are you not already divorced?”

“After my husband found me cumming on my hands and knees, surrounded by God knows how many cocks?” Deborah scoffed. “I really didn’t need my parents to hear about that.”

“Ha! Well, I meant why didn’t he divorce you, but that too, I guess…”

“He doesn’t believe in divorce,” said Deborah, “his parents are really strict about it. They’d be as disappointed in him for divorcing me as mine would have been when they heard why.”

“So, he just what? Got over it?” I asked with a disbelieving scrunch of my face.

“No, he never got over it,” Deborah replied plainly.

“Well, he got over it enough to still be living with you,” I laughed. “If my wife did that to me, I’d never even look at her again. How did he move past it at all?”

“By acting like I was insane,” Deborah grinned with a knowing glare. “I became a problem that he needed to fix… Obviously his wife doesn’t just need a good hard seeing to, that can’t be it. There must be something wrong with her. She’s obviously crazy. She needs help.”

“So, what? He checked you into an asylum for the dangerously horny or something?” I grinned, imagining her struggling to finger herself in a straightjacket.

“Not quite,” Deborah giggled. “But he made me do some therapy…”

“And how did that go?”

“Meh, it was okay,” she shrugged. “Pretty pointless though. I saw a few. They all seemed really desperate to try to delve into my past or whatever at first. To find some sort of key to why I had these desires… But, turns out I was just a horny woman that needed a hard cock. And whenever they urged me to find a way to indulge responsibly in my desires with my husband, Carl was never interested in trying anything. And then he’d find me a new therapist. One that wouldn’t encourage my depravity… Eventually, I just lied and pretended I had some sort of breakthrough. Like an epiphany. All better now.”

“And he bought it?” I asked, imagining her hiding away her horniness for years.

“I don’t think so,” she replied with a shake of her head. “Not really. I think he just wanted it to be true… But he still knew what I was… We both did… We just decided to never talk about it again.”

“And have you not?”

“Not directly,” she replied. “But it’s come up here and there. Awkward moments where we’re obviously both thinking about it. Little snappy comments or whatever. That kind of thing… And he’s never left me alone for too long ever since. That’s how I know he’d be immediately suspicious if I cancelled this trip tomorrow and told him to go without me… He’d know I was getting fucked by you.”

“By me, specifically?” I smiled.

“Yeah,” she nodded as her lips matched mine. “He’s already suspicious. He knows exactly what will have been going through my mind when we met the other day.”

“And what was going through your mind?” I asked as her smile turned guilty.

“That I wanted you to fuck me in the back of the moving truck,” she giggled. “I wanted you before you even spoke a word to me, I saw you heading over and I just immediately started trying to show you my ass! It was like a reflex!”

“Ha! Really?” I asked, remembering her bending over in her hot pants.

“Oh, yeah, that box wasn’t even that heavy,” she giggled in confession. “I just wanted you to look at my ass. And then I saw what was in your pants! Just flopping around as you came towards me! I wanted to get straight down on my knees so bad, I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day… And then all night after what we heard…”

Ha! Look at those eyes just feeding on my dick…

“Well, I suppose I understand you a little better now,” I said, drawing her eyes back from my crotch.

“I’d like to understand you a little better,” she smiled, a hint of hope in her sultry tone. “I want to know what makes you tick…”

“Ha! Well, honestly, I’m a pretty simple guy,” I laughed. “Fuck me and feed me and I’m all set. That apple pie made my stomach tick pretty good.”

“Well, I’m glad you liked it,” she smiled, while her eyes remained unsatisfied. “But how do I make that tick,” she asked, glancing down at my bulge.

“It just ticks on its own most of the time,” I grinned at her sexy prying. “But you’re doing a pretty good job so far.”

“I can do better,” she insisted without pause. “And there’s nothing I wouldn’t do to satisfy any urges you may have…”

Ha! Shit man, I believe her…

“Well, I like having you at a disadvantage,” I replied coyly. “You’ll just have to experiment and see what you find out…”

“Oh, I’m willing to experiment with you however you want,” she smirked, her sexy glare fixed to me. “But, whatever you desire, it’s already yours.”

“Yes, it is,” I smirked as I looked her up and down, her toes wriggling in the grass at my attention as she watched me peruse her silk-draped body.

“Well, you did say you’ve always wanted an older woman as a pet,” she whispered as her fingers fiddled with her robe, making her heavy bust shimmer. “Are you more attracted to older women?”

“I’m attracted to all women,” I smiled as my past exploits flitted through my mind like my own private menu. “But I can’t deny that you hit a little different for me…”

“The milf thing, right?” Deborah smirked as she teased her gown open to show me her cleavage. “Can I still be a milf if I’m not a mom?”

“You can be whatever you want when you’re with me,” I replied, the hint of her heaving bust hardening my cock fast.

“Are you encouraging my depravity?” she teased at a whisper as she peeled her robe apart to reveal her breast.

“Oh, no, I’m insisting on it,” I replied as her fingertip flicked across her jutting nipple. “Take it off.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered as she beamed with horny excitement, her hands reaching to untie her robe, her silk soon parting wide to reveal her womanly form. “Are you going to teach this old bitch some new tricks?”

Ha! Fuck me, she’s wild…

“No tricks, just lessons,” I replied with a grin as her robe dropped to the lawn, her skin glowing in the moonlight as her breath deepened with anticipation. “I’ve been going easy on you,” I continued as she stared into my perusing eyes. “I’m gonna have to break you in properly. Then you’ll be my bitch.”

Deborah’s breasts heaved higher as she took a calming breath, her flesh jiggling as she began to quiver. “How are you going to break me in, Master?” she asked, her tone rife with worried submission.

“You’ll see,” I replied as ominously as possible. “But I hope you don’t plan on walking much this weekend. You’ll need to rest up and recover for when you get back for more.” Deborah swallowed a swift gulp as her hand seemed to involuntarily rush to her neat and hairy pussy, before I halted her. “No. Hands off,” I ordered, her hands hurriedly gluing themselves to her thick thighs. “Now, get down and face your husband.”

“Oh, God, yes!” she burst immediately as she dropped to her knees without delay, her curves jiggling and clapping as she spun around. “Thank you, Master!”

“Shut up, slut,” I returned coldly, “now shake that fat ass for me.”

“Yes, Master!” she burst, lowering her face as she raised her juicy ass higher, making it jiggle as she wiggled and humped at the cool night air.

Holy shit, that ass is incredible…

“Is this what you wanted me to see?” I asked as I stood with horny appreciation of the enthusiasm in her jiggling cheeks, her asshole winking at me with each giddy parting of her buttocks.

“Yes, Master! I love making my fat ass clap for you!” she groaned as she found her rhythm.

“Make it clap louder,” I ordered with a grin as my cock began to rage to the beat of her flesh. “Wake your husband up so he can see what a whore you still are…”

“Oh, God! He knows!” she groaned with increasing horniness as she sped up her twerking. “He knows what I am!”

“No, he really doesn’t,” I insisted with a grin as I watched her curves jiggle for my satisfaction. “And neither do you,” I continued as I stepped closer and prepared my cock for the coming onslaught. “You might have convinced yourself that you’d enjoy being a slutty old fuck-toy for a big young cock to use without mercy, but you’ve never truly experienced it… So, I’m going to show what your new purpose is gonna be from now on. And you can spend the weekend deciding if you can handle it or not…”

“I hope I can’t handle it!” she gasped in admission as her jiggling efforts began to labor her breath. “That would just make me need it even more!”

Damn, she’s a tough one to break with words, it just turns her on more… Guess my cock will just have to test her properly…

“You say that now,” I scoffed as I kicked off my shoes, deciding to strip off entirely to match her full moon energy. “But I’m gonna give you a lot to think about.”

“I don’t need to think, Master!” she groaned as she refused to quit her jiggling jerks. “I was born for this, I know it! I need you to help me become what I’m supposed to be! Just take me however you need to! You can even fuck my ass if you want! Nobody has ever even touched it before! I’ve been saving it for my perfect master!”

Holy shit, she sounds so fucking earnest all the time.  Jess would have said that while smirking at least… And it would have been a total lie! But, this bitch seems like the real deal man… Maybe this really is what I’ve always wanted…

“No, I’m not gonna ruin your ass tonight,” I replied as I calmly stripped off, tossing my clothes into a pile by my feet before limbering up for the battle ahead. “I’m gonna show this horny old pussy what it can expect from now on.”

“Well, all of my holes belong to you now, Master,” she insisted with a pant as her jerking hips began to lose  their rhythm under the strain. “AHH!” she squealed in shock as I gave her jiggling ass a firm spank of warning.

“Keep it up!” I ordered, making her redouble her efforts immediately.

“Yes, Master! I’m sorry!” she burst with a determined growl as she bucked her hips in a frenzy.

“I’m gonna need to do something to improve your stamina,” I said with obvious disappointment. “You’re not gonna be satisfying some limp-dick old man now, you lazy bitch. You’re gonna need to shape up and fast.”

“Oh, God, yes! Whip me into shape, Master! I need it!” she begged as her body shivered and bucked on her hands and knees. “Turn me into the perfect whore for your strong young dick! I want to be the best I can be for you!”

Okay, she’s good… I do kinda just want to go and wake up Carl myself now. I could spend the weekend training her up… But, nah. Too desperate to change the plan now…

“Well, you better enjoy your last weekend of freedom,” I smiled as her desires tumbled from her tongue. “Because when you get back, your life is gonna be very different…”

“Oh, God, I hope so!” she burst as she kept up her manic jiggling, her flesh clapping sporadically as she gave up the need for any rhythm. “I want to be your full time fuck-doll and I don’t care who knows it! I’d be so fucking proud to be your bitch!”

Ha! She’s just getting more worked up… Okay, time to really test her…

I took to my knees behind her as my cock raged strong at the ready. “Well, if you can take this dick without your husband waking up, I might be proud of you too…”

“I’ll try my best, Master! I want you to be proud of your old slut!” she panted as she began to tire again, prompting me to steady her hips with a firm grasp of my hands. “You can show me off to anybody! I won’t get embarrassed when you tell them I’m just your filthy cum-slave!”

“Well, I definitely won’t be sharing you with anybody, if that’s what you’re thinking,” I warned as her denied gangbang days rang fresh in my mind, before she burst with urgency.

“No! I don’t want you to share me! I only want to be yours! I just need my Master!” she clarified with apparent worry. “But you can use whoever else you want!”

“Ha! Is that right?” I asked as she gave me her worthless permission. “And how would it make you feel to see me playing with another one of my toys?”

“I’d be jealous, but I won’t complain, I promise!” she replied in a seemingly honest hurry. “Master should be able to fuck anyone he wants! I know that! I’ll help any way I can!”

Ha! Great answer…

“Oh, you’ll help, will you?” I grinned as I teased my thumping cock to her already soaked pussy. “How?”

“Any way you need me to!” she replied, her back instinctively arching as the flaring head of my cock tapped at her engorged clit. “I could do the little things for you… I could bring you refreshments while you got to work on them… I could massage your aching muscles when you need a rest from fucking ravaging them! Or if you wanted me to get involved, I could sit on them and hold their legs for you… I could clean your cock each time you needed to switch holes… I’d suck their juices off your big fat dick and—Oh, God, please put it in! I need it so badly!”

“And what?” I asked as I ignored her desperate plea, giving her soft ass another firm spank to remind her of her place.

“ARGH!” she growled with a sense of building frustration before her words spilled faster. “I’d suck your hot load right out of their fucking assholes! And then I’d spit it into their pussies so you could fucking breed them all!”

Ha! Woah, okay then… Shit, why does that turn me on so much?!

“… I want to help you breed every single slut that you own!” she continued in a horny frenzy. “I want to watch all their bellies grow with my Master’s strong seed!”

“And what about your belly?” I interjected with a teasing thrust of my sturdy length up her soft stomach.

“I think it’s too late for me!” she whimpered regretfully as she thrust her begging pussy up and down my tensing shaft. “But nothing would have made me happier!”

Damn, she must’ve hit the menopause already… Fuck, now why does that disappoint me so much?! I’m not ready to be a dad! I’m just horny!

“Well, that’s alright,” I said as I pulled my lunging cock back in preparation. “It won’t stop me trying my hardest to breed my bitch anyway…”

“Oh, fuck yes!” she groaned with anticipation as I seemed to select the right words to tease at her nerves. “Breed your tired old bitch, Master! I’m so ready! I’ve been so ready for so fucking long! I want it more than anything!”

Damn, it fucking sounds like it… It actually sounds like she could cry… Alright, let’s give her something to cry about…

“You aren’t ready,” I warned her, taking a firm hold of my cock and jangling the head at her beautifully sloppy opening to coat me with her juices. “But this is your life now…”

“OHMYGAAARGHHHH!” she growled loudly through gritted teeth as I slammed my cock without mercy, her creamy hole slurping me up until I struck her deepest limit. “UGHHHUHUHHH! MASTER!” she shrieked in shock as I pulled back and thrust again, pummeling her with another colossal thrust to set the tone.

“Shut up or you’ll wake your husband!” I warned her as I gripped her quivering hips firmer and pulled back again, her slipping walls clinging to me as I did. “We’re just getting STARTED!”

“AHHHAHAH! FUCK!” she screamed again as I battered her pristine cervix, her fat ass rippling as I clapped her soft cheeks strong. “YOU’RE SO FUCKING DEEP!”

“You want him to wake up, don’t you, you dirty bitch?” I teased with contempt as I ground firm against her billowing flesh and stretched out her pussy with my rotations. “You want him to see you taking this big dick like a good slut!”

“I want what Master wants!” she whimpered through tight lips as she tried to desperately keep her volume down, her jaw dropping open as she gurgled with my invasive manoeuvre.

“Then you’ll keep your fucking screaming down,” I said with a grin, enjoying her loud gasp of shock as I swiftly hauled my cock from her sucking hole, her widened birth canal squeezing and contracting in search of me as I prized her juicy ass apart. “Okay, you look like you’re ready,” I said with satisfaction at the familiar sight of desperation. “Now, you’re really gonna get it… I’m gonna use you just like a worthless slut deserves and then I’m going home.”

“Yes, Master, th-thank you!” she shivered as her pussy clenched over and over in anticipation. “I’ll try my best to keep it down! ARRRGHHH!” she screamed, clearly unprepared as I launched another meaty plunge into her creamy pipe, her lips pursing shut as I gave her no respite. “MMMM! MMMMM! MMMMM!MMMMHMHMHMMMOHYGAAAAAAAAHAHAH!” she wailed in horny awe as I rearranged her hot guts, her fingers straining as they clawed into the lawn. “IT’S TOO FUCKING BIG!”

“You had enough already?” I laughed as I kept up my unforgiving thrusts, her pearly juices already glazing my rampant cock with each delving lunge.

“NO, MASTER! NO! I NEED IT!” she cried as she lowered her head in acceptance, her hair dangling low as she took her pounding. “I NEED TO LEARN! ARRGHAHAHOOWWW!”

Fuck, he’s definitely gonna wake up if she keeps screaming like that! How has he not already?! Ah, fuck it! There’s no point telling her to keep it down again! I’m going all in! If he wakes up, I’ll just deal with it!

“Oh, you’re gonna learn!” I assured her as I made up my mind, leaning forward to grab her arm and yanking her up to take control of the other. “That’s it! Look up at the window!” I teased as I took a strong hold of her forearms like reins. “Tell him to wake up!”

“Oh, my fucking… GARRRRGHHH!” she growled from her core as she tried to adjust to my cock threatening to burst her womb. “Wake up, honey!” she squeaked, still trying her best to keep it down as her pussy squeezed on me.

“Louder, slut!” I ordered as I gave her another firm thrust to her limit.

“UGHHHUHUHH! WAKE UP, YOU F-FUCKING PUSSY!” she burst to shrill heights as she struggled to withstand my dick. “WATCH ME TAKE MY MASTER’S GIANT FUCKING COCK! ARRGHAHAHAAAAAH!”

“That’s it!” I teased with satisfaction as I set myself to task again, pulling her by the arms to drive each pounding thrust even harder. “Maybe you’ll wake Sylvia and Jared up too? They can just about see you from here! You’d like that, wouldn’t you, slut?!”

“UGHH! UGHHH! YESSSUGHH!” she grunted in reply as I rammed her at pace, feeling her pussy begin to squeeze and twitch as her arched spine started to jerk. “Oh, God! I’m c-cumming!” she gurgled as her head dangled low in acceptance, rocking violently with each heavy collision of our bodies. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’M CUMMIIHIIHIING!” she cried to a crescendo as her body writhed and spasmed in my grip, her pussy repeatedly clamping on my cock as I reined her in by the arms and kept on pounding.

“I don’t fucking care!” I growled as I thrust through her nerve-twitching orgasm, her cries becoming more coarse and desperate before I dropped one of her arms to reach for a handful of her dancing hair. “Lift that head up! Let your husband see your slutty face while you cum on this dick!”

“Master, I c-can’t stop! I can’t stop f-fucking… HNNNNNNNNNNNGAAAHAHAHARGHH!” she roared as her entire body seized up in my grip, her big jiggling ass trying to escape from me as her legs kicked to a thudding beat on the grass, prompting me to finally let her go. “AHHHHHHHAHAHAAAAH!” she squealed with a shocked relief as she dropped her steadying hands to the lawn, her pussy bursting as she slipped down the length of my raging cock, sending her into a whimpering tantrum.

Holy fucking shit…

I watched as she hurriedly collapsed to her side, her huge tits slapping together before she rolled onto her back and rushed her hand to her pussy. She cried with a shrill euphoria, her face flushed as she shut her eyes tight and planted her feet, lifting her gushing pussy into the air, her strumming fingers splashing her sprinkling juices all over herself as her thick thighs quivered uncontrollably.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Thank you, Master!” she growled in a horny haze as she smacked repeatedly at her trickling pussy, her shaking legs spreading out flat as her ass thudded back to earth. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”

Shit man, she’s definitely a grateful one…

“I don’t need you to thank me, I need you to do your job!” I said as I gripped her ankles and dragged her back to me. “Look at the fucking mess you’ve made of yourself!” I snarled with feigned disgust, trying to act like I wasn’t raging hard at the sight of her squirt-drenched tits as I remembered to shame her. “You filthy old slut, look at you covered in your own pussy juice! Spread those fucking legs and hold them!”

“Yes, Master!” she nodded urgently as her eyes flared wide with a heightened lust, surprising me with her flexibility as her legs parted wide, her drenched pussy rising to present itself to me as she hooked her arms around her knees.

Oh, fuck me! I need that!

“Arghh!” I growled involuntarily at the sight of her juicy cunt spreading open for me, forcing me into action as I delved to lap her up. “Give me this fucking pussy!”

“Oh, my God!” she squealed in surprise as I tasted her with a long, firm lick up to her buzzing clit, slurping it up and sucking her to attention before shaking my face across her messy pussy in a horny rage. “Oh, fuck yes, Master! Devour your bitch’s hairy pussy! Cover your face in my scent, you bad fucking boy! Oh, GOD!”

Oh, fuck me! I’ve lost it! I’m gonna annihilate her!

“Come here, you tasty fucking bitch!” I growled as I came up for breath, her juices dripping down my face as I gripped her thighs and yanked her closer to me.

“Yes, Master! That’s it! Take it out on me!” she begged as she seemed to notice my increased compulsion. “Use me how you need to!”

“Oh, I fucking will!” I assured her, wasting no time in rushing the head of my cock back to her pussy, slapping her clit to attention before ramming it home. “This is my fucking pussy now!”

“UGHHUHUHH!” she grunted loudly, sounding winded as she clutched tight to her legs, her neck straining to get a view of the breach.

“You want to see?” I laughed as I reached to grip a handful of her hair, assisting her with a firm tug. “You want to see what I’m doing to this pussy?!”

“Oh, my God!” she squealed as her eyes bulged wide, watching between her huge parted tits as my cock plunged deeper and deeper inside her. “It’s so fucking big! I can’t believe I can… take… it… Oh, my…GOD…” Her watchful eyes rolled back in her skull as I fucked her long and deep, her toes curling in the air as her body tightened up, seeming to hold her breath before she released her built up tension. “HNNNNNGAHAHFUCK!” she cried as her pussy began to gush and spit with each thrust of my cock, sprinkling me down before I gave her one last deep plunge and hauled back out.

“That’s it!” I growled with satisfaction as her pussy burst like a hydrant, landing on her grimaced face and heaving chest with a drenching splash. “Let it all out, you filthy bitch!”

“HNNNNG! HNNNG! HNNNGOHMYGARRRGH!” she tensed and squeezed with all her might as I jangled the head of my cock across her horny clit and sloppy hole. “Oh, God! You’re so good! You’re… So… Fucking… Good!” she growled with increasing appreciation as her body shivered in recovery. “Beat that pussy, Master! Beat your bitch’s pussy with that big meaty dick! Yes! That’s it! Beat it! ARGHH! YES! Beat it… fucking… GOOD! ARRRGHHHHH!”

Holy shit, this woman can squirt!

Her gaping pussy gushed once more under the heavy thuds of my cock, her soaked tits wobbling as her spine jerked with each sloppy slap. “Yeah, that’s a good old slut! Your husband never beat this hairy pussy like this, did he?” I teased as I kept my catapult coming.

“No, Master!” she whimpered with tortured pleasure on her flushed face. “Only you! Oh, GOD! It’s so fucking strong!”

“Maybe if he did you wouldn’t be out here getting used by the boy next door!” I teased as I looked up to the still windows, the astonishment of him not waking up overridden by the tightening of my balls. “Maybe you can tell him all about it when you crawl back to bed… Come here!”

“I’ll do whatever you want!” she gasped as I took a hold of her legs, snatching them from her clutches before flinging a leg to turn her over. “Oh, God!” she groaned with a dreadful anticipation as she assumed her last position on all fours.

“No! Lie down!” I ordered her, her heavy hanging tits tumbling to the lawn as she swiftly obeyed, the rest of her curves jiggling to catch up. “You wanted it outside, I’m gonna fuck you into the dirt!” I assured her as my shadow loomed over her moonlit body, wasting no time in rummaging my cock between her juicy cheeks and teasing her asshole. “And I’m gonna take this the next time I see you!”

“Oh, fuck, I want it! I want your big dick in my ass, Master!” she huffed as she lay flat with her face turned, her one visible eye trying desperately to look back at me.

“Then you’ll just have to wait!” I returned as I rested a firm hand on her head, keeping her planted to the earth as I aimed my cock lower and squeezed my way back inside.

Oh, fuck me! This might be the best pussy I’ve ever had!

“UGHHHHHUHUH!” she groaned into the grass as the intense feeling consumed us both, making me hold my lunge deep as I prepared to have my final way with her.

“You’re just gonna lie there and take your new Master’s cock like a good slut!” I ordered as I ground my weight on her bubbly cheeks. “This is how you should have been bred a long time ago!”

“Oh, fuck yes! Breed me, Master!” she begged from her gravelly throat as her face smushed to the grass. “Fuck your strong young load into your horny old bitch!”

Shit, she turns me on like crazy!

“You’re gonna get this every single day when you get back!” I warned her as I tested my new angle of attack with a few deep plunges to the limit of her creamy squeeze. “You better be ready for it!”

“I’ve been ready for you for years, Master!” she returned in a grunting hurry through gritted teeth. “Please, make me yours! I just want this forever! Please! I need you!”

Holy shit, that was like a genuine damsel in distress cry for help! Woah! Wait… Is she actually crying?!

I looked down at the side of her face as she begged for me to rescue her from her unfulfilling life, a tear running across the bridge of her pretty nose from her flooded eye to force my words. “Oh, you’re definitely mine now!” I assured her with another firm thrust, her plump ass clapping as her limbs spread out in desperate surrender. “Enjoy your last weekend with your husband!”

“UGHHH! I’ll be thinking of—UGHHH! You! Every—UGHH! Second!” she grunted as she took her rough pounding, her tight pussy choking on my fervid length as my balls began to tighten. “UGHHH! I’ll be dreaming of—UGHHH! Getting bred! UGHHHUHUH! By your—UGHH! UGHHH! Big! Fucking! COCK!”

“Oh, fuck me!” I growled as her pussy began to clamp and spasm on my dick, lighting my fuse as her body began to jerk and convulse beneath me with her orgasm. “You stay right fucking there!” I ordered as I kept her wailing head in place, her limbs shivering as she struggled against the euphoric eruption within her, her erratic writhing sending me over the edge. “FUUUUCK!” I bellowed as I blew my load into her wasted womb, the heavenly sound of grateful relief from the lips of my latest conquest proving the perfect backdrop to the mind bending pleasure I felt filling her up.

“UGHHHUHUH! YESSSS!” she groaned as she felt me unload, her body still quaking from her own orgasm as she encouraged me with delicious whispers. “That’s it, Master! Breed me! Breed your horny old slut! I fucking belong to you!”

Holy shit! I can’t… I can’t even fucking… WOW!

“You… were fucking… made for this!” I panted in horny awe as I recovered from the explosion, my ears ringing as I slammed the last of my strength against her rippling asscheeks, my energy draining with each buck of my tingling cock in her perfect pussy.

“Ughhh! Yes, Master! I was!” she agreed with her usual earnestness as she received my load like a long-awaited promise. “I was made to be yours! I was always yours! Thank you for claiming me!”

Damn, I think she’s the best fuck I’ve ever had! She’s definitely the most interesting! And this fucking body! I don’t care if she’s not a mother, this is a fucking milf right here!

“Fuck!” I growled with a burst of escaped frustration, spanking hard at her fat ass and jiggling it around, giving her another firm thrust before slowly pulling out of her squeezing hole.

“Oh, God!” Deborah gurgled, her freed head remaining still where it lay as each inch of my lathered cock slipped from her, dragging a cascade of my pearly seed from her well-used pussy. “Fuck… This is the best moment of my life,” she whispered as her back rose and fell with her panting breath, her voluptuous body sprawled out spent on the moonlit lawn. “I’ve never felt this before… I feel so fucking satisfied…”

Fuck me, I’m not sure I have either!

“Well, this is just the beginning,” I assured her as I caught my breath on my knees, before gathering my strength and bracing a foot. “You’re gonna feel a lot more than that…”

“Oh, God! I love it!” she whimpered, sounding like she was crying again as she turned her head to plant her face in the grass. “I can still feel you!” she groaned as her juicy ass tensed up, thrusting her dribbling pussy into the lawn as she dug her fingers and toes into the earth. “I can still feel you throbbing inside me, Master!”

Oh, fuck me! I need to get out of here before I drag her home and use her all night! I need some time to think!

I forced my eyes away from her horny spectacle as I took to my feet, lazily bending to pick up my pile of stuff. “Well… I think you’ll be feeling it all weekend,” I said, taking another deep breath as I glanced up to the windows and then down the street.

Because I just hammered that pussy for all it was worth…

“I hope so,” she whispered as she slowly thrust her hairy pussy on the lawn, writhing around like she was making love to the grass. “Thank you so much, Master!”

“You’re welcome, slut,” I smiled, charmed by her abundance of gratitude as I prepared to leave. “Just be ready for Monday… Oh, and take your husband to get a hearing aid or something while you’re away! Cause what the fuck?!”

She giggled with a delirious amusement as she remained face down on the grass, clearly still enjoying the blissful cloud she was gently writhing on. “Told you he was deaf!”

“We’ll have to be more direct with him then,” I said as I began away, my bare feet leaving the grass as I traipsed naked down the street. “Now, get to bed. My breeding bitch needs her sleep,” I called, looking back to her one last time as she remained sprawled, appearing in no rush to rise.

“Yes, Master! As soon as I can feel my legs again!” she giggled in reply, still unmoved as I turned away once more, my satisfied cock flopping around as I walked home with my eyes on Jared and Sylvia’s place.

Well, Carl might be deaf but I know that Sylvia isn’t. I wonder if she woke up and looked out of the window… Shit, the houses on the next street could have heard her too! Well, let’s get inside before the cops show up…

I stumbled into my ajar front door and slipped inside, kicking the door shut behind me before dropping my things to the floor and heading upstairs, destined for my bed before the thought of Deborah lying contently on the grass sent me to the other bedroom to check on her.

Let’s see if she’s up yet… Ha! Nope! Shit, she’s not even moving… She better not just stay there!

I worried about the possibility of her falling asleep on the lawn, her husband finding her there in the morning with a million questions.

Well, what would it even matter anyway? Tomorrow morning or Monday, it makes no difference. Their marriage is over… Am I seriously about to take her in, though? I mean, she said I wasn’t obliged to, but I feel like my horny talk has given her the impression I would… But I can’t deny that I do kinda like the idea of having a live-in milf slut. Especially one that looks and fucks like that… Jess would be so pissed, though… Ah, wait. She’s finally moving…

I watched from the window as Deborah’s body slowly came alive, dragging herself by the arms to turn around before she hazily crawled to grab her robe, her big round ass shining in the moonlight as she carefully began away, disappearing out of view down the path at the side of her house.

Ha! She looks fucked… And so am I! Okay, I’m going to bed. I’ll just think about it over the weekend… I’m definitely gonna miss that body while she’s gone, though. I definitely don’t have anyone like her in my contacts… Alright, let’s just rest up for Monday. It’s gonna be a long day for both of us…

* * *
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CHAPTER SEVEN

Fuck me, another one? Isn’t she on her way home?

I opened her chat to find yet another video to add to the collection, this one very short as she slyly aimed her phone camera to peer up her dress, parting her thick thighs to give me a sneaky peak of her bare pussy, Carl driving obliviously beside her as she teased me in the passenger seat with a sexy smirk.

Damn, she’s a naughty slut… And Carl is a fucking moron… How has she gotten away with all of this?

I flicked through the other videos she had sent over the weekend, finding my personal favorite—a ten minute video of her masturbating in bed next to her snoring husband, whispering what she needs me to do to her before she squirts all over the sheets.

Fuck, she gets me so hard so fucking quick, it’s crazy… But I’m not changing the plan. I told her Monday, I need to stick to it… She’ll just have to wait for the morning… And so will I… Damn, it feels like Christmas Eve or something…

When I woke up the next day, I felt a strange excitement in my gut as the morning blood rushed to my cock, eager to get up and prepare for the day ahead.

Okay, what time is it? Nearly eight… Okay, Carl will be leaving for work soon, but she’ll probably need some time to get ready anyw—

My brain was silenced as my phone rang beside me, The Slut Next Door shining brightly on the screen.

“What do you want?” I teased as I picked up, stretching out my tired limbs on the bed.

“You,” she whispered down the line, tickling my earhole and making my cock tense strong.

Fuck, I’m so ready for today…

“Well, you’ll just have to wait until your husband’s gone to work, won’t you?”

“He’s just left,” she returned with a smug sultriness. “May I come over now, please, Master?”

Shit, guess I’m not ready for today…

“I’m still in bed,” I replied, wiping the sleep from my eyes.

“I could join you,” she replied in an instant, making me laugh.

“That’s tempting, but I need to get some breakfast and have a bath…”

“Well, how about this?” she swiftly returned again. “I’ll come over. I’ll make your breakfast. Then I’ll scrub you down in the bath. And then you can do whatever the fuck you want to me for the rest of my life…”

Ha! Shit, she’s good…

“Oh, you want to give me a taste of what life is like with a milf slave, huh?” I grinned, imagining myself digesting my breakfast in the bath as she soaked and soothed my muscles.

“Oh, it’ll be exactly how you want it,” she assured me, “but I can’t stand the thought of my young Master feeding his own belly and scrubbing his own back… Please, Master. Let me serve you like I should…”

Damn, she sounded so sexy saying that… Fuck, I literally can’t say no, it was so sexy!

“Okay, fine, let’s see what you’ve got then,” I said, sitting up on the edge of the bed.

“I’ve got whatever you need, Master,” she replied with an excitable squeak. “I’ll be right over… and I’m gonna run.”

“Ha! Alright, I’ll come down…”

I hung up the phone, my cock raging as I stood from the bed, deciding to remain naked as I headed downstairs, the morning sun shining brightly through the tall window by the front door, before Deborah appeared into view through the rays.

Shit, she really did run! She must’ve been all ready to go…

She beamed as she spotted me through the window, ringing the doorbell continuously as she stared at my morning wood lolloping towards her.

“Just like the last time I saw you!” she grinned as I opened the door, her smiling eyes looking me up and down before settling on mine. “Can I kiss you, please, Master?”

“Ha! If you want,” I replied, her white dress flowing as she stepped closer, her warm hands stroking up my chest as I bent to kiss her eager lips.

“Mmmmm,” she purred as she shut her eyes, offering me the full softness of her sensual kiss before she opened her lids, dropping down further than her heels as she squatted before me. “And let me just… Mmmmmmm!”

Oh, fuck me…

I looked off down the street as Deborah nestled her face into my crotch, puckering her loving lips all over my cock and balls as she became reacquainted with me.

“Do you want me to drain these big heavy balls before I make you breakfast, Master?” she asked with sincerity, her eyes looking up at me. “Right here on your doorstep for anyone to see?”

“No, I’m hungry,” I teased, expecting some pushback before she immediately agreed.

“As you wish, Master,” she smiled cheerily as she gave the length of my cock a long lick on her way back up. “I’ll cook anything you tell me to…”

Ha! Damn, that sounds pretty good. Jess couldn’t do that for me if she tried…

“… But, I have something that I need to tell you,” she continued, a slight nervousness in her voice as she clutched her handbag and looked up into my eyes. “I’m not going back there.”

Shit, she’s serious…

“Alright,” I nodded, trying to act as casual as possible as my mind raced. “So…”

“That’s it,” she smiled. “I’m not going back there. I’m not sleeping next to him ever again.”

“And what? You want to sleep next to me instead?” I grinned, her lips matching mine.

“Yes,” she nodded as she looked into my eyes. “I’m ready to step foot in this house and never leave unless you tell me to.”

“Are you?” I laughed, looking her up and down. “You had a lot more stuff the last time you moved house.”

“I have everything I need,” she smiled surely as she patted her handbag.

“What? In there?” I scoffed as I looked to the dainty little thing, prompting her to open it up and reveal her items one by one.

“Yep,” she nodded. “I’ve got my credit card… My IDs… My phone and charger… aaaand… This, of course.”

Ha! Fucking hell…

I looked down at her as she held up her pink toothbrush, her pretty smile sparkling up at me as I laughed and racked my brain. “And that’s it? That’s all you’ve got?”

“What else do I need?” she asked with a shrug, her eyes locked to mine as too many things to mention came to mind.

“Well, I dunno?” I laughed. “Clothes?”

“I don’t need clothes, do I?” she teased with a smirk. “Or if there’s something specific you want me to wear, I’m more than happy to buy it and have it delivered here?”

Ha! What the fuck?

“And what about your other… stuff?”

“What stuff?” she giggled.

“I dunno! Stuff! All the stuff you had in those boxes! You have a truck load!” I laughed, remembering the mountain of cardboard.

“I don’t need any of it. I don’t want any reminders of how miserable my life was,” she said with serene certainty. “But if something comes to mind, I’ll have my soon to be ex-husband leave it outside on the lawn, right where you came in his wife’s pussy.”

Holy shit, she’s actually totally serious about this…

I looked into her eyes, searching for signs of falter that were nowhere to be seen, laughing before she seemed to read my mind.

“Hey, I know this is crazy,” she smiled as she agreed to face reality with me for a moment. “If you want me to leave, I’ll leave. I’ll get a hotel until I can find an apartment to rent or whatever. But my marriage is over. I’m telling him so today, one way or another. And whether you want me to stay here or not, I’m still your property to claim as far as I’m concerned. You have my number, and I’ll wait for your call… Or… We could see where this goes?”

Fuck, this feels like the trippiest crossroads I’ve ever stood at… But, I really do want to see where this goes.

I pondered our fates for a few moments as she patiently awaited my reply, her pretty eyes looking up at me with anticipation before I answered. “… If you step into this house, you follow my rules,” I warned her with a raise of my brow.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” she grinned as her tense stance softened with relief.

“And you can leave whenever you want to,” I said with a grin, before qualifying the terms further. “Or whenever I want you to. Got it?”

“Got it,” she nodded urgently. “I know I won’t ever want to leave. But, I’ll do everything I can to deserve my place. I promise… You’ll never have to do another chore ever again, young man!”

Shit, I actually believe her…

I smiled at the infectious joy on her pretty face, finally standing aside for her to enter. “Alright, you better come inside then…”

“You can cum inside, too,” she giggled as she carefully stepped over the threshold, turning to face me as I shut the door behind her, rising up onto her tiptoes before dropping back to her heels with a jiggle of her hefty cleavage. “Okay, so… Breakfast?”

Holy shit! This is the best morning I’ve had in a long time!

“Fuck! Master, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum on that fat fucking cock! Ah! Ahhh! AHHH! FUUUHUHUUCK!” Deborah screamed into the air as she rode me on my bed, her nails scratching at my chest as her thick thighs parted around me, her heavy tits wobbling deliciously as her still-wet body convulsed from her roaring orgasm.

Fuck me, she looks like she’s sitting on an electric chair! And she sounds like it too!

Our first morning together couldn’t have gone better. Breakfast was faultless. The way she scrubbed me down in the bath was perfect. And now she was excelling all over my cock once again, her hot pussy milking me like a dream.

She’s a fucking keeper! Shit, I’d let her stay just for the cooking!

“I’m sorry, Master!” she gurgled as she recollected herself, sparing a hand from my chest to brush her hair from her flushed face, taking a deep breath. “I can’t stop cumming… Your dick is too perfect!”

“Well, that simply won’t do,” I teased with disappointment, reaching for a firm squeeze of her heaving breasts, giving one a jiggling swat of my palm. “You’re supposed to be making me cum…”

“I know, I’m sorry, Master!” she whimpered as she collapsed onto me, her big soft tits billowing on my chest as she stretched for my lips. “Mwah! I’m gonna get it, Master, don’t worry! Mwah! Mwah! Mwah! I’m gonna get that load! Mmmm! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck that’s so good!” she huffed in my face as her wide hips came back to life, her pussy slurping up and down my towered cock. “AHH!”

“Faster, slut!” I ordered as my palms smacked firm to her fat ass, setting the pace as she tried to keep up. “Or you can go straight back home to your husband!”

“No, Master! Please! I can do it!” she squealed with fright in her urgent tone, setting her knees firmer before she began to fuck my cock faster. “I can milk this big dick for you! I can… I can… fucking…”

“Don’t you cum again!” I warned her as her eyes began to roll back in her skull, feeling her tense up before she released a desperate wail of surrender into my face.

Ha! Fuck, she’s a live wire!

“I’M SORRYHEEHEEHEEE!” she cried before her voluptuous body began to jerk and jitter once more, her spitting pussy squeezing and slopping its way up and down my shaft.

Fuck, I’m so close! Ah, fuck it!

“Sorry isn’t good enough!” I grinned as she convulsed with her pretty face contorted in pleasure, gripping her by the waist and flipping her over. “I’ll have to just do it myself!”

“UGHHHHHUHUHHH!” she grunted as I buried my cock deep into the creamy vice of her spasming pussy, showing me her pumping jugular as she threw her arms out in acceptance. “I’m sorry, Master! I’m—Oh, fuuuuck! It’s so… fucking… BIG!” she cried as she clawed at the sheets, her breasts rocking violently with each heavy plunge of my raging cock.

“This is how you make me cum!” I shouted as I kept my ravaging pace, feeling her slippery walls set my firing nerves alight as I fucked her without mercy.

“Yes, Master! I’ll learn!” she cried through her strained throat as I pummelled her hairy pussy for all it was worth. “I’ll learn to please you properly!”

Oh, fuck me! I’m there!

“I should just cum on your tits, you worthless slut!” I snarled as I pressed her favorite buttons. “You don’t deserve a full womb!”

“No! Please, Master! I need it!” she begged, her body rocking violently as she looked up at me with desperation in her teary eyes. “Breed your bitch! Please! Flood your dirty old bitch until she fucking bursts!”

Oh, fuck me! I can’t cope with that!

“Arghhhhh!” I growled as I fucked her in a horny rage, feeling my eruption building before I held my thrust as deep as I could. “FUCK!”

“UGHHHUHUH! Yes, Master! Give it to me!” she encouraged as her hands scooped up her heavy tits and shook them for me, her filthy tongue setting loose on my senses as I exploded against her cervix. “Breed your bitch! Breed her hairy fucking cunt, you bad boy! Make me your knocked up slut!”

“Holy… fucking… shit!” I groaned as my muscles tensed and twitched, trying my best to ride the dizzy wave of pleasure before I collapsed on top of her soft tits.

“Oh, God, yes! Let me hold you!” she groaned with delight as she took my full weight, her aggressive begging switching to a loving tenderness in an instant as her limbs wrapped tight around me, her hands squeezing up my back. “Oh, thank you, Master!” she gasped in my ear as I bucked and spurted inside her hot pussy, her nails sending blissful shivers across my flesh as they teased down my back. “You’re so good to me!”

“Shit, you’re good to me!” I groaned in reflex, abandoning my role as my eyes twitched with the brain-twisting pleasure, my hips still bucking against my will as I drained out the last of my load.

“I’ll get better, Master, I promise!” she assured me with sincerity as she held me tight to her beating tits, her caring hands soothing my heaving back as I lay spent inside her welcoming hole. “I just need some training…”

Fuck, I don’t see how it can get better than this! This pussy is actually paradise…

“Oh, I’m gonna work you very hard,” I assured her with a heavy pant before I set my arms and peeled myself from her hot sweaty tits. “… But, you’re doing great so far,” I grinned down at her, her flushed face beaming up at me with the praise.

“Am I really?” she asked, her smile swiftly disappearing as her eyes searched between her legs. “Oh, fuck, I love that,” she whispered as I slowly began to haul my beating cock from her creamy hole, leaving her gaping as I tapped the sloppy head to her engorged clit before collapsing beside her. “And I love this,” she continued as she sprawled out in contentment, looking up at the plain ceiling like it was the Sistine Chapel. “Just lying here after you’ve filled me up… It’s the most beautiful feeling in the world… I think I’d float away if it wasn’t for your heavy load holding me down!”

I laughed as she giggled in serenity, turning her blushed face to look at me. “I could chain you down instead if you want?”

“I think you might need to,” she giggled again, her satisfaction painted all over her sweating body. “At least when I’m not full of your cum… And fuck, you cum a lot, don’t you?”

“Ha! It depends…”

“On what?” she asked with a curious smile as her eyes darted across my face to drink me in.

“On how good a job you do,” I replied as I panted in recovery.

“Well, then I must be doing alright,” she giggled with a sense of pride as we lay sprawled, side by side on our backs. “But you’re doing… Wow,” she panted as she looked up at the ceiling again. “You’re doing better than I ever imagined…”

“I can do better,” I smirked confidently, drawing her eyes back to me as she chuckled.

“Well, we should have a pretty great future ahead of us then…”

Shit, it’s kinda looking that way…

“We’ll see,” I replied coyly, aiming to keep her on her little toes.

She giggled as she looked me over, my eyes staring up at the spectacle of the ceiling as I finally caught my breath. “Fuck, she would have loved you so much…”

“Who?” I asked, her comment striking me off kilter as I looked to her smile.

“Liz,” she replied as she glanced over my naked body. “You’d have been perfect for her.”

“Ha! Really?”

“Oh, for sure,” she nodded with certainty. “And you’d have loved her too, I bet… She was always the sexy one.”

“Is that right?” I asked with a teasing grin. “Well, why don’t you get her over here then?”

“Because you’d kick me out and keep her, instead!” she replied with a sad pout.

“Nah, I wouldn’t,” I laughed as I looked away from her fluttering eyelashes. “There’s room for the both of you…”

“Well, I’m sure you could handle us both,” she giggled. “But, we haven’t spoken in so long… Maybe one day, though… If you approve, of course.”

“Ha! Well, yeah, I approve,” I laughed. “How long has it been since you spoke to her anyway?”

“About five or six years,” she replied regretfully, her face looking away to the ceiling.

“And do you miss her?” I asked, drawing her eyes back to me.

“Yeah,” she nodded with a guilty scrunch of her face.

“Well, you should call her then. You’ve still got your phone.”

She giggled as her spirits seemed to raise again. “One day,” she said with optimism before she looked back to me with a satisfied smile. “I’ve never felt so free, now that I’m your slave…”

“Well, when Liz gets here, I’ll have two hot milf slaves, won’t I?”

“Oh, definitely,” she grinned with a sure nod before she looked away again. “Y’know, I actually had a feeling that she might get in touch with me today…”

“Today?” I asked in confusion. “Why?”

“… Because it’s my birthday,” she replied with an awkward wince. “I’m officially in my fifties.”

“It’s your fiftieth birthday, today?” I asked in surprise, how little I knew of the woman that was now supposedly living with me never more apparent.

“Yep,” she nodded with a sigh of smiling resignation.

“Well, shit,” I laughed as I looked to her awkward smile. “We should probably do something special then, right?”

“Oh, I think we’re already doing something pretty special,” she giggled as she rolled closer to me, her heavy tits flopping with a clap as she snuggled up. “I’m having the best birthday ever!” she purred as she leaned to nibble on my ear, her nails traipsing down my stomach to scratch around in my pubic hair.

Aw, I’ve got to do something for her…

“Well, how about this,” I began as I tried to formulate the beginnings of a birthday treat. “You get one wish. And I’ll do it, whatever it—”

“I wish for you to cum in my pussy again!” she burst immediately into my ear.

Ha! Damn, she’s easy to please…

“Well, I was gonna do that anyway,” I replied with a chuckle as she giddily teased at the base of my shaft with her nails.

“Well, I’ll have to think of something else then,” she buzzed in my ear as her fingers strained hungrily around my cock. “But it’s so hard…”

Fuck, she’s fun… Alright, let’s give her a good time…

“Well, I might be able to help you with some ideas,” I said, remembering my box of tricks. “Why don’t you go and take a look in that chest over there…”

“Huh?” she mumbled as she released my earlobe from her teeth, looking up to follow my direction. “Why? What’s in there?” she asked with an inquisitive grin as she spotted the large leather chest in the corner, looking back to me with excitement.

“Presents,” I replied, giving her juicy ass a spank. “Go on…”

“Okay!” she giggled as I sent her scrambling from the bed, her heavenly curves jiggling as she crawled away from me and stood up. “Ooh! How exciting!” she cooed as I watched her perfect mature body strut away from me, her alert eyes glancing at me as she placed her hands on the chest and lifted the lid.

Ha! Look at her face…

I watched her lose her merry smile in a hurry as she peered down at the alluring treasure with a sense of stunned wonder, looking back to me with wide eyes before she spoke. “I think I love you,” she giggled as her mind seemed to run away with itself, dragging her eyes back to the chest before resting the lid open. “Holy shit… I want you to use it all on me!” she squealed as she swiftly looked back to me. “Can we, Master? Please?”

“Hey, your wish is my command, birthday girl,” I replied as I tucked my hands behind my head, watching her heavy tits hanging full as she leaned her arm into the chest.

“Oh, my fucking… What the fuck… is this?!” she gasped in awe as she clutched the first thing to catch her eye, chains rattling within as she pulled it out.

Ha! That’s Becky’s favorite!

“That’s called a whip, Deborah,” I teased. “Whip.”

“I know it’s a whip,” she giggled as she looked back to me. “But I’ve never seen one like this before,” she said as she slowly glided her finger along its crooked length. “Why does it look so… scary?”

“Because it’s meant to keep bad sluts like you in line,” I replied with a smirk as she tested the dreadful instrument on her palm.

“Fuck, I like that sound,” she smiled with excitement as she cracked it again, looking back to me with a knowing glare. “I bet you can do some real damage with this baby…”

“I’m sure I can,” I replied with a warning raise of my brow, her tits rising higher with her deepening breaths as she looked back down into the chest.

“Oh, yes!” she burst as she spied her next treat, delving quickly to snatch it out. “Is that… yes! Ha! I’ve always wanted to try one of these!”

“That’s called a—”

“A ball-gag, I know!” she smirked as she cut my teasing short, holding it to dangle by the strap as she observed it before she couldn’t resist any more. “Let me try it! OBB!”

Ha! She’s so giddy!

She stood before me, posing like a magician’s assistant with her mouth stuffed with the rubbery black ball, the straps flapping loose as she switched her stances. “Nice,” I chuckled as she tried her best to amuse me. “Very elegant.”

“Thank you, Master,” she giggled as the ball plopped from her already slobbering mouth, her face beaming as she stooped to search again. “There’s so much in here, I don’t even know what most of this… is…”

Shit, what’s she found now?

I watched as she slowly rose again, her hands delicately clutching a length of chain as the attached collar dangled over her dripping pussy.

Ha! She looks like she’s having flashbacks!

“Is that to your liking?” I asked, her eyes struggling to look away from the lead before they met mine.

“Yes,” she nodded with a brief smile before she looked back down in horny awe, running the chain through her fingertips before she clutched the leather collar, seeming to deliberate over a daring thought as she looked up at me. “… One wish?”

“That’s what I said,” I nodded with a grin.

“… And you won’t refuse?” she asked for reassurance.

“On your birthday?” I frowned. “What kind of master would I be?”

She smiled wide, her pearly teeth biting at her lip as she glanced back down to the collar. “… Okay. I know what I want.”

“And what’s that?” I asked, imagining where her mind was.

“I want my master to put this on me,” she began, her devilish glare fixing back to my eyes. “And I want him to walk me down the street on my hands and knees like his good little bitch…”

Ha! What?! We can’t do that! … Can we?

“… That’s seriously what you want?” I grinned, imagining me passing by the postman with a cheery wave as I tugged Deborah along behind me.

“Yes,” she nodded with a sure grin.

“And what if someone sees?”

“I want them to,” she replied with a horny flare of her eyes. “In fact, I need them to…”

Ha! What the fuck…

“So, that’s how you want to go about ending your marriage?” I asked, imagining the swift and crazy fallout.

“My marriage should have ended the last time I wore one of these,” she said as she looked back down to the rattling lead. “I dunno… It feels kinda poetic to me… What do you think? Would you do that for me?”

Ha! I think that’s fucking insane!

I deliberated over her request, deciding to throw caution to the wind and keep my promise. “… Well, I suppose that would be a bit more impactful than a phone call.”

“Oh, my God! Thank you so fucking much!” she burst, her tits bouncing as she excitedly stamped her feet on the spot. “You’re seriously the best thing that’s ever happened to me!”

“Yeah, alright, alright,” I scoffed, “what’s your plan?”

“I just told you,” she smirked. “You put this—”

“Yeah, I know, I know, but who do you want to see you?” I said, trying to find her angle. “Your husband is at work. So is Jared.”

“But Sylvia isn’t,” Deborah grinned with a flick of her brow. “And if she sees us, she’ll call Jared right away. And he’ll tell Carl right away… He’ll be home pretty quick after that, I bet…”

“So, what? You want me to walk you around out there until he’s back?” I laughed, imagining myself checking the time as Deborah knelt impatiently by my side.

“No, just until we’re spotted,” she replied with a plotting grin. “You can bring me back after that…”

“Ha! And then what?”

“Then we wait,” she said as her sordid plan began to take shape. “He’ll come here, for sure.”

“Yeah, almost definitely!” I laughed at her obvious prediction. “But, then what?!”

Deborah took a deep breath as she made her way back to the bed with her new lead in hand, climbing on to straddle me. “Then he’ll be forced to see his wife for what she truly is,” she said, handing me the chain. “A greedy cum-slave for her new master…”

Well, shit…

“… Can we go right now?” she asked as she giddily clutched the collar to her big tits.

“Well, how do you know Sylvia will see us if we go right now?” I asked, trying to temper her overflowing excitement with a tug on her leash.

“Her living room is at the front of the house,” Deborah replied with a scheming glare. “She’s always in there, right? And you said she’s constantly—”

“Looking out the window,” I interrupted, remembering all the times she had spied me passing by like the nosey neighbor she is.

“Exactly,” Deborah buzzed. “I’m sure it won’t take too long to catch her attention… Fuck! I’m gonna cum so hard when she sees me, I just know it! Okay, let’s put this on and go! I’m ready!”

“Well, hang on, we can’t just go walking naked down the street,” I laughed.

“You did the other night,” she smirked in reply as she ran her nails down the ridges of my abs.

“Yeah, that wasn’t in broad daylight, though!” I laughed in my defence as I remembered the feeling of my cock flopping freely in the cool night air. “And I wasn’t intending to be seen…”

“Okay, I take your point,” she smiled with a relenting groan. “I’ll just slip my dress on then… No underwear, though, please. I want to feel your load dripping out of me—it’s still coming!”

Ha! How do I say no to that?

“Okay, fine, just don’t go flashing it around!” I laughed as I imagined her proudly lifting her dress for the passing cars to see the mess I had made of her.

“Whatever you say, Master,” she replied with a teasing pout before she bounced with impatience on top of me. “Can we go now?”

“Alright, alright, grab your dress…”

“Ahhhh!” she squealed as she bounced off of me, her tits clapping her stomach as she rolled from the bed in search of her only clothes. “Fuck! I can’t believe this is happening! You’re the best master I could have ever wished for!”

“Yeah, yeah, well I’m going easy on you for the rest of the day because it’s your birthday,” I groaned as I dragged myself from the bed. “Tomorrow, I’m putting you back to work.”

“No, don’t go easy on me, Master,” she teased as she slipped into her dress, her hard nipples jutting clearly against the soft fabric. “As soon as we get back here, I want you to really put me to the test. I’m gonna deserve some heavy punishment after what I’m about to do, don’t you think?”

Ha! One look at that whip always gets the freaky ones creaming…

“Alright then, have it your way,” I replied with a shrug as I grabbed a pair of sweatpants and a shirt, lazily dressing myself as she stood waiting, her unhindered tits jiggling with each giddy bounce. “But just know that it’s not gonna be an easy time for you… And you remember what I said I was gonna do to you the other night, don’t you?”

“Oh, I remember very well,” she smirked as she stepped towards me, her hands assisting my shirt down to my waist before she reached to stroke at my bulge. “Tonight’s the night my old virgin asshole gets ruined by this big cock, isn’t it, Master?”

“It most definitely is,” I grinned as she looked up at me, her eyes flicking to my lips before I decided to give her what she wanted.

Ha! She likes kisses…

“Mmmm,” she hummed with delight as she reached up on her tiptoes to meet my lips, her tasting tongue delving for mine as her hand rubbed on my bulge. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered before quickly tasting me again. “I can’t wait to give you my ass… Mmmm!”

Damn, nothing daunts her… Not even what we’re about to do!

“Alright, c’mon then,” I said as I broke from her kiss, letting her pretty head go and stroking the hair from her face before taking the collar from her. “Let’s take you for a walk…”

“Okay!” She giggled with delight as she followed me from the bedroom, her excitement palpable in my ear as she giddily hurried down the stairs to keep up. “Can we do this every day?!”

Ha! Fucking hell!

“Every day?!” I laughed as I stepped into my shoes.

“Yes, please!” she burst as she waited by the door. “A bitch needs walking every day, right?”

“Ha! Oh, yeah, that’s right,” I said with feigned recollection. “But, only good bitches get to go for walks…”

“I’ll be good for you, Master, I promise!” she assured me as I stepped toward her. “I don’t even know how I can thank you for this, though! I was already gonna do whatever you wanted!”

“Just don’t tug on your leash,” I said as I spun her around, her hands giddily hurrying to lift her luscious blonde mane as I wrapped the leather collar around her neck and fastened the buckle. “How’s that?”

“That’s perfect!” she beamed as she turned to face me, slipping a finger between her flesh and the collar to test it with a tug. “I’ll get down on my knees, shall I?” she teased as she began to lower herself down, playfully rubbing her face on my bulge as she got down on all fours, sniffing urgently at my crotch before panting up at me with her tongue out.

“That’s my good girl,” I laughed as her giddy eyes locked to mine, forcing my hand to reach for the door. “Now, before we go,” I said as I paused for a final thought. “Is there anything in particular you want me to say?”

“No,” she said with a shake of her head. “I trust my master to speak for me… Surprise me.”

“Alright, then,” I shrugged, amused by how eager she was to just jump right into the deep end. “And one last chance… Are you sure about this?”

“Oh, I’m sure,” she replied with a certain nod. “I’m not going back. And this is exactly how I want to go forward…”

“Alright then,” I shrugged with a grin as I opened the door to crazy-world.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered as the sun brushed her face, looking up at me with an excited smile before I gave her leash a rattling jangle.

“Move then,” I said, her body kicking into gear as she placed the first hand outside, her heavy tits hanging loose in her flimsy dress as she hurried over the threshold.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered with a nervous anticipation as she crawled out of the house, turning to wait for me to shut the door, her eyes wide and alert. “We’re actually doing it…”

“Yep,” I said as I stepped away, shaking her leash again for her to follow. “C’mon, slut, nobody’s gonna see you there…”

“Yes, Master!” she burst as she followed after me down the driveway, her wide ass bouncing with each step as her white dress rode up the backs of her jiggling thighs.

Ha! I better slow down for her…

“C’mon, you lazy old bitch,” I grinned as she tried to adjust to the concrete. “Haven’t you ever been taken for a walk before?”

“No, Master,” she giggled as she slowed to carefully move each limb with a more feline quality, taking each stride with a delicate brace of her hands to the hot stone. “Nobody has ever cared for me like you do…”

“Oh, well, that’s just cruel,” I teased, my heart beginning to beat faster as I looked off down the street, a car passing by in the distance as Deborah caught up to me. “Don’t worry, old girl, I’ll look after you now…”

“Fuck, I want to suck your cock so badly right now!” she suddenly burst with a growl of frustration as she nuzzled her face up the side of my thigh, drawing my attention back down to her. “I want to lick it until you shoot in my mouth!”

Ha! Shit, she really is feral…

“You can do that when we get home,” I laughed, giving her excitable head a brisk ruffling before leading her away again, her hands slapping flat to the concrete to keep up.

“I can feel your cum leaking out of me, Master,” she huffed lustily as she crawled, “it’s running down my thighs!”

Yeah, I’ve got a bit running down mine too! Fuck! This is actually happening… Like twenty more feet and she’ll be able to see us from her couch! She’s always there!

“I’ll have to give you another bath later,” I said, jangling her lead as I kept my eyes on Sylvia’s living room window looming larger and larger. “You’re gonna need to soak your asshole anyway…”

“Thank you, Master,” she panted as she crawled along behind me. “Can I taste yours while we soak mine…”

Ha! What?!

“You want to eat my ass now?” I laughed in surprise as I turned to look at her, her smile absent as she gazed up at me with her big tits threatening to spill out of her dress.

“Yes, Master,” she nodded with eagerness as she slowly caught up. “I want to lick your ass like a good bitch…”

“Shit, you really are a dirty girl,” I smirked as I looked away from her begging eyes, my cock swelling against my will as I tugged on her leash again. “We’ll see if you deserve any treats when we get home…”

“Yes, Master,” she huffed as her breathing increased, the tension in her meeting my own as she followed after me. “Fuck, she’s gonna see me… This is really it… I’m gonna—”

“Shut up, bitch!” I barked, silencing her in an instant as I pressed her horny button hard, my eyes fixed to Sylvia’s window, halting still before we approached the crucial angle. “You’re a naughty old whore and you need to learn to behave!” I snarled as I looked down at her, her eyes wide with startled alertness as her big ass began to quiver.

“Yes, Master!” she nodded urgently as she gazed up with her submissive eyes, her body breaking into erratic little shivers as she held my gaze with intent.

“You need to be on your best behavior in front of Sylvia, do you understand?” I continued, her head nodding immediately.

“Yes, Master! I’ll be good!” she replied, urgently crawling closer to me to nuzzle her face on my thigh again. “I’ll show her just how happy I am to be yours!”

Ha! She’s so fucking crazy… But we’ll both get sectioned for this shit… Oh, fuck it!

“Good bitch,” I grinned as I threw caution to the wind once again, something I was becoming more and more used to with Deborah as I tugged on her leash and shifted my feet. “C’mon then. You’ve got a marriage to end…”

Holy shit! There she is!

My eyes fell upon Sylvia as she reclined on her couch, watching daytime television as usual while I unusually strolled by with her cum-dripping friend on a leash. I looked away, confident that she would spot me like she always does, my mind frantically searching for what to say first as Deborah’s increasingly horny whimpers grew louder in my ear, my eyes sneakily glancing back to Sylvia’s window as I slowed for my slut.

Fuck! She saw me! Okay, okay, chill… Just keep her attention…

“Good bitch!” I called as I stopped within plain sight of the window, turning to wait for Deborah to catch up, looking as if she was on the verge of hyperventilating as her wide hips snaked slowly closer. “Heel!”

“Yes, Master!” Deborah huffed as she caught up, glancing at the window before quickly lowering her gaze again. “Oh, my God, she’s looking!” she squealed like a ventriloquist as her lips remained unmoved. “Fuck, Master! I need to cum! I really need to cum!”

Fuck, she’s seen us! Okay, don’t look at her…

“Don’t you touch that pussy!” I warned Deborah as I read the usual signs of her frustrated body. “C’mon! Move!” I ordered, looking down at her as she tensed her jittery muscles and crawled onward against the temptation, her chain lead taut in my grip as the window began to loudly knock. “Don’t look at her,” I ordered Deborah, searching around cluelessly for the direction of the banging pane before I turned to the obvious source.

Ha! Her face!

I gave Sylvia a merry nod of acknowledgment, waving with my free hand before giving Deborah’s leash a tug with the other, looking away from the disturbed face of my old neighbor as I kept walking.

“Fuck, she’s gone!” Deborah whimpered as she fought on against her urges, struggling harder and harder with each step. “She’s gonna come out!”

And then she did.

“What the hell are you doing?!” Sylvia shrieked in shock as her front door flung open, demanding my attention as she stormed out. “Get that thing off her, right now!”

“Oh, hey, Syl!” I called casually, stopping still in the street as Deborah hurriedly scurried closer to my thigh. “Nice day, huh?”

“Deborah! Are you okay?!” Sylvia burst with overwhelming concern as she crossed the road, Deborah wrapping her arms around my leg as she knelt beside me. “You let her go, right now!”

“No!” Deborah suddenly shouted, stopping Sylvia dead in her tracks, her expression turning even more shocked as she halted her approach with her jaw open, looking between us before settling on me and turning to scorn.

“You let her go right now, or I’m—”

“Don’t you speak to Master like that!” Deborah barked with bite in her tone, stunning Sylvia to silence once again as she clutched my thigh tighter. “I’m not going anywhere! Master is good to me!”

Ha! This is the craziest moment of my life!

“That’s right,” I smiled with satisfaction, keeping my eyes on Sylvia as I reached to stroke Deborah’s loyal head. “What’s this all about, Syl?” I asked with feigned confusion. “You’re not jealous, are you?”

Sylvia looked to me, the words she searched for stumbling on the tip of her dumbstruck tongue. “What… What have you done to her?!” she asked in exasperation as she looked down at Deborah nuzzling my thigh in a world of her own.

“I just gave her what she wanted,” I said plainly, patting Debby’s head before tightening her lead around my hand and making to leave. “Anyway—”

“No! You stop right there!” Sylvia burst, her hurried step to follow stopping me in my tracks. “Deb, look at me! Are you okay?!”

“Oh, I’ve never been better, Syl,” Deborah replied with a deliriously horny grin as she turned her nuzzling face to look her friend in the eye. “It’s all fucking amazing!”

Ha! Fuck me, could you look a little less deranged?

“But…” Sylvia stammered, her brow lowering in mind-shattering confusion. “This isn’t you…”

Deborah’s eyes bulged slightly at the words, her grin widening as they seemed to tickle her very soul, her quiet giggle slowly rising to a gut-quivering cackle. “Oh, Sylvia! You really don’t know how wrong you are!”

Sylvia’s expression shifted again, her disturbed eyes struggling to turn away from Deborah’s manic laughter before she looked to me in a way that reminded me of long ago. “You aren’t gonna get away with this…”

“Ha! Get away with what?” I laughed, unbothered by her measly threat. “Fucking Carl’s wife better than he can? Oh, no! Call the police!”

Sylvia fell silent again, put on the back foot by my words before she scrambled for a reply. “… I will call the police,” she said, the unsure quake in her tone betraying her intent.

“Alright, whatever,” I shrugged, “but I’d call Carl first if I was you… Tell him I’ve enjoyed his wife so much, I’ve decided to keep her.”

Deborah giggled, looking up at me with a horny grin. “Have I been good, Master?” she asked, biting her lip as she knelt by my side.

“Oh, you’ve been very good, you’re my best girl,” I replied, reaching to stroke her hair before she surprised me with a lick of my palm.

“Thank you, Master,” she replied, her devilish eyes fixed to me before Sylvia practically exploded with tension.

“Deb, stop!” she squeaked in horror. “Did he give you something?!”

“Ha! No, you silly goose!” Deborah cackled as she looked back to her disbelieving friend. “Just his big meaty cock!” she qualified with delight, stunning Sylvia again. “Why can’t you just be happy for me? I thought we were friends?”

“We… We are friends,” Sylvia replied, her brow furrowing with stunned concern. “But—”

“Then stop trying to ruin this for me,” Deborah interrupted plainly, looking up to me with a begging pout. “Will you take me home now, Master? I’m not in the mood for a walk anymore,” she said, her eyes blinking sadly before they stopped. “I’m hungry for something else…”

Ha! Fuck, she’s a little fireball!

“Alright, let’s get you home then,” I smiled with a relenting tut as I looked back to my old neighbor. “Well, Sylvia, it’s been a pleasure as always,” I said with a smirk. “And you’re welcome to visit anytime… Isn’t she, slut?”

“Yes, Master,” Deborah nodded in obedience as she looked back to her friend. “She’d understand a lot better if she did…”

Ha! Is this her helping?

“Oh, I’m sure she would,” I smiled in agreement, Sylvia’s mind clearly racing with the same planted visions I was having as she looked vacantly back to me. “I bet she could understand all night long…” I kept my eyes on hers before she began to rapidly blink, remaining silent as she looked back down to Deborah’s teasing grin, her unsteady feet beginning to turn away.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered mindlessly as she slowly walked away, looking back in disbelief once more before she picked up her pace and stumbled back into her house, slamming the door behind her.

“Holy fucking shit, we actually did it,” Deborah whispered as soon as it shut, drawing my eyes back down to find her staring at the door before she looked up at me. “You’re so fucking fun!”

“Hey, happy birthday,” I said with a wink before looking back to Sylvia’s house, seeing her appear in the window once more, holding a phone to her ear. “Alright, let’s get out of here…”

“Yes, Master!” she replied with satisfaction as she turned on her knees to follow. “Can I suck your cock until he comes to find me?”

Ha! She’s fucking relentless!

“Well, how long do you think we’ve got?” I asked, envisioning the pleasurable wait.

“Well, I think Carl will find out within the next five minutes,” she began, predicting the next steps as she jiggled down the road on her hands and knees. “He’ll leave straight away, twenty or so minutes to get home? I’ll bet he’ll be banging on the door within thirty minutes from now…”

“And what? You want me to just invite him in?” I laughed, her answer coming swiftly.

“Pah! No! He can watch me swallow your load through the window like a fucking helpless fool!” she giggled without remorse. “I bet when we don’t answer the door, he’ll go round back into your yard… And when he looks through your living room window… He’ll see his wife choking on your big fat cock like a greedy whore!”

“Ha! Sounds like a plan, I guess,” I laughed in defeat as I strapped in for the next stage of the rollercoaster we were on. “And you think he’ll just take all this lying down?”

“He won’t do anything,” she laughed as her tits swung full behind me. “What can he do? He’s not gonna break in, is he? He knows you’d beat his ass worse than mine!” she giggled with excitement. “Trust me… Just open a living room window. Get comfortable. And let me suck on your big juicy cock until he gets here…”

“Alright,” I said as we arrived at the end of my driveway, my cock swelling at the sight of her fat ass bouncing my way.

“And when he does get here,” she continued, stopping by my feet as I fetched the key from my pocket, “there’ll be no more need for Mr Nice Master, will there? We’re home now. We play by your rules… Show him how you treat his wife behind closed doors.”

I smirked as I looked away from her devilish glare, turning the key and kicking open the door as I took her point in my stride. “Get inside, bitch…”

* * *

OceanofPDF.com


CHAPTER EIGHT

Holy shit! Where is he?! I really need to fucking bust!

“Mmmmm!” Deborah hummed as she slowly sucked on my tortured glans, edging my delayed orgasm ever closer to eruption as I looked to the clock.

It’s been like an hour! He’s definitely coming, right?! … Shit, at least someone is!

“Fuck, Master, I can feel how ready you are,” she whispered as she came up for air, the head of my swollen cock flaring on her slobbery lips. “Thank you for being so patient for me… You can fuck my tight little asshole as hard as you want later, I promise… Mmmmm!”

Fuck, that’s not helping!

“Well, if your husband isn’t here in the next five minutes, he can watch you suck the next load out,” I said as I stared at her slowly bobbing her slurping lips, her voluptuous body kneeling before me on the floor as I sat slumped in my favorite armchair. “Fuck, that’s it… Nice and slow… Ughhh, fuck yes! As deep as you can…”

“Aaaaaaaagghhhh!” she gurgled as she fed my cock to the back of her throat with a slow control, her attentive eyes fixed to mine as she pleasured me with obedience.

“That’s it, hold it there,” I ordered as she held her ground, her gazing eyes beginning to well as she struggled. “Now wave your tongue…”

“AaaaaghhhaaaGAAAH!” she panicked as she heaved and came up for air, thick slobber stringing from her lips as she gasped for breath and blinked her teary eyes. “I’m sorry, Master!” she choked as she shuffled on her knees, sniffing her runny nose as she composed herself. “Let me try again for you,” she huffed with determination, taking a grip of the base of my cock and leaning the towering meat back to her messy lips. “Aaaaaaaghhhh!” she gurgled on her way down my slobbery shaft again until she stuffed her gullet, her tongue tentatively wriggling on the underside of my meat as her eyes began to twitch and roll in their sockets. “Aghahgahgahgahagh!” she gagged and drooled as her hot tongue kept up its tough task, her head bobbing lightly on my cock to jam her tonsils repeatedly before she spluttered her way back up in a hurry.

“Good fucking slut!” I groaned in awe as she caught her breath, dribbling her flowing saliva down her chin to drool onto her big tits as she looked at me with excitement. “Holy shit…”

“Did Master like that?” she gasped as she dribbled more of her copious slobber. “Am I pleasing you properly?”

“You’re pleasing me exactly how I like it,” I confirmed with a deep breath of composure as she leant to lap at my heavy balls. “Fuck! You’re such a good slut…”

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered with her usual earnestness as she kissed and dribbled all over my sack, her drenched hand slowly jerking my cock. “I love being yours so much… Mmmm!” she hummed as she sucked delicately on one of my balls like she was tasting a giant strawberry, looking up at me as she let it tumble from her pretty lips before slowly waving her drooling tongue across it. “God, I could do this all day…”

Well, I’m reaching my limit!

I tensed my thumping cock in her delicate grip as she stroked her slick hand slowly up the shaft, her submissive eyes locked to mine before she hopped on her knees at the loud bang coming from the hall.

Fucking finally!

“Deborah!” came the muffled call as she looked at me with a fiery anxiousness in her eyes, her hand shaking excitedly on my beating cock.

“He’s here!” she beamed as she looked away towards the open living room door. “Are you ready to cum right down my throat, Master?”

“I’ve been ready!” I groaned with relief as I looked to the open window.

“Deborah! I know you’re in there!” Carl called as his fist bashed on the front door again, ringing the bell impetuously as we remained in our positions.

“Make him see what a filthy slut I am for you, Master!” she buzzed as she battered my sloppy shaft against her flushed face. “Treat his wife like a worthless whore while he watches like a powerless little pussy!”

“Oh, I will,” I grinned as I prepared to get into character, my heart beating faster before I spotted someone unexpected in my yard.

Jared?! Ha! He left work too?! What for?! Moral support?!

“Carl! He’s here!” Jared shouted as he spotted me, Deborah keeping her back to him as she smushed her soft messy lips across my busting balls.

Cheeky prick, just walking into my yard like that! It’s not his wife I’ve got on a leash!

Jared came closer to the window, his expression turning to sudden shock as he spotted Deborah knelt naked before me, swiftly looking away to his right as Carl’s blustering face appeared into view. “No, don’t look! They’re—”

“Where is she?!” Carl shouted as he peered inside, the anger on his face morphing to a haunted grimace as he looked through the window to find his wife’s bare ass staring back at him. “Deborah!”

Alright, fuck it! Here goes!

“What the fuck are you two doing in my yard?” I asked as I threw Deborah’s head out of the way and stood up, Sylvia appearing into view as I took a step closer to them. “Oh… Hey, Syl!” I called in surprise as she stood awkwardly lurking behind the men, her eyes bulging before she swiftly turned away from the sight of my swaying cock. “It’s alright, you can stay,” I called to her as she showed me her stiff back. “But you two—get the fuck out of my yard. I’m busy.”

“Honey, go home!” Jared said with urgency. “You don’t need to see this. Maybe we should all just—”

“I’m not going anywhere without my wife!” Carl interrupted with a shriek before he looked back at Deborah waiting patiently by my feet, gazing intently up at me for orders as if the others weren’t even there.

“Deborah’s busy, too,” I said as I gripped a handful of her hair and dragged her hungry lips back to my balls. “So, fuck off… old man.”

“Mmmmm!” Deborah sucked and licked greedily on my sack as her husband watched on in seething shock.

“You little fucking—let her go!” Carl demanded with a rising temper, making me grin with an idea.

“You want me to let her go?” I asked, my brow rising high in feigned surprise. “Alright,” I said, leaving her hair a mess as I released my fist of her locks and dropped her leash, Deborah reading my mind perfectly as she continued to lick and slurp all the same. “There…”

“You let her go, right fucking now!” Carl shouted again, his face red with fury as Jared’s attention flickered awkwardly between everyone, but especially Deborah.

“I have!” I laughed, holding my hands up in surrender as Deborah gurgled and drooled on my balls like an untethered maniac. “It looks like she’s good where she is,” I grinned as Carl’s impotent glare fixed to mine. “Isn’t that right, slut?”

“Yes, Master!” Deborah burst immediately, taking a gasping breath before she swiftly lowered her face to the floor, biting on the dropped leather handle of her leash. She rose up on her knees, shaking her fat ass excitedly from side to side as she offered it back to me with a wired look in her eyes.

“Good slut,” I said as I reached to retrieve it from her perfect teeth, Carl and Jared watching on silently with stunned expressions.

“Thank you, Master!” Deborah gasped as she went straight back to fervently licking on my sack, letting out a horny squeal as I gripped a fistful of her hair again.

“That’s enough of that,” I said as I took a hold of my angry cock and slapped it to her groaning face. “Open that whore mouth!”

“AAAGHHHHHH!” she gagged as I impaled her gurgling head on my cock, holding her in place as I looked back to her husband.

“That’s it, slut! Give me that throat!” I snarled as I ragged her up and down on my cock by the hair, clacking her tonsils repeatedly as she spluttered her thick drool down my shaft.

“Stop it! You’re choking her!” Carl shouted, his knuckles clenched white as he clung to the frame of the open window.

“I say when she’s had enough!” I barked back undeterred as I continued to use his wife’s throat. “Argghh! Damn, she’s a good slut!” I growled as I fucked her sloppy gullet without mercy, feeling my balls tightening to bursting point.

“Arrrghhh! You are so fucked, you little prick!” Carl roared as he looked like he was about to burst a vessel. “Let go of her!”

“Or what, old man?” I laughed as I fucked his wife’s gurgling throat, feeling her begin to tense before I yanked her up for air. “Look at her!” I said, turning her flushed and drooling face toward him as she gasped for breath. “She’s fine! Aren’t you, slut?”

“Yes… Master!” she groaned as she emptied her flooded mouth in a dizzy haze.

“See?” I said as obnoxiously as possible. “She’s fine. She loves being a messy little slut… Look! Ptoo!”

“Thank you, Master!” Deborah panted immediately with a growling desire as my spit splattered to her face, opening her mouth wide to ask for seconds as her fingers fiddled on her clit.

“Oh, you want more?” I asked as she nodded eagerly in reply with a loud gurgle. “Ha! She almost sounds like she’s brushing her teeth, doesn’t she, Carl?” I said as I looked back to her husband, his brow lowering in thought as he put the pieces together in his mind. “Yeah, brushing her teeth… That must be it! Ha! You fucking moron! Ptoo!”

“Aggghhhhhhh!” Deborah gargled as my spit flew into her open mouth, swallowing it down in a hurry before she began to beg. “More, please, Master!”

“You’ve got enough spit, you sloppy old whore,” I laughed as I ignored her plea, looking back to her husband as he growled with an eruption of anger.

“Don’t you fucking call her that!” he burst as he bashed on the window.

“Again—or what?!” I laughed as I beat my meat across his wife’s messy face.

“Or I’ll break your fucking door down, you little bastard!” he returned with a froth of his reddening chops.

“Oh, I would very strongly advise you to not do that,” I warned him with a chuckle as I thrust across Deborah’s groaning face. “And if you could be a bit more gentle with my window, that would be great,” I grinned as I beat my heavy cock across his wife’s flushed cheek.

“Oh, God!” she panted with her eyes shut as she took her beating with a rising sense of appreciation, her fingers still fiddling between her thighs. “Thank you, Master! Oh, thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Thank YOUUUUHUHUUGHHHH!” she growled with a grimace as she brought herself to orgasm, her huge drenched tits clapping on her spasming abdomen as she bounced up and down in a nerve-twisted tantrum.

“Deborah, stop!” Carl yelled in desperation as his wife smacked at her engorged clit repeatedly before collapsing to a low prostration. “Deborah?! Deborah, look at me!”

“Yeah! Look at your husband, slut!” I ordered over her wailing as I tugged firm on her leash, lifting her lolloping head back up as her lazy arms struggled to brace themselves. “Look at him!”

“Yes, Master,” she drooled as her body shivered on all fours, her heavy head struggling to look up at her concerned husband before she squealed at the spank of my unexpected palm. “AHHHAHAHOOOWWWW!”

“Don’t you fucking hit my wife!” Carl shouted as he bashed the window frame with his fist.

“You’re hurting her!” Jared agreed in shrill fright, his eyes glued to Deborah’s heavy hanging tits as they rocked pendulously from the impact.

“ARRRGH! Thank you, Master!” Deborah burst in a hurry as I spanked her fat ass again. “More, please! More!”

“Oh, my God!” Sylvia cried in distress, her back still turned as she covered her ears.

“Arghh! You’re in so much fucking trouble, boy!” Carl seethed as he banged on the window again. “Just you fucking wait!”

“Nah, your wife’s gonna be in trouble when I’m breaking her tight little asshole in later!” I said as I reached down to rub on Deborah’s soaked pussy, coating my fingers in her juices before slipping my sticky fingers up to her puckering ass.

“Oh, God!” Deborah gasped and lowered her face to the floor in a hurry, rushing her hands behind to part her juicy cheeks for me. “That’s it, Master! Finger my dirty little asshole! Oh, fuuuuuck!” she groaned as I squeezed my middle finger inside her tightest orifice, widening it with a teasing wiggle as she gurgled her enjoyment and hurried a hand to her pussy.

“Carl, maybe we should just wait—”

“Shut the fuck up, Jared!” Carl snapped as his friend took a hopping step back. “You don’t understand! Can’t you see she’s not in her right mind?! She has a problem… And stop fucking looking at her!”

“I’m not! I wasn’t! It’s just—”

“Oh, God help me!” Deborah whined in desperate surrender as she began to cum again, her juicy cheeks jiggling as she twerked my finger deeper into her ass and rubbed furiously on her swollen clit. “MASTERRRHERHERHERRRGH!” she cried from her core, succumbing to another weeping orgasm as she convulsed and rattled on the puddled floorboards.

Well, shit… she really likes a finger in her ass! But, I need to speed this up! I can’t be bothered to get that window fixed when her husband finally decides to man up and smash it… Alright, let’s really put her in her place…

“Deborah, get up!” Carl shouted, sounding almost as desperate as his wailing wife as he stared at her shivering by my feet.

“Yeah, you lazy bitch, get up!” I agreed, giving her leash a tug.

“Just drop that fucking thing right now and let her go!” Carl screamed with a new sense of desperation, his eyes seeming to beg for mercy. “She’s had enough!”

Ha! What? No more threats? Alright…

“Oh, she’s had enough?” I asked with a raise of my brow, looking down at Deborah in her jittery mess. “Yeah, it does kinda look that way, doesn’t it?” I chuckled as I turned back to her husband. “Okay, fine…I’m getting pretty bored of her, anyway… You can go now, slut… Your husband says you’ve had enough…”

“No!” Deborah objected as she hazily came back to life at my feet, her hand blindly reaching for my leg. “Please, Master… I need more,” she panted as she dragged herself back to all fours, her nails scratching at my thigh as she clutched it in both hands, surprising me as she began to make her staggered way behind me. “I can serve you better…”

Holy shit, is she…

“…. Mmmmmm!” she hummed with delight as she forcefully stuffed her slobber-drenched face between my asscheeks.

“Oh, my GOD!” Carl screamed to shrill heights as he watched his wife delve like a starving beast for a taste of my asshole, her hands reaching up between my legs to take a firm grip of my bucking cock.

“Holy shit,” Jared whispered in shocked awe as Deborah began to toss my salad like a seasoned slut, using her purchase on my cock to force her face deeper between my cheeks.

Fuck me! She’s really going for it!

“Ahlahlahlahah! MMMMMM!” Deborah lapped and hummed all over my ass as I withstood the strange sensation, making me feel an uneasy sense of vulnerability for the first time before I embraced her wishes.

Well, you can’t get much more degrading than this…

“Stop, Deborah! Please!” Carl cried, sounding on the verge of tears as he reached his arm impotently through the window.

“What’s he doing to her?!” Sylvia suddenly burst, her back still turned as Jared awkwardly replied.

“He’s… Well, I mean, she’s—”

“She’s tossing my salad, Syl!” I laughed as I reached behind me for a fistful of Deborah’s hair. “You should look it up when you get home! I doubt Carl would’ve mentioned it in his cooking tips the other night… Or maybe he did, I don’t know. This is your wife, afterall.” I looked to Carl as I roughly wiped my ass with Deborah’s hungry tongue, her sounds of horny satisfaction dominating the air as she jerked my sloppy cock faster.

“Just you wait,” Carl said as he looked to me, mustering all the composure he could as his wife wriggled her sloppy face between my cheeks to get her sucking lips as deep as she could.

Ha! Oh, the threats are back! Okay… Time for the finale…

“Y’know what, Carl? I don’t think I can wait any more,” I grinned as I yanked on Deborah’s leash. “She’s been all over my dick since we got home!”

“Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmmm!” Deborah seemed to panic at the prospect of parting with my asshole, delving as deep as she could and slurping even louder.

“Come here, slut!” I barked with another tug on her leash. “I need that whore mouth elsewhere!”

“Yesh, Mashter!” she spluttered through her smushed lips before she followed my urgent guidance, her drenched curves jiggling as she hurried back in front of me, her face a sloppy mess as she opened her mouth wide with an eager obedience.

“Ha! Damn, look at this messy old whore! This is what you married?!” I laughed as I tilted Deborah’s head to face the window, her mouth remaining wide open as she gargled and drooled without care for who saw. “She’s just a greedy cum-dump,” I scoffed with disgust as I turned her face back to me, her knees shuffling closer as she stared ready for my swaying cock with a whimpering anticipation. “I think I’ll keep her for now, though… Cause she sucks a mean dick!”

“AAAAAGHHHH!” Deborah gagged with relief as I stuffed her throat, her restless hands at work on her pussy as she surrendered to my aggressive control. “AAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGH!” she choked and spluttered as I ragged her head up and down, fucking her dutiful throat as I tensed strong and prepared for the explosion.

“Oh, God! That’s my wife! I can’t watch this!” Carl finally broke as his head dropped out of sight away from the view of his wife’s gargling head getting repeatedly impaled on my meaty cock, sounding as if tears were flowing before an irritated shriek surprised me.

“Jared! Stop looking and help him up!” Sylvia burst as she suddenly turned around, frightening her husband out of his skin as she came to assist the heartbroken Carl, her alert eyes finding it impossible to resist peering through the window as she stooped. “Oh, my… God…”

Fuck, Sylvia’s looking at my dick! This is so… Oh, fuck me this is…

“AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAG!” Deborah gagged like a maniac as I sped up my tugs of her hair, my balls tightening as her sloppy tonsils tossed off my cock to high heaven.

“Oh, fuck me, that’s it!” I groaned as the feeling dragged me over the horny edge, feeling Sylvia’s watchful eyes on me as I had my way with her friend’s throat. “That’s a good… fucking… whore! ARGHHHH!” I roared as my cock tensed hard, jamming her gullet as the first rope flew down her hungry throat.

“AGGGGHHHH!” she heaved as I flooded her stomach, her drenched tits jiggling as she spluttered hard on the next rope, blowing it down my shaft before I brought her up for air. She gasped desperately for breath, coughing and gulping hard as her restless fingers rubbed on her clit, her mouth opening wide again as I painted her flushed face in my thick load. “Oh, fuck yes! Thank you, Master!” she burst as she tried to momentarily compose herself, before her fingers made that unlikely. “Oh, fuuuuuuck!”

“Help me then!” Jared suddenly snapped angrily, releasing his wife from her frozen state as she stared open-mouthed through the window.

“You don’t understand!” Carl wept in denial as the pair tried to help him back to his unsteady feet. “She’s… She’s got a problem! She can’t help it!”

“We know, buddy, we know!” Jared replied with a strenuous groan as he helped his larger friend up, all three of them looking through the window again as Deborah began to slurp hungrily on my glans for the last dregs of my load.

Ha! That’s three very disturbed people, right there… Alright, show’s over!

“That’s enough, slut!” I said as I dragged my spent cock away from her sucking lips with a loud pop. “Now clean up what you spilled…”

“Yes, Master!” she groaned as she hurried to scoop her fingers up her dripping tits, shovelling what she had gathered greedily to her lips as she hummed an endless stream of gluttonous satisfaction. “Mmmm! Thank you, Master! Mmmmm…”

Wait, what’s she doing now? Ha! Oh, fuck me…

I watched in surprise as she prostrated herself low, desperately searching along the floorboards for pools of my dropped load within her squirted puddles, bending to greedily slurp it up whenever she found a pearly island in the sea of her juices.

Ha! Let that be the last they see of her…

“Good whore,” I smiled with satisfaction as I stepped towards the window with my sloppy cock still bucking with pleasure, tugging on her leash to follow. She whimpered as I led her away from the mess on the floor, reluctantly turning about as I reached for the window frame, my three neighbors looking at me in horrified silence. I gave my sole attention to Carl as he braced himself on his friend, his eyes filled with tears as I spoke. “You never should’ve fucked with me, old man,” I said with a wry smile as I reached to close the window. “Now, fuck off. I’ve got a whore’s ass to ruin.”

“Deborah!” Carl whimpered pathetically as the window shut, his wife ignoring him as she sneakily crawled back to lick up more of the mess on the floor.

“That’s enough, whore! You can clean that later!” I shouted, her startled curves jiggling as I gave her leash a tug, her wide ass bouncing fast to keep up as I walked from the room. “I’m about to ruin you for good…”

“Yes, Master, I’m ready!” she growled, her heavy tits still dripping as she crawled after me into the hall. “I need you to breed my virgin asshole!”

Ha! What the fuck does that mean?!

“Oh, I’m gonna put you to the test,” I replied with a grin to her horny blabbering. “And luckily for you, it’s not a biology test… But I think you’re gonna find this a lot harder…”

“I don’t care!” she huffed as she eagerly followed me to her doom. “I just want you to break me!”

Ha! She sounds demonic… Is she really gonna—

“Hey! I told you to fuck off!” I shouted as Carl’s face appeared at the window beside the front door, his defeated eyes on his leashed wife being led to the stairs.

“Deborah!” he cried as he smacked his desperate palm on the glass. “Deborah, I’m your husband! You’re my wife! Stop!”

Holy shit, that’s a broken man, right there… Ah, well…

“Up, slut!” I ordered as I gave Deborah’s reddened fat ass a swift spank, making her squeal with delight as she began up the steps.

“Yes, Master!” she groaned as she seemed to crawl with all her strength, showing her crying husband her enslaved holes as she took each step with grunting determination.

“C’mon, just come away,” Jared urged as he tentatively took his whining friend by the shoulder to guide him away from the window.

“I tried to be nice with you, Carl!” I called with a grin as Deborah’s leash tightened, prompting me to follow as I waved her husband off. “See ya, little buddy!”

“Deborah, just hold on!” Carl cried as Jared guided him away, no sign of Sylvia as they disappeared from view.

Hold on?! Ha! Like he’s gonna come to rescue her!

“Master, thank you so much!” Deborah groaned as we reached the top of the stairs. “I owe you everything I have!”

“Ha! I’ll just take your body,” I laughed as she expressed her horny gratitude, her ass jiggling deliciously as she crawled into my room.

“That was fucking perfect!” she huffed as she collapsed to the floor at the foot of the bed. “You’re perfect!”

“Well, your ass is about to be very imperfect,” I assured her as I fetched a bottle of chilled water from the mini-fridge, twisting the top and taking a few hearty gulps. “Here,” I said, offering her the bottle as her heavy head rose from the floor. “You sure you’re good to go?”

“Yes,” she smiled softly with a sense of satisfaction as she reached for the bottle. “Why? Is my Master concerned about me?”

“I’d be concerned for anyone that’s about to go through what you’re about to,” I laughed as I watched her gulp down the water, spilling it down her chin to drip to her heaving tits.

“Why? How hard is my Master planning to fuck my poor little asshole?” she pouted with fiery eyes.

“Oh, I’m not fucking you yet,” I revealed, heading over to the chest of perverse wonder in the corner of the room. “First, you need to show me you’ve got what it takes…”

“I have what it takes,” she giggled breathily before she took another gulp of water. “I’ll pass any test I need to if the reward is getting that perfect dick in my ass…”

“Well, I like your confidence,” I said, reaching down into the chest to pull out Jess’s trusty chains. “And like you said. You’re a grown woman, not a silly college slut… So, it shouldn’t be a problem for you…”

“No, it won’t be,” she grinned with a teasing glare as she watched the sturdy links of metal thud to the floor. “Do your worst, you naughty boy. I’m ready for anything you’ve got in there… Make me into your perfect whore…”

Alright then, let’s find out if she really is Jess in thirty years…

* * *

OceanofPDF.com


CHAPTER NINE

“Happy birthday to YOU!”

“ARGHHHAHAH!” Deborah screamed as the whip cracked her juicy rump, making her hop high in her quivering squat as the chains rattled strong with her struggling.

“Happy birthday to… YOU!”

“HOLY SHHHIT!” she shrieked with a rising tension, saliva frothing from her panting lips as she dangled from her tied up wrists. “Fuck, it’s so deep!” she squealed, her blindfolded head facing down between her quivering thighs as her ass swallowed up more of the obscenely large purple dildo she squatted on. “It’s so fucking deep in my asshole, Master!”

“Happy birthday, dear Deborah,” I continued with a grin as I kept circling, tapping the tip of the whip to her shimmering nipple-clamps as her spine jerked in reflex.

“Oh, God,” she gasped and whimpered as she awaited the next crack, her lubed up holes squelching as she lowered herself further and gritted her teeth.

“Happy birthday to you,” I finished without punishment, leaving her guessing as I teased the tip of the whip across her engorged clit.

“Oh, God… Thank you, Master! Thank you!” she groaned with horny relief as she spread her thick thighs further, encouraging my fiddling before I swiftly whipped at her wobbling tit. “ARGHHUHUH!” she growled as she hopped again with the pain, frothing at the clenched jaws as one of her nipple clamps snapped free. “FUHUHUUUCK!”

“Oh, c’mon,” I teased as I stepped to scoop up her heavy tit, “I thought you were a grown woman… You can’t even keep your nipple clamps on!”

“I’m sorry, Master! Ah! Ah! AHH! F-F-FUCK!” she shuddered and squealed as I reattached the dangling clamp, twanging the chain that led to her collar as I stepped in front of her.

“And you’re meant to be showing me how you’re gonna take my dick in that ass without crying for me to stop every other second,” I said as I lifted her slobbery chin for her blindfolded face to look up at me.

“Oh, God! I’ll show you, Master!” she groaned as she spread her knees further apart, her feet tensing as she rose up and plunged back down to stuff her ass deeper. “Hoooooh, fuck!” she squeaked in shock at the sensation before she rose up again. “I want Master to fuck my ass so badly… UGGGHUHHHH!”

Shit she’s doing pretty good actually… Not as deep as Jess, but a lot deeper than Becky… Yeah, a very impressive first try…

“Are you sure?” I scoffed with doubt as I looked down between her legs at the sight of her thoroughly stuffed asshole. “You’re fucking that thing like a silly little college slut, when I need a grown woman… Maybe I was wrong about you…”

“No! I can do it, Master!” she burst as she reset her feet with determination, tilting the towering dildo for a new angle of attack. “I’m your woman! I’m your best fucking woman! I’m your… dirty… old… fucking… slut… ARGHHHUHUHUH! FUCK!”

Holy fucking shit, look at her go!

“Oh, fuck me, now that’s a grown woman, right there! Shit!” I laughed in awe as her taut ass swallowed up the dildo over and over, her clamped tits slapping to her tensing stomach as her whip-marked body poured with sweat.

“Thank you… Master!” she grunted as she stuffed her own guts over and over, her body beginning to tire before I halted it with a rubbing hand to her spread pussy. “Oh, God, yes!” she cried as I slipped my fingers back and forth across her horny clit, her gaping pussy desperately sloppy to the touch as she squeezed and tensed.

“Shit, this pussy is fucking hungry,” I laughed as she thrust her sopping cunt against my fingers. “I’ll have to breed it again, later…”

“Oh, yes, please, Master!” she groaned with desire as I slipped my fingertips across her firing nerves, giving her pussy a sloppy pat before standing up and taking a hold of my cock. “I love it when you breed me!”

Ha! She’s obsessed!

“I know you do,” I grinned as she blindly looked up at me in her desperate squat, her gasping mouth opening wide as I battered my heavy cock to her chin. “Now, suck this dick while you get that slutty ass ready for me…”

“Yes, Master!” she replied as she reset her feet, her raised arms rattling in her chains as she took a hurried deep breath. “AGGGHHHHHHH!”

“That’s it,” I grinned as I stuffed her gullet, placing a bracing hand atop her gurgling head as she began to bounce her juicy ass. “That’s a good—”

What the fuck? Ha! Is he back?!

I looked towards my open bedroom door as an urgent banging stole me from the moment, Deborah taking her chance to breathe as I pulled out of her sloppy throat.

“More, please, Master!” she begged, her spluttered words masking the voices from outside. “Just ignore him!”

I would, but I don’t think that’s him… That banging sounds a lot more assertive than some panicked bashing… Wait, it’s not the—

“Police! Open up!”

Oh, you’ve got to be kidding…

“More, Master, more!” Deborah groaned with desperation as she stretched her neck in search of my cock, her tongue drooling from her open mouth.

“Shit, you’re as deaf as your husband!” I laughed as I quickly headed to grab a pair of sweatpants, my sloppy cock like a lead pipe as it tented down my thigh. “They called the fucking police!”

“What?!” Deborah gasped, her blindfolded face following me across the room.

“Police! Open up!”

“He hasn’t left! He’s still in there!” Carl’s shrill voice called, making me laugh.

“Oh, God, Master, I’m gonna cum!” Deborah shook as the situation seemed to immediately seize her by her crooked kink. “They’re gonna see! They’re gonna see how bad I am!”

Oh, for fuck’s sake! I’m on my own… Fuck, alright…

I headed over to the chest, picking up the ball-gag and walking back to the shivering Deborah. “I’ll handle it, just open your mouth,” I ordered her, stuffing the rubber ball into her chops as she obeyed.

“Mmmmhmhmmm!” she hummed in horny delirium as I fastened the buckle, securing the gag in place before she looked up at me. “Mmm! MMM! MAMM! MAM!”

“I have no idea what you’re saying,” I laughed as the door banged again, the shouts coming a little louder before I heeded the call. “Just keep quiet until I’m back!”

“Mmmmmmhmhmhmmm!” she whined as I walked away, leaving her bound and gagged in her tiring squat, her nostrils flaring fast with her deep breaths.

Fuck! What am I even gonna say?! What the fuck did he call the police for?! This shit isn’t illegal… Is it?

I took the stairs in my sweatpants, my hard on clearly visible as I flopped into the view of the police woman peering through my window by the door.

Damn, Officer Cutie knocking on my door with her ponytail on point…

She looked away, muffling some words to whoever stood beside her, before I revealed her stocky partner by opening the door.

“Where is she?!” Carl immediately screamed, his manic eyes bulging as he popped his head out from behind the burly policeman.

“Woah! Woah! Woah!” I laughed as I raised my hands in calming surrender. “Chill out, Carl.”

“Chill out?!” Carl seethed as he looked to me, the policeman reaching to block him with his arm to stop his approach.

“Sir, just wait over there. Off the property,” he said with a calm enforcement while his wide-eyed partner locked her uncomfortable eyes to mine.

“Sir, do you—”

“It’s Christian,” I interrupted with a friendly smile, owning the fact that my cock was straining her way as I stood in the frame of the door.

“Well, Christian,” the policewoman continued, “your neighbor seems to be under the impression that you’re holding his wife against her will…”

“Yes, I’m very aware of that,” I laughed with an innocent bemusement. “He couldn’t stop screaming about it when he was trespassing on my property and peeping on us through the window earlier…”

“He had her on a leash!” Carl shrieked again as he stood impotently behind the officers. “Like an animal! He’s brainwashed her!”

The pair glanced to each other, their eyes seeming to convey a subtle message of suspicion before the policewoman made to speak, her eyes suddenly looking above my head as a desperate whining hummed down the stairs.

“Oh, God! That’s her!” Carl cried as his wife’s tortured grunts of pleasure reached his troubled ears. “That’s her! Honey, don’t worry! I’m here!”

Fuck, I think they might believe him… Well, I am the one just stood here with a hard-on…

“Mmmmmmmhmhmhmmmmmm!” Deborah whined again, the desperate sound seeming to make the officers’ minds up.

“Okay, Sir, if you’d just step out—”

“Oh, this is crazy,” I laughed as the male officer stepped to take a hold of my arm, before Carl took his chance to run into the house.

“I’m coming, Honey!” Carl called as he fumbled his way up the stairs towards the haunting moans of his wife, the male officer caught in two minds as he chased after him.

“You take him!” he called to his partner as he hurried after Carl, his partner taking an urgent hold of my arm. “Sir, you need to stop and let us do our jobs!”

“Honestly, officer, this is all just a big misunderstanding,” I laughed calmly as the policewoman clutched to my arm, her free hand reaching for her radio. “Wait, what are you—are you calling for back up?! Seriously, just chill for a minute, there’s no—”

“Oh, my GOD!” Carl shrieked as he flung open my bedroom door to find his wife chained, blindfolded, gagged, clamped and anally stuffed.

“Holy… Errm, Jen… I think you better get up here!” the male officer called, drawing his partner’s attention up the stairs as she finished on her radio. “Quickly!”

Smoke-show Jen looked at me with indecision as her feet shifted unsurely, her eyes wide as she glanced down at my bulge before I spoke up. “Hey, I’ll just come upstairs with you,” I said as casually as I could as she took a step away from my third leg, prompting me to calmly take the lead. “C’mon, I’ve got nothing to hide, you’ll see…”

“Alright, go!” she said with a firm nod, her dark brow sharpening as my demeanor seemed to alleviate some of her urgent concern, following after me up the stairs as she kept her hold of my arm for insurance.

“MMMMM! MMMMMM! MMMMMMM!” Deborah screamed through her gag as I made my way up the stairs, making me wince.

Fuck, Deb, could you sound a little less distressed?! Shit, she must be loving this right now!

“It’s okay, Honey, I’m here!” Carl cried as I heard him scurrying in my room, finding him fiddling to unfasten the gag as I reached the top of the stairs, Deborah manically riding the dildo to make it more difficult. Before she found a way to ward him off entirely. “Oh, my GOD!”

“HNNNNNNNGHHUHUGHH!” Deborah tensed as her pussy began to gush, her husband retreating from her in shock as she squirted hard up his hopping leg.

“Errr, Jen?” the male officer prompted as he froze uncomfortably with his shocked eyes on the sordid spectacle, Carl cowering away from his fountainous wife as she bucked and gushed repeatedly.

“She’s fine,” I said as the four of us awkwardly watched Deborah writhe and squirt in her bonds, her heavy tits jiggling with each thrust of her stuffed hole. “She’ll be finished soon…”

“What have you done to her?!” Carl shrieked with a repulsed grimace as he warily stepped around his wife’s shooting range to grab her blindfold.

“Only what she wanted,” I shrugged.

“MMMMM!” Deborah squeaked to a high pitch as her shut eyes were revealed, opening them wide in fright as she looked upon the officers in the doorway, slowing her bobbing ass as her pussy leaked and trickled. “Mmmmmmmmm!” she hummed with a sense of tired relief as her thighs began to quiver, giving her weight to her chains while her body took a well-earned rest.

“Oh, God! Honey!” Carl whimpered as he took his opportunity to untie her gag, the slobbery ball tumbling from her drooling mouth as she took a hazy breath. “Honey! Talk to me!”

“Carl,” she gasped, her dizzy head lolloping back on her shoulders before she mustered her strength. “Get the fuck away from me… You fucking fool…”

The two dumbstruck officers stood in stunned silence as they watched in the doorway, slowly looking to each other as the situation became more clear.

“Did you call it in?” the male officer asked, trying to purse his grin as he looked down at his partner.

“… Yes,” Officer Jen replied, slowly shutting her eyes to hold back her laughter as her tight lips curved.

“Oh, thank God,” the male officer chuckled, unsure of where to look before he turned to me with a raise of his brow.

“So… do you want me to untie her or what?” I asked with a grin as the officers looked to me.

“Yes! Get these cuffs off her, right now!” Carl shrieked as he hopped indecisively on his feet around his wife’s puddles. “And put yours on him!” he ordered the police.

“Sir, we’ll handle it, okay?” the male officer said as he issued a calming gesture, clearly trying his best not to look at the dangling Deborah as he stepped to take a hold of Carl’s arm. “We just need you to—”

“I’m not going anywhere!” Carl shrieked with indignation as he stepped back from the officer.

“Sir, you have to—”

“Nah, it’s alright,” I said, drawing the officers’ eyes to me. “He can stay. You’d think what he had already seen today would be enough, but maybe you guys can explain the situation to him better… You’re okay with that, right, Deb?”

“Yes, Master,” Deborah replied with an unashamed huff, the two officers slyly looking to each other again. “If that’s what it takes… for him to get the message… Goddamn it, Carl… Haven’t you caused enough fuss, today?”

“Honey, I…” Carl stammered, clearly in a state of shock as he looked to his panting wife.

“Shit, Carl,” I laughed as I stepped inside the bedroom, heading to pick up the key on the window ledge. “Can’t you take a hint?”

“Don’t you touch her!” Carl shrieked as I approached Deborah, stopping me in my tracks as he turned to the officers. “One of you should be untying her! Not him!”

“Errr,” the male officer grinned as he looked to his partner.

“Bob, will you just—” Officer Jen hissed as she gave her partner a chastising dig to his arm. “Errm, I think it’s best—”

“I only want my Master to free me!” Deborah suddenly shouted, silencing everyone as she caught her breath.

“Err, yeah, that works,” Officer Bob sniggered as he hid out of sight, receiving another jab from his partner.

“Stop!” Officer Jen hissed again before she stepped into view in the doorway with her eyes averted. “Okay, that’s fine, ma’am. We’ll give you a little privacy,” she said awkwardly as she turned away again. “If you’d like to just cover yourself up, then we can have a little chat, okay?”

“Yes, officer, thank you,” Deborah replied in her lazy squat as I took a hold of her cuffs. “That would be lovely…”

Ha! Fucking hell, Deb…

“Turn around, Carl,” I said as I freed her first wrist, his pained eyes looking to me as I grinned with satisfaction. “Give her some privacy…”

“She’s my wife!” Carl shouted, visibly shaking as he looked to me.

“Listen to Master!” Deborah shouted louder, her sweating brow turned to scorn as she braced her free hands on the floor. “Turn around!”

“Holy shit,” Officer Bob sniggered again, his partner’s smacking palm only amusing him more.

“Just take him downstairs, will you?!” Officer Jen hissed, catching Carl’s attention.

“Who? Me?!” he squealed in shock as Officer Bob approached with his eyes on their best behavior.

“Yeah, c’mon, Sir, let’s just wait downstairs in the living room,” he said as calmly as possible, “then we can all just—”

“That’s my wife!” Carl shrieked with indignation, his shocked body remaining still as the officer took him gently by the arm.

“Oh, God, Master, it’s so deep!” Deborah groaned with effort as she began to lift her stuffed ass higher.

“Errm, yeah, that’s your wife,” Officer Bob nodded, trying to contain his laughter as he coaxed Carl from the room. “Let’s just wait for her downstairs…”

“But—”

“It’s alright, Sir,” Officer Jen butted in as he passed her by. “We’re gonna get to the bottom of this, okay? Don’t you worry…”

Ha! Now, he’s the crazy one! How did that happen?!

“Oh, fuck, Master!” Deborah groaned with relief as the head of the dildo audibly popped from her gaping asshole, panting on all fours in the middle of the room like she had just given birth.

“Errr, could you find her something to slip on?” Officer Jen called uncomfortably over Deborah’s moaning, sending my feet into gear.

“Yeah, no worries,” I said, looking out into the hall with a grin. “I told you it was just a misunderstanding…”

“Just get her dressed,” Officer Jen replied with an exasperated shake of her ponytail, turning away before she called louder. “Everything alright, ma’am?”

“Oh, yes, thank you,” Deborah panted, still on all fours as her gaping hole shrunk with each wink. “I’m wonderful…”

Ha! Fucking hell…

“Come here,” I laughed, reaching under her armpits to lift her to her unready feet, her clamped tits rattling with their chains as she collapsed into me.

“Master, I can’t walk!” she giggled deliriously before I stopped to scoop her up, her body drenched with sweat as I set her down on the edge of the bed. “Fuck, that was incredible,” she groaned with wincing relief as I unclamped her tortured nipples, leaving the chains to dangle from her collar as I wrapped my robe around her. “Can we do it again, later?”

“We can do whatever you want, birthday girl,” I laughed as she hazily looked up at me, wiping the hair from her sweaty face as I tied the robe up. “But let’s deal with this first, yeah?”

“Alright,” she giggled, “but, seriously, I think you’re gonna have to carry me!”

“Fuck’s sake, come here,” I groaned as I reached down under her legs, lifting her into my arms as she squealed with delight.

“Oh, you big strong boy!” she cooed as I began around the bed, her arms linking around my neck. “It’s my birthday today, officer,” she said proudly as the policewoman stepped aside for us to pass.

“Yeah, I just heard,” Officer Jen replied with an awkward smile as she patted at her slicked back hair. “Happy birthday…”

“Thank you,” Deborah beamed contently in my arms as I carefully took the stairs, looking back over my shoulder at the following officer. “I’m fifty… He’s only twenty-four!”

Ha! Well, she did say she’d be proud to be my bitch…

“That’s nice,” Officer Jen chuckled, clearly charmed by Deborah’s exuding joy.

“I mean, can you blame me? Really?” Deborah continued with giddy glee as I reached the bottom of the stairs. “Look at him!”

“We’re not here to blame anyone, ma’am,” Officer Jen replied with a smile as she took the interesting turn her day had taken in her stride. “Let’s just clear the air with your husband, okay? Then you and I can have a little chat by ourselves, and then we’ll be out of your hair…”

“Not a problem,” Deborah chimed breezily as I carried her down the hall towards Carl’s shrill voice coming from the living room. “I’m just so sorry that you’re having your time wasted like this…”

“That’s okay, ma’am. Don’t worry about us…”

“Look!” Carl shrieked as I entered holding his ass-battered wife, his finger pointing to the messy floor. “It’s right there! Get a sample of that!”

“… Sir, there’s no need to take any samples,” Officer Bob explained as calmly as he could. “Not unless a crime has been committed… Do you understand?”

“Do you?!” Carl burst in shock, his eyes bulging as he watched me carry his wife to the couch. “He was just torturing my wife upstairs! He had her on a leash, right there! He was hitting her!”

“He was spanking me, you fool,” Deborah butted in with a bored groan. “Because he knows I love it. Just like you know I love it… Only, he actually gives me what I need.”

Ha! Damn…

“But…” Carl stuttered as his fractured mind received another crack. “Deb, you’ve got a problem… A problem that we both dealt with, together… You know it’s wrong, you’re not in your right—”

“Officers, is it illegal for a middle aged woman to get spanked by her young lover?” Deborah interrupted as she looked to the silent pair.

“Err, no,” Officer Bob replied, shying his eyes away from his partner as he looked to the floor. “That’s well within your rights, ma’am…”

“And would the law object to him chaining me up and having his way with me all night long?” Deborah continued with a straight face.

Holy shit, this is wild…

Officer Bob coughed as he tried to keep his composure, looking to his partner for help. “Well, err…”

“I suppose that would be an issue of consent, ma’am,” Officer Jen replied in his stead, her partner jumping aboard.

“That’s right,” Officer Bob nodded seriously. “So, just to make that clear… You do enjoy—I mean, you do consent… to all of… this?”

“Oh, I absolutely enjoy it, and I absolutely consent,” Deborah smiled with a sure nod as she reached for my dangling hand beside her, guiding me down to take a seat. “I love being his sub.”

“His what?” Officer Bob asked as his brow furrowed with curiosity.

“His submissive,” Officer Jen said, drawing her partner’s attention.

“Excuse you?” he grinned with a teasing raise of his brow.

“No, she’s right,” Deborah interrupted plainly as she snuggled up beside me, resting her hand on my lap. “I’m his submissive. And he’s my dom. Or my dominant. And I love nothing more than having him use me for his pleasure.”

“Oh, my God,” Carl winced as he looked to the awkward officers. “Can’t you see she’s lost her mind?!”

“Oh, just ignore him, I’m not crazy,” Deborah chuckled with a relaxed stroke to my thigh. “My husband wasn’t happy with how kinky I was, so I agreed to do some therapy to get him off my case. It was an entirely pointless ordeal. And this was years ago, too. But, you’re more than welcome to do any checks you need to ascertain my sanity… Make sure there haven’t been any breakouts today at the local asylum!”

“No, I don’t think that will be necessary, ma’am,” Officer Jen smiled as she looked between the two of us, before turning to Carl with a sigh of resignation. “Sir, I—”

“No! That can’t be it!” Carl interrupted as he felt what was coming. “That’s my wife!”

“Sir, with respect, that’s not really relevant,” Officer Bob intervened as Carl turned his stunned attention to him.

“Not really relevant?!”

“Well, no,” Officer Bob reasserted with a brief shake of his head. “We can’t arrest anyone for… having an affair. That’s not against the law.”

“In fact, Sir,” Officer Jen continued, “the only potential crime we’ve witnessed here today is you storming your way into someone else’s home, uninvited. Now, Christian has been very gracious—”

“Gracious?!” Carl shrieked in disbelief. “Gracious?!”

Ha! I’ve got the law on my side! And she is smoking hot, too!

“Yes, Sir, gracious,” Officer Jen enunciated with annoyance. “This is his home.”

“And that’s my wife!” Carl shrieked again, everyone wincing at the shrill height of his tone.

“Sir, calm down,” Officer Bob intervened, preparing a bracing palm in front of him. “We understand that this is difficult, but this isn’t a police matter. Now, your wife has made it very clear that she’s comfortable here.”

“And I want a divorce,” Deborah piped hurriedly.

“And she wants a divorce,” Officer Bob nodded as he regained his flow. “Now—”

“A divorce?!” Carl choked as he looked to his wife.

“Well, you can’t really be shocked,” I scoffed, drawing his bulging eyes to me.

“You won’t be getting divorced today,” Officer Bob said with calming condescension as he lightly placed his hand on Carl’s shoulder. “All you have to do today is come to terms with the thought of getting a divorce… And you can do that at home, yeah? Or with your friends, outside… Yeah?”

“You expect me to just leave my wife in the clutches of this psychopath?!” Carl scoffed as he glanced at me with venom. “To be tortured and degraded!”

“No, to consent to any sexual activity she wishes,” Officer Jen corrected with a stern enforcement as she seemed to reach the limit of her patience. “Now, this needs to end here, and sensibly. Because if you continue to harass them after we leave, it’s you that we’ll be coming back for. Do you understand?”

“Oh, and just to be clear,” I piped as Carl was stunned to silence, “I’ve not been diagnosed with any sort of mental illness, either… I just really love horny older women.”

“Thank God!” Deborah giggled as she squeezed at my thigh, leaning to playfully kiss at my ear.

“And that’s not a crime, either,” Officer Bob said as he guarded his smirk and reasserted his grip on Carl’s shoulder. “But trespassing is, okay? So, I think it’s time to go home now…”

“But—”

“No buts, Sir, it’s time for you to leave,” Officer Jen interrupted. “Do him a favor and take him outside, Bob.”

“Yep. C’mon, buddy, let’s go,” Officer Bob agreed, Carl’s reluctant feet scuffing across the floorboards at his direction.

“But… He can’t just—”

“He already has, Carl,” Deborah giggled as she squeezed on my thigh. “I’ll be in touch if I need something from the house…”

“But—”

“I know, I know, Sir. Let’s just go and see your friends,” Officer Bob said in a calming manner as he ushered him from the room, before turning to his partner. “Let’s hurry it up.”

“I will, I just need to speak to Deborah for a moment,” Officer Jen replied over her shoulder before turning back to me with a smile. “Alone, if that’s okay?”

“Ha! Officer, is that really necessary?” Deborah chuckled breezily. “This is my master. This is his home. I’d much rather he stayed.”

“I’m sure you would, but protocol, I’m afraid,” Officer Jen replied with a regretful smirk. “Don’t worry, it shouldn’t take long. And then you can get back to your birthday celebrations, can’t you?”

Ha! I think Jen’s a naughty girl… Maybe she’ll be Deb in twenty years?

“Alright, fine,” Deborah conceded with a groan as she gave my thigh another squeezing rub. “You just get ready to carry me straight back upstairs, young man!”

“Ha! I’m ready when you are,” I assured her as I stood from the couch, looking to the sexy arm of the law as her eyes fixed on me. “You want a coffee or something?”

“Oh, no, thank you,” she replied with a smile, seeming much more amenable. “I think we’ve intruded enough…”

“I’m sure you’re welcome to stay for a while, officer,” Deborah chimed with a hint of mischief. “My master is an excellent host…”

Oh, fucking hell, Deb! Don’t go propositioning the police!

“I’m sure he is,” Officer Jen replied with a strangled smirk as she shyly looked away, seeming happy to let the comment slide as she stepped to take a seat beside Deborah. “But my partner is waiting. So, let’s get this chat out of the way.”

“Oh, well—”

“Alright, I’ll leave you to it then,” I interrupted before Deborah could invite the policewoman to suck me off, taking my swift leave from the room. “I’ll be in the kitchen.”

“Okay, Master!” Deborah called as I shut the door behind me, her swift nattering becoming muffled. “I mean, did you see that bulge?! What am I supposed to do?!”

Okay, how the fuck did I get here?!

I took a deep breath as I entered the kitchen with a disbelieving shake of my head, hearing the strange sound of the hot policewoman giggling with my mature sex freak as I made for the sink to pour myself a glass of water.

This is the craziest day of my life…

I looked out of the window, spotting Officer Bob talking with Carl at the end of my driveway as Jared and Sylvia offered their back-rubbing support.

Wait until Jess hears about this shit… Actually, am I gonna have to introduce her to Debby? I guess I am if she’s gonna be staying here… And it definitely looks like she is…

I watched as Carl was led away by his consoling friends towards their house, waving to Jared as he spotted me in the window before lowering his gaze and patting his dejected pal’s back. Officer Bob remained where he stood as he watched them leave, seeming to speak into his radio before he rubbed his shaven head and turned back to the house, finding me in the window.

Ha! This dude seems pretty cool…

He chuckled as he saw me, shaking his head in dismay before gesturing for me to come outside. My feet kicked into gear, hearing Deborah still chatting away as I left the kitchen and made my way out.

“Your neighbor just said that she saw you walking her down the road on a leash,” Officer Bob asked with a wry grin as I stepped out to meet him. “Is that true?”

“Err, yeah, why?” I asked, guarding my smile as I owned the strange act. “That’s not illegal, right?”

“Shit, I don’t even know,” Officer Bob scoffed as he looked off down the road. “She wasn’t naked, right?”

“Nah, we were both fully dressed,” I replied, “no sexual contact or anything… Just walking her down the street.”

“Well… I suppose that’s okay… I think,” Officer Bob shrugged warily. “It’s a quiet street… It’s not like there’s a lot of people around to take issue…”

“That’s what I figured,” I agreed, awkwardly nodding as he looked back to me.

“Well, as long as it doesn’t go too far… So… You own this place?” he asked, looking back to the house.

“Yep,” I nodded.

“By yourself?” he asked, his brow rising in surprise.

“Yep… It was my parent’s house.”

“Ah, I see,” he nodded, seeming to pick up the point. “Well, I don’t think I’d have been getting away with this when I was your age…”

“Getting away with what?” I smirked. “I’ve done nothing wrong…”

Officer Bob chuckled again. “Well, maybe not in the eyes of the law, but in the eyes of my mother… I think I’d rather go to jail.”

“Well, I think I’m good with how things are at the moment,” I laughed as the sound of a door opening in the house stole our attention.

“Alright, Deborah, it was nice to meet you too,” Officer Jen giggled, “I hope you enjoy the rest of your birthday.”

“Thank you, sweetie, I’m sure I will!” Deborah called after her, the sound of footsteps getting louder before the sexy officer appeared at the front door.

“We all set?”

“Yeah, we’re good to go,” Officer Bob replied before looking back to me and offering his hand. “Alright, you stay out of trouble now, y’hear?”

“I’ll try my best,” I assured him as I shook his hand, his partner offering her own next.

“You take good care of her,” Officer Jen said as she shook my hand, giving me a knowing look as I let her dainty grip go.

“Don’t worry, I intend to,” I replied, looking between the pair as they made to leave.

“Oh, and if he tries to bother you again, just give us a call,” Officer Jen added with a raise of her brow. “But try not to antagonize him… Any further, at least.”

“Hey, we’ll just keep to ourselves,” I assured her, looking between the pair for any final objections.

“Alright, you better get back to her then,” Officer Jen said, looking sexy with her tightened smirk. “She says she needs carrying…”

“I got it,” I smiled as I turned to leave. “Alright, guys. Thanks for your help, I guess. Hopefully, that wasn’t too scarring for you...”

“We’ve seen worse, don’t worry,” Officer Bob chuckled as they began back to their car. “This was a good one, though… Take it easy, now.”

“Bye!” Officer Jen called.

Yeah, bye for now, hopefully! I’d like to see how she handles being cuffed for a change…

I shut the front door as I stepped inside, taking a brief moment to myself as the car doors clunked, the purr of their engine revving me back into action, sending me down the hall to the living room to find Deborah’s devilish grin waiting for me as I entered.

“How did I do, Master?” she whispered as I halted in the middle of the room, her fingers slowly pulling on the ties of the robe until the knot fell apart. “Did I make you happy?”

Damn, she is something else. That was some real ride or die shit, right there…

“Oh, you definitely passed the test,” I replied as she peeled the robe apart to reveal her naked form, burdened only by her collar and loose-dangling clamps. “I think you might even deserve another birthday wish…”

“Well, I only want one thing right now,” she replied with a taunting glare as she let the robe fall from her arms down her back.

“And what’s that?” I asked, remaining where I stood as I watched her laze back with a sultry elegance.

“I want you to carry me upstairs and breed my slutty little asshole,” she whispered as her legs parted wide.

Ha! Shit, she really loves the whole breeding thing. Even when it makes no sense!

“Oh, so you just want me to defy the laws of nature?” I teased as I stepped towards her.

“You can defy any law you want with me, Master,” she grinned as she opened her arms out for me to pick her up, giggling as I did. “Mmmmm, fuck, I love this,” she groaned in my ear as she linked around my neck. “Just being carried off to a strong young man’s bedroom, to let him do whatever he wants with me. I’m in paradise!”

“Oh, I’m having fun too,” I laughed as I began up the stairs with her jiggling curves in my possession.

“Are you?” she asked with a giddy sincerity.

“Well, it’s definitely been interesting…”

“Yes, it has,” she giggled, “but are you enjoying yourself? Are you enjoying me?”

Ha! She must be feeling a little insecure. Not too surprising after just squirting all over her marriage!

“I’ve enjoyed you a lot so far,” I replied as I reached the top of the stairs, making my way into the bedroom. “And I can’t see myself getting bored of you any time soon…”

“Ahh!” she squealed as I tossed her to the bed with a heavy bounce, her massive tits clapping as she hurriedly turned over to show me her fat ass. “I’ll never get bored of this,” she grinned as she jiggled her cheeks for me. “It felt so fucking good to let everyone see what I am…”

“And that is?” I asked with a raise of my brow as I stripped off my sweatpants.

“A shameless old whore for my young master’s big dick,” she replied as her fiendish glare lowered to my swaying meat. “I’ve never felt so proud of myself…”

Damn, she is well and truly reborn…

“Well, I’m proud of you too,” I said instinctively as I wandered for the lube, “you had my back pretty good there…”

“After today, I’ll always have your back, Master,” she assured me with a smile. “And I feel like you have mine, too…”

“No, I’m about to blow yours out,” I smirked as I returned to the bed with the lube in hand. “But we do seem to have an accord of sorts. So, I won’t leave you hanging…”

“You can leave me hanging from those chains all night if you want,” she giggled as she looked back to the dangling metal that swayed ever so gently.

“Nah, I think we’ve had enough of chains and whips for the day,” I said as I smacked and squeezed at her juicy rump. “I’m just gonna put my hands on you…”

“Mmmmm, whatever you say, Master,” she giggled as I prized her cheeks apart, her hungry hole winking up at me before tightening at the touch of the pouring lube. “Ooh!” she squeaked with shocked excitement as I drowned her asshole. “Mmmm, well you definitely don’t care about making a mess on the bed, do you?”

“No, I’m not your pussy husband,” I laughed as the copious lube trickled between her thighs to pool on the silk sheets. “And you’ll be the one cleaning it up now anyway, won’t you?”

“That’s right,” she giggled, waiting giddily as I prepared her hole for what was to come. “I’m here to clean, cook and get fucked! The only time you’ll ever have to lift a finger is when you’re slipping it inside… me… Ooooh!”

“Like that?” I teased as my middle finger wiggled in her slippery ass before dipping slowly in and out.

“Yes, Master, just like that,” she replied with a dreamy whisper as she relaxed her face to the sheets.

“Is this what the sexy policewoman did to you when I left the room?” I asked as I slowly wriggled my digit in her slippery hole, swiftly tightening around my knuckle as she giggled.

“No, unfortunately not,” she replied as her ass loosened up again. “She just wanted to make sure I was being well looked after… I told her life has never been—MMM! Better!”

“Well, it’s about to get a lot worse for you,” I warned her as I squeezed another finger inside her puckered hole, my cock throbbing at the sight of her strained hands eagerly spreading her succulent cheeks for more.

“Oh, no, everything’s gonna be perfect, I just know it,” she breathed as she eased her held tension, accepting my probing fingers with a guttural drawl. “Ughhhhhhuhuh, that’s so good!”

“Well, this is just a gentle teasing,” I chuckled as her asshole greedily slurped on my fingers. “I’m gonna have my way with you very soon. Just like you told everyone I was going to…”

“Mmmmm, well you heard the officers,” she purred as she looked back over her shoulder, “you have their permission to use me all night long…”

“Ha! I never needed their permission for that,” I grinned as I swiftly slipped my fingers from her to take a hold of my throbbing cock, slapping the head to her winking hole. “I make the laws around here…”

“Oh! Oh! OH! Oh, fuuuuuck!” she groaned in shock as I squeezed inside her tight hole, plugging her up with my flaring glans and shaking on my sturdy shaft. “Oh, God! There’s a dick in my ass!”

“Ha! Yes, there is,” I agreed with a grin, amused by the apparent surprise in her tone. “The head of one at least… But you’re about to have a full one…”

“Oh, God!” she huffed from her core as I slowly thrust deeper, her tight hole tautening around my widening girth. “I can feel you throbbing up inside me! Arghhuhuh!”

“That’s it, you naughty old whore,” I growled with malice as I gave her ass another firm inch. “You just keep that fat ass spread for me.”

“Yes, Master, I will!” she groaned with urgency as her straining fingers reasserted their grip on her juicy cheeks, parting them even wider. “Stuff my fat ass with that hard young dick! Hoooooh! Fuck, that’s deep! Oh, God, that’s so fucking deep in my poor little asshole!”

“Yes, it is,” I agreed again as I looked down at her ass choking on my cock, “you’re nearly halfway…”

“Only half?!” she squealed in shock as she struggled to look back at me with wide eyes.

“Nearly,” I corrected as I slowly pulled out, feeling her squeeze to hold onto me before I plunged back deeper. “Now, you’re halfway!”

“Oh, my God!” she squealed as her body tensed up, her head rising sharply from the sheets. “It feels like you’ve got your fucking arm up there!”

“Yeah, that’s what the silly college sluts say too,” I teased as I held my ground in her bowels. “For their first time at least…”

“Oh, you naughty boy,” she giggled breathily as she peered back over her shoulder with a knowing glare, her hands still obediently parting her peachy buttocks wide. “I hope you’re not going easy on your poor old slut…”

“Well, you’ve had a long day,” I grinned as I slowly fucked her slippery hole, watching her eyes roll in her skull as she accepted her stuffing. “I know old girls like you need your rest… There’s no shame in it…”

Ha! That’ll do it…

“No shame?” she repeated with an intrigued grin as her ears pricked with my teasing. “Oh, I disagree… I’d be thoroughly ashamed of myself if I couldn’t compete with whatever silly little whores you’ve played around with before me… So, you better start treating me with the disrespect I deserve, young man, and break me in the way a grown woman needs…”

“Oh, young man, is it?” I replied with a raise of my brow, swiftly grabbing her wrists and folding her arms behind her back. “Are you taking a tone with me, slut?”

“No, Master!” she burst with a dose of tense excitement as I restrained her limbs, her juicy ass hugging my shaft as I held firm in her tight hole. “No, Master, I wasn’t, I was just—ARGHHH!”

“You were just what, whore?” I teased with a spank of her jiggling flesh. “You think you can get smart with me while I’ve got my dick in your guts?”

“Oh, GOD!” she cried as I gave her slippery pipe a firm plunge, her bubbly cheeks kissing at my groin as I halted. “No, Master, I’m just your whore, I’ll never get smart with you! I’m just your stupid old bimbo whore!”

Ha! Damn, that woke her inner demon up… Alright, let’s give the birthday slut what she wants…

“That’s exactly what you are,” I agreed as I held her obedient forearms to her back, giving her ass another swift spank as she hopped on her tiptoes. “And everyone knows it now, don’t they? Everyone knows what a filthy old slut you are…”

“Oh, God! Yes, they do!” she whimpered as she lowered her grimacing face back to the sheets in concession.

“I mean the fucking shame of it,” I sneered as I slowly fucked her ass, taking her deeper with each thrust until her cheeks began to billow against my flesh. “Your husband just saw you slurp my cum off the fucking floor like a filthy bitch… And your friends saw it, too… How many other people do you think they’ve told by now? Huh? Who else knows what a fucking dirty old cum-slut you are?”

“Oh, God! I don’t know! I don’t know!” she whined into the silk of the sheets as her legs began to shiver.

“You’ve brought so much shame to your husband,” I continued, stirring her depraved psyche as I rearranged her hot guts with increasing force. “Everyone at work will be talking behind his back about what a filthy whore his wife is!”

“Oh, God! I’m sorry! I’m sorry for being a whore!” she groaned with guttural desperation as I churned her hole deeper and deeper. “I can’t fucking help it!” she whined in defeat as one of her arms suddenly escaped my lazy hold, her freed hand rushing to her horny pussy. “Oh, shit! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, my fucking… GARRGHAHAHARGH!” she growled like a horny beast through clenched teeth as her body began to convulse, her slippery asshole spluttering on my shaft as I held my thrust firm against her erratic struggle.

Holy shit, she really does love being shamed…

“Are you cumming?” I laughed with judgmental scorn over her raspy wailing, watching her delicious curves jiggle and shudder repeatedly with each jerk of her spine.

“Y-y-yessssss!” she hissed and shook as her face smushed to the sheets, her stuffed bowels squeezing on my thumping cock with each unruly tense of her twitching muscles. “I c-can’t… s-stop!”

Damn, she’s on another planet right now…

“Come here!” I laughed as I reached for a firm fist of her luscious hair, tugging her head up from the sheets. “Show me your face, slut,” I grinned as I reached for a hold of her jaw to turn her heavy head, her eyes still rolling with an exhausted ecstasy as I looked down on her. “Ha! Look at you! You like that big dick in your ass, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master!” she huffed as she caught her panting breath, her fingers still fiddling restlessly on her clit as I held her tight by the hair. “I love being your anal slut!”

“Oh, you do?” I teased, watching her eyes roll again as I gave her stretched asshole another firm thrust. “But look at this face, it’s still way too pretty for an anal slut. No wonder your husband couldn’t believe it… Let me just…”

“Ahhhh,” Deborah gurgled with satisfaction as I slipped my fingers into her slobbery mouth, fish-hooking her cheek and tugging her hair tighter.

“That’s better,” I teased as her wet tongue licked wildly at my fingers. “Now, you look like a dumb old whore with a dick in her ass!”

“Ughhuhuhuh!” she grunted as I picked up my plundering pace again, her eyes rolling as her hooked mouth poured with drool, her fingers beginning to slosh faster in her dripping pussy.

“Yeahhh! Now, you’re my anal slut!” I growled as I had my way with her fat ass, clapping her peachy cheeks harder with each firm thrust into her guts. “You just take that fucking dick! That’s all you need to worry about from now on!”

“Ughhhh! Ughhuhuh! Yeshh, Mashhterhuhughhh!” she gurgled and dribbled from her stretched open mouth as I pummelled her bowels, her tumbling breasts rocking with each vigorous clash of our bodies.

“That’s it!” I snarled as I watched her eyes roll back again, slipping my drenched fingers from her gurgling mouth and wiping her slobbery mess all over her flushed face. “That’s my messy old slut! Show me how much you want this load in your ass!”

“Oh, God! I want it!” she grunted with desperate desire from her quivering core as I held my tight grip of her thick blonde mane. “I want my master’s cum in my ass! ARGHHH!”

“I said, show me, slut!” I ordered with a loud spank to her billowing ass, making her squeeze hard on my halted cock as I tugged her down my thumping shaft by her hair. “Fuck that dick into your ass like a good whore!”

“ARGHH!” she cried again as my palm found her rippling flesh, forcing her hips into gear as she began to twerk her taut hole up and down my slippery shaft. “I will, Master! I’ll fuck it for you! Oh, God, I’ll fuck it whenever you want! ARGHHH! Yes, Master! Spank me! Smack me while I milk your big cock with my asshole! Treat me like the nasty slut I am!”

Fuck, that feels so fucking good! She’s gonna make me cum if she keeps that up…

I took a deep breath as I held my stance strong, watching as her greedy hole gobbled me up over and over with her awkward twerks, her legs beginning to tire and shudder as her feet strained on the floor. I took a hold of the beating base of my cock, holding it steady for her ass to devour while her fingers sloshed louder in her pussy.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! I’m gonna fucking… HNNNNNNNNGHHHH!” she squeezed and tensed with all her might as her spitting pussy burst with a gushing flood of her hot juices, her asshole choking on my cock as she released her squirting tension with a shrill cry of desperation.

“That’s it, let it out,” I soothed with a grin as I gave her wailing head a brisk shake, spanking her reddened ass well done as she strummed and slapped at her sloppy pussy. “That’s my dirty old girl!”

“Oh, God, I’m your dirty girl!” she repeated with a mindless drone of acceptance as she panted for breath. “I’m your horny old bitch!”

“Yes, you fucking are,” I replied with grinning satisfaction as her jittery hips began to regain their purpose, her tight ass gulping down my shaft once again. “You’re my best slut… Oh, fuck me,” I groaned with pleasure as she fucked my thumping cock like a dream, her grunts of lustful determination driving me wild as she took me to the edge of heaven with her slippery asshole.

“That’s it, Master! Let me have it!” she huffed with eagerness as she sensed me on the tortured ropes. “I crave my master’s hot, young load in my ass! I’m your greedy fucking slut!”

Oh, fuck me, that’ll do it!

I took a firm hold of her writhing hip while I tightened my fist in her disheveled locks, overtaken by the primal instinct rising in my bubbling balls as I began to thrust back against her. “Fuck, you’re a good whore,” I growled with honest appreciation as she immediately surrendered to my control, arching her back to breaking point as I had my way with her submissive hole. “I’m gonna breed this fat ass every fucking day!”

“Oh, God, yes! Breed my slutty holes, Master!” she begged from her strained throat, taking each pounding thrust with animalistic fervor in her loud grunts. “I’m your loyal breeding bitch! I live for my Master’s hot cum!”

“Oh, you nasty fucking—”

“UGHHHHUHUH!” she grunted from her gut, sounding like I had knocked the wind out of her as I drove my cock without mercy, sending her into a wailing frenzy as I fucked her ass for all it was worth. “OH, GOD! MASTER! FUCK MEEHEEHEEHEE!”

“Tell me what you want, slut!” I ordered as I shook her wailing head by the hair, my other hand squeezing her juicy ass to bursting point as I fucked her tightest hole in a rage.

“I WANT YOUR CUM!” she screamed in desperation as I clapped her cheeks, her pendulous tits joining in on the noise as they bounced and jiggled along to my rampant tune.

“LOUDER!” I bellowed as I felt my cock begin to tingle and tense with an all too familiar sensation, my muscles tightening in preparation as I butt-fucked her to oblivion.

“I WANT YOUR CUM!” she screamed from her raspy throat, her husky tone of decadent desire gripping me by the balls as the building pressure of impending euphoria overwhelmed me. “I WANT MASTER’S CUM IN MY DIRTY FUCKING SHITHOLE!”

“FUUUUCK!” I yelled as my cock bucked hard in her hot guts, exploding like a cannon as I flooded her rearranged bowels with my pumping load, her squeal of shock piercing my ears before they began to ring and buzz.

“OH, MY GOD! I FEEL IT!”

“ARGHH! ARGGGHH! ARGHHHH!” I growled through my clenching jaw as each wave of energy-sapping pleasure burst from my being, holding her tight in my control as I unloaded everything I had into her obedient asshole.

“UGHH! That’s it, Master! UGHH!” she grunted with grateful encouragement as my unruly hips bucked my spurting cock deeper into her stuffed hole. “Fill up your bitch! UGHHH! Empty those big balls in her greedy guts, you bad boy! UGHHHUHUH! Yes, Master! Drain every drop in my hungry ass! Every fucking drop! UGHH!”

“Aw, man! You’re a fucking nasty slut!” I groaned in awe as I shook out the last of my load, letting her collapse to the bed as I finally released her hair.

“Thank you, Master!” she panted as my hands smacked and squeezed on her fat ass, giving her hot pipe one last plunging dip of my throbbing length before slowly pulling out. “Oh, fuuuuuck!” she whined as her guts squeezed against my withdrawal, leaving her back door gaping wide open as I popped from her slippery grip. “Holy fucking shit,” she huffed with exhaustion as her head fell back to the sheets, her thoroughly-used asshole winking up at me before I let her bubbly cheeks close shut. “You’ve ruined me…”

“Ha! Not yet,” I laughed, giving her ass one last spank before collapsing beside her on the bed. “It’s tightening up, nicely…”

“Oh, no, I’m definitely ruined,” she giggled breathily, “there’s no coming back from this.” She shut her eyes softly, her messy hair draped over her face before she seemed to muster her last shred of energy, dragging herself towards me as her legs remained dangled from the bed. “Thank you, Master,” she groaned as her heavy udders pooled onto my chest, collapsing on top of me in search of my lips.

“Ha! For what?” I laughed, amused by the exhaustion in her panting kisses as her tongue licked at my words.

“For the best birthday ever,” she giggled as she kept her kisses coming. “Shit, for the best day of my life!”

“Well, it’s not even over yet,” I reminded her as the sun began to set through the window. “How about we go and chill in the jacuzzi for a bit and then we can have dinner?”

“That sounds amazing,” she whispered as she lay spent and content on my lips. “You did tell me you were gonna soak my poor broken asshole afterwards, didn’t you?”

“I did, yeah,” I laughed as my wandering hand found the curve of her buttock.

“And you said I could taste yours while we were in there, didn’t you?” she whispered as she teased me with the tip of her nose, her piercing eyes looking deep into mine with their seemingly ever-present lust.

Ha! Shit man, she’s insatiable…

“I made no promises,” I replied coyly as I remembered her request on our sordid little walk. “And you already had a taste before, in front of your husband, didn’t you? You fucking filthy savage!”

“But I want more,” she whimpered with a puckering pout as her nails scratched tantalisingly down my side. “I love to taste my master…”

Ha! Damn, she’s crazy…

“You’re a dirty bitch,” I laughed, pushing her face away before she hurried to my ear.

“Mmmm! Please, Master,” she hissed like a horny serpent into my earhole before she teased me with the tip of her tongue. “It’s my birthday… Let me taste your ass while I soap up this big filthy cock… Please… Let your dirty bitch spit-shine that tasty asshole for you…”

Fuck, she’s relentless… I mean, it did feel kinda good… Oh, fuck it, whatever. Just let her eat your ass if she wants it so bad…

“Alright, fine,” I relented as she poured her sexy poison into my ear, bracing myself for life with my new needy pet. “You’re brushing your teeth straight after, though…”

* * *
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CHAPTER TEN

Shit, I’m actually excited to get home, I thought to myself as I slowed my jog to a panting walk, wiping the sweat from my face with my vest as I turned onto my silent street. And not just for whatever fucked up shit she wants to get down to tonight—I’m dying for this steak!

I regained my breath as I passed Sylvia and Jared’s place, finding the curtains just as closed as they had been for the last few weeks, something that had disappointed Deborah immensely on her daily walks of shame. To be honest, I was a bit disappointed too. I actually missed Sylvia’s little scowl peering out as I passed by each day. But what I craved much more than that was the look in her eyes as she stared through my living room window, bulging wide as Deborah choked on my cock like a cum-thirsty demon.

Ah whatever, I’ve got the demon. That’s the most important part. And she seemed particularly alert before I left, there was definitely something in her eyes… She probably wants it in her ass again, tonight…

Life with Deborah had started better than I had ever dreamed it could, the moments of post-nut clarity filled with sheer satisfaction rather than anxious contemplation. Every negative I ever considered about letting one of my conquests stay longer than I needed was quickly turned into a positive within a few days.

Shit, I can’t even think of any negatives about her… She’s pretty fucking perfect for me…

She did everything she said she was going to do, and more. When she wasn’t sucking my dick, she was cooking me the best meals I had ever tasted. When she wasn’t riding me, she was tidying the place up. But what impressed me the most was how she never seemed to bother me. Usually, it would take no more than a few days in someone’s presence before they began to irk me. Not even through any fault of their own necessarily, I just wanted to be alone after a while. But, somehow, that point hadn’t arrived yet with Deborah. It was like she could sense my energy, giving me the peace I needed before any stress could even begin to creep up on me.

Like the other night… Damn, that was so chill… I don’t think I’ve ever even had a night like that with a girl before…

Calming memories rushed over me as I approached my driveway, remembering the feel of lying back on her pillowy breasts as she lovingly massaged my scalp. She must have been at it for an hour or more, and she barely spoke a single word. She just rubbed away all my stored tension with her nurturing hands as I lazily watched the football in bed. She didn’t ask any questions, she didn’t seem to even notice the television was on at all, she was just engrossed in her task of relaxing her man to the best of her ability. That realization turned me on just as much as her more direct approaches, enough to make me turn around to meet her horny smile, her legs enveloping me without delay as she sensed my next, much more obvious, desire.

Damn, I’m getting hard already… Alright, let’s see what she’s got in store for me tonight…

I opened the door, hearing Deborah’s bare feet slapping excitedly across the wooden floorboards in the living room before her beaming face appeared into view, her braless bust busy stretching another one of my shirts as she jiggled towards me down the hall.

“Mmmmm! Let me taste you!” she growled as her lusty eyes poured over my sweaty state, her hands immediately grabbing at my drenched vest to drag it up my body. “Welcome home, Master,” she grinned as her nails dug into my sides, looking up at me before she stooped to lap her flattened tongue up my abs.

“Yeah, yeah, where’s my steak?” I teased as she mopped up my sweat with a breathy giggle. “Has the delivery been?”

“Yes, Master, everything arrived while you were out strutting this sexy butt all over town!” she replied as she giddily reached around me to dip her squeezing hands into my shorts. “Do you want me to make it now, or do you want me in the shower with you?”

“No, I need you in that kitchen, immediately,” I said as I gripped her wrists and yanked her hands from my buttocks, bending to scoop her up and carry her down the hall.

“Mmmm! As you wish,” she said as she looked up at me, her eyes glinting with a certain something once again as she ignored the world around us.

Damn, there’s that look again… Something’s going on in that pretty head…

“What’re you looking at me like that for?” I teased with suspicion as I narrowed my eyelids, her arms refusing to unlink from my neck as I dropped her to her feet on the kitchen tiles. “You’ve been doing it all day…”

“Like what?” she smiled with guilt as she dangled with effort, her soft breasts smushing to my chest as she leaned up against me on her tiptoes.

“Like this,” I laughed as her glinting eyes never shied from mine. “What’re you thinking?”

“Nothing,” she smiled again, coaxing my lips down to hers with a needy tug on my neck. “I’m just happy to be here with you… Thank you…”

Her eyes closed gently as I gave her my lips, the tenderness in her soft smooch only doubling my suspicions as my hands found her shapely hips. “Yeah, well, I’m happy to have you here,” I replied, her lids opening with my words as I broke from her kiss.

“Are you, really?” she asked, a hint of insecurity in her tone as she looked up at me. “You don’t want me to leave yet?”

Aww, she actually looks a bit scared…

“Nah, you’re going nowhere,” I assured her with a grin, bending to scoop up her succulent thighs and carry her to the counter.

“You mean it?” she asked with a tentative hope as I plopped her juicy cheeks down on the marble, her legs wrapping around me to keep me close. “You really want me to stay?”

Wait, hang on…

“Well, only if you want to,” I said as I tried to read her mind, her lips hurrying back to mine as my brow lowered.

“No, I do, I really do!” she burst as she kissed urgently at my still lips. “I just don’t want you to feel trapped…”

“Trapped?” I scoffed as I enjoyed her feet rubbing on my bare calves, my hands gliding up her soft sides as her nails scratched lightly through my hair. “No, I don’t feel trapped, at all… But, seriously, if this is one of those things where you’re asking me if I feel something but really it’s because you’re the one feeling—”

“All I’m feeling is grateful,” she interrupted with another hurried kiss as she silenced my suspicions. “I’ve never been happier in my entire life… I just… I just don’t want this to end…”

Shit, now she looks really insecure…

“Well, if you don’t want it to end,” I said, leaning closer to her ear as I squeezed her plumped up cheeks, “then you better make my steak as perfect as the last one… Now, move!”

“Ahh!” she squealed in surprise as I spanked her billowed flesh, making her hop on the counter as I escaped her vice of limbs. “Mmmm, yes, Master, I’ll get right to it,” she called after me as I left the kitchen, “just give me a shout if you need me to scrub your back… Or anything else!”

“Medium-rare!” I called back, ignoring her teasing pitch as I made my way down the hall and up the stairs, hearing her giggle as she got to work.

“I know how my master likes his meat!” she shouted with a hint of seduction as she fought for the last word. “And he knows how I like it, too!”

Ha! Fuck’s sake… She really did seem a little worried there, though… I’ll have to ease her concerns by making good use of her tonight… I’ll show her how invaluable she is to this household with a good hard fucking…

I took a long shower as Deborah got to work, rejuvenating my muscles for the night to come before drying off and lying naked on my bed, pleased by the noises coming from the bustling kitchen as my grown woman proved her worth like a pro. It wasn’t too long before the delicious smells started to tease at my nostrils, the distant sizzle of the pans forcing me to get up and slip on a robe to head downstairs.

Argh, I’m so ready for this! Why the fuck did I never hire a personal chef before? Why am I so weird about letting people I’m not about to fuck into my house? And how the hell have none of the girls I’ve had here been able to cook at all?! Like, what are the actual odds of that? Shit, Jess even struggled to toast bread once… Well, she was busy sucking my dick at the time, but still! I bet Deborah could do both… I do kinda miss Jess, though. I need to tell her about all this shit so bad… Wait, why do I always want to talk to Jess about stuff… Is she like my best friend or something? It’s hardly a conventional friendship… And what happened to all my guy friends? I barely even talk to them now, I feel like I’ve been constantly surrounded by women for years… Ah, whatever, what the fuck do I need a man for?

I entered the kitchen to find Deborah handling the cooked steaks, her pretty face happy to see me again as she smiled my way before carefully placing the pan down and heading towards me.

“Okay, I’ll just let your meat rest for a while until it’s nice and juicy,” she teased as her hand found my bulge, giving it a hungry squeeze as she looked up at me with a horny glare.

“And what about your meat?” I asked as I reached down to squeeze between her thighs. “How juicy is it?”

Holy shit! How is she so wet?! Has she been playing with herself this whole time?!

“Oh, God, I’m always juicy for you, Master,” she groaned, her hands braced on my chest as she thrust and shook her soaked pussy on my stiff fingers. “But today, I’ve just been dripping… Oh, God, yes! Finger that juicy pussy, Master! Ughhh! My body just craves you so bad, I’m losing my fucking mind more and more every day!”

Shit, I better stop or I’ll be fucking her on top of those steaks… Wait, what if I ate the steaks while I—no! Just chill out, you animal! Control yourself!

I pulled away from her hungry hole as she looked up at me with a furrowed brow of desperation, my drenched fingers gripping her face as I leant to kiss her smushed lips. “After dinner,” I said, smirking down at her captured face.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered as I squeezed her cheeks, nodding slowly in my grip. “After dinner…”

“Good slut,” I teased, giving her squished lips another kiss. “You’re so well behaved…. I think I’m gonna have to breed you again tonight…”

Ha! Damn, she liked that…

“Oh, God,” she gasped, her spine quivering as I kissed her again, her eyes wide and alert as they stared up into mine. “Do you want to breed me, Master?” she asked with a horny whisper as her hands gripped at my robe. “Do you want to watch my belly grow for you?”

Ha! Fuck, she loves the breeding stuff so much… Shit, she’s got me into it too! There’s something about the way her body shivers whenever it comes up, and the look in her eyes… It’s like she’s in heat or something… But, no! Stop! Dinner first!

“Oh, I’m gonna watch it grow again and again,” I grinned as I held my firm grip on her smushed face. “But my breeding bitch needs to be well-fed, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Master,” she nodded with hurried obedience as her restless hands tugged on my robe, her bare pussy thrusting at my growing bulge. “Oh, God… Fatten me up for breeding… I need to be ready to grow your strong young seed in my old belly…”

Fuck, she’s turning me on too much! Just let her go!

“Then you better finish making dinner,” I said as I finally released her, leaving her desperate on her feet as I headed for the fridge to cool off with a cold drink.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, getting back to work as my shirt rested high on her shapely hips, taking a deep breath to compose herself before looking at me with another intense stare. “I’ll look after your seed, I promise…”

Ha! Fuck, she’s still so earnest all the time! I really thought the act would have faded by now… Maybe she just really is this submissive… And just look at that fucking ass! Argh!

“Oh, I know you will,” I said as I made to pass her by, swiftly stopping to take a bite of her succulent rump, making her squeal as I hoovered her juicy flesh into my hungry mouth. “Because you’ll be in big trouble if you don’t!”

“Ahh!” she cackled as I spanked her rippling ass across my bite mark, making her growl with excitement as I tugged firm on her messy hair. “Oh, God! I will, Master! I’ll take good care of it, I swear!”

Fuck, she’s losing it…

“Good,” I grinned as I gave her ass another foot-hopping spank before letting go of her hair. “Now, call me when dinner’s on the table…”

“Yes, Master!” she huffed as her nails rattled and scratched on the counter, her trembling body shifting into gear as she fumbled with the plates. “I’ll be as quick as I can for you!”

Holy shit! She’s just totally on another level… I really don’t think I could get bored of this if it isn’t an act… Jess would have totally—oh, stop thinking about Jess, for fuck’s sake! I’ve got enough to deal with! Damn, I really am gonna have to cross that bridge at some point, though. I said I’d call her sooner next time too… She’s gonna be pissed when she finds out I’ve let someone else move in after denying her for so long… Ah, whatever, she can find someone at the fucking bar to move in with… In fact, I’m waiting until she calls me this time. Let’s see how much she really ‘misses me’…

I waited in the living room as I heard Deborah hurrying back and forth between the dining room and kitchen, preparing the table before calling me in. When we finally sat down to eat, I was ravenous, devouring my latest tasty meal like it was my last as Deborah remained suspiciously quiet, her eyes barely leaving me as she chewed like a much more civilized being. My plate was spotless by the time I was done, my attention drawn to Deborah’s as she slowly carved at her half-eaten meat, her breasts heaving in my old shirt as she took a subtle breath.

What’s going on with her? Is she still that horny?

“Hey,” I said, drawing her eyes up to mine, “you good?”

“Yeah,” she said, her cutlery pausing on her plate before she reluctantly put them down. “I think so…”

Shit, there’s definitely something going on with her…

“Alright, c’mon,” I said, placing down my own knife and fork as I sat back in my chair. “What’s up?”

Again, she took another breath, her eyes unblinking as she stared back at me across the table. “I… I have to tell you something,” she said, her voice filled with worry as her fingers fiddled with the tablecloth.

Okay, here we go…

“Alright,” I said, lowering an inquisitive brow with a curious smile as I anticipated her touchdown back to reality. “Out with it then…”

She took another calming moment, her anxious eyes looking away before finding mine again with a new sense of courage. “… I’m late.”

“What?” I asked with a confused scrunch of my face. “Late for what?”

Wait, she doesn’t mean—

“No, I mean, I’m late,” she replied, remaining completely still as her eyes widened with emphasis. “And that does not happen to me…”

Woah, woah, woah!

“You think you’re pregnant?!” I asked, my brow rising high as she kept as still as a statue. “But… I thought you… Aren’t you—”

“No, I’m still ticking,” she interrupted with a slight chuckle before her brief smile gave way to worry again. “But, I feel different… I mean, I don’t know what it’s supposed to feel like, it could be nothing, but I just… Feel it…”

“You feel it?” I repeated, captured by the cosmic certainty in her eyes.

“Yes,” she replied with an almost imperceptible nod. “I really think I might be this time. I’ve never been this late before… And I just feel… different…”

“Different?” I repeated mindlessly again as my brain buzzed in my skull.

“Yes,” she replied, the renewed look of worry in her eyes prompting me to address how shocked I must appear to be. “But… I guess there’s only one way to be sure…”

“Okay,” I said, my brain kicking back into gear as I pushed my chair back. “I’ll go and get a test…”

“I’ve already got one,” she said, stopping me in my tracks before I could stand. “Well, I got two… I added them to the order before… They’re on the kitchen counter…”

Shit, she’s been busy… Aw man, what the fuck is happening right now?

“How long have you been thinking—”

“Not really until the last few days,” she interrupted as her brow furrowed with worry. “I wanted to say something, but I just didn’t know how, I can’t even believe it, I thought there was just no way it could be true… But, now I’m really late… So, I figure I’m either pregnant or I’m finally hitting the menopause…”

“Well… which do you want it to be?” I asked, letting my tongue run away with itself without thought.

She looked back at me, her pretty face serious as she stared into my eyes. “I’ve wanted to be pregnant for as long as I can remember,” she confessed as she took a slow breath. “And I want it now more than ever… But, I promise you, I didn’t plan any of this… Please, you have to understand, I’m even more shocked than you are. I had completely given up all hope of ever getting pregnant years ago—I’m fucking fifty, for God’s sake!”

“Well, yeah, that’s what I figured too!” I laughed instinctively as her eyes bulged wide with a seemingly honest astonishment.

“How does that even happen?!” she continued as her flowing worries poured with sincerity. “How many women in their fifties are getting pregnant out there?!”

“I don’t know,” I laughed as I scrambled my brain for an estimate. “There’s at least some, I guess… But, we don’t even know if you are…"

“And what if I am?” she asked, seeming to bite some sort of bullet in her mind as she looked to me with a deep concern. “I don’t want to go…”

“Go?” I repeated in surprise as her eyes seemed to glint with welling tears. “Go where?”

“Anywhere,” she replied, her meek voice squeaking slightly in her tightening throat. “But I’ll leave if that’s what you want…”

“Ha! You think I’d kick you out after getting you pregnant?!” I laughed, imagining her perception of me before I recalled every sexual encounter we had ever had.

Yeah, maybe I can see why she might think I was that callous…

“I don’t know,” she whimpered as she looked away to her fingers fiddling on her lap. “We’ve only known each other for like a month… You never signed up for this… So, if I am pregnant, and you want me to go, then I will. And I’ll never ask you for a penny, I swear.”

“Ha! Now you think I’d abandon my child entirely?!” I laughed as my shock only increased. “Seriously, look at me,” I said, drawing her eyes to mine as her first teardrop fell down her cheek. “Do you really think I’d do that? Honestly.”

She stared into my eyes as hers welled up even more, her lip quivering before she answered. “No,” she whimpered as she shook her head. “But it isn’t fair on you…”

“Not fair on me?” I laughed as she looked to me with a profound sympathy. “I’ve been emptying my loads into you every fucking day for weeks, I think it would serve me right!”

She let out a reluctant little giggle as she wiped at her cheek, dabbing at the corner of her eyes with her fingers before she looked back at me. “I’ve loved every second of it,” she said with a sniff of her runny nose. “I was dreaming of getting pregnant the whole time, but it was just a horny wish, I swear to you, I didn’t think it would ever actually come true… And what am I even saying?! I don’t even know that I am!”

“Well, go and find out then,” I said, my newfound calmness surprising myself as much as Deborah as her body seemed to release a portion of its tension.

“You want me to go now?” she asked, a delicate smile on her dampened lips as she wiped at her teary face again.

“Yeah, go grab the sticks and do your thing, girl,” I replied with a sure smirk. “You know how to do it, right?”

“Oh, believe me, I know all too well,” she chuckled as her posture seemed to lighten up before she placed her hands on the table and pushed her chair back to stand. “I’ve never felt like this before doing it, though,” she said as she walked carefully around the table, heading my way with unsure steps.

“Hey, come here,” I laughed as she approached me like a puppy would a wolf, standing hurriedly to capture her in my arms. “Don’t look so worried! Either way, it’ll be alright! Okay?”

“Okay,” she nodded as I squeezed her to me, her hands clutching my back as she spoke into my chest. “Thank you…”

“Hey, thank me if you actually are,” I laughed as she clung tight to me, her face nuzzling into the opening of my robe as her lips puckered gratefully on my bare skin.

“If I actually am, I have no idea what I’m going to do,” she mumbled on my chest as her nails dug into my back. “But thanking you will never be enough…”

Damn, what does that mean… Shit, am I actually getting turned on at that right now?! This is serious! Pull yourself together!

“Well, you better go and find out then!” I said definitively, grabbing her by the shoulders and guiding her away from my swelling cock. “Go on, use the downstairs bathroom.”

“Ahh!” she squealed as my palm found the wobbling curve of her bare ass, making her hop to it as I sent her on her way out of the room. “Yes, Master!” she said as she jiggled away from me, looking back over her shoulder with an excited smile before she disappeared from view. “I won’t be long…”

“Alright, I’ll be in the living room!” I called back, the severity of the situation slowly becoming more apparent in my mind as I was left alone with my thoughts.

Holy fucking shit, is this actually happening?! Why the fuck did I just assume she was past the menopause?! Didn’t she say she was or something?! I’m sure she did… Or maybe she didn’t… Fuck!

My brain imploded as I took a seat in my armchair, my brow low in thought as I felt my already strange life take an even wilder turn, my eyes unblinking as they flashed with paternal visions.

Holy shit, I can’t be a dad right now… Can I? Naaah, let’s just chill. She probably isn’t even pregnant, right? So, she’s a little late. Or a lot late, whatever that means. These irregularities can happen, right? Especially at her age. More likely than getting pregnant I would guess… Yeah, let’s just chill… And if she is… Then, I guess she is… And my life will change forever, again… Because I just can’t fucking help myself apparently!

I continued to stew as I heard the distant sound of a toilet flushing my old existence away, the anticipation building in my twisting gut as I awaited her return. But, what surprised me again, was the unyielding tingle in my loins as my cock began to swell against my will, my primal core clearly stimulated beyond thought or reason as my mature breeding bitch took her tests.

Oh, fuck me, did I actually get her pregnant? And why the fuck is that turning me on even more than it freaks me out! Shit, she really has implanted all her kinks into me! She’s in my fucking veins!

My cock now thumped against the weight of my heavy robe as I stretched out my legs, feeling my balls hang heavy and full between my thighs as I spread out to try and relax. My blood rushed hotter as the tent in my robe thudded higher with my pounding heart, tensing strong as I heard the bathroom door finally open.

Fuck, this is it…

My eyes fixed to the open door to the living room as I heard her little bare feet scuff slightly on the floorboards, halting my lungs as the creaks drew closer with each slow step, before her stupefied expression appeared in the frame, her dangling hands each delicately holding a different test.

Shit, I can’t tell what that face means! Is she in shock or disappointed?! Or both?!

“… So?” I asked, my cock raging as she slowly approached me in silence like the ghost of pregnancy tests. “Are you?”

She walked right up between my open legs before stopping in front of me, her face looking paler than ever as her hands slowly held out the tests for me to take.

Holy shit, she’s freaking me out…

I reached for the tests as she remained eerily silent, slowly taking to her knees with a dumbstruck thud, my gripped attention falling upon the screen of the first test.

Oh, fuck me, that’s two lines… That means she’s pregnant, right?!

I looked to the symbols printed on the plastic, Deborah’s hands lazily peeling open my robe as my eyes darted back to the result.

That is another line, right?! It looks like it, but shouldn’t it be a bit fucking clearer than that?!

I squinted as I focused on the thin blue fade, trying to decide whether it was there at all before I looked to the other test, my brow losing its tension as my gaze fell upon a much less ambiguous result.

‘Pregnant’… Holy fucking—

“Thank you!” Deborah groaned in a haze as she buried her face in my crotch, her smushing lips planting a firm and passionate kiss to my balls. “Oh, my God… My fucking master… Thank you so fucking much… Mmmmmmm!”

“You’re welcome,” I replied without thought, feeling like I was having an out of body experience as I repeatedly looked between the two tests, before the feel of her warm tongue brought me back.

“You have no idea how many nights I lay awake wishing for this moment,” she whimpered into my sack as she kept her grateful smooches coming. “How many tears I shed… Years of pain… Years of letting that weak man inside me… All for nothing… And the whole time… All I ever needed was this…”

Fuck me, how am I this hard right now?!

Her squeezing hands made their way up my thighs before they clutched my thumping cock with an almost holy reverence, standing it up strong like a beating totem as her entranced eyes perused every inch with wonder. “You’ve given me everything,” she said as her stunned eyes locked to mine, her lips leaning closer to the head of my cock to plant another grateful kiss. “Everything I ever wanted… Everything I ever dreamed of,” she whispered, her smooching lips hidden behind my flaring glans as she stared at me. “I’m yours, forever… For anything… You are my master, and I am your most devoted servant… Until the day I die…”

Aw man, this isn’t roleplaying at all… She is fucking intense, right now… And it’s just making me harder!

My cock ached rigid in her hands, feeling as if it could burst as she lovingly tended to the sensitive head with her soft lips, my racing mind overwhelmed as I struggled for words, before the doorbell rang to steal my attention. Deborah didn’t seem to notice at all as she continued to make out with my dick, her eyes never leaving mine as the bell rang again.

“Who do you think that is, Master?” she asked with a creepily curious tone, her hands beginning to slowly pump my beating shaft. “Do you think it’s my husband again?”

“I have no idea,” I replied in a haunted daze as I watched her gentle hands tug a little harder on my cock. “And I don’t fucking care…”

“We could go and share the good news,” she posed with a horny sharpening of her glare, her lips pursing to a devious smirk behind my glans. “Tell him you’ve knocked up his poor old wife like he couldn’t… Tell him you’ve made me into your loyal breeding bitch… What do you think, Master?”

Shit, I don’t even fucking know what to think anymore…

The doorbell rang again, Deborah staring at me for an answer as her firmer jerks displayed her rising excitement, prompting me to take to my feet.

“Fuck yes, Master!” she growled as she rose high on her knees to follow my cock, smushing her lips across my balls before she stuck out her drooling tongue and shook it manically across my hanging sack.

Damn, she’s even more feral than usual!

“C’mon then, you crazy bitch,” I laughed as I wrapped my robe around us both, the bulge of her head bobbing and shaking wildly as she continued to drool and slurp at my balls like they were the delicious dinner she didn’t finish.

“Yes, Master!” she groaned as I finally pushed the bulge of her head down, stepping over her before she followed hurriedly after on her hands and knees.

Fuck, she’s just crawling after me! What if it’s not even Carl?! Ha! She just doesn’t care… Oh, fuck it, neither do I…

I left the living room, hearing Deborah’s kneepads knocking to the wooden floorboards as she scrambled to keep up, before I spotted a familiar figure in the window by the door.

Jared? What the fuck does he want?

“Well, I don’t think it’s your husband,” I said as I continued down the hall, Deborah following all the same. “Looks like he’s sent his old pal, Jared, to do the talking for him this time…”

“Well, that’s a shame,” Deborah giggled as her hands slapped across the floor. “We’ll have to share the good news with him another time…”

“I guess we will,” I agreed, imagining his broken response as I reached for the door, opening it to find another familiar figure beside Jared. “Ah, Sylvia,” I said with a friendly smile as I ignored her husband. “What brings you here on this fine evening?”

“Hi, Syl!” Deborah beamed naturally as she knelt by my feet, her hairy pussy visible between her spread thighs as she looked up at her old friend. “You okay?”

“Errm, yeah—”

“We’d like to speak with Deborah alone, if that’s alright,” Jared suddenly interrupted his wife, his eyes darting between my obvious bulge and Deborah’s naked bottom before he looked into mine with a flimsy sort of bravery.

“Ha! I’m not going anywhere without my master,” Deborah scoffed with a surprised chuckle at the impossible request. “Don’t be so ridiculous, Jared.”

“Yeah, Jared, don’t be so ridiculous,” I grinned as I rested my hand atop Deborah’s head.

“Listen,” Sylvia intervened, giving her husband a not so subtle look of warning before he could reply too brashly. “We just want to talk, okay?” she continued, looking to me with a strange expression of acceptance before turning her attention to Deborah. “We’ve been worried about you… Your husband is worried about you…”

“Can we not do this here?” Jared suddenly piped again, clearly still excruciatingly unsettled by Deborah’s pussy peeking up at him.

“Yeah, maybe it’s best if we all go inside for a chat?” Sylvia suggested in a much calmer tone as she smiled knowingly at Deborah, before looking up at me again with a widening of her hopeful eyes. “Would that be alright with you?”

Ha! What the fuck is this? Sylvia being pleasant? To me?!

“Now, you see, that’s how you ask to enter someone’s house! You should give Carl some pointers,” I smiled as I looked between my old neighbors. “Deborah and I would, of course, be happy to have you, Sylvia. Wouldn’t we, Deb?”

“Yes, Master,” Deborah agreed as she looked up at me, sensing the mischief in my tone. “Whatever you say…”

“Alright then,” Sylvia smiled uncomfortably, looking back to me with a cautious expectation as her foot took an unsure step forward.

“Oh, yeah, come on in,” I said, stepping aside with a smile to let her pass, Deborah shuffling after me with a giddy grin as Sylvia stepped over the threshold, her silent husband presumptively following after.

“Not you,” I said, blocking his progress with a sturdy arm across the doorway, his brow lowering in anger as he looked up at me.

“What do you mean?!” he asked with indignation as he glanced at his wife. “Why not?!”

“Because I don’t like you,” I replied plainly, making Deborah snort as she lowered her face to hide her laughter. “I don’t want you in my house… I’ll only let Sylvia in…”

“Honey, why don’t—”

“No, fuck this, we’re going home,” Jared scowled at the end of his tether, “I’m not having this boy dictate to me! No! Absolutely not!”

“Alright then,” I smiled unbothered, lifting my barricading arm and turning to Sylvia to usher her straight back out the door. “Well, good chat, Syl… Maybe don’t bring your whiny little husband next time, though, yeah? There’s a good girl, out you go…”

“No, wait just a second!” Sylvia piped in protest as I guided her back outside, digging in her heels as she looked to her seething husband. “Honey, we came here for a reason!”

“Yeah, well, we tried,” Jared said definitively as he reached to take his wife by the arm. “He’ll just have to do it himself.”

“He can’t do it himself,” Sylvia hissed as she shrugged her arm free, clearly trying to keep her voice down. “And it’s not just him, I’m here for Deborah… We can’t just do nothing!”

“You’re not going in that house without me,” Jared said with a sure shake of his head as he avoided his wife’s eyes. “Absolutely not.”

“Well, that settles it then, I guess,” I shrugged, bracing my hand on the door. “And we were actually kinda busy so…”

“Wait!” Sylvia burst again as she turned around, her mind clearly unprepared as she looked to me for mercy. “Please, just… could you just let us both in? We just want to talk… Please. Just a nice, calm chat. He won’t be any trouble.”

Ha! Aw man, that’s hilarious!

I considered her plea briefly before Jared’s petulant glare made my mind up. “Nah, I don’t trust him,” I smiled, looking to his wife. “What if he sucker-punches me?”

“Okay, that’s it!” Jared snapped, grabbing his wife’s arm again.

“No, it isn’t!” Sylvia hissed again as she dragged her limb free. “I’m not leaving her like this! What exactly are you even worried about?!”

Jared paused in tongue-tied anger, looking away from his wife’s accusatory scowl again before he answered. “I’m not worried about anything!”

“Well, you should be!” Sylvia said as she remained with her back to us, Deborah clearly engrossed as she stared at the bickering couple on her giddy knees, her nails scratching at her bare thighs. “You should be worried for your friend, like I am!”

“And so what? I’m supposed to just let my wife wander into danger because his left him?!” he snapped in frustration. “And how would I ever live with myself if he harmed you in some way?!”

“My master would never harm a woman! How fucking dare you!” Deborah suddenly barked with palpable offense on my behalf. “He’s a good master! He only hurts them how they want!”

Ha! Fucking hell…

“Yeah!” I agreed with a grin as the arguing pair suddenly turned to us, Deborah’s arms wrapping around my leg as I ruffled her hair again. “I just aim to please, that’s all. I’ll make sure your wife is very well cared for…”

His brow hardened again as he looked to my teasing grin. “You think you’re really—”

“Jared, would you just stop being such a bitch?” Deborah scoffed with a tut at his pitiful glare. “My master would never do anything to your wife that she didn’t want, okay?”

“Of course, I wouldn’t,” I agreed with a serious shake of my head as my eyes perused his wife’s turned ass in her tight jeans. “And hey,” I continued as I looked back to his glare, “just think of this as like a trust exercise or something… If all goes well, I might let you in next time? How about that?”

“Ha! I don’t—”

“That sounds fair!” Sylvia intervened over her husband’s swift rejection as she looked to him, reaching for a squeezing hold of his elbow to silence his bluster. “We’ll go in, we’ll have a quick chat, and then we can go home… Alright? Nothing bad is going to happen… Okay? We’re doing this for our friends… Okay?”

Jared looked to his wife as his head shook continuously, turning away from her assertive glare before he took a deep breath, exhaling swiftly with his answer. “Okay, fine!” he huffed with another unhappy shake of his jowls. “But you make it quick. I’m not waiting here all day while you’re in there.”

“Hey, just go home and have a coffee or something?” I suggested, drawing his attention back to me. “Just don’t go wandering around in my yard again, yeah?”

“No, I’ll wait right here,” he said with a narrowing of his eyelids as he gave me a sarcastic smile.

“Okay, suit yourself,” I said, looking back to his wife as she remained turned to him. “We doing this then, Syl?”

“Yes,” Sylvia replied, glancing cautiously over her shoulder before she looked back to her husband, her hand rubbing almost pitifully at his arm before she slowly let it go. “Everything will be fine…”

Ha! This is crazy… Wait, am I actually gonna try and fuck her right now? Shit, Deborah might even insist on it with the mood she’s in!

I looked down at my pregnant possession as she gazed up with me with an excited bite of her lip, the look in her eyes conveying all I needed to know as Sylvia turned to walk up my driveway.

Ha! She definitely wants me to fuck her!

“Alright, come in again then,” I smiled as I stood aside once more, Sylvia seeming even smaller than usual as she crossed the threshold with a nervous glance up at me. “See ya, Jared,” I called, giving him a brief wave before unceremoniously closing the door behind his wife, making her hop slightly on her heels.

“Thanks for coming, Syl,” Deborah smiled warmly as she remained on her knees. “It’s good to see you.”

“Yeah,” Sylvia said in reply as she looked down at her friend, her petite frame looking jittery as she combed her nails briefly through her short curls of mahogany hair. “It’s good to see you, too, Deb.”

“Well, it’s been a while since you’ve been in here, but you remember where the living room is, right?” I said, drawing her wide eyes back to me.

“Erm, yeah,” she nodded, a hint of a smile ghosting across her thin lips as her arms folded beneath her perky breasts, a hint of her cleavage rising higher. “I think so…”

“It’s just down here,” Deborah burst merrily as she crawled ahead to lead the way, her bare ass jiggling away from us making Sylvia avert her eyes. “C’mon, the couches are so comfy…”

“She doesn’t mind you looking,” I laughed as I stepped ahead of Sylvia’s rooted heels. “She’d actually prefer that you did…”

“Oh, erm,” Sylvia stuttered behind me, her heels clacking into action soon after. “Okay…”

Ha! She is so out of her comfort zone right now… Shit, I fucking am too! I just found out I’m gonna be a dad and now Sylvia of all people is in my house for some reason! What am I even doing?!

“Do you want a drink or something?” Deborah asked as she entered the living room, turning to watch us enter. “Something to nibble on, maybe?”

“Errrm, no, thank you,” Sylvia replied as she followed me inside, rubbing at her bare arm as she looked around the room before looking to me for some sort of guidance.

“Take a seat, if you want,” I said, casually nodding her attention toward the large couch as I headed back to my armchair, my mind pinging with remembrance as I looked to the open window. “Deborah, could you close the window and shut the curtains? We don’t want anyone peeping on us again, do we?”

“Right away, Master,” Deborah smiled as she crawled to the window before standing, her bare ass wobbling with excitement as she hurriedly completed her task.

“And your husband had a real good peep, didn’t he?” I said, turning my teasing smirk to Sylvia as she took a tentative seat on the edge of the couch. “You can’t blame him too much, though… I mean, look at that ass.”

Sylvia’s wide eyes looked back at me like I had struck a nerve before she followed my gaze to Deborah’s jiggling ass, watching as her friend finished shutting the curtains and eagerly took back to her knees to hurry to my feet.

“Mmmm! Do you like my fat ass, Master?” Deborah purred as she got comfortable between my knees, her hands reaching up into my robe to tease her nails up my thigh.

“Erm!” Sylvia burst as she turned her eyes away from Deborah’s encroaching hand. “Why don’t you come and sit next to me, Deb?”

“No, thank you,” Deborah replied with a chipper tone as her eyes remained fixed to me, sounding as if she had refused a piece of gum.

“No?” Sylvia asked with a slight chuckle of surprise, trying her best to adjust to the awkward situation. “Why not?”

“Because I want to sit with Master,” Deborah replied with a sweet obviousness, turning her face to look back at her friend with a smile.

Sylvia paused as her own forced smile turned a little crooked. “Okay,” she said, clearly struggling for what to say. “And do you always… sit like this?”

“No, not always,” Deborah replied breezily with a shake of her disheveled hair. “I mostly sit on him… But, I love being on my knees for him too… Don’t I, Master?”

“That’s what you tell me,” I replied as I looked to her smile, feeling my cock begin to swell up again as her tickling nails reached my balls.

“But, erm,” Sylvia replied with a coughing clearance of her throat, her face beginning to blush. “Don’t you think that’s…”

“What?” Deborah asked with a natural inquisitiveness as she turned her face back to her struggling friend.

“Well,” Sylvia said, her disturbed eyes flickering to Deborah’s fiddling hand bulging under my robe. “Don’t you think it’s a little… degrading?”

Ha! Yeah, that’s why she does it!

“Degrading?” Deborah repeated with a puzzled tone, as if she’d never heard the word before while her fingers playfully jangled my sack. “What does that mean?”

Sylvia chuckled briefly as she struggled for words again with a disbelieving shake of her head, looking back at her friend to call her bluff. “You know what degrading means,” she said with a raise of her brow.

“No, I’m not sure I do actually… Is this degrading?” Deborah teased in response, her hand suddenly removing itself from my robe.

Ha! Fucking hell, Deb…

Deborah’s bare ass rose higher as she prostrated herself low, kissing at my feet with loud smooches as Sylvia averted her eyes again, only this time retaining her smile.

“Yes, Deb,” she replied with a chuckle before she pursed her grin. “A woman kneeling before a man and kissing his feet could be considered degrading, yes.”

“And that’s a bad thing, right?” Deborah asked, still playing ignorant as she kept up her loving kisses to my feet.

“Yes, Deb, it is,” Sylvia replied as she turned her eyes to me, her smile disappearing as her brow rose high in judgment.

“Why?” Deborah asked, drawing Sylvia’s attention back to her as she swiftly knelt up.

“… What?” Sylvia asked, her smile returning unsurely as she looked back to her kneeling friend. “What do you mean, why?”

“I mean, why?” Deborah reasserted as she shuffled closer to me once more. “Why is it a bad thing?”

Sylvia scoffed, her smile doubting the seriousness of the question before she blurted an instinctive answer. “Because, it is!”

“Ha! Really? Because, it is?” Deborah scoffed even louder as she looked to her blushing pal like she was from another world. “Seriously? That’s the best you’ve got for me? I’m supposed to give up my deepest desires, just because?”

Sylvia was stunned to silence, her words stumbling on the tip of her tongue. “No. You aren’t. It’s just—okay, let’s talk about these desires you have. Let’s see if we can—”

“Ha! You sound like a therapist!” Deborah giggled as her hand stretched back up under my robe. “Carl already made me see a few of those, Syl. Do you think you’re more qualified than they were?”

“Well, no, but I think being your friend is qualification enough,” Sylvia replied, Deborah’s response coming swiftly.

“Are we friends, though?” she said as she turned to look at the stunned Sylvia. “Or do we only see each other because our husbands are friends?”

Sylvia paused again, clearly struck by her words as all expression disappeared from her face. “I think we’re friends,” she replied meekly, her tone ripe with sadness. “I think you’re my closest friend…”

Aww, that was pretty sweet…

“Then why don’t you try to actually understand me, instead of trying to fix me?” Deborah asked as she seemed indifferent to Sylvia’s discomfort. “My husband already tried that for a long time, and all it did was make me miserable.”

“I’m not trying to fix you, Deb,” Sylvia replied with deep concern in her brow. “I’m just—”

“Have you ever been fucked, Sylvia?” Deborah interrupted, surprising me almost as much as my wide-eyed neighbor.

“W-what?” Sylvia stuttered, her eyes unblinking as she stared back at Deborah in shock.

“C’mon, we’re friends, aren’t we?” Deborah continued with a casual tone as her hand wrapped around my swelling cock. “Have you ever been fucked? And I mean really, well and fucking truly fucked?”

Sylvia’s throat squeaked from her open jaw as her words failed her again. “I… Jared and I,” she began, her eyes lowering to her lap as her face blushed even brighter. “Jared and I make love, yes… Of course, we do.”

“No, I didn’t say make love,” Deborah objected as her hand began to squeeze and jerk without shame. “It doesn’t have to be with Jared, either. Has anyone ever really fucked you? Like, really just fucking held you down and given it to you! Like a wild fucking beast!”

Sylvia’s eyes widened even further at Deborah’s increasing aggression, her answer slipping quietly from her lips. “… No.”

“No?” Deborah repeated with a raise of her brow. “Then, with respect, Sylvia—you have no fucking clue what you’re talking about, do you?” she said, holding her friend’s stunned gaze as she jerked me off with increasing vigor. “But, I already knew that… Wanna know how?”

“… How?” Sylvia asked as she sat frozen on the edge of the couch, her eyes looking entranced.

“Because if Jared or anyone else was fucking you like my master fucks me, you wouldn’t even be here right now,” Deborah replied with a certain tone. “You’d be kneeling at your master’s feet, instead…”

“Deborah, I,” Sylvia stuttered, her eyes lowering as the bulge in my robe shifted faster. “I don’t want a master… A healthy relationship—”

“Do you even have any respect left for Jared?” Deborah interrupted again, keeping everyone on their toes as my eyes turned to Sylvia like an awkwardly erect statue.

“W-what?” Sylvia asked in shock. “What do you—”

“I mean, I see how you are with him,” Deborah interrupted. “It’s obvious you don’t respect him. But is there any left? Like even a little shred? Or has it completely gone?”

Sylvia scoffed again as her jaw remained open, her brow lowering before she answered. “Jared is my husband,” she replied as she mustered a convincing tone. “He’s the father of my child, of course, I respect him.”

“Oh, so you think it’s right for a woman to respect the father of her children?” Deborah asked innocently, pricking my ears as I sensed her next move. “That isn’t degrading, or whatever?”

“No, of course, that isn’t degrading,” Sylvia replied with a wince of confusion. “That’s perfectly natural. Just like it is for a man to respect the mother of his children. Respect goes both ways, Deb. It has to.”

“And you think my Master doesn’t respect me?” Deborah asked with a hint of offence.

“No, Deborah, I don’t. I think—”

“I’ve received more respect living here for the past month than I have in my entire life,” Deborah interrupted with a serious enforcement as she silenced her friend’s honest flow. “I was married to a man that didn’t give a shit about what I wanted for twenty-eight years, Sylvia. And now, I have someone that gives me everything I’ve ever dreamed of. He hasn’t refused me a single thing.”

“Deb,” Sylvia winced again as she struggled to hear her friend’s argument. “There’s more to life than just… sex.”

“I know there is,” Deborah agreed without a fight as Sylvia’s eyes glanced reluctantly at her jerking hand once again. “There’s fucking, too. Something you’ve admitted you know nothing about. But he’s given me something more than that…”

“Like what?” Sylvia asked again with a belittling shake of her head. “A roof over your head? Money to buy whatever you need? What does he give you that your husband didn’t provide? Besides sex?! Or fucking?!”

Oh, shit, here we go…

“He’s given me a baby,” Deborah replied, turning her eyes back to me with an intense flare of reverence, Sylvia’s stare bulging wide as her brow sharpened.

“… What?” she asked as she looked to me, finding little clarification in my smirk before she looked back to her friend. “What are you talking about?”

“I’m pregnant,” Deborah replied as she tore her eyes from me, looking around for the tests before she spotted them on the arm of the couch. “There,” she said as she nodded Sylvia’s attention to them, “we just found out. That’s why we took so long to answer the door… I was in the middle of giving the father of my child the respect he’s owed…”

“Deb, are you,” Sylvia stuttered, her eyes fixed in shock to the two tests before she dragged them away. “Are you actually serious? You’re really pregnant?”

“Yes, I’m pregnant,” Deborah replied as she kept her eyes on me, her growing smile infectious before she leaned to nuzzle her pretty face in my bulging lap. “Oh, God, I really am!” she muffled with excitement as she rubbed her lips across my shaft, smooching at it through the robe. “Thanks to my wonderful master!”

“Deb, I…” Sylvia stuttered again, her mind a puddle of mixed emotion as Deborah’s face popped up from my lap.

“What?” she asked as her hand cupped at my heavy balls. “C’mon, let me hear it,” she continued with an expectance in her sharpened tone. “Your closest friend just told you she’s pregnant. Something you know she tried so hard for, the one thing that you know she always wanted… So, you’re gonna congratulate me, right?”

“Deb—”

“You always wanted another one, too, right?” Deborah continued as Sylvia quietened back down on the ropes. “So, you must understand to some degree how happy I am… But you’re not happy for me, are you?”

Sylvia remained silent as her eyes lowered to her lap in thought, rising again before she spoke. “I am happy for you,” she said with a soft admission, her head shaking as she looked back down. “I can’t believe I actually am, considering the circumstances… but I am. I know how much you wanted to be a mother.”

“No, you really don’t,” Deborah smiled without judgment. “I never told you just how much. So, take whatever happiness you have for me and times it by a thousand, right now!”

Sylvia smiled instinctively as her friend gave her a cheery order, making her let out a little chuckle before she shook her head in disbelief again. “I’m very happy for you, Deb,” she replied with a guilty grin. “I still don’t think I should be, but for what it’s worth, for this, I really am, okay?”

“Why shouldn’t you be?” Deborah asked with a teasing grin again. “Seriously, tell me why you aren’t giving your closest friend a hug, right now?”

Sylvia smiled against her will as she let out a little giggle, looking down at Deborah’s condition. “Because you’re not wearing any pants, for starters!”

“So, what?!” Deborah giggled, her nails raking down my thighs before she struggled to her feet. “We’ve sunbathed topless together before, haven’t we? Come here!”

Is that right? I wouldn’t mind seeing that…

“Well, we didn’t hug while we did it!” Sylvia protested with an embarrassed smirk as Deborah’s hairy pussy stood directly in front of her face.

“Then how close are we, really?” Deborah teased, her hands resting on her hips as she looked down at her deliberating friend. “Are you gonna hug me or not?”

“Okay, okay, I’ll hug you!” Sylvia replied as she took to her feet in her heels, matching Deborah’s height as they threw their arms around each other. “Congratulations, okay?”

“No, not okay!” Deborah said as she clutched her awkwardly stiff friend. “Hug me, tighter!”

“I can’t! Your boobs are too big!” Sylvia giggled as her more petite frame was smothered by Deborah’s much larger bust, her hands straining firmer on her back for a better hold. “There! Are you happy now?”

“I’m more happy than I’ve ever been in my entire life!” Deborah replied, giving Sylvia an even tighter squeeze before finally letting her go to hurry back to me, pouncing to straddle my lap. “And it’s all because of this beautiful young man, right here!” Her hands clutched my face before she leant for my lips, her tongue surprising me as it delved into my mouth without delay. “He gave me just what I needed!”

“Errm, Deb… could you, erm… not?” Sylvia asked with a quiet embarrassment as her eyes looked away from her excitable friend’s thrusting pussy.

“What?” Deborah asked as she broke briefly from my lips, her pussy still grinding on my lap. “I need to show him how much I respect him… Mmmmm! How much I need him!”

“Deb, please,” Sylvia said meekly again, practically turning around entirely.

“Oh, come here, Syl,” Deborah groaned with a tut as she broke from my lips, hopping up from my lap to reach for her friend’s arm.

“What? What are you—”

“Just relax, Sylvia! Okay?” Deborah shushed as she guided her back to the couch, sitting her down in a worried daze. “I know you’re starved for real affection, but this really shouldn’t make you feel this uncomfortable… It’s totally natural for a woman to ride her man’s lap while she kisses him.”

“Yeah, but not in front of people,” Sylvia replied as she sat awkwardly back down, her hands settled nervously on her shut knees. “And I’m not starved for affection, what makes you even say that?”

“I said real affection,” Deborah replied as she hurried back to my lap, giving me a horny glare as she dove back for my lips. “The kind you really want…”

“I… I think I have all the affection I need, thank you very much,” Sylvia replied with a hint of offence. “Jared is very affectionate.”

“But does he make you cum so hard you go blind for a while?” Deborah giggled on my lips as memories of her eyes flickering with orgasmic ecstasy made my cock even harder. “Does he even make you cum, at all?”

“Deborah!” Sylvia choked as her tightened throat squeaked again. “Our love-life is fine, okay! And also, none of anyone’s concern!”

“Just fine, huh?” Deborah teased with a peek back over her shoulder. “C’mon, Syl. I know for a fact that man isn’t giving you what you need. He’s so fucking weak, he just let you walk in here all by yourself… I bet you have his little balls in a drawer at home, don’t you?”

Ha! Fucking hell, Deb! Chill out!

“Deborah,” Sylvia snapped slightly as she felt a prod to her nerves. “Please, just… don’t talk that way about my husband, okay?”

“Oh, c’mon, Syl,” Deborah continued undeterred. “You’ve got him wrapped around your finger. How can you possibly respect him?”

“I do not have him wrapped around my finger,” Sylvia protested, her brow lowering with a wounded furrow. “We have an equal relationship.”

“Pah! No relationship is equal,” Deborah scoffed as she turned to look at her offended friend. “Someone always wears the pants, and you know for a fact that it’s us that wear the pants in our boring marriages… But, as you can see, I definitely don’t wear them anymore!”

“I do not wear—”

“Are you actually gonna lie to me, right now?” Deborah laughed as she interrupted her friend. “You’re seriously about to look me in the eye and tell me that you don’t make every fucking decision, every fucking day? You’ve already told me that before, remember?! And I’ve seen it myself, plenty of times. I’ve seen how frustrating it can be for you. And I know just how frustrating it really is, because I used to have to make all those decisions too! It’s fucking draining!”

Sylvia remained silent, her mouth slightly agape as her mind raced, looking away as she conceded to the point. “Alright… I understand what you’re getting at,” she said, “but that doesn’t mean I don’t respect my husband… And why shouldn’t a wife be able to wear the pants anyway?”

“Because they’ll end up just as miserable as I was!” Deborah replied without pause. “Stressed out and unsatisfied, wishing they had a real man to put them in their place!”

“A woman’s place isn’t at a man’s feet, Deborah,” Sylvia bit, her brow low with disappointment.

“A happy one’s is,” Deborah giggled, amused by her friend’s appalled expression. “I get that you don’t get it—equality, blah, blah, blah! But until you’ve actually experienced it. Until you’ve just let go of every stupid little thing that doesn’t fucking matter and just submit yourself to a man that gives you what you really need… Your opinion is worthless.”

“Well, that should make me happy then, right?” Sylvia returned with a rise in her defiant brow. “My opinion being worthless. Just like the old days.”

“Pah! See! You’re so uptight! I can feel the stress pouring from you!” Deborah chuckled victoriously as she bounced on my lap. “Just like the old days, do you even hear yourself? You need a good dicking even more than I did!”

I mean, yeah, maybe…

“No, I do not need a… dicking,” Sylvia replied awkwardly as she turned her nose up and looked away. “I just think that there’s plenty of women that had to fight very hard for what we have today.”

“And what’s that? A choice, right?” Deborah asked, unshaken by her friend’s history lesson. “Well, thank you very much, ladies. God bless you, because I’ve made my choice. And it was the easiest decision of my life!”

“Yeah, well, that’s your choice,” Sylvia conceded with a certain snootiness as she kept her eyes away. “But that doesn’t mean it’s the right one for every woman. It certainly isn’t for me…”

“Oh, of course, it’s not every woman! Don’t be so literal,” Deborah scoffed with a roll of her eyes. “There’s plenty of women out there that love to dominate their men. But I bet that’s okay with you, right? Hang on! Is that what you’re into?”

“No, I am not,” Sylvia replied with shock. “I don’t want to dominate anybody!”

“Well, it must be really tough for you then,” Deborah giggled, “cause you dominate your man more than most women do… You talk to him like he’s a little boy!”

“I absolutely do not! What are you—”

“Hey, I’m not judging you!” Deborah interrupted with a chuckle. “I did the same thing with Carl, all the time! They force us to! And I know exactly how annoying it is for you. It’s not like you enjoy having to be a nagging bitch! It just keeps happening because they’re so fucking useless all the time! I totally get it!”

“Deborah, I’m really not sure you get anything right now,” Sylvia returned, unwilling to give up any more ground. “You’ve had a very tumultuous few weeks, you’re not thinking—”

“What do you think I’ve been doing this whole time that’s so tumultuous?” Deborah giggled.

“Deborah, we don’t know what’s been happening to you,” Sylvia replied with a concerned look, glancing a wary eye my way for the first time in a while. “That’s why we’re so worried about you.”

“Okay, well, I’ve been cooking and cleaning,” Deborah began as she listed her usual daily activities, “I’ve been giving him massages, I’ve been making sure that he’s nice and relaxed—"

“And what does he do for you?” Sylvia bit instinctively before she wished she hadn’t.

“He’s been fucking me like a runaway train!” Deborah cackled as she bounced on my lap again. “Believe me, I’d clean a thousand houses and cook a million meals just to get a minute of what he gives me! And he isn’t even messy anyway, I’m mostly just cleaning up my own mess. He is definitely a hungry young man, though. But I love to cook for him, he always shows me just how grateful he is. Don’t you, Master?”

“Of course, I do,” I replied with a grin as my hands rubbed up her thighs to secure her plumped up ass tight to my lap. “I greatly appreciate your contribution to this household…”

“See?” Deborah chimed with satisfaction as she gave me one last kiss before turning back to Sylvia. “We complement each other. We both get what we need. Doesn’t that sound equal enough to you?”

Sylvia remained silent with a shake of her exasperated head, her eyes scanning the floor to gather her clearly racing thoughts before she looked back to Deborah. “So, what are you telling me, Deborah? That you’re truly happy? That you don’t even care about how distraught your husband is, right now?”

“Did you ask him if he cared about me throughout our entire marriage?” Deborah bit back. “When he was weeping and crying on your shoulder like a little pussy, did you bother to question if maybe he wasn’t the perfect husband? I mean, c’mon, Sylvia. Would it really have been so hard for him to spank his wife a bit? Even if just to shut her up?! Would Jared not do that for you? Or would he recoil in horror and make you feel like a freak?”

“Deborah, I don’t really know what you—”

“Has he never spanked you?” Deborah interrupted, setting Sylvia on the back foot as she glanced to me.

“Deb, I really don’t want to talk about that right now…”

“Oh, c’mon, has he spanked you or not?” Deborah groaned with another roll of her eyes.

“Yes! Okay, fine! Yes! He’s spanked me!” Sylvia bit with a burst of frustration, looking away as her face burned red. “So what?”

“Well?” Deborah giggled, fishing for more. “Did you like it or what?”

“Deb, please…”

“Ha! You liked it,” Deborah chuckled as she kept up her teasing scrutiny. “So, what are you acting like I’m insane for?! Ha! You dirty girl!”

“I never said I liked it!” Sylvia snapped as her brow sharpened with an angered embarrassment. “He just does it, sometimes…”

Ha! What am I even hearing?!

I looked between the pair as I pursed my grin, imagining Sylvia bent over as Jared huffed and puffed behind her, squealing in surprise as he suddenly spanked her tight ass in a blubbering moment of weakness.

“And do you tell him to stop?” Deborah probed further, my eyes settling on Sylvia as she struggled for words.

“… Yes, I tell him to stop,” she finally said as she avoided our gaze.

“So, you don’t like it?” Deborah continued, seeking further clarification as she held her teasing back.

“… No, I don’t,” Sylvia replied, a heavy hint of defiance in her tone as her eyes remained fixed to her clasped hands. “Okay?”

Ha! She totally likes it!

“Ohhh,” Deborah gasped with sudden revelation as she stared at her friend. “You like it, but you just don’t want him to do it. No, I totally get that. That’s—”

“No, that’s not what—”

“Hey, it’s fine,” Deborah interrupted with a shake of her head. “I don’t care about you being a hypocrite or whatever. Like I said, I know you don’t respect him, so that totally makes sense. I didn’t really want Carl to do it, either, when I first asked. I was just desperate. But—”

“Deborah, stop,” Sylvia said as she looked away again. “I didn’t come here to talk about my sex life.”

“So, you just came to intrude on mine?” Deborah scoffed with a rise of frustration. “What did you think was gonna happen here, Syl? That I’d suddenly see the light and walk away from this?” She cocked a leg in a hurry before grabbing at my robe, making me tense up in surprise as she flung it open to release my hard dick. “Are you crazy?!”

Holy shit, Deb!

“Deborah!” Sylvia shrieked in shock as she looked away from my throbbing meat, shielding her peripheral with her hand as Deborah climbed off of me. “What the hell are you—”

“Look at it!” Deborah shouted as she took to her knees, grabbing my cock at the base and shaking the length to a sturdy attention. “Look!”

“No!” Sylvia shrieked as she turned her face away even more. “I can’t!”

“Why not?” Deborah laughed as she gave my cock another teetering wobble. “You came here to see what had me so fucked up, right? Well, here it is! Look!”

“Why do you want me to look at it?!” Sylvia squealed again as she kept her defenses up.

“Because I’m proud of it!” Deborah giggled as she glanced back at me, leaning to give my thumping shaft a puckered smooch. “Mmmmmwah! Wouldn’t you be proud to show me your man’s cock?”

“No!” Sylvia burst immediately before she realized the connotation. “I mean… No, but, I just—that’s private!”

“Ha! You’re ashamed of your husband’s penis, aren’t you?” Deborah teased, her hand growing giddier on mine. “Is it small, yeah?”

“No!” Sylvia replied with a reflexive squeak.

“So, what? Does he have a big one?” Deborah continued, strangling her smirk at me as she shook her head with a heavy dose of doubt.

“No!” Sylvia burst again, stepping on another rake before she corrected herself. “I mean… It’s just… normal...”

“Ah, I see,” Deborah replied with another shake of her head at me as she held back her giggles. “Average then, yeah?”

“Yes!” Sylvia agreed with exasperation as she guarded her eyes. “And there’s nothing wrong with that…”

“Oh, I know,” Deborah agreed in kind, “Carl was a little under average, I’d say. That’s fine, too… But, he had no idea how to use it… I’m sure Jared does, though, right?”

Fucking hell, Deb!

I looked away from her privately shaking head again, pursing my own grin as Sylvia struggled for an appropriate response.

“… Yes, it’s fine!” she said with a pitiful begging in her tone. “Everything is fine! Now, can you please just… put it away.”

“No, I don’t want to put it away, I want to climb on it!” Deborah laughed, giving me another lusty shake before she looked back at her frightened friend. “Do you want to watch?”

“What?!” Sylvia shrieked in shock again. “Why would you even ask me—”

“Because I want you to,” Deborah interrupted plainly as her free hand dipped between her thighs. “I like to be watched. It turns me on… Do you want to see how dirty I am for my master?”

Holy shit, please say yes! I mean… what?!

“Deborah, please,” Sylvia whimpered.

“Ha! C’mon, Syl, it’s me. You don’t need to say please,” Deborah replied with a giggle. “Just watch if you want to. I won’t tell Jared… You watched last time you were here…”

“I… I did not watch,” Sylvia protested meekly as I recalled her staring wide-eyed through the window.

“Yes, you did, I saw you,” Deborah giggled as she leant to kiss at my cock again, lapping her tongue up the shaft before slurping loudly on the sensitive glans. “Your husband watched, too. He watched even more than mine! You think he wouldn’t watch now if he was sat where you are?”

Oof! She’s really pushing her luck here, right? Don’t scare her away!

“Deborah!” Sylvia squeaked meekly again. “Why are you trying to upset me?”

“Is it me that’s upsetting you?” Deborah replied as her attention remained fixed to my cock. “Or is it the fact that your husband was staring at another woman right in front of you? He didn’t care about upsetting you, did he?”

Aw man, that’s a stinger! Ease the fuck up, Deb!

Sylvia froze, looking like she might bail on the situation before she answered. “… He was just in shock,” she said, sounding like she was trying to convince herself more than anyone. “I was in shock, too…”

“Yeah, that’s why you’re not more angry with him, right?” Deborah giggled, lapping her tongue up the length of my shaft again. “Because that would make you a hypocrite… Because you were looking too, weren’t you?”

“… Yes,” Sylvia replied, her quietened voice speaking away from us. “Okay, yes, I watched a little… Because it was shocking, Deborah, not because—”

“Because you wanted to,” Deborah interrupted with glee. “You were looking at my master’s giant cock, weren’t you?”

Aw man, this is fucking wild! She’s taken the steering wheel and I’m just chilling in the passenger seat getting my dick tugged! But, I actually think she might get us to where we want to go… Fuck it, I’m just gonna let her cook!

“… Weren’t you?” Deborah continued as Sylvia’s throat squeaked with flabbergasted indecision.

“No! I wasn’t! I was just—”

“Why are you lying to me, right now?” Deborah giggled as she looked back over her shoulder. “What’s the point? I literally saw you looking! And I saw what you were looking at, too! Do you think I’d be angry at you for looking at my man’s dick? Because I’m not, I’d think there was something wrong with you if you didn’t stare… Do you feel guilty for staring or something?”

Sylvia paused again, her shielded gaze falling to her lap as she struggled. “… Yes, okay, yes,” she finally conceded, her tone rife with defeat. “I feel guilty about it. I shouldn’t have looked. Is that what you want to hear?”

“No, of course not,” Deborah replied breezily as she licked me up like an ice cream cone. “I don’t want you to feel guilty or bad about anything. I only want you to feel good…”

“I feel fine, okay?” Sylvia bit back as she remained in her protective shell. “Now, can we please—”

“Just look at it, Sylvia,” Deborah interrupted, her voice sounding almost sweet as she turned her head to look at her friend. “I know you want to, you wouldn’t still be sat there right now if you didn’t… It’s okay… Everything’s okay…”

“Deb, I only came here to make sure that you were okay,” Sylvia replied, still frozen on the edge of her seat.

“Well, you’ve seen now that I’m more than alright,” Deborah returned merrily. “But, you knew that already… You knew I wasn’t going to just get up and leave with you… So, that’s not the only reason you’re here, is it?”

“Wha—ha! What other reason could there possibly be?!” Sylvia scoffed, the voice squeaking high at the suggestion.

“You were hoping to see some more,” Deborah replied with a calm certainty as she jerked her slobber up and down my towered cock. “So, just look…”

“Ha! Deborah! I was not—”

“Yes, you were,” Deborah giggled as her friend’s pitch rose even higher. “You’re just pretending to be thoroughly appalled because you think the truth is too naughty to admit. But, you liked what you saw last time. It excited you. I could tell then, and I can tell now… So, what are you so scared of? Just take a little peek…”

Sylvia paused again, her little head shaking repeatedly as she searched for her words, before she found them with a sudden surrender. “Okay, you really want me to look that badly? Fine!” she burst as she finally lowered her shielding hand, turning her tensed knees to face us before her eyes fell upon my cock in Deborah’s sloppy grip. “There! I’m watching! Are you happy now?”

Yes!

“Yes, I am,” Deborah replied with a tempered satisfaction as she echoed my own thoughts. “And so are you…”

“Alright, Deborah, whatever you say,” Sylvia returned flippantly, her sharpened glare darting to my eyes before hurrying away to the ceiling. “Now, can we please talk about—”

“This big cock in my hands?” Deborah interrupted with a gleeful mischief. “Yeah, let me tell you all about it…”

Sylvia pursed her reluctant grin before she looked to her teasing friend. “Deb, what the fuck are you playing at?”

“It’s big, isn’t it?” Deborah whispered as she gave my sturdy length another teeter, drawing Sylvia’s eyes to it again.

“… Yes,” Sylvia nodded with a quiet appeasement as she dragged her gaze away again, giving her tightening throat a quick clearing as she clasped her hands tighter. “Yes, it’s… very large.”

“Do you like it?” Deborah whispered again, her hands slowly handling my thumping cock with sensual care. “Tell Master that you like it…”

Oh, fuck yes! Tell me!

“Deborah!” Sylvia squeaked in shock again, her attention torn between my cock and her horny friend before she settled on my glare, seeming to reawaken her memories. “I will not say—for God’s sake! This boy beat up my son! I’m not going to—”

“Does this look like a boy to you?” Deborah giggled as she gave my cock another shake. “And so, what? It was a long time ago…”

“I don’t care how long ago it was!” Sylvia snapped reflexively. “My son’s nose hasn’t looked the same since!”

“Well, he shouldn’t have fucked around then,” Deborah replied with a matter of fact shrug. “He was taught a valuable lesson. You should be thanking Master for disciplining him like his daddy clearly couldn’t…”

Oof! I fucking love this woman!

“You’re welcome, Syl,” I grinned, unable to resist as the mother of my nemesis sat in tongue-tied shock. “If he ever gives you any trouble, you just let me know…”

Deborah giggled, Sylvia’s face losing all expression as she looked to me. “No, I’m sure little Jakey still remembers his lesson every time he looks in the mirror,” she teased, “but Master could discipline Jared next, couldn’t he, Syl? Just like he did with Carl…”

“Deborah, why are you—”

“Why are you still sat there, Sylvia?” Deborah interrupted as she turned to her whimpering friend. “Why don’t you come and sit next to me?”

“W-what?” Sylvia gasped as her brow furrowed with worry. “What do you—”

“Come and sit at Master’s feet with me,” Deborah chimed again, giving my cock another wobble to draw her tortured friend’s attention. “Come and thank him…”

Sylvia’s eyes bulged wide with my sexy pet’s command, quickly glancing at my cock before focusing back on my intense glare. “Deborah, have you lost your mind?” she said as she tore her eyes away. “I am a married woman, and my husband is waiting right outside!”

“So, what? I’m a married woman and my husband is next door,” Deborah replied unbothered before she leaned to tease at the head of my cock with her warm tongue, keeping her goading eyes on her flabbergasted friend as she did. “I bet Jared is thinking about you doing this right now, anyway… That’s what he was worried about, wasn’t it? He was scared his wife might end up on her knees for this big dick, just like me…”

“He… He doesn’t need to be worried about that,” Sylvia said as her eyes remained entranced by Deborah’s slithering tongue.

“But you know that’s what he was thinking, don’t you?” Deborah teased as she lightly slapped my cock to her mischievous grin.

“… Yes,” Sylvia admitted softly as she closed her lids, her gaze lowered to her lap as she opened them again.

“And he still let you in here on your own?” Deborah continued with a whisper. “That weak man doesn’t deserve a woman like you if he’s just gonna allow you to wander into my master’s house without him… He knows exactly what happens to the women that enter this place… Doesn’t he?”

“… Yes,” Sylvia replied, seeming to truly digest the message before she looked back up, her softened eyes finding my cock in Deborah’s gobbling mouth.

Holy shit, she might actually clinch this…

“How pathetic,” Deborah hissed with a venomous disgust. “He just left his sexy little wife to deal with the big bad bully all by herself… He deserves whatever happens…”

Holy shit! She actually looks like she’s getting turned on…

“… Nothing is going to happen,” Sylvia whispered as she looked down to her lap again, her nails seeming to dig gently into her denim covered thighs.

“Why not?” Deborah asked with a pout. “The curtains are shut, he won’t see… You could just tell him that we had a nice little chat… He wouldn’t have to know that you had it on your knees with Master’s big cock in your hands…”

Sylvia’s tortured gaze flickered to her tempting friend as her brow furrowed deeper, looking away to the curtains for a moment before focusing back on my dick getting slapped to Deborah’s pouted lips. “I… I really don’t think—AHH!” she squealed with fright as the doorbell suddenly rang, almost jumping out of her skin as she placed a calming hand to her heaving chest. “Oh, my God! Okay, I should go!” she fussed as she blinked her wide eyes in a flurry, avoiding our gaze as she stood straight up and made to leave. “Goodbye, Deborah!”

“Ha! Yeah, see you soon, Syl!” Deborah called after her with a knowing giggle, Sylvia’s heels clacking away through the hall before the front door swung open.

“You’ve been way too long! Is everything okay?!” Jared asked, his voice filled with both worry and frustration.

“Yes! Everything’s fine, alright?!” Sylvia snapped back in annoyance. “We’re done, now! We can go home!”

Deborah smirked with satisfaction as the front door slammed shut, looking up at me on her knees. “So close,” she said as she pumped on my cock.

“You’re a fucking menace,” I grinned as I shook my head in dismay. “You nearly lost her a good few times there…”

“Naaah, I had it under control,” Deborah replied with a smiling scrunch of assurance. “Five more minutes and she’d have had this dick in her mouth.”

Ha! She actually might have with the way she was looking at the end…

“Oh, you think?” I asked with a teasing doubt.

“Oh, I know,” Deborah replied with confidence before she lapped her wet tongue from balls to tip, her foot planting to the floor before she stood. “She’ll be back, for sure…. But, until then, I’ve got my master all to myself…” She looked down at me with a devilish grin before she swiftly lifted her shirt, her heavy breasts tumbling free before she dragged it loose of her disheveled hair and tossed it away. “Now, I was in the middle of thanking you, wasn’t I?”

“I believe you were, yes,” I replied as she straddled me once again, my hands settling firm on her wide hips as she reached down between her legs to steady my cock.

“Mmmmmm, fuck, that’s it!” she groaned as she squeezed me inside her wet lips, thrusting me deeper into her drenching heat as she made herself comfortable on my lap. “Do you like that pregnant pussy, Master?” she whispered with a rising desire as she leant to kiss me with a hungry passion. “Are you happy to have bred me?”

“Yes,” I replied instinctively, disturbing myself once again as my primal nature took over without thought, her heavenly pussy hugging me tight before she began to ride me. “That’s what my breeding bitch is for…”

“Oh, God, yes, it is!” Deborah whined with a palpable relief as she kissed me again and bucked harder. “Thank you, Master… Thank you for being so good to me…”

“Shit, you are welcome,” I groaned as the feel of her hot pussy consumed me, my fingers digging into her soft flesh and forcing her further down my shaft.

“Oh, God!” she gasped on my lips as she swallowed me up, squeezing me tighter with her velvety grip. “That’s it, Master, make me take it… Show me how deep that pregnant pussy goes… Oh, fuuuuck! That’s it! God, that’s so fucking deep! That’s how you knocked me up so easy, isn’t it, Master? By shooting your strong young load straight into my fucking womb! Oh… GOD!”

“Shut up and ride it, you nasty slut,” I ordered as I reached to grab her face in my firm hand, focusing her alert eyes on me. “If you think I’m gonna start going easy on you because you’re pregnant, you’re wrong…”

“No, Master, I don’t! I’m still your fuck doll! I always will be!” she whimpered in my grip as she thrust her creaming pussy up and down my shaft with more purpose. “Fuck me like the knocked up whore that I am!”

Ha! She’s not gonna slow down at all, is she?

“A knocked up whore?” I repeated with a grin. “You’re the mother of my child. Don’t talk about yourself that way…”

Deborah giggled as she looked down at my teasing look of disappointment, her breasts jiggling with her laughter as she leant for my lips. “Oh, are you gonna start showing me some respect now?” she whispered, her pussy squeezing tighter on my cock as she shimmied her way down to my lap. “Are you gonna make love to me?”

“No,” I replied as her lips brushed tantalizingly against mine. “You’re gonna make love to me…”

Deborah smiled wide as her eyes flickered between mine, looking as if she was trying to read my thoughts as her movements slowed, her lids shutting decidedly as she gave me a delicate kiss. “Yes, Master,” she whispered, “I can do that… I can do that for you…”

Woah, holy shit…

My cock tensed strong inside her as she slowly became an entirely new woman, her hips slithering in my easing grip as she rode me with an almost spiritual appreciation.

Well, this is… different… I was only teasing, but this is actually kinda nice…

“… Can you feel it, Master?” she whispered as her welcoming pussy slurped me up, making her tense and shudder before she relaxed to thrust again. “Can you feel my love?”

“I think so,” I groaned as her walls hugged me tight again, slipping up my thumping shaft before squelching back down. “Oh, fuck me…”

“Mmmmm! But will you still give me this big cock just as hard if I love you?” she panted on my lips as she found her grinding rhythm. “Will you still want to fuck me when I’m your sweet little lady?”

“Oh, I’m gonna be fucking you no matter what,” I assured her with a raise of my brow as she looked into my eyes with a teasing glare. “You don’t need to worry about that…”

“You promise?” she whispered with an excited glint in her eye as she began to pant harder with her pleasing efforts. “Even when my belly grows? Will you still let me have it?”

“Oh, especially when your belly grows,” I replied, giving her what she wanted to hear as her body began to shiver again.

“And what about when my ass gets even fatter?” she panted, her brow furrowed deep as she looked into my eyes with a doubling lust. “And my big tits grow swollen and sore with all that yummy milk? Are you gonna latch on to them while you butt-fuck your pregnant bitch? Are you gonna drink my milk while you fill my fat ass up with yours?”

Oh, fuck me, why does that turn me on so much?!

“That doesn’t sound particularly loving, does it?” I teased as her bouncing grew more horny on my lap, my hands sliding up her sides to cup and lift her heavy breasts to my lips.

“Oh, God, yes, it does!” she moaned gratefully from her core as I slurped up a rigid nipple, her hands clutching my head to her smothering breast. “That’s exactly how I need to be loved!”

Fuck, these tits are unbelievable!

I hoovered up her areola and sucked hard as I squeezed and shook her huge tits in my face, deciding to answer her with my hips instead of my busy tongue.

“Oh, fuhuhuhuuck!” she whimpered as I thrust up into her creaming hole, shocking her system as she clenched and quivered in response. “That’s it! That’s my master! Oh, GOD! That’s my fucking KING! Holy fucking… HNNNNNGAHHHFUCK!” she shrieked as her squelching pussy began to gush, making her hurriedly cock a leg to escape my rampant thrust. “ARGGGHUHUHHH! YESSSSSSSS!” she growled and frothed with a desperate relief as her hot juices splashed to my stomach, her shaking fingers strumming and patting on her engorged clit as she released her burst of nerve-twitching energy.

Ha! There’s my Deborah! Her sweet little turn lasted about forty-five seconds…

“Oh, God, I do love you, Master!” she whimpered as her shaking hand hurriedly reached for my bucking cock, rummaging the swollen head right back inside her dripping pussy. “I love you now more than I ever loved my husband!”

Shit, maybe she’s still going…

“You’ve made me a mommy,” she whined with a deep frown of gratefulness as she gently took my hand in hers to guide it to her quivering belly. “Your seed is growing inside me, right now…”

Holy shit, it actually is… Aw man, what the—

“But, I still need my master’s cum,” she continued as her hips began to buck again, her soft stomach tensing under my palm, her hand stroking atop mine. “I’ll need it every day to keep me strong… I want to be the best mommy I can be!”

Oh, fuck me, I can’t deal with this shit, I feel like my brain is filled with spunk!

“Oh, I’m sure you’re gonna be the sluttiest little milf there ever was,” I grinned as I pinched at her sensitive nipple, my free hand instinctively stroking up her pulsing neck as she eagerly offered me her jugular, my fingers continuing up her chin and dipping into her panting mouth. “That’s it,” I groaned with satisfaction as I gripped her bottom jaw, her waving tongue slobbering on my knuckles as she gurgled with horny relief. “Get that load, horny momma!”

“UGHHHHUHUHH!” she gurgled as her eyes rolled back in her skull with my words, her hips thrusting wilder as I pressed her horny buttons and rode out her hungry response.

“That’s it, you hungry whore, get it!” I ordered with a swift smack to her bouncing tit, making her spine jerk as she increased her efforts. “Show me why you shouldn’t be a single mother!”

Ha! Well, she fucking loved that one!

“UUUUGHHUHUHHHHHH!” she grunted desperately from her core as her teeth dug into my clutching fingers, her pussy squelching louder up and down my cock as she rode me as fast as she could before a warning shriek of shock escaped her drool-flooded throat.

Oh, fuck me, that’ll do it!

Her sloppy pussy clamped tight around my cock as she began to spit and spasm on my lap, her erratic jolts sparking my nerves just right as I felt the familiar rise in my burning loins, clutching her tight in place as I used her shivering climax to ignite my own.

“Argghhh! That’s it! Shiver on that fucking dick, you bad fucking… ARGHHHHH!” I growled as I erupted inside her clamping pussy, clutching her jaw tighter as she bucked and jittered out of control on my lap, wailing from her raspy throat as her curves shook and jiggled with each jerk of her convulsing spine. “FUCK! You’re going fucking nowhere!” I growled, pulling her clenching jaw towards me as I emptied my thunderous load inside her hot pussy.

“Oh, my God! Master!” she whimpered and drooled as I withdrew my drenched fingers from her gurgling mouth, collapsing on top of me in a pile of twitching nerves as my balls drained inside her. “Thank you!” she gasped as she wrapped her shaking arms around my head, holding me tight to her beating chest as we both panted in a euphoric haze. “Was that… making love?”

I chuckled as her heaving breasts wobbled with her breathy giggle, reaching for a squeezing hold of her juicy ass to slow her sporadic quivering. “I think so… For us, at least…”

“I think so, too,” she huffed as she kissed at the top of my head, securing me to her heaving bust as she stroked her nails through my hair. “Can we make love all night long? I need your love until I can’t take any more…”

Ha! Man, she’s fucking insatiable…

“Well, we have something to celebrate, don’t we, Momma?” I laughed as I gave her rump a sturdy spank, reigniting her shivers as her stuffed pussy squeezed tighter.

“Mmmmmm! Yes, Daddy, we do,” she whispered at a horny hush as she leant in search of my lips, lifting my chin with her shaking fingers as she kissed me with a hungry tongue. “I want you to celebrate in every one of my holes…”

Fuck… Well, how could anyone possibly refuse that request? ‘Erm, no actually, thank you for the offer, but I think we need to have a serious discussion about our future instead.’ Pffft! It’s just not happening. Not now, at least… And I fucking knew she wanted to get her ass reamed again, tonight!

Her tongue delved wildly for mine as she murmured with reigniting lust on my lips, prompting me to kiss her back harder as my cock throbbed firmer in her flooded pussy.

“We better go and fetch the lube then…”

* * *
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

Fuck, she’s doing it again! I fucking love it when she does this!

I lay back in between Deborah’s legs as we chilled on the couch, my head nestled in her billowing tits as she scratched and rubbed on my scalp, softly humming a sweet tune from her shut lips as she soothed me with her loving hands.

Man, I don’t know whether to fall asleep or just roll over and fuck her again… She’s so fucking comfy!

My body ached with horny indecision as we lazed deep into the afternoon, recovering from a long night of particularly vigorous love-making, before the need began to resurface in my loins with every nourishing stroke of my sweetly-humming succubus.

Her soft breasts buzzed with her gentle melody as her spread legs secured me a little tighter, my body tingling all over as she combed back my hair with a long scratch of her nails.

“Mmmm, was that nice?” she chuckled as she stopped her humming, noticing my involuntary shudder between her thighs.

“Yes,” I replied sternly as I closed my eyes again, reaching to hold her teasing leg as her toes brushed and wriggled against my flesh. “You already know I love this…”

“Mmmm, I had a feeling you might,” she whispered with satisfaction as she lightly scratched again, her other hand reaching to rub on my chest. “I love it, too… I love to see you nice and relaxed… Before you turn around and take me for a ride…”

“Oh, is that what you’re waiting for?” I replied as I withstood her teasing words and hands.

“Oh, don’t worry, I’ll wait as long as I need to,” she assured me with a coy whisper as her fingertip brushed across my nipple, circling it delicately before squeezing on my tensing pec. “Shhhhhh… Just relaaaaax… Let me take away all that stress…”

Oh, she is gonna fucking get it…

I pursed my grin as she goaded me with her sexy whispers, her nails sending lightning across my flesh as she slowed them to a tempting tickle up my neck. “Right, that’s it, I’m gonna teach you to—”

My straining body came to a halt as the doorbell rang to silence my horny threats, my eyes turning to find Deborah parted wide and ready with a devilish look in her eye.

“Well, well, well,” she grinned with a victorious flick of her brow as we froze on the couch. “Who could be coming to visit today, I wonder?”

“Ha! What? You think it’s her?” I laughed as she pouted her smirking lips. “It might just be Carl again, after yesterday’s failure…”

“No, I think he’s too broken,” she doubted with an unbothered shake of her head. “And it’s Monday, silly. He’ll be at work… And so will Jared, won’t he?”

Shit, that’s right…

“You actually think it’s her?”

“I told you she’d be back soon,” she said with a smug grin.

“So, what?” I laughed, cutting to the chase. “You want me to fuck her or something?”

“Well, that’s up to you, isn’t it, Master?” she replied plainly as she kept her plotting eyes on me. “I told you that you’d never hear any complaining from me, and I meant it…”

Damn, I actually believe her…

I looked into her eyes for signs of falter as I considered the prospect, before I decided to offer mercy. “Okay, seriously, if you don’t actually mean that, then tell me now…”

“I do mean it,” she replied with a sure smile as she looked directly into my eyes. “I want you to have your fun. God knows I needed it when I was your age. I don’t want to stand in the way of that at all… As long as you don’t forget about poor old me,” she pouted as she batted her eyelashes and rubbed on her belly.

“Ha! Well, there’s no chance of that happening,” I assured her as the doorbell rang again, taking my eyes back to the living room door.

“Don’t you want to fuck her?” she teased, drawing my attention back to her grin. “Surely you’d enjoy giving her a good, hard hate-fucking after all these years?”

Ha! She totally gets me! She almost seems as excited as I am!

“So, you actually want me to fuck her?” I asked, giving her one last chance to come clean, before she got even dirtier.

“I want you to fuck her brains out,” she replied with a fiery glare. “I want you to show her what it’s like to get used like a horny old slut… Make her understand, Master…”

Damn, she just keeps making requests I can’t refuse…

“Well, I’m not sure she could ever understand like you do,” I laughed as I pushed away her tickling toes from my back, bracing my feet to stand. “But, I guess we need to find out if she even wants to understand at all, first. I think you’re underestimating just how much this woman actually hates me.”

“Then what the fuck is she doing here then?!” Deborah asked with an excited giggle as she sat up before hurrying to her feet. “Trust me, she fucking wants it. Bad…” The doorbell rang again, making Deborah’s brow rise even higher as she let out a chuckle. “See?”

Ha! Fuck, she might’ve actually called this perfectly…

“Alright, let’s find out,” I said with a shrug as I made for the door, Deborah’s hand reaching for my arm before I could pass her by.

“Do you want me to help?” she asked, her eyes seeming hopeful as she looked up at me.

“Help?” I laughed, imagining her guiding my cock to Sylvia’s spread pussy. “Do you want to?”

“Yes, please!” she nodded eagerly. “I can help her adjust to her new role… She’s been in charge for so long, she’ll be stubborn. But I think I know how to ease her into it…”

Ha! Damn, she’s like my horny little assistant now…

“Alright then, fine. Do your thing, girl,” I replied, placing my hand on her shoulder and turning her to face the door, sending her on her way with a spank to her bare rump. “You cook and I’ll take over when she’s ready to eat…”

“Yes, Master!” she cooed as she seemed to eagerly set herself to task, hurrying naked and unashamed out into the hall with a giddy bounce in her round ass.

Ha! If it’s not actually her after all that… Shit, she’d still open it, I bet…

“Hi, Syl!” Deborah chimed as she opened the door, making me laugh as I conceded to the accuracy of her horny predictions. “It’s so good to see you again! And so soon!”

Ha! Fuck, I do actually love this woman…

“Yeah, I just… wanted to come and clear the air a bit,” Sylvia replied, her voice sounding unsure as she made her gambit. “I didn’t like having to run away from you like that yesterday…”

“Oh, that’s okay,” Deborah replied with a natural sweetness. “There was a lot going on, I understand… But our husbands are at work now, right? So, we won’t be in any rush today, will we?”

“Erm, no,” Sylvia replied, her tone telling me exactly how uncomfortable she must be looking on my doorstep.

“And you look gorgeous, too,” Deborah cooed again. “Is that a new dress? I don’t think I’ve ever seen it before…”

“Oh, erm, no, I’ve had it a while,” Sylvia replied, a spike of nerves in her tone. “Just hanging around in the closet, y’know?”

“I do know,” Deborah giggled in agreement before she corrected herself. “Well, I mean, I did know. I just wear one of Master’s shirts if anything nowadays…”

Ha! She makes it sound so normal!

“… Anyway, do you want to come in?” Deborah continued breezily. “I’m sure Master would love to see you, too… Especially looking like that…”

Shit, why? What’s she wearing?

“Oh, erm, alright then,” Sylvia replied with a chipper tone, “if you aren’t busy…”

“Oh, no, come in, come in. I was just making Master comfortable,” Deborah replied, “we had a long night of celebrations, so we’ve just been having a nice, relaxing time so far today… Did you tell Jared the news?”

“Oh… No,” said Sylvia as her heels clacked to the floorboards in the hall, the front door shutting delicately soon after. “I didn’t know if you’d want me to, so I just kept it to myself…”

“Aw, well, that was thoughtful of you,” Deborah said with a sweet appreciation. “But no, I don’t mind, at all… I want everyone to know I’ve been knocked up by my potent, young master!”

Ha! Shit, man…

I listened to Deborah’s giggle get louder as Sylvia’s heels clacked closer, before they both halted suddenly.

“Oh!” Deborah squeaked. “I’ve just remembered there’s something I wanted to show you! I was about to go and get it yesterday, before you went running off like that!”

“Oh, erm, okay,” Sylvia replied with a startled squeak. “What is it?”

“Ah, ah, ah! It’s a surprise,” Deborah teased as I heard her bare feet patter away. “You just wait, right there! I’ll be quick!”

Ha! What’s she doing? She’s leaving her in the hall while I’m sat just around the corner in silence… Ha! Fuck it, let her stew in it…

I listened to Deborah hurry up the stairs, Sylvia remaining as quiet as me before she broke under the pressure, clearing her throat with a little cough to smash the tension. It wasn’t long, but it felt like an awkward eternity before Deborah’s footsteps began to patter back down the stairs once more.

“Okay, close your eyes!” she cooed, the slightest jangle of metal tickling my ears.

“Oh! Ha! Erm, okay,” Sylvia replied, Deborah’s footsteps slapping closer.

“Okay. I just thought this might help you a little…”

“Wait, what are you—”

“Shhhh, it’s alright,” Deborah hushed as shadows shifted in the open doorway to the living room, teasing my imagination. “I think this is just what you need…”

“Ha! Deb! Wait! Why are—”

“Oh, c’mon. I know why you’re here, Syl,” Deborah interrupted with a calm authority. “I know why you’re here. You know why you’re here… And Master knows why you’re here. Now, keep still…”

“Deb! I just came to—”

“Okay, cut the shit, Sylvia,” Deborah snapped sternly, raising my brow high in surprise as she silenced her friend. “I don’t like being lied to, so make your decision, right now. You either get out and never come back, or you get down on your knees and have the best afternoon of your life. Choose…”

Ha! Damn, she’s not fucking around today…

“Deb, I… I really—”

“Choose,” Deborah repeated. “I can’t choose for you… Get down on your knees and accept what you are, or fuck off home for another boring day alone… But, don’t even think about coming back tomorrow if you walk away now. This is your last chance to feel something different… So… What’s it gonna be?”

I held my breath as the hall fell silent, my imagination running wild as I tried to picture the tense moment of truth.

Shit, she’s gone too strong. She’s gonna bail. There’s no way she’ll—

“Good girl,” Deborah said with satisfaction, silencing my thoughts as my jaw fell open, hearing Sylvia’s heels scuff on the floorboards before a collection of slight thuds shortly followed. “Now, let me hear you say it…”

“S-Say what?” Sylvia stuttered as she rattled on the floor.

“Tell me why you’re here,” Deborah ordered.

“I…”

“Yes, you,” Deborah prodded, the sound of jangling metal pricking my ears again.

Nooo, she hasn’t…

“I… I came to feel something,” Sylvia confessed, her voice crisp with nervous desire as she took a calming breath.

“Good… Now, if you want to leave at any point, you just say so,” Deborah said with a firm calmness. “Master doesn’t need some whiny, little slut that doesn’t know what she wants hanging around his house. So, if you can’t handle it, just stop wasting his time and get the fuck out. Do you understand?”

Ha! Is this her induction into depravity?

“Yes…”

“I can’t hear you, slut,” Deborah prodded again, making me grin as she reminded me of Jess. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand,” Sylvia replied louder, her voice filled with an unusual submission as my shocked jaw dropped even wider.

Holy shit, she’s actually managed it! Is this seriously about to happen?! Sylvia, for fuck’s sake?! You dark horse!

“Good slut,” Deborah said, her little smile of satisfaction apparent in her tone. “I’m proud of you for coming this far. I know it isn’t easy for you…”

“Thank you,” Sylvia replied, sounding as if she was shaking like a leaf.

“You’re welcome,” Deborah chimed with a strange maternal grace. “Now, when we get inside, you leave the old you out here. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand…”

“Are you sure, now? Because you won’t find any equality here, girl. We’re here to serve. If you want your precious respect, you can go home and get it from your husband. But, in this house, sluts like us do as they’re told. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand,” Sylvia replied again, making my eyes bulge in shock as my cock began to rapidly swell. “I’ll do as I’m told…”

Naaah, there’s no fucking way… How the fuck do I even play this now?! “Oh, hey, Syl!” Ha! Aw man, I’m actually shook! My life is a fucking fever dream!

“Alright, good,” said Deborah as she finished her pep-talk. “Are you ready then? Master’s waiting for us…”

“Y-Yes… I’m ready,” Sylvia replied with a brave whisper, satisfying Deborah.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said, “be careful now…”

Fuck, this is it!

I fixed my attention to the door as I sat waiting in my armchair, my cock thudding in my shorts as my heart raced with anticipation, the jangle of a chain pricking my ears again as their shadows loomed larger, Deborah’s giddy face appearing first.

Ha! Look at her—wait… Holy fucking—

My eyes bulged in shock as Sylvia appeared into view, nearly making me laugh before Deborah’s rising finger silenced me with a shushing gesture to her lips.

“Wait,” she mouthed silently as she held back her giggles, making me bite my tempted tongue as I looked back down to Sylvia.

Ha! No way she got her to agree to this…

I watched as Deborah delivered the mother of my nemesis to me on her hands and knees, patting cautiously on the floor in front of her as she crawled blindfolded into my living room, the chain of her leash tightening in Deborah’s control.

“C’mon, this way,” she said, guiding Sylvia towards me as her perky tits hung full in her flimsy red dress, the intricacy of her black lace bra catching my horny eye.

Shit! Sylvia has sexy lingerie?! That makes no sense in my brain at all!

“Nearly there,” Deborah continued as she guided my grumpy old neighbor closer toward me, Sylvia’s nostrils flaring with her increasingly nervous breaths before she arrived at my feet. “Okay, stop right there… Now, I’m going to hand you over to Master. So, you need to be on your best behavior from here on out…”

“O-Okay,” Sylvia replied, her blind gaze remaining low as her head shook with a jittery nod.

Holy shit, she’s horny as fuck…

“There you are, Master,” Deborah chimed as she looked at me with wide eyes, strangling her giddy grin with another shushing finger to her lips as she handed me the leash.

What? She still wants me to be quiet? Shit, fine, that actually suits me for now. Cause all I want to do is laugh!

“… Now,” Deborah continued as she slowly took to her knees beside the shivering Sylvia, “you need to show Master what you can do for him. If you please him well enough, I know he’ll reward you… But if you don’t, then I’m gonna drag you straight back outside myself. I’m not sharing my master with a lazy bitch, do you understand?”

“Y-Yes,” Sylvia nodded, her hands clasped tight to her knees as her dress rode up her slightly spread thighs.

“Alright,” Deborah replied with a relenting tone, her hand reaching to stroke at Sylvia’s back, making her hop on her knees at the unexpected touch. “Get to it then, slut… Crawl to your master…”

Oh, fuck me! Jake, I think you need to come and get your mom, she’s fucking lost it…

My cock jolted with excitement as Sylvia placed a careful hand to the floor in front of her, the other soon joining beside before she began to inch forward on her knees in search of me.

“Mmm!” she squeaked in shock as her patting hand found my foot, hurrying away from the contact as her breathing increased.

“That’s Master’s foot,” Deborah giggled, giving Sylvia a reassuring stroke to her shoulder before taking a hold of her arm to guide her hand back to it. “Why don’t you start by giving it a kiss? Or is that too degrading?”

“No,” Sylvia replied with an urgent shake of her head. “I… I’ll do it…”

“Do it, then!” Deborah ordered as she gave Sylvia’s tight ass a swift spank, doubling her speed in a hurry as she prostrated herself low.

Holy shit, she’s actually doing it…

“Mwah! Mwah! Mwah! Mwah!” Sylvia kissed with a flustered flurry of puckers to the top of my foot, making my cock tense strong before the smiling Deborah stepped in again.

“Slower,” she ordered, giving Sylvia a calming stroke up the back of her thigh. “That’s your master’s foot, you need to kiss it properly… Now, show it the respect it deserves or it’ll be going in this ass next…”

Ha! She’s having so much fun, look at that face… And look at Sylvia’s ass! Damn! She’s a tiny little thing, I’m not sure she’s gonna be able to take it…

“… That’s better,” Deborah whispered as Sylvia’s kisses slowed to a soft tremble on my foot, her nostrils tickling me with each nervous exhale. “Kiss it like you kissed your husband on your wedding day…”

“Hmmph!” Sylvia whimpered at the thought, her body seeming to tighten up before she loosened with a slow, guilty pucker to my foot.

“Gooood,” Deborah soothed as her hand stroked at Sylvia’s raised rump. “Now, kiss like you did on your wedding night, you bad girl. Let me see that tongue…”

Aw man, I can’t believe this is actually happening… And when the fuck do I get to play?

My eyes met Deborah’s as Sylvia began to slowly make out with my foot, her smile infectious before I gestured, making her raise a single finger.

“One minute,” she mouthed, giving me a wink before she turned her attention back to our plaything. “Alright, that’s enough,” she said as she gave Sylvia another gentle spank to her tight ass. “Your wedding night was obviously as boring as mine. It’s time to make you forget all about it… Now, find your master’s cock. It shouldn’t be very difficult…”

Sylvia’s face slowly rose from my foot, looking blindly up at me before lowering her blind gaze, her hands cautiously reaching out for my knee. Her hand shook as she delicately clasped at my thigh, slowly stroking up my flesh before her fingers halted at my shorts.

“That’s it, take them off,” Deborah ordered with another calming stroke down Sylvia’s back, encouraging her shaking fingers to claw lightly on the fabric.

Aw man, I’m so fucking hard…

I watched as Sylvia slowly tugged on my shorts, speeding up as Deborah gave her ass another swift spank.

“C’mon, take them off!” she ordered sterner.

“Ah! Okay!” Sylvia squeaked as her nails scratched at my thigh, sending tingles across my flesh as she gripped my shorts tight and dragged them down my legs, my cock catapulting free in front of her oblivious face.

“That’s it, take them all the way off,” said Deborah, “they’re just in the way… Good. Now, give them here…”

Ha! Aw man, what the fuck…

“Smell!” Deborah ordered as she smothered Sylvia’s shocked face with my shorts. “You smell that? That’s your master’s scent… Sniff!”

Sylvia’s perky breasts rose with her heavy breath as she huffed on my shorts, Deborah’s hand reaching up to grab a fistful of her mahogany curls as she rubbed the fabric roughly across her face. “Oh, God…”

“Yeeeah, that’s it, taste your master,” Deborah whispered like a horny devil on her sniffing friend’s shoulder. “Open your mouth… Good… That’s a good slut,” she grinned as she began to stuff my boxers into Sylvia’s mouth. “Whenever you smell that scent from now on, you better get down on your knees and follow it like the horny little bitch that you are…”

“Mmmhmm!” Sylvia replied with a submissive nod, her humming mouth filled with my shorts as she sniffed for breath through her nose.

Aw man, she looks even hornier than me! Fuck, I can’t wait to really have my way with her!

“Mmmm, it looks like Master likes you,” Deborah grinned as she watched my cock buck hard. “That’s a good start… Now, find his cock… Feel how big and hard he gets for good little mommy sluts like you…”

Sylvia’s hands blindly reached out again as she knelt gagged by my shorts, my cock towering strong as she found my thighs, stroking with a new sense of eagerness up my muscles before she reached my groins.

“Mmm!” she squeaked as her fingers froze, her tips teasing unsurely at the sides of my sack before they tentatively ventured up to the tensing base of my cock.

“That’s it, take it into your hands,” Deborah whispered as we both watched Sylvia’s shaking fingers grow braver, her nose huffing deep as she stretched around my daunting girth. “Oh, I know,” Deborah teased as Sylvia hummed in horny shock, giving her a stroke down her heaving back. “You’re wondering how you’re gonna be able to take it, aren’t you? Don’t worry, Master will make sure it fits nice and snug…”

Shit, I’m definitely gonna try!

“… Now, feel how long it is,” Deborah continued as she watched her friend’s hands explore my cock with a horny glare. “Feel how deep he’s gonna fuck you… How far do you think you can take it before he knocks on your womb?”

“Hmmmph,” Sylvia whimpered softly as her hands slowly ventured up my throbbing shaft, seeming to wince in disbelief as her shaking fingers kept on stroking all the way to my flaring glands.

“Oh, you’re in big trouble, aren’t you?” Deborah teased as she watched Sylvia slowly slide her fingertips back down the length of my shaft.

“Mmmhmmm!” Sylvia nodded as her hands made their blind measurements, clutching my shaft in a burst of horny frustration before she began to squeeze and pump.

“That’s it, jerk that big dick for Master,” Deborah whispered as she leant closer to her huffing friend’s ear. “Mmmm, look at you now, you naughty girl,” she teased as she reached to stroke up Sylvia’s inner thigh. “Down on your knees, tugging on the big stud cock that knocked me up… Master’s a stallion, isn’t he?”

“Mmmhmm!” Sylvia nodded as her hands squeezed firmer on my shaft, surprising me as they journeyed down to the base before giving it a sturdy shake.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it! Master likes it when you shake his big dick,” Deborah correctly informed her lusty recruit. “Especially when you shake it down your greedy throat…”

Oh, fuck yes, I do! She better get her to do that right now or I will…

“Drop those shorts, you greedy slut. You’re gonna need that big mouth of yours for this bit,” Deborah purred in Sylvia’s ear as she yanked my boxers from her friend’s panting lips. “Now… Look up at Master and tell him you want to suck on his big cock…”

Sylvia paused with her face hung low, a tortured shame in her slumped stance before her blindfolded eyes looked up at me. “I… I want to… suck on your big cock,” she whispered as her hands kept up their slow jerks, her chest rising repeatedly with her sharp and shallow breaths. “Please…”

Ha! How polite…

“Yes, tell him you want to please him,” Deborah continued with a grinning whisper into her ear, her fingers teasing up Sylvia’s shuddering thigh once more. “Tell him you’re here to satisfy him in any way you can…”

“I want to please you,” Sylvia whispered obediently as she shivered at Deborah’s touch, her hands squeezing tighter on my shaft as she withstood the tickling sensation. “I’m here to satisfy you… Any way I can…”

Aw man, she really is just the milf version of Jess… She’s training her up for me…

“Good,” Deborah hushed in her ear again as her fingers traced up to Sylvia’s groin, revealing her lace panties. “You’re so close to getting what you need… Just pass this next test and this little pussy is gonna feel something it’ll never forget…”

“Oh, God! Okay!” Sylvia panted with an urgent nod as she involuntarily thrust her crotch at Deborah’s traipsing fingers, her hands halting tight around my beating shaft as she shuddered on her knees.

“What are you waiting for then?” Deborah teased with another firm spank. “Suck.”

“Argh! Yes, Master!” Sylvia squeaked as she hopped on her knees, making Deborah laugh.

“I’m not your master, you silly slut!” she giggled as she took a grip of Sylvia’s hair, guiding her head toward my cock. “This is your only master. Now, open up.”

“Ahhhh,” Sylvia gargled as her jaw fell open, showing me a glimpse of her tonsils before Deborah stuffed her mouth with the head of my cock. “MMMM!”

Holy shit! My dick’s in Sylvia’s mouth! How the fuck did this happen?!

“That’s it, now suck,” Deborah ordered as I stared down at Sylvia in awe, the sudden suction shutting my eyes as I withstood the pleasure with a low grumble of heightened arousal. “Mmmmm, good… Master likes that, doesn’t he? Now, take it deeper… Show him how much you want it…”

I opened my eyes as Sylvia eased her hot suction on my glans, her nostrils flaring with her quickening breaths before her mouth opened wider. “Aaaaggghhh!” she gargled as she slowly fed me into her throat, gagging slightly before she hurried back up in a panic, drooling from her panting mouth as she let go of my cock.

“What the fuck was that?!” Deborah snapped, the anger in her tone surprising me as my sloppy cock slapped back to my stomach, her hand reaching urgently to stand it straight back up. “Come here!” she ordered as she took a grip of Sylvia’s short curls and teetered my cock to her face. “Open!”

“I’m sorry!” Sylvia spluttered as she emptied her drooling mouth. “I’ve never—”

“I said, open!” Deborah barked, Sylvia’s lips parting wide before she was unceremoniously impaled.

“AGGGGGHHHHHHHH!” Sylvia gagged loud as the head of my cock nestled in her gullet, Deborah’s unforgiving grip keeping her firmly in place.

“Hold it,” she ordered calmly as Sylvia began to choke, her nails digging into my calves as her frantic hands reached for something to clutch. “Hold iiiit…”

“AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHH!” Sylvia gagged as Deborah shook on the base of my cock, her nails digging deeper into my muscles as she began to heave. “GAAAAAAAH!” she gasped for breath as she was dragged back up, thick saliva stringing from her lips as she tried to compose herself.

“That’s a good fucking slut!” Deborah growled as she gave Sylvia’s panting head a congratulatory patting. “Now, show Master you can do it by yourself… Show him what a grown woman can do when she puts her mind to it…”

Ha! Fucking hell…

I looked away from Deborah’s teasing grin with a shake of my head as she made her way behind her panting and dribbling friend, Sylvia seeming to muster her lusty determination as she shuffled closer on her knees and reached a shaking hand for my cock.

“No hands!” Deborah suddenly ordered with a chastising spank. “Just your mouth… Get on your hands and knees like the horny bitch you are, and let your Master feed you…”

Ha! Oh, I’m allowed to join in now, am I?

I took a grip of my cock, telling Deborah it was about time with my eyes before she raised another finger to her smirking lips.

What?! Still?!

Deborah fought her giggles as she looked away from my confused glare, turning her attention back to her new sex project as she assumed her ordered position with panting anticipation, her leash jangling in my loose grip. “Good… Now, open wide and stick your tongue out…”

I looked down at Sylvia as she waited on her hands and knees, her glistening tongue hanging from her slobbery mouth as Deborah stroked down the arch of her back. I took my cock in hand and guided it toward her drooling invitation, tapping the head to her tongue as she gargled with a horny relief.

“Good slut,” said Deborah as her hands began to paw at Sylvia’s tight body, dragging her dress up her thighs and peeling her panties to the side. “Mmmmm, look how wet you are, you naughty girl,” she teased, making Sylvia moan on the head of my cock as Deborah felt her up. “And you’ve shaved, as well, haven’t you? Did you want this little pussy to look pretty for Master?”

“Uh-huh!” Sylvia groaned in reply, rife with embarrassment as her obedient tongue remained flat for my slapping cock.

“Well, you didn’t have to do that, silly,” Deborah teased sweetly as her hidden hand continued to fiddle. “Master loves a hairy mature cunt wrapped around his big young cock…”

Aw man, I’m getting too turned on…

I reached out for Sylvia’s head, making her squeak with a surprised excitement as I gripped a handful of her hair and stuffed the head of my cock deep into her mouth.

“AAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGH!” she gagged as I gave her head some stern guidance, setting the pace for her to follow as I let go of her curls.

“That’s it,” Deborah grinned as Sylvia began to rock back and forth unassisted, choking herself on my cock repeatedly as I tensed strong. “Now, you’re learning… Have you ever sucked your husband’s dick like this?”

Sylvia slowed her rocking, keeping my cock lodged in her mouth as she took a breath through her nose, shaking her head from side to side in reply as she gurgled with satisfaction.

“No, it’s probably not big enough, is it?” Deborah giggled as she struggled to stand with a curvy jiggle, looking like she was about to ride her choking friend’s back as she stood over her with her feet placed either side. “Mmmm… You look like you’re enjoying yourself, though,” she teased as she reached for a hold of Sylvia’s gurgling head, increasing her spluttering pace before holding her down. “I think you’re ready, now…”

Wait, is this it?

Deborah looked up at me with a grin as she held Sylvia’s head in place with one hand, reaching for the blindfold with the other and swiftly dragging it up to reveal Sylvia’s wide eyes.

“AAAGHHHHHHHHH!” she choked and gargled as she looked up at me in shock, her mascara streaking from her teary eyes as she met my smirking glare.

“Hello, Sylvia…”

“AAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHHHH!” she spluttered, Deborah giving her head a swift ragging as she kept her watery eyes on me before she was dragged back up for air.

“Say hello to Master, slut,” Deborah ordered, giving her gasping friend’s head a shake as she kept her face locked in my direction. “C’mon, don’t be shy…”

“Hello… Master,” Sylvia panted as she heaved for breath, emptying her flooding mouth as she looked up at me with a rigid tension.

Ha! Aw man, she’s gonna get it so bad…

“You know you’re in trouble, right?” I grinned as she stared back at me, her wide eyes blinking away their tears as she tried to keep her focus.

“Oh, she definitely knows, her pussy’s fucking soaked!” Deborah giggled as she lowered Sylvia back down, stuffing her mouth once again. “I bet it’s dripping now that you can see your Master’s face, isn’t it? Yeeeah, you know it is, you naughty girl,” she teased as she guided Sylvia’s choking pace. “I bet there’s nobody you’d rather be looking up at, is there? Huh?”

Sylvia gurgled with a guilty whimper as she looked up at me, taking a choking moment before slowly shaking her head from side to side with my cock trapped in her slobbery mouth.

“Yeah, I didn’t think so,” Deborah giggled, “you never fooled me for a second. I knew this is exactly what you wanted… And I bet you’ve wanted it for a while, haven’t you?”

Sylvia’s eyes shied from my glare as she looked down the pulsing barrel of my cock, her blinking eyes sending her tears streaming before she slowly nodded her gargling reply.

“Ha! I knew it,” Deborah chuckled as she gave her confessing friend’s head another guiding plunge. “All that fucking complaining, I knew it was all bullshit… You liked it when he flirted with you, didn’t you?”

Sylvia blinked again before she glanced up at me for a moment, looking away from my teasing grin before she answered with another slow nod, her brow furrowing as she took a breath through her nose.

“Yeah, I know you did,” Deborah purred as she stroked at her curls. “Especially when he did it in front of your weak husband… I bet it made you feel good, didn’t it? To be desired… To think about how this hot young stud wanted a piece of your old married pussy…”

“Mmmhmmm!” Sylvia whimpered with a guilty frown as she nodded her head, shutting her eyes tight to escape mine.

“Oh, I’ve wanted a piece of you for a long time,” I teased as I wrapped her leash tighter around my hand, giving her a tug to stuff her mouth deeper. “I’m gonna fuck that stick right out of your ass, you grumpy bitch!”

“That’s it, Master, fucking gag her!” Deborah encouraged with a horny growl as she fiddled with her own pussy, before she reached to grab Sylvia’s gurgling head to lift her up. “Tell Master you’re sorry for how you’ve treated him!”

“Ptoo! Ptoo! I’m sorry!” Sylvia croaked as she cleared her flooding mouth and gasped for breath, her teary eyes looking up at me. “I’m sorry for how I’ve treated you!”

“I don’t forgive you,” I grinned as Deborah lowered her back down for another swift throat stuffing.

“AGGHAAGHHAAGHHAAGHHAAAAH!” she choked before she was dragged back up again, her panting face flushed as she drooled in a horny haze.

“Now, thank him for disciplining your son!” Deborah ordered as she gave her head a shake by the hair, making her brow furrow deeper as her eyes lowered with shame. “Thank him!”

“Thank you… for disciplining my son,” Sylvia whimpered as she looked back up at me, her streaking eyes filled with a conflicted surrender.

Ha! No fucking way…

“Oh, you’re very welcome, Sylvia,” I grinned with gloating satisfaction as I jerked my sloppy cock in front of her blushing face. “But maybe I wouldn’t have had to if you weren’t such a bad mother… And it looks like you’re a very bad mother, doesn’t it?”

Deborah giggled as Sylvia lowered her face in shame again, before she was swiftly dragged back up. “Master’s talking to you, slut!” she reminded her with a refocusing shake.

“Yes, Master, I’m a bad mother!” Sylvia burst with a pained expression, her tears beginning to flow as she looked up at me with a concoction of submissive emotion in her glare.

Woah, she looks fully broken in already… And I haven’t even fucked her yet!

“And you’re a bad wife, too, aren’t you?” Deborah continued with glee as she stroked at her friend’s hair. “A slutty little whore on her knees for the big bad bully while her husband’s at work… What would everyone say?”

“AAAGHHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGHH!” Sylvia gagged and spluttered as Deborah gave her another ragging on my cock, her rabid growls buzzing down to my balls as her eyes rolled back in her skull.

Oh, fuck me, she’s as ready as I am!

I took to my feet with purpose, lodging my cock deeper into Sylvia’s struggling gullet as she hurriedly rose up to her knees, my hands reaching for Deborah’s head and pulling her lips to mine.

“Mmmmm!” Deborah hummed with surprised delight as I buried my tongue into her mouth, her hands reaching for my sides as I showed her my appreciation with a fervent kiss, before pulling away and returning my attention to her wonderful gift. “That’s it, Master, get her!” she encouraged as she seemed to enjoy the enthusiasm in my urgent action.

“Oh, I’m definitely gonna get her,” I assured them both as I hauled my cock from Sylvia’s spluttering mouth and bent to reach under her armpits, swiftly lifting her up to her unsteady heels. “I’m gonna get her out of this pretty dress, and then I’m gonna show her why her husband was so worried about her coming here alone…”

“Ahh! Oh, my GOD!” Sylvia squealed in fright as I grabbed the neckline of her dress in both hands and tore it open, revealing her perky breasts heaving in her sexy bra. “Ahhh!”

“Look at this slutty little bra!” I teased as I reached for her straps, roughly dragging them down her shoulders to let her pale and perky tits bounce free, her ruined dress slipping down her shaking legs as she stood before me with a quivering vulnerability.

“And look at these pretty little tits,” Deborah teased from behind as she reached her hands around Sylvia to cup her breasts, lifting them higher for me as I instinctively leant to suck on one of her rigid nipples.

“MMMM!” Sylvia squeaked as I slurped on her nerves, trying to suck on her entire breast as I opened my jaws wide and bit down on her captured flesh with a horny growl. “Oh, fuck! Ahhhahoww!”

“Aww, is he biting on that little titty too hard?” Deborah teased as she squeezed on Sylvia’s tortured bust. “Did you not used to breastfeed like this?”

“No!” Sylvia squealed from her coarse throat, her frantic hands clasping my raging cock tight as I gorged on her little pink nipples like they were a late lunch. “Oh, my God!”

“Well, you do now, don’t you?” Deborah giggled as she shook her tits in my face, driving me wild before I let my suction go with a loud pop, Sylvia staring up at me wide-eyed and alert with her slobbery tits covered in bite marks.

“Yes!” she nodded rapidly, unblinking as she stared up into my eyes with a horny desperation. “You can feed from me, Master!”

Holy shit, she’s completely in the palm of my hand… Time to crush her!

“You should’ve come to apologize a long time ago,” I said with a raise of my brow as I gripped her panting face, guiding her backwards as Deborah hurried out of the way with a giddy squeal. “We could’ve been friends…”

“I’m sorry!” Sylvia squeaked as I pushed her back to the couch, her attention never faltering from my eyes as she stumbled to her ass with a heavy bounce. “I didn’t mean to be such a bitch to you!”

“Oh, no, I want you to be a bitch,” I laughed as I reached down for a hold of her legs, lifting them from the ground before throwing them onto the couch to lie her down on her startled back. “I want you to be a nasty little bitch for me while I take it out on this pussy…”

“O-Okay!” she nodded unsurely in reply as I climbed onto the couch, squeaking again as I gripped her ankles and spread them wide and high.

“Just let whatever filthy thought you have spill right out of that big mouth,” Deborah encouraged with a giddy grin as she took to her knees on the floor beside her doomed friend. “Don’t be shy, Master likes it…”

“Okay!” Sylvia nodded again, taking a heavy gulp as I arranged myself between her spread thighs, setting my knees strong before I reached to drag her delicate lace panties aside. “Oh, my God! I can’t believe this is happening!” she whimpered as she closed her eyes and rested her head back, prompting Deborah to hurriedly prop her up with a cushion.

“Oh, it’s what happens next that you’re not gonna believe!” she giggled as she fluffed up her friend’s headrest. “You’re never gonna be the same after this, I promise you…”

“Oh, God, I really shouldn’t be doing this!” Sylvia whimpered with a little grimace of shame, her body speaking otherwise as she reached to hold her legs further apart, the head of my cock patting to her horny clit making her tense up in shock. “Hooooh, my God!”

“Fuck, this little pussy doesn’t stand a chance,” I teased as I slowly rummaged my glans between her soaked lips, coating the tip in her steamy juices as I tested her tightness. “I’m gonna have to just break it in as rough as you deserve…”

“Ah! Oh, my God! Ahh! AHH!” she screamed as I stuffed the head of my thumping cock into her clenched pussy, overwhelming her defenses as I tensed strong and leaned into her scorching heat. “Oh, my… FUCK!”

“That’s it, open that little pussy up,” I growled as her shocked walls widened to accept my unforgiving girth, taking the opportunity to stuff her deeper before she tensed again.

“Fuck, it’s too big!” she whined as she looked up at me for mercy, finding none as Deborah hushed away her concerns.

“It isn’t too big,” she chuckled, stroking her hand down Sylvia’s tensing abdomen before she reached her engorged clit. “It’s just what this little pussy needs, you’ll see…”

“Ughhhhhhhh!” Sylvia gurgled from her core as her eyes rolled back, surrendering to the sensation with a widening of her thighs as I began to thrust in and out with an unyielding purpose. “Oh, God, it’s stretching me!”

“Oh, I’ve not even started yet,” I assured her as I gripped her thighs and folded her up, her stuffed pussy tightening around my pulsing girth as her shocked eyes refocused on mine, twitching in their sockets once more as Deborah fiddled with her clit. “You’ll know when you’re really stretched out…”

“Do it, Master,” Deborah grinned as she looked up at me with a giddy glare. “Show her how deep this little pussy goes…”

“Alright, let’s find out together,” I said as I gripped her spread thighs firmer, holding her still as I began to slowly lunge into her creamy pussy.

“Oh, my GOD!” Sylvia cried as she seized up, her eyes and mouth shooting wide as I struck her quivering limit. “You’re in my stomach! UGHHHHHH!” she groaned as I slowly pulled all the way back, her wet lips kissing at the head of my cock before I buried myself to her deepest depths once more. “UGHHUHUHH! Oh, God, I’m too full! It’s so fucking big!”

“Yes, it is,” Deborah agreed with a horny pride as she watched me enter her impaled friend. “I bet your husband’s never been this deep, has he?”

“NO!” Sylvia shrieked through gritted teeth as I stuffed her again, her face bright red as she seemed to tighten every sinew in her little shocked body. “Oh, God, he could never!”

Ha! Well, that sounded a little more judgmental than she was yesterday!

“Well, this stubborn, little pussy has grown far too comfortable over the years,” I smirked as her hot walls gripped me tight, fighting me on every stroke. “Loosen her up and let me in…”

“Yes, Master,” Sylvia nodded in reply as she panted in preparation, sounding just as suited to her place as Deborah as her pussy began to relax its tense squeeze. “Oh, my God,” she panted with a euphoric acceptance as her head lazed back on the cushion, “I needed this!”

“Mmmm, yes, you did,” Deborah purred in her ear as she leaned to gently kiss at her cheek, startling Sylvia as she turned her face to her encroaching friend. “Now, enjoy it…”

“MMM!” Sylvia squeaked high in surprise as Deborah planted her lips to hers, her pussy squeezing tight on my tensing cock as her eyes opened wide, shutting slowly again as she loosened up and returned the soft smooch in kind.

“Ha! Look at you slutty old whores,” I grinned as I watched their kiss grow with horny passion. “You could’ve just been fucking each other behind your husbands’ backs this whole time!”

“Oh, no, we were waiting for you, Master,” Deborah teased with a mischievous side-eye as she broke from the kiss. “Maybe later we can kiss on the head of your big cock? What do you think?”

“I think that’s a definitely, not a maybe,” I replied as I imagined the pair making out around my obstructing glans. “What do you think, Syl?”

“Yes, Master, I want to do that!” Sylvia replied with an urgent nod as her wide-eyed attention was dragged back down to her stuffed pussy. “I want to do everything! Oh, my God, look at it! It’s splitting me wide open! UGHHHHUHUH!”

“Okay, she’s ready, Master,” Deborah giggled over her friend’s horny grunts. “Fuck her like she’s never been fucked before…”

Aw man, I’m really not sure she can handle what Deb can… Guess there’s only one way to find out…

I tugged her soaked panties to the side once more as I reasserted my control of her body, setting my knees strong before I looked into Sylvia’s alert eyes. “Alright, I’m gonna fuck you like the animal you always knew I was…”

“WAAAAH!” she wailed as her eyes bulged with my sturdy buck into her creamy cunt, bulging even wider as the next came without delay. “Oh, my fucking… UUUGHYUUUGHYUUGHYUUGH!” she gurgled with a pounding undulation as I plowed her pussy with unrelenting force, Deborah doubling her clitoral strumming with anticipation.

“Yes, Master! Fucking give it to her!” she encouraged as my muscles twitched and tensed with increasing effort. “Make her your bitch!”

Oh, fuck me, I’m gone!

“Call me an animal, now, slut!” I growled as I fucked Sylvia’s squelching pussy into submission, her cries becoming more desperate as I had my wicked way with her. “Call me a fucking animal, now!”

“OH, GOD! YOU’RE AN ANIMAL!” Sylvia screamed from her raspy throat, her perky tits rocking violently as I pummelled her without mercy. “YOU’RE A FUCKING MONSTER!”

“Yes, I fucking am!” I growled as I used her body like it was made to be broken. “And what are you?!”

“OH, GOD! I’M A SLUT!” Sylvia cried to the heavens in despair, a building tension rising from her struggling core. “I’M A BAD MOTHER! I’M A BAD WIFE! I’M… I’M—AHH!” she suddenly squealed in fright as her eyes returned to her battered pussy, her head rocking on her straining neck. “AHH! WHAT’S—AHH! AHHH! OH, MY GOD! OH, MY GOD… HNNNNNNNNNNGH…”

Ha! She’s gonna blow! Right about… Now!

“ARRRRRGHUUHUHHHH!” Sylvia roared as I hauled my rampaging cock from her clamping walls, her creamy pussy bursting with a flow of her gushing juices as she gaped and squeezed with all her shivering might. “OH, MY GOD! WHAT THE—UGHHUHUH!” she growled as Deborah’s fiddling fingers splashed her sprinkling rush, patting on her engorged clit as her horny flow slowed to a delicious trickle. “What the fuck… What the fuck was that?!” she squealed in awe as her legs quivered in my grip, her bent spine spasming as she tried to regain her composure with a heavy pant, her eyes shut tight as she rode out her nerve-twisted shudders.

“You just squirted on Master’s big dick for the first time, that’s what happened,” Deborah giggled as she looked to her discombobulated pal before leaning over her twitching body. “Ahhhhh,” she gargled as she lapped her tongue across her friend’s dripping abdomen, making Sylvia shudder again as she watched on in horny surprise, Deborah’s tongue continuing its greedy journey through the neatly-trimmed pubic hair that was spared a shaving. “Mmmmmm!”

“Hoooooh, fucking… Debby!” Sylvia gasped with a thrilled shock as her old pal slurped up her clit.

“Mmmmm!” Deborah continued with an amused delight, her suction increasing before she came back up with her lips pursed shut, looking up at me with mischief as she reached for my lurching cock. “Ptoo!” she spat, splattering down my shaft as she held it to her lips. “There you go, Master,” she purred as she held my smirking gaze, her glistening lips teasing on my glans before she spat another helping up my dripping meat. “Ptoo! You’re ready to slip right back into that tasty little cunt, now…”

Ha! Fuck, look at those eyes…

“Good slut,” I grinned with satisfaction as I reached to stroke the messy strands of hair from her face. “I hope you’re taking notes, Sylvia. This is the gold standard, right here…”

“Yes, Master!” Sylvia gasped as her unruly limbs remained coiled up like an obedient pretzel, her spread pussy dripping with desperation. “I’ll learn! I want to learn!”

“Mmmm, teach her, Master,” Deborah whispered as she puckered on the messy head of my cock, looking up at me with an excited glint in her eye. “Fuck her like the horny old bitch she is…”

“Ha! Is that what you are, Sylvia?” I asked, taking back control of my cock and slapping it to her sloppy clit.

“Yes! I’m a bitch!” she replied in a gasping hurry as she watched me pat her pussy down. “Oh, my God, I’m your bitch!”

Ha! Fuck me, I can’t believe this is the same woman… And her back must be killing her by now!

“Well, you better get on all fours so I can fuck you like a bitch,” I said as I relieved her of her leg holding duties, unwrapping her limbs before reaching under her armpits to lift her up.

“Oh!” she squeaked in surprise as I hauled her up, her flushed face close to mine as she settled on her knees, her alert eyes locked to mine before they flickered to my lips, shutting as she leaned in.

“Ha! Are you trying to kiss me?” I laughed as I squeezed her startled face to a swift halt. “Nah, you’ve got a long way to go before that, you wicked little witch. Bend over. Now.”

“Yes, Master, I’m sorry!” Sylvia replied with a shamed nod in my grip, her body turning to action before I let her face follow.

“Master only lets his best sluts kiss him,” Deborah grinned as she picked up Sylvia’s loose leash, looking up at me with satisfaction as she held it out for me to take. “Maybe once you’ve been tied up and bred like me, you can have a little peck…”

Ha! Bred? I really don’t think—

“Oh, God, okay,” Sylvia groaned with an undaunted acceptance as she hurried to turn and bend over, her heels separating around me as she backed up to present her pussy.

Wait, ‘okay’?!

Immediately, Deborah’s eyes met mine, a depraved switch clearly flipping in her dirty mind as she looked up at me with a heightened sense of horny excitement.

“… You always wanted another baby, didn’t you?” Deborah asked, her mischievous glare remaining fixed on me.

“Yes,” Sylvia replied as her head hung low, waiting patiently on her hands and knees. “I wanted a lot more…”

“Well, maybe if you show Master that you’re worth it, he’ll give you what you want,” said Deborah with a suggestive optimism. “Unlike that weak little husband of yours…”

“Oh, God, I want it!” Sylvia whimpered with a guilty wince as her tight ass rose a little higher. “But I shouldn’t… I can’t…”

Holy shit! Can’t, not won’t? Does she actually want me to fucking breed her?!

“Shouldn’t? Can’t?” Deborah repeated with teasing disgust as she spanked at Sylvia’s thigh. “You’ll do as you’re told, like a good little breeding bitch! Master decides if he’s gonna knock you up, not you!”

“Oh, God, please, don’t tease me, Deb, you know I want it,” Sylvia whined pitifully as she took her spanking with a twitching jolt of her spine. “But, I can’t… I’m not like you…”

“I dunno, I think you’re a lot like me,” Deborah replied as she gave her friend’s ass a squeezing jiggle before spanking her again. “Only three years younger… I bet you could still do it, just fine. Especially with Master’s strong, young sperm filling your womb instead of your husband’s tired old swimmers… Y’know, I actually think he got me pregnant the very first day he emptied those big heavy balls inside me…”

“Really?” Sylvia asked, her lowered face turning to look at Deborah with an inquisitive prick of her ears.

“Uh-huh,” Deborah nodded with a smug grin. “He fucked me on my front lawn while my husband was asleep in bed… He left me flooded and pregnant on the grass, just panting in the moonlight like a fucking she-wolf in heat! Didn’t you, Master?”

Ha! Fucking hell, what is she doing?

“Oh, my God,” Sylvia gasped as she pictured the sordid scene. “You’re so fucking brave…”

“Brave?” Deborah repeated in smiling surprise. “What’s brave about letting my Master give me what I always wanted? It was the most natural thing in the world… Brave is going back home to your husband without a belly full of Master’s cum. I wouldn’t wish that on anyone…”

Oh, fuck me, it’s happening again! I can’t be breeding another one, for fuck’s sake!

I looked away from Deborah’s teasing glance as she seduced her friend with her own maternal desires, shaking my head as I looked down at Sylvia’s waiting pussy, stopping myself before I could give in to my primal instincts once again.

“Alright, well, I decide where I shoot my loads, you broody old mares,” I asserted as I gave Sylvia’s leash a tug to turn her back around. “And there’s only one way this bitch is getting a belly full of cum right now. If she wants it the other way, she’s gonna have to prove herself worthy upstairs… Now, get me off. Both of you.”

“Mmmm, yes, Master!” Deborah beamed as she shuffled closer on her knees, her big tits jiggling as she eagerly reached for my cock first, Sylvia turning awkwardly on the couch to face me, her submissive eyes looking up as she waited her turn. “Come here, silly!” Deborah giggled as she reached to grab Sylvia’s head, guiding it to one side of my shaft as she attacked the other. “Master’s big enough to share… Mmmmmmm!”

Oh, fuck me, she’s such a perfect little slut! She drives me crazy every time she looks up at me like that… And she fucking knows it, too! And Sylvia! What the fuck? Look at her go!

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmmm! Mmmmmm!” Sylvia hummed as she slurped hungrily up and down my beating length, following her friend’s lead as the two of them played me like a meaty harmonica, Deborah’s hands cupping and squeezing on my balls just right as I took in the heavenly sight of my milf sluts getting along better than ever.

Aw man, I could definitely get used to this…

Deborah’s eyes fixed to mine as her pouting lips slipped up to the flaring head of my cock, gobbling it up and shaking it deep into her throat, Sylvia retreating to watch on in awe as her friend's gullet bulged before her eyes.

“Oh, my God, Debby… You do that so good,” she whispered as she stared at my cock choking her gurgling friend, before looking up at me to witness the torturous pleasure on my scowling face. “… Will you teach me, Master?” she asked with a sweet softness that I couldn’t have possibly imagined she possessed. “Will you teach me to please you like she can?”

“Oh, I’m gonna teach you a lot when we get upstairs,” I assured her as Deborah came gasping up for air, emptying her flooded mouth of her copious slobber as she blew bubbles on my swollen glans. “We’ve still got a couple of hours until your husband’s home…”

“Mmmm, what do you say, Syl?” Deborah giggled as she jerked her bubbles up and down my shaft. “Do you want the naughty boy next door to show you his bedroom?”

“Yes,” Sylvia nodded as she tentatively reached to fondle my balls, looking up at me for approval.

“Well, do you know what he’s got in there?” Deborah teased as she looked to her engrossed friend. “Did Carl tell you how he found me?”

“Jared told me,” Sylvia replied as she kept her eyes on me. “I know what’s gonna happen to me…”

“Oh, no, you don’t know the half of it,” Deborah grinned as she reached for a handful of Sylvia’s hair, guiding her to the head of my cock as she gripped the sturdy shaft steady. “And you don’t know anything until you’ve taken this giant cock in your ass!”

“AGGGGHHHHH!” Sylvia gagged as Deborah stuffed her throat without mercy, her wide eyes looking up at me as a high-pitched squeal of surprise escaped her gullet.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Deborah teased as she fucked my cock with Sylvia’s head, her spare hand reaching behind her choking friend. “He’s gonna pound this little asshole until you can’t feel your legs…”

“MMMMM!” Sylvia hummed high on my cock as Deborah slipped a sloppy finger inside her tight little rectum, her eyes shooting wide in shock before they began to twitch and roll. “MMMMM! MMMMMM!”

Oh, fuck me, that’ll do it…

“Arghhh!” I growled as Sylvia’s desperate vibrations tipped me over the edge, lighting my fuse as Deborah read the situation perfectly. “Oh, fuuuuck!”

“That’s it, Master, bust straight down this married slut’s throat!” she encouraged me with a sadistic purr, leaving Sylvia’s asshole behind as she reached to jerk on my tensing shaft. “Fill her greedy old tummy with that hot young cum!”

“Oh, you filthy fucking… ARRRGHHHH!”

“AGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGH—MMMMMM!” Sylvia squealed in shock as the first explosion flooded her tonsils, making her heave and splutter it back down my shaft as her bulging eyes streamed with tears. “GAAAH!” she gasped desperately for air as Deborah mercifully brought her back up, my fresh load pouring from her gasping lips as the next rope splashed up her flushed face. “Oh, my God!”

“Yeah, that’s it, take that young cum all over your whore face!” Deborah oozed as she kept up her furious jerking, painting Sylvia’s gurgling face with my never-ending orgasm until it was a dripping mess of pearly seed and running mascara. “Just what a dirty old whore like you needs…”

“Oh, God! Yes, it is!” Sylvia agreed in a fulfilled haze of dreamy bliss, her eyelids shut as my hot load ran down her face and dripped to her heaving tits, Deborah’s jerking hand slowing to a firm squeeze as she drained every drop from my contracting balls. “Fuck, it smells so good! Mmmm!” she moaned with delight as she flicked her tongue across her drenched lip, sampling a taste before her eyelids began to carefully flutter.

“Here, let me help you,” Deborah giggled as she watched her friend struggle to peek through the globs of thick spunk, leaning to slurp up some of the mess before delivering it to her panting mouth with a sloppy kiss.

“Ahhhh,” Sylvia gargled with a horny shudder as Deborah dribbled my load onto her waiting tongue, going back for more to feed her friend like a greedy chick. “Mmmmmm! It tastes so good!” she groaned as she gulped down her creamy serving, her glazed eyes looking up at me before she rested her head back on her shoulders in horny resignation. “Fuck, this is so fucking bad… You, of all people… After everything…” She took a panting breath before she began to lean back, collapsing to the couch as her heels kicked out from beneath her. “And now I’ve got your cum swimming in my stomach… Oh, God… I’m going to hell for this…”

Ha! She’s damned herself!

“Yes, you are,” I agreed as Deborah greedily polished off the head of my cock in her suckling mouth. “And it’s right upstairs…”

“Mmmm, you’ll love it,” Deborah teased as she let my sensitive glans pop from her stripping lips, peeking back at her friend. “Are you ready to serve your entire body up to Master?”

Sylvia remained where she lay as she shut her eyes, her dripping tits heaving as she caught her breath. “Yes,” she huffed, her eyes opening to look up at me in surrender. “I’m ready… I’ll take my punishment… Just do what you want with me…”

Oh, fuck me, she’s fully lost it… Shit, I better find it before she does!

“Oh, I’m going to,” I assured her as I reached for her strewn panties, dragging them down her legs to her ankles before tugging on her leash to drag her from the couch. “Now, crawl upstairs, slut!”

“Oh, God! Yes, Sir!” Sylvia squealed as her knees thudded to the floorboards, her hands slapping after to catch herself as her soaked panties tangled in her heels.

“Faster, slut! Do you want that cock back inside you or not?!” Deborah shouted as Sylvia struggled to kick free of her underwear, giving up entirely as she crawled awkwardly onward with her tits hanging full and her tight ass jiggling.

“Yes, I want it! I want it!” Sylvia cried as her hands slapped onward, her heels rattling on the floor as she hurried out into the hall with her leash pulled taut. “I want Master’s big cock back in my wet little cunt!”

Ha! That’s more like it!

“Good slut!” I encouraged her as she fought her way to the stairs on her hands and knees. “Let me hear how filthy that tongue can be.”

“Yes, Sir, I will!” she assured me with a sincere determination as she panted ahead of us, taking the first step up the stairs with a gritty growl. “I’ll be a vile little whore for you, I promise!”

Ha! Vile? She sounds demonic… Just how I like them!

I glanced to Deborah as she caught my eye with her look of happy surprise, the two of us sharing a sordid grin of expectation for what was to come as Sylvia struggled up each step with her stretched and ruined panties still binding her heels, her delicious holes winking in my face as her jiggling cheeks parted with each groaning lunge.

Oh, fuck me, this is gonna be fun…

* * *
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CHAPTER TWELVE

“AAAHAHAHOWWW!”

“That’s it, you take that big dick in your ass like a good little slut!” Deborah yelled as she cracked the whip across her wailing friend’s thigh, making her skinny legs quiver as her chain-bound hands rattled high above her head.

“Oh, God! I’m gonna cum again!” Sylvia whined from her raspy throat as I gripped her hips tighter and plowed her tight ass into submission, her nipple clamps clinking as her tits rocked with each clap to her reddened cheeks.

“Do it then, you little slut,” Deborah teased as she aimed the tip of the whip between Sylvia’s thighs, tapping it lightly to her dripping pussy as I used her asshole like a worthless cock-sleeve. “C’mon, give it up!”

“UGHH! UGHH! UGHHH! OH, GOD! MASTER!” Sylvia cried in despair, her raised hands clutching her chains tight as she took her pounding until she could take it no more. “HNNNNNNYOHMYGAARRRRGGH!” she screamed like she was in mourning, her tightening ass slipping up my shaft and popping free of my glans as she gave her shivering weight to her strong bonds, her swollen pussy gushing as she rode out her umpteenth orgasm, wriggling like a fish on a hook as she sobbed and spasmed with overwhelming pleasure.

Shit, man… This bitch has crazy stamina! She just keeps getting back up! That throat sounds dry as hell, though…

“Good slut, take your rest,” I said as I gave her lolloping head a ruffle, making my way to the mini-fridge and grabbing a cool bottle of water.

“Y-Yes, M-Master! Th-thank you!” she replied through her unruly convulsions as she hung limp in her chains, Deborah approaching me in a hurry to lick the sweat off my heaving chest.

“Mmmmm, can I have a sip?” she purred as I gulped down the cold refreshment, opening her mouth and waving her tongue. “Ahhahah!” she cackled as I spat it out like a fountain into her face, giggling behind me as I turned my attention back to my groaning work in progress.

“Here,” I said, lifting Sylvia’s head by her drool-drenched chin. “Drink.”

“Oh, God, yes,” she gasped as her mouth lazily opened wide, her sweaty flesh glistening with exhaustion as she gulped down what I poured, the cool water beginning to splash across her face as I carelessly emptied the rest of the bottle over her head to cool her roasting body. “Oh, fuck! Thank you, Master!” she gargled gratefully as the cold water cascaded down her shivering abdomen, running down her thighs and raining to the carpet to join her hot juices.

Fuck me, she’s still not done! She’s been strung up for ages! She’ll have to be leaving pretty soon, right?

“Shit, I’ve got to hand it to you, Sylvia,” I said as I proudly watched her feet struggle to plant themselves once again, her shimmering muscles quivering with effort as she tried to stand. “You’re a pretty tough old girl… I really didn’t think you had it in you…”

“Thank you, Master!” she groaned with effort as she rose like an unsteady foal, her knees half-buckled as she pulled herself up by her chains. “I can take it… I want your cum inside me so fucking bad…”

“Mmmm, well, I think you deserve it,” Deborah teased as she glanced my way with a devilish glare, walking naked to her chained protege to wipe her drenched curls from her forehead. “You’ve shown Master what a good little slut you can be for him, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Sylvia gasped as she panted for breath, spitting the dripping water from her lips as she took her well-earned rest. “I hope so…”

“Oh, I think you have,” Deborah pouted as she held her bound friend’s dripping head to her billowing bosom, looking to me for sympathy. “She’d be such a good little mommy slut, wouldn’t she, Master?”

Ha! She’s really not gonna stop until I cum in that pussy, is she?

“Yeah, well, she might be able to take a pounding, but she hasn’t proven herself as loyal as you yet,” I said as I reached behind Deborah’s neck, bringing her lips to mine as she discarded Sylvia’s drenched head and wrapped her arms around me. “Until she does, that little pussy can go wanting…”

“Please, Master, I’ll do anything, I swear,” Sylvia huffed as she dangled in her chains, Deborah’s needy tongue caressing my own with horny vigor, my hands instinctively reaching to cup her heavy breasts. “I’ll stay here as long as it takes, just please fucking breed me… I need it…”

Aw man, I really shouldn’t fucking do that… But my dick lurches every time she says it! Nah, keep it together, you animal, you’ve bred enough for now…

“You can’t stay here as long as it takes, though, can you?” I teased as I reached to grab a handful of her drenched hair, lifting her panting face to look up at me. “Your pussy husband will be on his way home soon, won’t he?”

“I don’t care,” she gasped in return as her sweating brow furrowed deep with an exhausted desperation. “I just want to stay here…”

Ha! What?

“Aw, Master, look at her,” Deborah pouted with mischief again as she looked down at Sylvia like she was a shivering puppy on our doorstep. “Don’t send her back to that weak little man…”

Ha! What the fuck do they think I am? A horny milf rescue charity or something? And now I immediately love the sound of that… Fuck!

I looked down at Sylvia as her tired legs quivered with effort, masking my horny mental breakdown with a chuckle and a shake of my head before I spoke, filthy visions of what I could do with the desperate mother of my nemesis prodding at my balls as my mind stirred with horny revenge. “… If you want to stay here,” I began, still unprepared as my cock raged with a heightened arousal, “you’re gonna have to let your husband know. He has to see with his own eyes, and hear with his own ears, as his slutty little wife begs for me to take her in… Do that, and I’ll think about it.”

“I’ll do it!” Sylvia replied immediately as she rattled her chains in a little tantrum, my brow rising in surprise. “I swear, I’ll do it, just please put your cock back inside me! Please!”

Damn, she’s totally broken in. She just wants dick… And what’s in my balls, too, apparently… Fuck, what the hell am I doing?

My cock tensed again as I watched her tight ass hump and jiggle with her pleading, the desperate grimace on her face forcing me to action as I made my way behind her again, making her arch her back with an eager submission as she offered me her deliciously sloppy holes.

“Oh, thank you, Master! Thank you!” she groaned as I took a firm hold of her hips, rising to her straining tiptoes as I slapped my cock to her dripping pussy.

“Alright,” I said as I beat her swollen clit with my meaty shaft, teasing her puffed labia before slipping up to her winking asshole. “I’m gonna fuck this ass until your husband comes looking for you… But if those legs give out again before he does, you’ll be leaving with him.”

“Ooooohoohoooooo! Fuck!” Sylvia whined as I stuffed my cock back into her thoroughly-lubed rectum, stretching her tightest hole taut as her little ass choked on my girth. “Yes! Fucking use me!” she growled with a blabbering lust as I grabbed a fistful of her soaked hair, using it as purchase to launch my thrusts into her hot guts. “Oh, God, yes! Use your bitch! Make me take it! Make me a filthy fucking butt-slut for big bully dick! AH! AHHH! ARGHHHUHUHH!”

“That’s it, Master! Get her!” Deborah cheered with glee as she repeatedly whipped at Sylvia’s clamped tits and tensed thighs. “Put this horny old whore to the test!”

Aw man, she’s testing me as much as I’m testing her! I need to pace myself… Alright, let’s settle in… He can’t be that long now, surely…

I fucked her slippery guts for what felt like a debauched century, running her hot and cold as I reamed her tight ass just as much as I pretended to make love to it, dousing her in cool water every once in a while to keep her from overheating as she gushed and shivered with each roaring orgasm. To her credit, her shaking legs never faltered, the few times she came close prevented by Deborah’s suspiciously-timed interventions, holding her up on her big tits as she looked to me with a rule-bending glee in her eyes. But, just as I fought the temptation to unload my heavy balls once again, the doorbell finally rang, the pair of us smiling at each other as Sylvia whimpered on Deborah’s jiggling tits.

Well, it’s about fucking time…

“I wonder who that could be?” Deborah teased, giving her whining friend’s drenched head a stroke as I held my ground deep inside her, the doorbell ringing repeatedly before a loud bang echoed up the stairs, a muffled voice following after.

“Oh, God, he’s here,” Sylvia whimpered as if her executioner had arrived, burying her face deeper into Deborah’s bubbling cleavage to hide from the shame. “He’s gonna be so mad at me!”

“Oh, don’t you worry about that, honey,” Deborah hushed her as she held her snug to her breasts. “Master won’t let him do anything to you… He’s gonna put him in his place, you’ll see…”

Ha! Aw man, she really is a little succubus… I fucking love it…

“What are you waiting for then, slut?” I said with smirking expectation as I held her taunting glare. “Go and answer the door.”

Her grin grew wider as she looked up at me, showing me her perfect pearly whites as she released Sylvia’s smothered head. “Yes, Master, as you wish,” she said with a horny glint in her eye. “And would you like me to let him in?”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure he’ll insist this time,” I laughed as I gave his wife’s stuffed ass a spanking squeeze, making her hop on her toes with a tortured squeal. “But let him know that if he touches you, he’ll regret it.”

“Yes, Master, I’ll tell him,” she grinned in reply, seeming secure enough in her mission as she made her naked way to the door, my gaze following her fat ass jiggling away before bouncing giddily from the room.

Well, I guess this is it… Time to ruin another marriage…

“You think you’re ready for this, slut?” I asked, giving Sylvia another firm stuffing as her chains rattled.

“Yes, Master! I’m ready!” she burst in reply as she surrendered to my control, Deborah’s giddy feet rumbling down the stairs. “I’ll show him!”

“What are you gonna show him?” I teased, giving her lolloping head another prompting shake.

“I’m gonna show him who I belong to!” she groaned as she felt my cock tense over and over in her bowels, seizing up as her legs began to quiver. “Oh, God…”

“Don’t you cum,” I warned as I held my thrust deep inside her, keeping as still as possible as I felt her teetering on the edge. “Save it for your husband…”

“Hnnnnnghh! Okay!” she replied through gritted teeth as she tightened every sinew in her body, fighting her horny impulses as the front door clicked open.

“Where is she?!”

“Master says if you touch me, you’re gonna regret it,” Deborah announced without concern for Jared’s urgent screeching, sounding proud as she delivered my message to my old neighbor. “I’m carrying his child, so if you lay a finger on me, he’ll make you wish that you were never born, do you understand?”

“What?!” Jared spat in shock as Deborah delivered a message of her own. “You’re pregnant?!”

“Yes,” Deborah replied with a chipper tone, my mind’s eye showing me her hand rubbing her belly. “And who knows? Maybe your wife will be too…”

Ha! Fucking hell, Deb!

“What?!” Jared shrieked in shock again, prompting me to give Sylvia her cue, straight up her tight ass.

“UGHHHHHUHUH! FUCK!” Sylvia screamed as I rammed her as deep as I could, her shivering body tensing up as I crashed through her defenses, sending her over the tempting edge as she began to awkwardly twerk her stuffed hole up and down my beating shaft.

“SYLVIA?!” Jared called in great distress before I heard his shoes clack into the hall, the noise of him fumbling up the stairs drowned out by his wife’s wailing orgasm.

“OH, MY… GAAARGHAHAHAAARGHHH!” she roared as her pussy began to gush, my impatient thrusts bucking strong in her battered pipe before her dutiful legs finally gave way, fulfilling her bargain as her blustering husband appeared in the doorway.

“SYLVIA?! WHAT ARE YOU—”

“I’M SORRYHEEHEEHEEEE!” she wailed as she dangled from the sturdy chains, her drenched body convulsing as she rode out her nerve-wrenching orgasm before her husband’s bulging eyes.

“How could you…” Jared whimpered in disbelief as he watched his sobbing wife strung up like a piece of meat, her juices tricking down her quivering thighs as his hands braced on his balding head. “How could you do this to me?! You said—”

“I’m sorry! I needed it! I needed ihiihiit!” Sylvia cried as she avoided her husband’s judgmental glare, her drenched head hanging low as her spine jolted sporadically, her shaved pussy dripping to the soaked carpet with each involuntary thrust.

Damn, I’m getting way too used to seeing defeated men…

“Don’t worry, Jared,” I grinned as I stole his attention from his weeping wife. “It’s not her fault… I sucker-punched her… Right in her tight little asshole.”

Jared looked back at me, speechless and unblinking as his eyes began to well, his face burning bright red as he stood rooted to the spot, Deborah soon appearing behind him as she scooted into the room.

“Excuse me,” she chimed with an awkward glance up at him as she passed, looking to me with a satisfied grin as she edged by him and made her giddy way towards Sylvia. “Oh, come here, you poor little thing! I’m so proud of you!” she cooed as she lifted Sylvia’s sobbing head, planting a puckering kiss to her gasping lips before dropping her again and heading for the winch. “Let me get you down,” she said sweetly as she began to loosen the chains, Sylvia’s dangling knees slowly lowering to the floor. “She’s been strung up for like two hours,” Deborah announced as she looked to Jared with a cheeky provocation. “You should be proud of her too…”

“Proud of her?!” Jared repeated in anger as he watched his wife collapse to the soaked carpet, her hands still bound as she writhed in her puddled mess. “She’s just thrown our marriage away! Sylvia, why would you—”

“Maybe you threw your marriage away when you let your wife lose all respect for you,” I interrupted with a chuckle as I made my way to the bed, taking to my back and lazing with my hands tucked behind my head. “This is what happens to weak men like you, Jared… What a shame…”

He watched me reclined on the bed in stunned silence, my cock still thudding as I dared him to attack with my goading smirk. “… You’re a fucking animal,” he gasped in disturbed awe as he remained stupefied where he stood.

“Yeah, I know,” I grinned as I reached to fluff my towering cock. “Your wife’s been screaming that all afternoon… She’s an animal, too.”

“Yes, she is,” Deborah agreed as she knelt beside the groaning Sylvia, reaching to unlock her bonds before Jared’s little feet mustered their bravery.

“Get away from her!” he yelled as he stormed his way across the room. “Sylvia, get—”

“HEY!” I boomed as I sharply sat up at the sight of Deborah hopping on her knees in sudden fright, Jared halting his encroachment immediately as he turned to look at me with a defensive raise of his arm. “Get your ass back over there, you little prick! Before I put you there!” I ordered with a pointing scowl, his eyes wide with fear as he made a reluctant retreat. “You think you can step to my woman like that?! Are you fucking crazy?!”

He looked at me in shock for a moment, reminding me of his cowering son as he flinched at my volume. “But… That’s my fucking wife,” he whimpered as his eyes began to well up again, looking like a powerless little wretch as he looked back to Sylvia being set free.

“No, that’s my fucking bitch,” I corrected with a stern enforcement, brutalizing his brittle pride even further as I lay back down, Deborah peering up at me with a horny alertness before she reached out of sight.

“Okay, up!” she shouted as she knelt back up with the whip in hand, her curves jiggling with a fiery urgency as she hurried to her feet. “Time to choose!”

“ARGHAHAH!” Sylvia cried as she received a swift crack to her back, her glistening body hopping up to her hands and knees before the tip of the whip slipped under her chin.

“Stop that!” Jared cried as his hand reached out instinctively, his scared little feet remaining where they were told.

“Oh, shut up, pussy, she loves it,” Deborah replied with a vicious glare, turning her attention back to Sylvia as she rose up to her knees at the direction of the whip.

“I’m sorry, honey,” Sylvia whimpered as the leather raised her chin high, her nipple clamps jangling as the whip stroked down her neck to tease between her tortured little tits. “Please, don’t hate me…”

“Oh, he doesn’t hate you,” Deborah said with a soothing tone. “He wants you to be happy… Tell him how happy you are…”

“Sylvia… Honey, please,” Jared whimpered as he sensed his wife’s horny surrender. “Let’s just go home… We can talk about this.”

“She doesn’t want to talk,” Deborah dismissed with a derisive scrunch of her face. “She wants to feel, you idiot… And she isn’t going anywhere until she makes her master cum. Are you, slut?”

“No,” Sylvia replied as the whip raised her shamed chin high once again. “No, I can’t go yet… I’m sorry…”

“Sylvia, what are you saying?” Jared whimpered in visible pain as he struggled to hear his wife’s trembling words. “Just get up and come with me…”

“Shhhh, choose now,” Deborah whispered as she stroked the whip up Sylvia’s cheek to wipe away her falling tear. “Get up and walk out of here with that little weasel… Or crawl to your master and clean your ass off his big dick with this greedy little mouth…”

Ha! Damn, Deb…

I watched as Sylvia knelt panting, the leather of the whip stroking at her gasping lips as she closed her eyes with a rising horniness, her brow furrowed deep before she planted her hands again. “I’m sorry,” she whimpered as she began to slowly crawl towards the bed, her head hung low as she shied away from her devastated husband. “I have to…”

Ha! Shit, she’s actually doing it…

“Oh, my God! Sylvia, please!” Jared cried in disbelief as he watched his naked wife crawl away from him in her jangling clamps. “You don’t have to do anything!”

“I do!” Sylvia insisted with a regretful whimper as she disappeared from my view, her hand soon reaching up like she was rising from a grave before she clutched at the sheets. “I need it!” she groaned with a growling determination as her drenched head popped up next, dragging her tired body up onto the bed as her glazed eyes set their sights on my waiting cock. “I need more than you can give me, honey… I’m sorry… Ahhh,” she gurgled as she opened her mouth wide, her tongue hanging out as she tried to trap my teetering cock. “Mmmmmm,” she moaned with relief as she captured my glans with her lips, carefully lying down on her front as she propped herself up on her elbows between my legs and began to suck. “Mmmmhmmhmmmm! Oh, God, honey… I really wish this didn’t hurt you so much… I just—mmmmm! I just can’t stop… Not now—mmmmm! Please, understand, honey… I don’t want to hurt you—mmmmmmm!”

Ha! She says with a mouthful of another man’s cock!

I looked to Jared as his wife gobbled on my dick like it was her destiny to clean it, giving him a smirk as Deborah climbed onto the bed. “You understand, don’t you, Jared?” I teased as he looked to me, his eyes wide as he stood rooted by the door. “Weak little cowards like you always understand, right?”

“Of course, they do,” Deborah giggled as she crawled behind the suckling Sylvia, “they don’t have a choice… But their wives do…”

“Mmm!” Sylvia hummed in surprise as Deborah opened her legs, guiding her up to her knees as she refused to let my cock pop from her mouth. “MMMMHMHMM!”

What’s she—oh, the dirty bitch! Ha! If there’s an ass to eat, she’s all over it!

Deborah’s horny glare met mine as they peered above Sylvia’s asscheeks, burying her face into the messy holes and shaking her bubbling lips from side to side as she dribbled and spat. “Mmmmm! I can taste your cock, Master!” she groaned in Sylvia’s crack as Jared’s stunned attention fixed to her, a familiar look in his captured eyes as I recalled him staring through my living room window weeks before. “Mmmm! It tastes so fucking good! Ahhhhh!” she gurgled as she lapped a firm lick up to Sylvia’s tickled tailbone, puckering passionately on her cheeks to settle her shivers.

Wait… Is he getting turned on?!

I lowered my brow with a disturbed suspicion as I kept my eyes on Jared, his attention fixed to Deborah devouring his wife’s sloppy holes like an insatiable nymph before his unblinking eyes were dragged away to his choking wife stuffing me deeper into her clogged throat.

Shit, I think he actually is… Ew!

“Are you fucking enjoying yourself over there?” I scowled with disgust, making him flinch as he looked to me like I’d caught his hand in the cookie jar.

“What?!” he spluttered as he froze to the spot, Deborah giggling between his wife’s cheeks before she came up for air. “Of course not! I’m—”

“Ha! He definitely is,” Deborah goaded as she looked to him, prying Sylvia’s cheeks apart to show him his wife’s spread holes. “I bet he wanted this to happen!”

“Of course, I didn’t!” Jared replied with a shrill defensiveness as he looked back to his wife, still unable to do anything but watch as she jerked me into her gullet like a woman possessed.

“Oh, yeah?” Deborah laughed unconvinced. “Then why the hell did you let your wife into this house all by herself, yesterday, when you know this is what could happen? What sort of man would allow that?”

Shit, that is so true… That can’t have been just weakness… Wait…

“Well, I can think of one sort,” I grinned as a seedy lightbulb sparked in my brain, looking to him with a repulsed grimace. “A fucking cuckold…”

“Ha! I was thinking the exact same thing!” Deborah cackled as her giddy face popped up behind Sylvia’s ass to look at me. “It’s gotta be that, right?”

“I am not a cuckold!” Jared shrieked, doubling Deborah’s laughter as she smacked his wife’s ass like she does with her own knee in her fits of amusement.

“I’m not! I swear!” I mocked with as high a pitch as I could muster as I looked to him with a knowing grin. “I just let my wife get fucked in front of me, that’s all!”

“HA!” Deborah cackled again as she creased up in Sylvia’s crack. “I bet he’s hard, right now!” she giggled as she licked again. “Can he still even get hard, Syl?”

Sylvia came up for air, slobber pouring from her panting mouth as she jerked her slick hands up my sloppy cock. “Sometimes,” she gasped, her tone plain and disinterested before she gobbled me up and got straight back to work.

“Ha! Well, I bet now is one of those times,” Deborah giggled as she gave the uncomfortably silent Jared a side-eyed glance of suspicion.

“I’m… I am not hard,” Jared insisted with a swift clearing of his throat, his hand slyly adjusting his suit pants as he altered his stance. “I’m waiting to take my wife home!”

“Oh, Jared, honey, it’s alright,” Deborah relented, her sweet tone surprising me as I looked to her with a lowering of my brow. “This house is a safe-space for all kinds of depravity,” she continued before she lapped a long lick up Sylvia’s holes. “Just let go and join us… There’s nothing hotter than when a man owns his darkest desires… It gets me so fucking wet… Mmmmm!”

Ha! Wait, is she fucking baiting him?

Deborah kept her temptress eyes fixed on Jared as she made out with his wife’s ass, making him freeze up before Sylvia came up for air again.

“It’s okay to like it, honey,” she gasped before drooling her mess down my thumping shaft, keeping her attention firmly on her task as she took her breath. “I want you to like it… Mmmmm!”

Woah, woah, woah! We’re all on the same page here, right?

“See?” Deborah chimed with a sultry whisper. “Make your slutty little wife feel good… Show her how much you enjoy seeing her happy…”

Jared remained silent as his chest visibly rose with his doubling breath, looking back to his engrossed wife before Deborah prodded again.

“… And who knows?” she said, finally looking away from him to smooch on Sylvia’s puckering hole. “Maybe once I’m done with this tasty little ass, I could help you out… We could get to know each other a little better while your wife’s busy with Master… I get jealous when she hogs it… I need something stiff to keep me busy… We can watch them together, what do you say?”

Ha! Okay, she’s a trier, but there’s no way that works…

Jared remained silent as his seedy mind visibly raced, his brain seeming to short circuit as Deborah’s glare landed back on him. “Erm, Deb, I—”

“Is that alright with you, Master?” Deborah asked as she interrupted his jittery reply, turning to me with a knowing grin. “You don’t mind, do you? You know how fidgety I get… I need something to play with…”

Ha! Fucking hell…

“I don’t give a fuck what you do, you dumb slut,” I replied with a feigned annoyance as I gripped Sylvia’s hair and yanked her back up, slapping my sloppy cock to her gasping face as she emptied her flooding mouth. “Go and get railed in a fucking alleyway for all I care, I’m busy with this one… That’s it, you dirty bitch, spit all over that dick…”

“Okay, thank you, Master… It’s alright with you, right, Syl?” Deborah continued, an alert Jared looking to his wife as I batted her groaning face. “You don’t mind if I take your husband for a little spin, do you? I shared with you…”

“No, I don’t care!” Sylvia burst in reply as she stuck her chin out like a boxer, taking each sloppy thud to her face with increasing lust in her heavy breathing.

“But… Honey,” Jared asked as he looked back to his wife with an untrusting whimper. “Are you… Are you sure?”

Ha! How are you asking your wife for permission to do anything while she’s sucking another guy’s dick?! Definite cuck! Fucking ew!

“Jared, I don’t care!” Sylvia growled in frustration as I thrust the length of my cock up her flushed face. “I’m busy!”

“O-Okay,” he nodded as he remained where he stood, Deborah giving him no time to settle his racing thoughts as she shuffled her knees on the bed.

“Mmmmm, looks like things just got more interesting,” Deborah grinned as she looked to him, lifting her fat ass high and giving her cheeks a tempting wobble. “Do you want me to suck it first or do you just want to ram it straight in?”

Jared stared back at her in alert disbelief, his hand slyly reaching for his crotch once again before he finally answered. “Suck… Please…”

‘Please’! Ha! ‘Awww, please! Suck first, please!’ Fucking hell, this guy’s a disgrace! I can’t believe he’s falling for this…

“Oh, yeah? You liked what you saw the other week then, huh?” Deborah teased with a flick of her tongue across her luscious lips. “Do you want me to choke on it like that?”

“Y-Yes, please,” Jared replied in dumbstruck awe, his head nodding as Deborah seduced him with ease. “Fuck, Deb, I—”

“Oh, shush now, honey, there’s nothing that needs to be said. Just take it out and bring it over here,” Deborah interrupted with an impatient pout. “C’mon, let me see what you’ve got for me… Oh, and don’t you worry about the size, okay? I love all dick, just like a good little slut should. So you just throw away those clothes and come here to me, honey, there’s a good boy…”

Ha! She’s such a fucking savage…

I made sure to keep my attention fixed to Sylvia as I stuffed my cock back into her mouth, holding her head in both hands as I fucked her face, selling my indifference as I relaxed my head back with a satisfied growl.

“Mmmm, that’s it,” Deborah purred, making me take a peek as Jared began to slowly unbutton his suit with his trembling hand. “Oh, c’mon now, don’t tease me! I’m wet enough already! Just hurry up and get over here!”

“O-Okay,” he replied, letting out a little nervous chuckle at Deborah’s infectious giggling, peeling the suit over his shoulders before letting it fall to the floor to attack his shirt buttons next.

“Mmmm, I do love a man in a suit, though,” Deborah purred again as she gave Sylvia’s asscheek a horny little nibble. “Almost as much as I love them out of it… Actually, could you leave the tie on for me?” she suddenly asked, making him stop in his tracks as he began to loosen it. “I like to have something to hold on to while I’m riding… Is that alright with you, honey? I can get a little wild once I get going…”

Ha! Yes, she definitely can…

“Okay,” he smiled, his eyes seeming to flare with a perverted excitement as he undid the buttons around his tie, leaving it hanging over his stout belly as he discarded his shirt, his arms getting trapped in his sleeves in his eagerness. He glanced Sylvia’s way as she remained indisposed, halfway down my cock as her clamps rattled with her choking coughs, Jared taking the green light as he hurried to unfasten his belt.

“C’mon! Hurry! Hurry! Hurry!” Deborah groaned with a bounce on the bed, her curves jiggling with impatience. “I need something in my throat, too, it’s not fair! And you better not cum too soon!”

“Ha! I’ll try!” Jared replied as he giddily dropped his pants, his portly body wobbling all over as he kicked out of them, standing in his baggy blue boxers with his tie dangling loose around his chubby neck.

Ha! After all that, he’s not even hard! Wait…

He dropped his boxers in a hurry, looking like he was about to go skinny dipping with a group of raunchy mermaids as he stood back up and stepped out of them towards the bed, Deborah stopping him in his giddy tracks.

“HA!” she cackled loud before her hand slapped across her open mouth in shock, kneeling up high to look at me over the choking Sylvia. “I told you he was hard! Look at it! It’s standing up!” I struggled to hold back my laughter as she excitedly pointed her shaming finger towards Jared’s dense bramble of hair, his little sausage jutting out to say hello before his hands reached to cover it up, his giddy expression a distant memory as Deborah laughed and pointed like a playground bully. “And you said it was average!” she continued as she gave Sylvia a spank to her ass, making her choke harder on my cock before she came up for air. “It’s tiny! It’s even smaller than Carl’s!”

“I thought it was average,” Sylvia replied defensively as she dribbled her mess down to my balls before she looked back at her stunned husband for the first time, hiding his little cock in his hands below his quivering gut. “Pffft! What are you—can you please not stand like that?! You look like you’re trying not to pee!” she chuckled as she looked away from his pathetic stance. “You have a lovely penis, I’ve always told you so, haven’t I?”

“Yeah, it’s really cute,” Deborah teased as she made her way around Sylvia’s ass, joining her at my towering cock  as she puckered a kiss my way with a wink. “But it’s not going near me, you fucking idiot!”

“I know! Seriously, Jared, what the fuck?’ I laughed as Deborah’s lips joined his wife’s on my thoroughly-polished shaft. “Did you honestly think I was gonna share with you?” He looked to me in defeat as his world came tumbling down around him once more, my hands guiding each hungry head up and down my cock. “I wouldn’t even share your wife with you, and you thought I’d let you near Deb? You’re out of your fucking mind, you desperate little cuck…”

“Aw, Master,” Deborah blushed as she looked up at me, her hand caressing my heavy balls as Sylvia gobbled up the head again. “Am I still your favorite slut?”

“Of course, you are,” I replied with a scowl as I gripped Sylvia’s wet curls, ragging her up and down without care. “You think this changes anything? I’ve hated this bitch for years, she means fucking nothing to me… Hey, slut!” I said as I yanked Sylvia back up, holding her panting face by her jaw before spitting at her. “Ptoo! You’re nothing, do you understand? Nothing…”

“Yes, Master, I’m nothing!” she groaned in response as my saliva dripped down her cheek, my next shot splattering to her forehead as she growled with a lusty relief. “Thank you, Master! I’m sorry for being a bitch, I’ll make it up to you, I promise!”

“You’ll never make it up to me,” I replied as Deborah watched on in horny awe, her eyes wide as she jerked on my cock and enjoyed the show. “You’ll always be nothing… You’re just a piece of ass for me to use and throw away… You’ll never be Deborah.”

“Oh, my God! I fucking love you, Master!” Deborah suddenly groaned with a horny urgency as my words sent her hand darting between her thighs, rubbing on her clit as she discarded my cock. “Argh! Fuck her! Fuck her horny little brains out all over the bed while her husband watches!”

Ha! Damn, she liked that a lot… Alright, let’s see how far we can go…

I glanced at Jared as he stood more engrossed than ever, his stubby hands still hiding his shameful little erection as I held Sylvia’s messy face captive. “I’m not moving for this little whore,” I said with disdain, giving him a devilish smirk as I returned my attention back to his whimpering wife. “I don’t even want to look at her snooty little face anymore… Turn around, slut! Ptoo!”

“Yes, Master!” Sylvia cried as I threw her dripping face away in disgust with one last splatter, her perky tits bouncing as she rushed to obey, presenting me with her soaked holes as she knelt ready in submission.

“I said I’m not moving for you, slut! Get on that dick!” I ordered, remaining where I lay in the comfort of my pillows as she hurriedly backed up, her skinny legs clambering blindly over mine as she straddled me like a horny old cowgirl. “Show your husband why you can’t leave…”

“Yes, Master!” she huffed as she positioned herself with urgency, my cock tense in waiting as she knelt up high and reached down to grasp my beating shaft. “I’m sorry, honey,” she said as she stood me up strong and cocked a leg, Jared unable to muster a protest as he watched on in defeat. “I need it too much…”

“Sylvia…”

“Oh, my GOD!” she growled as she slowly impaled herself on my cock, her hot pussy swallowing me up as she ignored her husband’s pitiful whimper. “Ughhhh! It’s so fucking thick! Oh, God, honey, I’m sorry! I—AHHH!” she squealed as I spanked at her tight ass, making her walls squeeze strong as I chastised her.

“Don’t apologize to that little wimp!” I shouted, looking to him as he stood trembling like a debased fool.

“I’m not sorry!” Sylvia corrected immediately as she began to tentatively bounce on the bed, stuffing her pussy a little deeper as her clamps began to rattle. “I’m not sorry! I’m not sorry! I don’t care if you don’t like it! I need this!”

“Oh, he likes it,” Deborah giggled as she suddenly hurried to her knees, struggling to her feet on the bouncing bed before taking a strong stance in front of Sylvia. “Look at him just stood there shaking with his little pecker in his hands while you sit on that big fat cock… He had no idea what a naughty girl his wife could be, did he?” she whispered with a grin as she placed her hand atop Sylvia’s head, guiding it to her hairy pussy as she looked down at me with a filthy grin.

“No!” Sylvia replied with a shake of her head as she reached almost gratefully for a hold of Deborah’s thick thighs, steadying herself before she renewed her bouncing on my cock and leaned toward the alluring bush. “Ahhhh!”

“Mmmm, good girl!” Deborah grinned as she looked down at Sylvia lapping up her pussy with a lusty, undulating gargle. “Eat that cunt while you milk Master’s cock!”

“AHH!” Sylvia screamed into Deborah’s pussy as I spanked at her reddened ass, increasing her horny efforts as her husband watched on with a nervous gulp of his dry throat. “I’m sorry, Master! I’m sorry!”

“I don’t care if you’re sorry, you stupid bitch! Just ride that dick like you mean it before I send you home with that pussy over there!” I growled as I spanked her again, making her pathetic husband flinch almost as much as her as she bounced with a renewed determination. But what happened next lowered my brow in disgust, his hand seemed to clasp his little cock with an instinctive reflex, his wrist shaking with urgency as he watched his wife suck on Deborah’s clit. “Oh, fucking hell! Look at him!”

“HA! He’s jerking it!” Deborah cackled as she held Sylvia’s groaning face in her bush, looking to Jared as he froze again with a petrified look in his guilty eyes. “You like watching your wife get used like a little fuck-doll, don’t you?”

No reply came from the thoroughly shamed Jared as his jerking hand remained on his cock, covering it almost entirely as his rotund belly expanded with his anxious breaths.

“Yeah, he definitely likes it, the little wretch,” I grimaced as I gripped his wife’s ass and guided her squelching pussy further down my cock. “But you better stop jacking that little dick right now,” I warned him with a stern glare, drawing his eyes to me as he remained frozen. “You can do that in the privacy of your own home, not mine.”

“Look at your husband!” Deborah laughed as she gripped a handful of Sylvia’s hair and turned her suckling face toward Jared. “That’s what you married! He’s even more pathetic than mine! Tell him how disappointed you are in him…”

“I’m very—UGH! Disappointed—UGHH! In you… Honey!” Sylvia groaned dutifully as she continued to fuck my towered cock without care. “Maybe you should—Oh, God! Maybe you should just—UGH! Go home!”

Jared watched in stunned awe as his wife turned away from his defeated expression, rocking back and forward on her knees to work me deeper into her creamy pussy. “No… Please,” Jared whimpered, his visible pain increasing with each word. “Don’t make me go… I don’t want to leave you…”

“Ha! You don’t want to miss the show, more like!” Deborah giggled as she guided Sylvia’s moaning head back to her pussy, her pubic hair glistening with slobber. “How about you just admit that you want to stay, maybe Master won’t kick you out…”

Jared remained silent as he seemed to deliberate, looking back to his wife before I made my mind up for him. “Alright, get the fuck—”

“I want to stay!” he whimpered, shying his face away in shame as he closed his eyes and broke into a pathetic little sniffle.

Eurgh! Is this even a man?

“Louder! I can’t hear you over your wife moaning like a whore!” I said, giving Sylvia’s ass a smack. “Quiet, slut! Your husband’s talking! You’re supposed to listen to your husband!”

“Yes, Master! I’m sorry!” Sylvia groaned as her pussy squeezed tight, gasping for breath as Deborah forced her direction back to him. “I’m listening, honey, I’m listening… What is it?”

“I… I want to stay,” Jared repeated again, still not lifting his head as he looked down at his fiddling hands.

“Okay, honey, you can stay,” Sylvia panted with exhaustion, barely seeming to acknowledge him as she immediately came back to life on my cock, her face turning straight back to Deborah’s tasty cunt.

“You don’t decide that, whore! This is my house!” I reminded her with another firm, corrective spank.

“AAH! Yes, Master! I’m sorry!” she squealed as she tightened up again, her clamps rattling with her jitters as she turned to her husband with a sudden spike of venom in her tone. “This is Master’s house! Get out!”

Ha! She’s gone!

“You don’t decide that, either, you dumb slut!” I grinned as I spanked her again, amused by her obedient blurting. “I decide who comes and goes!”

“Yes, Master! I’m sorry!” she squealed again as her exhausted mind and body refocused with a horny shudder, rocking back and forth harder as words spilled hurriedly from her tongue. “You’re right! I’m just a dumb slut! This is your house! You decide who… who… You decide who… Oh, my fucking… GAAARGHHHUHUHUGGGHH!” she roared with a teeth-clenching fury, rising from her rearranged gut as she rode out her orgasm with a violent convulsion.

“Oh, my God… Honey,” Jared gasped in wide-eyed awe as his wife wailed and shivered on my cock, his hand seeming to mindlessly jerk his own once more as his fist mashed around in his thicket.

“Stop jerking!” I ordered with a loud boom as his wife spasmed on my cock in a jittery mess, his hands immediately relinquishing his poking little pecker as he raised his palms.

“I’m sorry!” he gasped, seemingly overwhelmed by the spectacle of his wife’s manic orgasm as his bulging eyes turned back to her.

“You’re not sorry, you fucking wretch!” I grimaced as I kept my steely gaze on him, trying to remain indifferent to the hot pussy twitching on my dick. “You think I’m gonna let you just bust your gross little balls all over my carpet?!”

“I’m sorry! I won’t touch it!” he gasped again with a wobble of his jowls, still engrossed by his sweaty wife as her groaning head panted on the sheets in blissful recovery.

Aw man, it looks like he’s already over the shame! Ew, this guy is fucking repulsive! Alright, nah, I’m gonna have to really put him in his place…

“Oh, I know you’re not gonna touch it,” I said with assurance as my mind sparked with an idea. “Because you’re about to get tied up…”

His eyes looked to me with a sudden jolt of his chubby neck, Deborah’s widening grin visible in my peripheral as I held his panicked gaze. “… What?” he asked, a quiver in his voice as his palms remained raised.

“Did I fucking stutter, or are you as deaf as your little pal next door?” I scowled, showing no amusement as Deborah looked on with a heightened anticipation. “If you want to watch your wife be my slut, you’ll do it strung up like the little cuck that you are… Or you can get the fuck out and wait for her phone call…”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Deborah whispered with excitement as her hand hurried to her slobbery pussy. “String that little bitch up, Master…”

“I’m not tying him up,” I scoffed as I looked to her, finding her alert eyes already on me as she strummed her horny clit. “You are…”

Deborah smiled wide as her eyes flared with a giddy lust. “Yes, Master!” she nodded with an eager obedience, her curves jiggling into gear as she bounced to her fat ass on the bed, making Sylvia squeal in surprise as her stuffed pussy dealt with the quakes. “Come here, you old pervert!”

“But—”

“Do you want to watch or not?!” Deborah yelled, cutting through his nervous blubbering as she reached to take a firm grip of his tie.

“Erm, honey?!” Jared squealed as he instinctively reached to cover his excited little cock. “What should I—”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Jared!” Sylvia growled with a burst of annoyance as she mustered her strength to lift her head. “I’m not making any more fucking decisions for you! Just do as you’re fucking told or get out! It’s that fucking simple!”

Ha! Damn, she’s angry… Maybe he’s the real reason she’s been such a moody bitch this whole time?

“But…” Jared stuttered, glancing a scared eye back to the scowling Deborah clutching his tie before retreating to his wife. “I—”

“Oh, my fucking—do you want to watch or not?!” Sylvia burst again, running her frustrated hands up her face and wiping her drenched hair from her forehead.

“Y-Yes,” Jared admitted with a little guilty nod.

“Alright then,” Sylvia said with a tired groan, explaining the situation with a slow condescension. “Well… you’ve just been told this is the only way you’re gonna be allowed to watch any more, haven’t you?”

Jared looked back at her like a chastised puppy, his perverted brain ticking over as he looked to his wife’s vexed eyes. “… Yes.”

“Okay then… So, how about you try to be a fucking man for just a single fucking second, and make your decision on your fucking own,” Sylvia said with a vicious calmness as she tried to keep her obvious annoyance in check.

“Okay,” Jared nodded as he looked down with a shamed shake of his bottom lip. “I’ll do it… But, do you want me—”

“Oh, my fucking—tie him up, Deb!” Sylvia burst as she gave up on her pathetic husband once and for all, bracing her arms firm in anger as she rose up on all fours, Deborah wasting no time in yanking on his tie.

“Come here, you fucking waste of space!” she growled as she led him across the room toward the hanging chains. “Look what you’ve done now! You’ve disappointed your wife, once again!”

“I’m sorry, honey!” Jared whimpered, his belly jiggling as he kept up with Deborah’s urgency. “I just don’t want you to be mad at me for—”

“For what?!” Sylvia snapped back, her pussy vibrating with her yelling. “Being such a fucking wimpy bitch?! I already knew you were! I’ve lived with you for nearly thirty fucking years, haven’t I?! Did you think I hadn’t noticed?!”

Ha! Shit, it’s all coming out now…

“I’m sorry!” Jared whimpered as Deborah reached for the chains.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Shut the fuck up!” Sylvia burst again, losing even more composure as her raspy voice cracked. “You’re not sorry enough!”

Damn, she really needs some water. But I’ve got a role to play right now…

“String him up high,” I ordered Deborah as she bound his obedient wrists. “Those hands better be as far away as possible from that thing he calls a cock…”

“Yes, Master!” Deborah giggled as she tested his chains before letting them drop with a heavy rattle by his hopping feet, leaving him stood naked like a trembling captive as she practically skipped to the winch. “Now then… Let’s get you more comfortable, shall we?”

“What are you stopping for, bitch?!” I growled with a firm spank to Sylvia’s relaxed ass, jolting her back to her twerking task as Deborah began to crank.

“Oh, you’re in for it now, aren’t you?” she grinned sadistically as she looked to Jared, her heavy tits wobbling with her efforts as his chains rose from the floor. “A front row seat to your wife’s insemination…”

“W-What?!” Jared choked, his overwhelmed attention flickering between us before his bound hands began to rise.

“I told you, didn’t I?” Deborah grinned as she kept on cranking, Jared straining up to his tiptoes with a frightened little squeak before he halted where he hung. “Master’s gonna breed her. Just like he did with me… And you get to watch it happen… You lucky little cuck…”

“Erm, honey!” Jared squealed as his stubby feet struggled to hold up his weight, his little cock still twitching under his stretched gut as he looked to his bucking wife. “What’s she talking about?”

Ha! Yeah! What’s she talking about? Aw man, I’m gonna have to do it now…

Sylvia ignored her husband as she gave her undivided attention to milking my cock with her hot pussy, slicking her cream up and down my shaft as she clawed at the sheets with a delirious groan of euphoric exhaustion.

Shit, she’s running out of steam… Well, she has been getting fucked for like three hours now. And she’s definitely not used to it…

“Err, honey?” Jared squeaked again, looking to his writhing wife for another answer.

“Quiet, you!” Deborah snapped as she knelt to pick up the whip, cracking in her palm to demand his attention. “You’re ruining it for her. This is a special moment.”

“Sylvia!” Jared squeaked louder. “Sylvia, you can’t let him—”

“I said, shush!” Deborah shouted as she gave his little cock a swift taste of the leather, making him cry out in a burst of thrilled shock as he hopped on his toes, rattling in his chains as he looked down at his little sausage twitching harder in response. “Oh, you dirty old man! Look at your disgusting penis wriggling around like a scared little worm!” she grimaced with revulsion before she swatted it like a bug once more. “Eurch! No wonder she was so easy to turn! She probably couldn’t wait to get Master’s big young cock in her poor old cunt after having to put up with that for so long! You owe her this, you little worm! Don’t you?!”

“Yes!” Jared nodded swiftly as he anticipated the next swat to his little cock, seeming to tense it as hard as he could before Deborah backed away in disgust.

“Oh, God, you’re revolting,” she grimaced again as she stayed her whipping hand. “I don’t want to play with you if you’re gonna like it that much… I’ll play with your wife instead… You just hang there like the worm that you are and watch your wife get used by the big bad bully and his loyal bitch…”

Ha! Fuck, I actually love her!

“Get over here!” I ordered, unable to hide my satisfied grin as she approached the bed, her delicious mature curves making me tense strong in Sylvia’s stuffed pussy as she hurried by my command.

“Yes, Master!” she cooed as she climbed onto the bed, her big tits hanging full as she crawled giddily past the whining Sylvia, my hands immediately reaching to bring them to my hungry lips. “Mmmm! Do you want these big old titties? Oh, yes, you do, my greedy young man! Mmmmmm!” she hummed with delight as I latched onto a firm nipple, squeezing her billowing flesh firm in my hands as she rubbed my belly. “Fuck! I love that so much, you greedy boy!” she growled as I slurped and sucked with a ravenous fervor, her nails scratching down my abs as I fed on her massive mommy milkers. “God, I can’t fucking wait to breastfeed you! You can suck and suck and suck until this belly’s full of yummy milk!”

Oh, fuck me, she’s heating up! I can’t cope with her when she heats up!

“Ohh, FUCK!” Sylvia cried as I suddenly bucked strong up into her stretched pussy, making her seize up with a shudder as Deborah read the sign perfectly.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you, Master?” she purred with excitement as she jiggled her heavy tits in my face. “Are you gonna keep me as your horny old milkmaid? Huh? Are you gonna drink straight from my big juicy udders when they get all fat and swollen? Oh, yes, you are, aren’t you? Yes, you fucking are! Mmmmm!”

“Oh, GOD! I want to feed you, too, Master!” Sylvia burst as Deborah drove my bucking hips firmer. “I want you to suck on—”

“Shut up, slut!” Deborah suddenly snapped as she turned her horny face away from me. “He doesn’t need your little tits when he has me! I’m his milkmaid!” she said with a firm enforcement before she returned her full attention back to me, her horny eyes watching my suckling lips as she bit her own. “That’s it, Master, just ignore her… Just use her little cunt while you get your fill of these big old titties… MMMM! Oh, that’s it, suck as hard as you can! Suck hard on your horny old milk-bitch! Do you want me to moo for you? Huh? Do you want me to moo like the horny old pregnant cow that I am?! Mooooo! Moooooooooo! Moooooooooooooo! Oh, GOD! MOOOOO! MOOOOOO! MOOOOOOOOOOO!

Fuck me, she’s fucking insane!

“Oh, good fucking boy! Arghhh! You’re such a good fucking boy!” she growled as she smothered me in her huge soft tits, whimpering with frustration as she looked down at me. “I want to ride you! I want to milk you while you milk me!”

“No! Please! I need it!” Sylvia protested with a submissive whimper, her pussy squeezing tighter as she sensed her imminent dismissal. “Please, Deb! Please! I need his cum!”

“Oh, God, honey,” Jared whimpered as he dangled like a powerless wretch. “Please… Don’t let him cum inside you…”

“Shut up, worm!” Deborah snapped as her face scowled again, his weepy interjection seeming to refocus her intentions as she looked back to me with a pout. “Hurry up and breed her, Master, please… My pussy misses you…”

Fuck! I actually can’t deny this woman!

“Argh! Come here!” I growled with horny frustration as Deborah’s sloppy nipple popped from my sucking lips, reaching to grab Sylvia’s hips and making her lean back into my grip.

“Oh, fuck!” she groaned as she tried to keep up with my direction, her clamps rattling as she planted her feet and leaned back like a shivering crab, my firm grip supporting her weight as I began to thrust up into her dripping cunt. “Hoooly shhhit!” she groaned as I felt her walls tighten up, her legs quivering as I began to fuck her with increasing purpose. “Oh, GOD! That’s it! That’s the fucking spot!” she gasped as she threw her head back, her squelching pussy welcoming me deeper as she surrendered to my control. “Fuck! You’re a big boy! A big bad boy with a big bad bully dick! Oh, my GOD!”

Oh, fuck me! She’s gonna make me bust so hard!

“Sylvia!” Jared whimpered with increased shock as he watched his wife’s pussy getting stuffed. “Don’t you remember what he did?!”

“Oh, God, I forgive him!” Sylvia groaned as she relaxed into my bracing hands, dripping to my chest as her wet curls shook with each thrust. “Now, I need his forgiveness!”

“That’s right, good slut!” Deborah agreed with a sense of pride as she began to crawl away, her fat ass jiggling as she made her way between our legs. “Tell Master how sorry you are…”

“Oh, my God!” Sylvia squealed in surprise as Deborah began to strum on her clit, leaning forward to lap her tongue at my rocking balls as she did.

Fuck! She’s like the perfect slut for any occasion!

“Tell him!” Deborah repeated as my balls slapped repeatedly to her lips, grunting like a horny beast as she got her licks in where she could.

“I’m sorry, Master!” Sylvia obeyed with a desperate squeal as the pleasure began to overwhelm her. “I’m so fucking sorry! Please, forgive me!”

“No!” I shouted back as I bucked harder, using the mattress to propel me deeper into her tight pussy as Deborah kept up her increasingly difficult multitask.

“Oh, FUCK! Please, Master, please!” she shrieked as her building tension rose even higher, her pitch even more urgent as we brought her to the edge. “Forgive me!”

“What are you?!” I growled as I kept up my rampaging thrusts, hearing her squelch louder as I stuffed her juicy cunt.

“I’M YOUR BITCH!” she cried, her strained voice raspy and shrill as her dripping head rocked, her tight ass clapping as she took a pounding like never before. “I’M YOUR WHORE!” she screamed even louder, her dangling head suddenly lifting from her shoulders as she began to tense up, a bubbling energy seeming to rise from her gut as she thrust her pussy off of my bucking cock and wailed like a banshee. “I’M YOUR FUCKING SLUT! HNNNNNGHYAAAAAHAHAAAH!”

Holy shit!

“Woooahohoh!” Deborah cackled in awe as Sylvia’s pussy burst in her face, squirting her hot juices high into the air as I tried to keep control of her bucking body.

“HNNNNNGYUUGH! HNNNNNGYUUGH! HNNNNGYUUUGHUHUH!” Sylvia tensed and screamed as she repeatedly thrust her gushing pussy with a wild desperation, succumbing to teeth-chattering shivers as her pulsing pleasure slowed to a trickle, giving me her full weight before I lowered her down to lie on my chest. “Oh, God! Th-Thank you!” she burst as her frantic hand reached for mine, sounding like she was out in a blizzard as she dragged my arm around her and held it tight across her heaving breasts, prompting me to hold her tighter. “F-F-Fuck!” she jittered as she clung to my arm, her nails digging into my skin as she tried to ride out the storm.

Ha! Damn, I got her good that time…

“Honey, are… Are you okay?” Jared whimpered in my ear as I took my rest, securing her to my chest as she shivered uncontrollably, sounding like she was sobbing as her panting breath caught repeatedly in her throat.

“Shush!” Deborah chastised him again. “Let her enjoy it!”

“I c-can’t s-s-stop—”

“Shhhhhhhhh,” Deborah hushed again, only much sweeter this time as she leant to stroke her calming hand down Sylvia’s seizing legs. “Just drink it all in… Let it run through you… That’s it, just breathe… Master’s got you… There you go…”

Oh, fuck me, this woman really needs a rest… But, I need to fucking cum!

“Yeah, don’t worry, I’ve got you,” I said as I held her petite frame secure, smothering her jitters as I sat up. “I’ve got you just how I want you…”

“Oh, God,” she groaned in surrender as I lay her down, letting her collapse to the sheets on her side before I gripped her legs and dragged her back to me. “Please… Give me your cum now, Master… I need it, now… Please…”

Ha! That is a worn out woman!

I watched the sheets ripple with her panting breath as she begged for my load, Deborah looking to me with a pout as my cock raged ready, Jared gazing on like a hooked fish waiting to be cooked as all awaited my decision.

Oh, fuck it!

“You want it?” I said as I took a hold her calves and spread them apart, reaching to prop her ass up high for me as her face remained smushed to the sheets with a tired moan. “Alright… Maybe you deserve it…”

“Oh, thank you, Master!” Sylvia groaned with relief as she allowed me to position her limp body. “Thank you…”

“I said, maybe,” I reminded her with a little spank. “Tell your husband why you need it and I’ll think about giving it to you…”

“No, don’t,” Jared whimpered again as he looked to me for mercy, his little cock still hard as he struggled on his tired toes. “Don’t cum inside her…”

“Ha! I don’t need you to convince me,” I laughed as I knelt up with determination, setting her lazy ass back up high before slapping my cock to her spent pussy. “C’mon!” I said, reaching over to grab a handful of Sylvia’s curls and yank her head up to look at her husband. “Tell him what you want!”

“Oh, God! I want him to breed me!” Sylvia groaned in obedience, her voice husky and desperate as I batted my cock to her swollen clit.

“B-But why?!” Jared whimpered as he looked into his wife’s exhausted gaze.

“Because I’m lonely!” Sylvia replied as she let out a little sob. “I’m tired of being alone all day… I want another baby! Someone that needs me!”

Well, shit…

“But I need you!” Jared replied with a desperate grimace. “Your son needs you!”

“No, he doesn’t!” Sylvia replied with a shake of her head. “He never comes to see me… He doesn’t call, he doesn’t message—nothing! I should have had more! It’s your fault that I didn’t!”

I looked to Deborah as she caught my eye with a pursing of her lips, sitting awkwardly as she tried not to laugh at Jared’s wimpy blubbering.

“But… But, we agreed together,” he sobbed, his toes trying to keep him from spinning around in his dangling chains.

“No! I shouldn’t have listened to you!” Sylvia replied in frustration. “I needed more! And you wouldn’t give it to me!”

“Okay! Okay!” Jared conceded as his wife’s sobs turned bitter. “We can have another now, then! Let’s just go home and—”

“No! I don’t want yours!” Sylvia shouted as her arms found their strength, bracing herself as she backed up on my dick with a hungry twerk of her reddened ass. “I want his! I want a strong one! Not another weak one like you!”

Fuck me, I’m sold!

“Oh, you keep talking like that and you’re gonna get it,” I said with a grin as I looked to her husband, rummaging my cock between her puffed and drenched labia as I squeezed back inside her busted pussy, making her seize up with a tensing gurgle. “Choose, right now—your marriage or a belly full of cum!”

“Ughhhhhh! CUM!” she groaned as she readjusted to my deep thrusts, slow and steady to her limit as she panted on her hands and knees. “I choose cum! Oh, God! Please, Master! Please! I’ll be so good to you, I promise!”

Ha! Aw, that sounded kinda sweet…

“Oh, you’ll be good to me, will you?” I grinned as I looked to her devastated husband again, picking up my thrusting speed into his begging wife’s pussy.

“Yes, I will!” she insisted as she panted to keep up, her body drenched and dripping with sweat as she backed up to meet my thrusts with increasing determination. “I know I’ll never be Debby! But I’ll never say no to you! Not ever, I promise! You’re my Master! And I’m your bitch! I’m your nasty little bitch to use however you want! And Debby, too! I know she’ll always come before me! Just let me be your slut, as well! I’ll come last every time, I don’t care! Just please fucking breed me, too! I’ll be your pregnant little concubine! To use and abuse however you fucking want! Day or night!”

Concubine?! Well, shit… That was pretty—

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” Jared suddenly whimpered, the tone of worried shock in his voice stealing my attention as I looked up from his wife’s impassioned plea, his head hanging low as his legs tensed straight. “Oh, God! HONEY! UGHHHH!”

“What the—”

“UGHHHUHUH!” Jared grunted with a shameful grimace as the three of us looked to him, his little cock twitching higher from its bramble before it began to swell and leak, unable to muster a shot as it dribbled straight down his shaft to his little busting balls. “Oh, fuuhuuhuuck!”

“HA!” Deborah cackled in shock as she looked to my impossibly disturbed expression, my cock halting in Sylvia’s desperate cunt as her husband wriggled on his hook. “He’s cumming!”

“I know!” I shouted, much less amused than she was as I looked back to his dribbling mess. “On my fucking carpet!”

“How the fuck is he cumming?!” Deborah giggled again, a strange fascination in her tone as she returned her giddy gaze to the sordid spectacle. “He’s not touching it!”

“Eurgh! You embarrassing little worm!” Sylvia shouted, her tone rife with cold judgment as he shivered in his chains. “You like watching your wife get fucked by the big bad bully that much, huh? Then I should have done this years ago, shouldn’t I? You wimpy little pervert!” She looked back over her shoulder, her scowl disappearing as she struggled to look up at me with a sweet submissiveness. “Don’t worry, Master, I’ll clean it up, I promise,” she said as she backed up on my tensing dick. “It’ll be like he was never there…”

“Well, there isn’t much to clean up, to be fair,” Deborah giggled as she kept her eyes on the weeping Jared as he tried unsuccessfully to turn away before he gave up with a shameful slump of acceptance. “I’m used to cleaning a hell of a lot more than that up… And I know Master’s gonna have an especially big load after teasing you for so long…” She looked up at me as she reached for my sack, weighing my heavy balls in her cupping hand before giving them a little tug to coax my hips into a thrust. “Mmmmm! That’s it, Master!” she purred as she guided me deeper, allowing my retreat before tugging again. “It’s time to breed another bitch, isn’t it? Mmmm, yes, it is… It’s time to empty these big balls into another desperate old cunt… Mmmmm! She needs a reason to get up in the morning, doesn’t she? Give her one, Master… Give her a purpose… Make her your pregnant little mommy slut, just like me!”

Oh, fuck me, I’m gonna cum so fucking hard, I think everyone’s getting pregnant!

“Yes, Master! Give it to me!” Sylvia huffed as I began to fuck her faster, Deborah releasing my balls with a gentle stroke before she reached to grab my tensing buttock.

“Oh, what a good fucking boy you are! That’s it! That’s my young master!” Deborah groaned as she squeezed on my ass, running her nails down my thigh to send me up another gear as she knelt up to rub her pussy. “Fuck, look at you! Taking what you want like a real man should! Right in front of her weak fucking husband! I’m so fucking proud of you, my beautiful fucking man! Arghh! Get her! Get her! Get her!” she burst as she gave my tensing ass a squeezing spank, making me grip Sylvia’s hips tighter as I set my brow to steel and gave her all I had.

“Oh, fuuuuuuck!” Sylvia whined as she clawed at the sheets, biting down on what she had gathered and purring her pleasure like a horny beast, her wedding ring catching my eye as it sparkled with her pounding.

“You want this cum, slut?!” I barked as I fucked her without mercy, her clenched teeth refusing to release the sheets as she growled her reply.

“YESSS!”

“Then I want that fucking ring off your finger!” I shouted, clapping her cheeks with all I had as I fucked her into submission. “Take it off and give it back or I’m gonna cum in your ass instead!”

“Yes, Master!” she screamed in reply as she immediately released the sheets from her clenched fists, holding her left hand out to try and trap it with the right as I rocked her body with my relentless thrusts. “I don’t want it!” she groaned as she struggled to twist the diamond from her shaking finger. “I don’t need it! I only need your cum! UGHH!” she grunted as I gave her a colossal pounding, knocking the loose ring from her finger to the sheets before her hands scrambled after it, picking it up before she rose with a determined growl. “Here!” she shouted as she threw the glinting ring, Jared flinching his weepy face away before it bounced off his belly to land on the floor, sending him into another blubbering jiggle as he hung defeated in his own mess. “Shove it up your ass when you get—ARGHH!”

Oh, fuck me, I’m so close!

I gripped a handful of Sylvia’s curls as I tugged her head up, reaching my hands around to paw at her panting face before I slipped my fingers inside her slobbery mouth, hooking both cheeks as I fucked her in a horny rage, Deborah fingering herself with an excited fury as she clawed and pinched at her breasts.

“Look at your husband!” I ordered as I held her gurgling face in his slumped direction. “Show him what a dumb old whore you are for this big bully dick!”

“UGHH! UGHH! UGHH!” she grunted from her desperate throat as my balls began to tighten, her drooling tongue waving wildly as her husband winced away from her slutty acceptance. “FUHUUHUUCK MEEHEEHEEHEE!” she begged as well as she could as she succumbed to madness, her sweating body beginning to shiver again as I raced her to the finish line, Deborah sensing my urgency as she lended her encouragement like a horny devil on my shoulder.

“Give it to her, Master! Breed that tight little milf cunt!” she growled as her own body began to seize up. “Let her make it right! Give her what she always wanted from you! Oh, GOD! Please! Just flood her fucking womb and let me suck your dick clean!”

Oh, fucking hell, I’m done for…

“Argh! Take that… fucking… ARGGGHHH!” I roared as I slipped my drenched fingers from Sylvia’s wailing mouth, burying my raging cock as deep as I could into her quivering pussy as it bucked strong, my balls contracting hard as I exploded inside her with an overwhelming rush of tingling pleasure.

“UGHHH! THANK YOU, MASTER!” Sylvia shrieked as I flooded her pussy with my thunderous load, my hands pawing at her entire face as I held her head firmly in my aggressive control. “OH, GOD! I can feel it fucking pumping… Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, FUCK! KEEP IT IN!” she screamed in desperation as her body began to tense up, her coated walls wrapping tight around my pulsing cock as she climaxed with an unruly shudder. “UGHHUHUHHH! YEEHEEHEESSSSS!” she groaned through her strained throat as her pussy twitched and clamped on my cock, her head still secure in my pawing hands as I held my gushing ground flush against her womb, Deborah’s pussy finally beginning to gush as her strumming fingers sloshed and splashed her juices all over us.

Holy fucking… WOW!

I slowly dragged my clawing fingers back through Sylvia’s hair as I withstood the unrelenting pleasure rushing in waves through my beating loins, my two milf sluts moaning and shivering their own orgasms as Jared whimpered at the debauched conclusion to our shared depravity.

“Holy shit, Master!” Deborah gasped in a breathy haze as she collapsed to her back, her hand reaching to dig her nails into my tensing buttock as she recovered on the sheets. “Bring me your cock, please! I need to suck it!”

“Oh, God! Please, don’t spill any!” Sylvia groaned as my gripping hands made their way down her sides to squeeze on her hips. “It’s too fucking precious to waste!”

“There’ll be more,” I huffed as my ears thumped with my pounding heartbeat, feeling a little lightheaded before I began to slowly pull out of her flooded pussy, my sensitive glans insisting I did so quicker as I hauled myself out with a twitching roll of my eyes. “Oh, fuck me…”

“Mmm!” Sylvia squeaked in panic as her hand rushed between her legs, her shaking fingers trying to dam the thick pearly flow from her gaping pussy as it began to pour. “No, no, no!” she fretted as she hurriedly fell to her side, her nipple clamps now dangling free as she rolled to her back and lifted her leaking pussy higher, her fingers scooping at her messy labia to guide as much of my spilled load back inside her as she could. “Oh, God, there’s so fucking much! Mmmm!” she hummed as she rushed her messy fingers to her lips, slurping up a taste like she was starving before she went back for more.

Aw man, I can’t watch that…

“That’s it, Master, lie down,” Deborah panted as I collapsed to my back beside her, pouncing immediately for my sloppy cock as it twitched and leaked on my abs. “Mmmm, let me clean you…”

Oh, fuck me, there’s no escape!

I surrendered to my pleasured fate as Deborah gobbled me up without delay, stuffing my creamy cock into her gurgling throat as she lustily shook her head from side to side, slurping back up to strip my glans with a loud pop before gulping down what she had gathered and going back for more.

Aw man, that’s too fucking good…

“Easy! Easy!” I huffed, giving Deborah’s excitable head a pat as she shook my cock into her greedy gullet again, slowing her slurping to a torturous squeeze before she let me pop from her lips.

“Mmmm,” she hummed as she suddenly knelt up, her fat ass jiggling away from me as she shuffled towards the folded up Sylvia and leaned down to her pussy. “Ptoo! Ptoo!”

“Oh, thank you, honey!” Sylvia groaned with a gasping appreciation as Deborah spat the last of my load into her battered cunt, opening her skinny legs wider as she watched the pearly globs drip from Deborah’s giving lips. “You’re a doll!”

“That’s alright, sweetie. Every little helps,” Deborah giggled before she turned to come back to me, her smile looking mischievous as she leant to whisper in my ear. “Give her a kiss…”

Ha! What?

I pulled away from her lips to look her in the eye with a scrunch of my face, making her nod giddily before she lay back down with a disguising sigh of dreamy bliss.

Ha! Well, I guess that would probably devastate Jared even more… Even though she’s already full of my cum right now! Okay, fuck it, let’s go all in…

I took one last bracing breath before I lazily sat up, surveying the room as everyone looked to me with very different expressions, amused by Jared’s the most as I gave him a smirk, turning my attention to his wife as she panted in recovery with her alert glare fixed to me.

Ha! Well, she looks like she wants a kiss…

I dragged myself towards her until my shadow loomed over her exhausted body, her eyes widening with an anxious anticipation before I slowly leaned towards her lips.

“Oh, God, yes!” she groaned as she dropped her legs in a hurry, her hands clasping my face as she kissed me with an overflow of passion. “Mmmmmm!”

Damn! She’s a hungry kisser!

“Sylvia… Please, don’t,” Jared suddenly whined in my ear again as his wife’s tongue delved for mine like she needed it to live, her legs wrapping eagerly around me as she pulled my full weight down on top of her.

“Okay, show’s over!” Deborah chimed as I felt her sit up on the bed. “Time for you to go home and give your wife some peace… She needs to be nice and relaxed for Master’s seed…”

Well, she doesn’t seem too relaxed anymore…

“Mmmmm! Mmmmmm! Mmmmmmmmm!” she moaned on my lips as she kissed me with an awkward technique, lapping at me with her drooling tongue before she opened her dilating eyes with a horny whisper. “Spit in my mouth, Master,” she begged as she rubbed her nose firmly against mine before licking up my lips again. “Let me taste you…”

Ha! Fucking hell, this is not the Sylvia I know…

“Honey, please—”

“Ah, ah, ah!” Deborah silenced him as she hurried to stand from the bed. “Let them have their moment, you’ve had yours now. It’s time for you to go home.”

“But—”

“No buts!” Deborah interrupted again as Sylvia opened her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out flat as she gurgled in anticipation. “You don’t want Master to throw you out, but you know that he can. So, shush, or he will!”

“Ahhhh,” Sylvia gargled with delight as my saliva dripped to her needy tongue, dribbling down her throat before she closed her mouth to gulp it down. “Mmmm! More please, Master,” she whispered as she lapped her tongue up my lips again, her eyes burning with a fiery lust. “Treat me like a filthy whore while your strong sperm pours into my womb…”

Aw man, who the fuck is this woman?!

I gripped her neck as she opened her jaw wide again, her eyes rolling in her skull as I gathered my saliva and spat it to her waiting tongue, following it down with a firm kiss as she thrust her flooded pussy up against me, chains rattling in my ear as Deborah dealt with the whining cuck in the corner.

“Okay, there you go, all free,” she chimed as she set him loose, “don’t forget your ring now…”

Ha! Fucking hell, Deb… Do I even say anything to him now? Ha! It’s probably funnier if we just ignore him!

“But… I can’t just leave her—”

“Yes, you can,” Deborah insisted with a calm enforcement. “Does it really look like she’s going anywhere, right now?”

“Ahhhhh,” Sylvia gurgled again as my spit gathered in her gullet, gulping it down before opening wide again. “More, please!”

Ha! Shit, how much does she actually want?!

“Stop looking at them! Give them some privacy!” Deborah snapped as the sound of slapping flesh sent Jared’s feet into action. “C’mon! Get your shit and get the fuck out. You can get dressed outside.”

“Can I stay, Master?” Sylvia whispered as she pulled my lips back down to hers. “I’ll be good, I promise… Mmmmm!”

“Oh, you can stay as long as you want,” I answered instinctively as her sloppy pussy found my beating cock, making it lurch to attention as I throbbed rigid between her soaked lips. “As long as you behave…”

“Oh, I will,” she replied with a gasping smile as she wrapped her legs tighter around me, straining her neck to lap her tongue up mine as her husband collected his clothes.

“Sylvia! Talk to me!” he whined in desperation as Deborah shooed him away, finally prompting a response from his wife as she let her sucking lips pop from my neck.

“I’ll call you,” she said plainly, attacking my jugular once more as I looked to Jared with a grin. “We’ll talk then…”

“If I let her,” I added, amused by him standing naked with his belongings bundled in his struggling arms. “See ya, neighbor…”

“But—”

“Out!” Deborah shouted as she gave him a prodding nudge towards the door, his troubled eyes finally tearing from mine as his feet followed my buxom guard’s order. “You’ve seen enough. You’ll hear from her when she wants to speak to you…”

Ha! She’s not messing around! She must want her turn…

“Go on. Go and see Carl or something,” she suggested as she ushered him down the stairs. “You can have a nice little cry together while we enjoy the rest of our night… And I’d guess it’s probably gonna be a pretty long one…”

Oh, I am so fucked…

“Thank you,” Sylvia whispered, drawing my eyes back to hers as she looked up at me with a gentle submission. “And I really am sorry… For everything…”

“Oh, yes, yes, it’s very sad!” Deborah fussed with a bored groan, making us laugh as we both looked out to the hall to the sound of the front door opening. “Now, don’t bother coming back. We’ll be busy and we just won’t answer the door, so there’s really no point, okay?”

“But, Deb! What am I supposed to—”

“Don’t care! Bye, now!”

“She’s crazy!” Sylvia giggled, the sound of her laughter still jarring to my ear as I looked back to her, making her giggles stop as her eyes flickered between mine. “… Do you forgive me?” she whispered as Deborah locked the door. “Please…”

Ahhhh, why the hell not? I don’t think I could really get my own back any more than this!

“… No,” I smirked, leaning back to her smiling lips as she shut her eyes to sink into my kiss, Deborah hurrying up the stairs with a giddy giggle, drawing our attention as she jiggled back into the room.

“Now, c’mon! Was that not fun?” she smirked as she stood with her hands on her wide hips, looking down at Sylvia as she clung tight to me.

“Yes, it was!” she replied with an airy giggle. “Thank you!”

“Oh, you’re very welcome,” Deborah replied with a chipper tone as she made her way to the bed, climbing on to join us before she set her hungry sights on me. “But now, it’s my turn! Come here, you fucking stud! Let me ride you while this little hussy soaks in all that cum!”

“Hussy?” I laughed as she peeled me from Sylvia and lay me down on my back.

“Well, I definitely feel like one,” Sylvia giggled as Deborah hurried to straddle me, grinding her hairy pussy up and down my shaft. “I still can’t believe this is actually happening. I feel like I’m going to wake up soon and it will have all been a crazy dream!”

“Oh, no, you’re never gonna wake up,” Deborah giggled as I squeezed her big tits together. “So… How about this? I milk this big cock with this juicy pussy while you show me how hard you can suck on these nipples… Then, I can go and make us all dinner… And then… You can show your new bitch what happens when the sun goes down…”

I lay back as I shook my head at Deborah’s teasing grin, looking to Sylvia to find her eyes on me, giving me a smile before she looked to Deborah. “Can I suck, too?” she asked with a cheeky glint in her eye, shuffling closer to me and resting her head on my shoulder.

“Oh, absolutely,” Deborah grinned as she lowered her pendulous tits down to our waiting mouths, spreading them apart to offer us both a rigid nipple before we slurped them up. “Oh, God, we’re gonna have so much fun together!” she moaned with relief as we fed on her heavy udders, her hand reaching down to grab my cock and guiding it to her soaked pussy.

Yes, we fucking are…

* * *

Four Months Later

I woke up to the familiar sound of a little shovel stabbing into the soil outside, drawing my wincing eyes to the open window before I reached to check my phone, finding my alarm timer still ticking down.

Huh? I’m awake early… That’s weird, I don’t even feel that tired… We didn’t get to sleep until like four or something… And they actually let me sleep in, too. That’s a pretty good present… Alright, fuck it. Let’s get the party started, I guess…

I dragged myself from my bed, heading to the window to find Deborah and Sylvia’s bare asses looking back at me, busy at work in their blooming little garden as they chatted away, making me smile as I headed to the bathroom to freshen up before slipping on my robe and joining them outside.

Shit… Nice day for it, too…

I stepped out into the sun, neither of them noticing me as Deborah’s juicy ass jiggled with her gardening efforts, Sylvia’s sharp tone drawing both of our attention as she sat on the lounger with her back to me.

“Err, excuse me?” she snapped, her grown out curls of mahogany flowing down to her bare shoulders as she held her phone to her ear. “I am your mother, young man, you don’t speak to me that way…”

Oh, shit! It’s him! Jared actually did it! Ha! Another fantastic present!

“Ahh! It’s the birthday boy!” Deborah cooed excitedly as she spotted me making my way to the loungers, hurrying to drag off her gloves before crawling giddily towards me, her growing bump looking even larger as it hung behind her huge swinging tits. “You’re up early! I thought you wanted a lie-in?”

Sylvia turned as Deborah announced my arrival, beaming up at me as her hand perched on her own little bump, hurrying to join me as I lay down on the lounger beside her. “Just hold on a second, Jake,” she said as she perched herself by my thigh, leaning to give me a kiss as she held the phone to her bare breast. “Happy birthday, Master,” she whispered as she leant to smooch me with a jangle of her collar, Deborah’s tinkling soon after in my ear as she arrived with a giddy kiss to my cheek. “I won’t be long… Hello? Yes, I’m still here, I told you one second!”

“Awww! Have you had a shower, already?” Deborah whined as she sniffed at my damp hair, climbing on to the lounger to cuddle up with me, my hand resting on her bump as her huge tits flopped on top. “We wanted to scrub you down for the big day…”

Fuck! Their tits are really starting to grow now! I mean, Sylvia’s are swelling fast, but what fucking size are these things now? How much bigger are they gonna get?

“I just had a quick one, we can have a bath after my massage,” I said, distracted by Sylvia’s lowering brow as my hand mindlessly massaged Deborah’s breast.

“Yes, that is him you can hear… Yes, and Debby,” she said as she looked to us with a smiling wince. “I take it your father explained everything to you properly…”

Ha! I can’t believe he actually did it! How the hell do you explain this?!

“Jess and Becky should be here around seven,” Deborah whispered as she leant to kiss at my ear, distracting me once again as she smooched her way across my cheek towards my lips. “But your present should be arriving in a couple of hours… I really hope you like it…”

“I bet I’ll like you more,” I smiled as her mischievous eyes found mine.

“You can like both,” she whispered again, rubbing the tip of her pretty nose to mine before she flicked her tongue for a taste of me, turning away as Sylvia suddenly snapped again.

“What do you mean? I don’t have to justify myself to you, I’m your mother!” she scowled before she looked to us, giving me a smiling wink as her nails reached to tickle up my chest. “No, I don’t have to justify myself to your father, either. I told you, he’s fine with it. So, you’re just going to have to be fine with it, too, aren’t you? … What do you mean? Of course, he’s fine with it. He told you that as well, right? … Well, alright then. There you go.” She looked to me again, seemingly happy with my grin as news of Jared’s successful mission reached my ears like a dream. “Anyway, sweetie, Mommy has to go now. Master needs—I mean, Christian needs me,” she corrected swiftly, looking to me with wide eyes to acknowledge her mistake as my day got even better.

“Holy shit!” Deborah chuckled as she muffled her giggles on my neck.

“Oh, sweetie, calm down, I really can’t do this now,” Sylvia continued with a tired groan. “Because it’s his birthday, that’s why! I should be concentrating on him, not you or your father. We can talk about it another day… Oh, well, fine. That’s up to you, isn’t it? Maybe we can speak about it when you’ve matured a little more then. Now, I’m going to be turning my phone off, okay… No, I’m just letting you know in case you tried to call again… Because! I’m going to be busy. We have a big day planned. We don’t need any distractions… Ha! What did you just say to me?! That is none of your—WHAT?! Oh, you will not use that language with me, young man! Your father will be hearing about this and he won’t be happy, either, I can assure you, so just you wait! Calling your own mother that, how dare you! Oh, and while I may be your mother, I’m still a woman. I have needs, just like everyone else, and Christian fulfills them for me like your father couldn’t, alright? So, grow up and get over it before you call again. Goodbye… He just called me a whore!”

Ha! This is already the best birthday ever!

“Well, he’s right!” Deborah chuckled as Sylvia looked to us in shock, turning her phone off before dropping it to the grass.

“Well, yes, but still,” she said with a reluctant grin as she reached to open my robe. “There’s only one man that’s allowed to call me that… Isn’t that right, Master?”

“That’s right,” I grinned as her hand clasped my hard cock, the pair of them assuming their usual positions as they took to their knees either side of the lounger, their collars jangling as they prepared for their first hot snack of the day. “You tell him not to speak about my breeding bitch that way or he’ll be in big trouble…”

“Mmmmm, are you protecting your pregnant whore’s honor?” Sylvia teased with a slow jerk as Deborah gobbled me up first.

“Shut up and suck,” I ordered with a grin, making her giggle as I guided her lips to join Deborah’s, my hands reaching to rub on both of their swelling bellies as I lay back and enjoyed their slurping teamwork.

Fuck me, life is so good…

As usual, the ladies made sure I wanted for nothing as they guided me through the best birthday morning any guy could ever have, Sylvia spoiling me with seemingly endless gifts while Deborah made my breakfast, the three of us enjoying another tasty meal together as they teased me with their secret plans for the day. But, first it was time for their walk.

“Master, we’re ready!” Deborah called as I finished up in the kitchen, necking a glass of water before heeding the next urgent call.

“C’mon, Master! He’ll be waiting!”

“I don’t give a shit, he can wait all day,” I laughed, making my way out into the hall to find the pair dressed in their flimsy little two-piece bikinis, down on their knees with their leashes clenched between their teeth. “And it’s just a quick one today… I want my massage…”

“Mmmm, yes, Master,” Deborah said, looking up at me as I took the leash from her mouth.

“Our birthday boy will have everything he wants and more, we promise,” Sylvia added as I took hers, wrapping the pair around my palm as I reached to open the door.

“Oh, I know I will,” I smirked as I gave their chains a mushing shake, the pair hurrying out the door on their hands and knees, more than accustomed to it by now as they took to the concrete like it was second nature.

We headed down the driveway, my eyes caught as usual by the for sale sign that Carl had recently erected, looking like the perfect white flag of surrender to me as I jangled his knocked up wife’s chain and sent her on down the street.

Now, let’s see the other white flag…

I walked behind as my good little bitches led the way, their pregnant bellies hanging beautifully in the sun as they crawled onward, my satisfied eyes perusing their jiggling curves as they began to giggle.

“Pffft! Look at him, for fuck’s sake!” Deborah burst as she peeked up towards Jared’s lonely bedroom window. “I bet he’s been so scared thinking we wouldn’t go for a walk today!”

“Oh, leave him,” Sylvia chuckled. “He did his job at least. I really didn’t think he would. So, just let him have his little treat… This is all he has now…”

Fuck, what a pathetic existence. It almost makes me feel sad for him… Almost.

“Alright, girls. Best behavior now,” I said as I spotted Jared’s beady eye peeping between the curtains upstairs. “Don’t look at the pervert…”

“Yes, Master,” they giggled in unison as I walked them past Sylvia’s old house, seeing Jared’s arm working overtime as he watched his leashed and pregnant wife pass him by without a glance.

Ha! Fucking hell, he’s really going for it… Eurgh! Well, I think that’s all I can stand of this particular white flag…

“Okay, that’s enough,” I announced, tugging on their leashes to turn them about. “Nobody needs to see this on their birthday… They need massages…”

“Yes, Master,” they giggled again, their swollen tits jiggling deliciously as they hurried to obey, crawling back in front of me and leading us home.

I looked up at Jared, giving him a goading smirk of satisfaction as I jangled his wife’s leash, seeing the disappointment in the twitching of the curtains as he leant to keep us in his perverted sights.

This will never not be the weirdest part of the day…

I spent the next hour or so lying naked on my bed, enjoying the feel of their oiled up bodies slipping up and down mine as they prepared my muscles for a long day of pleasure, whispering what they wanted me to do to their pregnant pussies before they took me to the bath to scrub me down for another blissful hour. I was ready to stay in there all afternoon as I enjoyed my thorough cleaning, feeling fully rejuvenated before Deborah insisted we keep to her schedule.

“Alright, it really is time for us to dry you off now. Your present will be here any minute,” she teased with a grin before she stepped carefully out of the tub, turning to assist Sylvia as their beautiful bellies dripped with water.

“Shit, it better be good after all this!” I laughed as I stood to follow them, stepping out towards their waiting towels.

“Oh, I’m sure you’re gonna love playing with it, Master,” Sylvia giggled as they began to dry me off with the giddy vigor I was used to.

“But I can always send it back if you don’t like it,” Deborah added with a hint of worry as she looked up at me, her big tits clapping as she dried off my thighs, making me lean for her lips to reassure her.

“You know what I like,” I said as she kissed me back gratefully, her hand reaching instinctively for my cock as Sylvia dried my ass. “I’m sure it’s perfect… Now, c’mon! Bedroom!”

“Yes, Master!” they cackled as I reached for a towel, their dripping bodies rippling away from me as I whipped them away and chased them back to bed, the ringing doorbell stopping me in my tracks as I rushed into the room after them.

Well, I guess that’s my present…

Deborah smiled with a strange anxiousness as her voluptuous curves settled with a sexy drip on the bed. “You go, Master,” she said, her alert eyes fixing to me. “Only you can sign for it…”

Shit, what the hell is it?

“Ha! Alright then,” I said as I walked to collect a fresh robe, looking to Sylvia’s excited grin as she sat down beside Deborah. “I’ll be right back… You better be ready for me…”

“We will,” they giggled, their giddy eyes fixed to my suspicious brow before I turned to leave the room.

Well, something tells me that leather chest is about to gain a particularly freaky new treasure…

I took the stairs as my eyes fixed to the door, the window beside remaining empty before I adjusted the bulge in my robe and reached for the latch, my surprised brow lowering as the delivery driver looked nothing like I expected.

“Hello, handsome,” the mature blonde woman on my doorstep spoke with a devilish smirk, holding my brief attention before my eyes began to scour her barely covered curves, a pretty red bow tied around her obscenely busting cleavage. “You must be Master…”

Holy fucking shit…

I looked back up into her smoldering eyes, finding them locked to my bulge before they riveted back to mine with an excited glare. “… And you are?”

“I’m Elizabeth,” she replied, her manicured hand resting on her shapely hip as she looked up at me like she was ready to pounce. “So… What do you say, birthday boy? Room for one more?”

Fuck me… I’m gonna need a bigger house…
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Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed yourself!
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