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Chapter 1
The door opened before I knocked.
Bren stood in the frame, hat in his hands, boots caked in black clay. He’d been watching the road.
“You’re early,” he said.
“They changed the schedule,” I replied.
His mouth tightened, but he stepped aside. I ducked through the doorway.
Inside smelled of damp stone and smoke. The hearth was cold, and the shutters hung crooked over the one window. A bench, a table, a rusted iron pot—everything just barely holding together. Like him.
He closed the door gently, like loud sounds might make things worse.
“I’ve got some of it,” he said.
I didn’t ask how much. He reached under the bench and brought out a small pouch, tied tight with frayed twine. He held it in both hands for a second too long before offering it.
I took it. Weighed it. The clinking of the coins told me: six, maybe seven.
“You owe twenty-six.”
“I know.” He stared at the floor.
I loosened the pouch, poured the coins into my hand, five coins and two half-coins. I pocketed the lot and wrote the amount in the ledger.
“Considering you paid early, I will get you ten days to clear the rest.”
He gave a slow nod, like his neck hurt.
“I’ll be back then,” I said.
Still no answer.
I opened the door. Cold morning air spilled in. Crows called from the fence posts outside. No one else is around. No neighbors. No witnesses.
I paused.
“You’ve got tools?”
“A few.”
“Goat?”
He hesitated. “Yes.”
“Those count toward the interest. Keep them fed.”
I stepped outside and left him standing in the half-dark, hands empty, eyes dull.
Back on the road, the driver, a man called Simon, waited beside the cart, chewing on something. His eyes were moving, watching even the slightest movement. His hand was on the pommel of his sword, fingers twitching.
“Still scared?” I asked him.
“They had to start hiring you guys because collectors got into accidents.” He replied.
Teaching them a lesson would’ve been simple. But the baron in these parts was already rotting with corruption, and the Duke above him still clung to the illusion of order. I was sure they were already going for the heir. It wasn’t a secret that the young duke-to-be was wasting time in the most debauched brothels in the entire kingdom…all owned by the cartel, of course.
Soon, a new law will be enacted on these lands. Until then, I was just another debt collector.
The wheels groaned as we turned onto the dirt path toward the next village, the sound like bones grinding in old joints.
Ahead, a new name waited on the list. A new family. A new door to knock on.
That caught my attention.
This village wasn’t like the others—it wasn’t one of the rotted-out husks where people took on debt just to buy seed or bury their dead. By all accounts, it was expected to do well.
So why was a farmer from there now behind on his dues?
In the end, it was just another name in the list. As long as I get my cut of the money, it doesn’t matter. All of my friends were gone, adventuring in distant and better lands. The adventurer's guild was gone. If you have an issue, you hire mercenaries from the cartel now. Can’t afford it. Take a loan. From the cartel, of course.
I could have gone for the security division, but that place was riskier than fighting monsters for the adventuring guild. The cartel wasn’t the only criminal enterprise trying to feed on the corpse of the dying kingdom. And not everyone was keen to let this go on either.
If I'm going to be stuck in this godforsaken place, I may as well be rich for it.
∞∞∞
 
The cart creaked forward, wheels groaning as if they, too, were tired of the road. Fields of wheat stretched on both sides—tall, golden, swaying in the evening breeze like they didn’t know the kingdom was rotting around them. The sun was slipping low, casting everything in that heavy yellow glow that made the fields look like they were made of gold.
Beautiful, almost.
Deceptively so.
This was the last name on the list today. One more door, one more face. Then I could hand in the numbers, collect my cut, and pretend the weight in my gut wasn’t growing heavier with every stop.
The cart slowed.
And the day’s final debt came into view.
A brick house with a thatched roof.
Better than the mud-caked hovels I’d seen in the last few villages, but still small—humble. Too clean to be desperate. Too modest to be rich. The kind of place built by hands that didn’t ask for help, not until they had no choice.
Simon kept his hand near his blade while I jumped out.
He gets paid just to move me from place to place. I only get paid when I get the coin.
Walking towards the house, I could hear sounds. Loud screams, cries, and shouts. It was certainly animated.
The door that stood before me was crude, a bunch of planks nailed together.
I gently knocked on it.
“Who is this?” A rough voice barked from inside.
“Rolfe the Farmer owes…40 coins,” I replied.
“Oh…” I heard his voice shudder as wood slid on the side and the door was unbarred.
The door creaked open on rusted hinges.
A man peeked out—skin sun-worn and weathered, the kind that told of long days in the fields and longer nights under worry. His beard was rough, uneven, like it hadn’t seen a blade in weeks. Not out of fashion—out of exhaustion.
His eyes met mine, cautious but not surprised.
He already knew why I was here.
“Hilda! Get the coin.” He yelled inside before welcoming with a defeated, “Come in.”
And I stepped inside. A long wooden table took up the space in the center with mismatched chairs, some taller, some smaller, tucked inside.
In the corner, the children stood.
Five of them, lined up neatly against the wall like they’d been told exactly where to stay and how to behave. Arranged by height like little soldiers, only smaller and probably hungrier. The oldest was a girl, barely thirteen by the look of her. They just watched me with curious eyes.
Then came a voice, “Honey!”
From the back room, the sound of hurried footsteps—then she entered.
Mid-thirties, maybe. Her skin had the kiss of sun from the fields, but not as tanned as her husband's.
The dark-haired woman hurried, her full hips swaying under a faded skirt and her massive tits pushing against the blouse like full pillows. One more deep breath, and that top was done for. The sweat clinging to her collarbone didn’t help. It only made everything glisten. Motherhood had stuffed the best parts of her body.
A fertile body.
Her eyes flicked toward me, cautiously. She didn’t speak and instead lowered her gaze as she handed her husband a few coins.
Then he handed them to me.
There were ten.
And that won’t do.
“Is that all?” I asked gently but sternly.
“It’s just that our son… got ill and we had to buy some expensive potions…” The farmer mumbled an excuse.
Sob stories don’t pay me, and the higher-ups only care about the flow of their money. The return of their “investment”.
“I will give one more month,” I replied.
As I turned around, my eyes gravitated towards her tits, taking the chance to take a good look before leaving. As I walked back to the cart, the door was closed and barred behind me.
“That’s all for today,” I told Simon, who was patrolling around the cart. He was paranoid, but again, I can’t blame him.
I simply got back on the cart, and the bumpy ride back to the town began. Life had become so tedious that sometimes I did wish I had been ambushed.




Chapter 2
“No…no!”
The man screamed as his blade fell to the ground. His battle-scarred face, which was filled with rage a moment before, contorted in fear. Then his eyes went wide with panic as he realised it was useless.
My sword drove into his chest, and his scream choked off into a wet gurgle. I felt the give—steel sliding through flesh, ribs parting like damp wood. His eyes went wide. Then hollow.
Straight through the heart.
He was dead before he hit the ground.
The alley was quiet again. Just me, the stench of piss and blood, and a corpse cooling in the dirt.
I used to fight monsters. Orc raiders, goblins, and occasional rogue sorcerer or band of bandits.
I didn’t mind the fight. I missed the rush of battle. But this time I was supposed to be resting.
“Is he finished?” A voice trembled behind me. A balding, short man staggered towards me, his hands shivering in fear.
“Yes,” I replied as I wiped my blade with a dirty cloth.
He sighed in relief.
A bunch of stupid thugs decided to shake up our new office. I didn’t really know who was behind it. It was not my business.
But fighting them wasn’t my job either.
Whoever sent them should be in town. They knew we didn’t have guards here at the moment. But what they didn’t know was that the debt collector was a warrior and a former adventurer.
“I hope I get paid for this with an extra bonus,” I told the man as I walked out of the dark alley. When the lords above learn about this, they will surely hunt down the person responsible.
But I had to rest.
“Don’t bother me again,” I yelled at the man who followed me. “I have work tomorrow.”
∞∞∞
 
I looked down at the list, ink smudged and creased from handling, as the cart rumbled over the broken road—every rock and pothole jarring through the wooden frame like a slow reminder of how far things had fallen.
Names.
Coins clicked as the collection grew.
They kept paying. Small handfuls of coins, bits of silver scraped together with trembling hands and hollow eyes.
But the numbers on the list rarely dropped. If anything, they crept higher.
Interest was allowed to build up. They intentionally gave some breathing room, a few missed payments, and even new loans to pay off the old ones.
It was a trap, and they were all now stuck in the spiderweb. The more I went into this, the more I understood.
Power and wealth—that’s all that matters.
Not honor. Not mercy. Not who's right or wrong.
Those things get buried with the poor.
You either hold the chains or you wear them. And out here, the only law that still breathes is the one backed by coin and a sharp blade.
Everything else is just noise people tell themselves so they can sleep at night.
Business was smooth and fast today.
Which meant I was at the final house way earlier than I expected. The same house with that busty wife.
“Huh?” I noted that the debt had grown, not back to where it was but even higher. It was now fifty crowns. That was way beyond the interest.
The carriage stopped at the same place it had a month ago, and the house appeared to be largely the same; just the sun was higher this time.
I jumped out, leaving Simon to guard the cart as usual.
Walking towards the brick house, I noticed it was less noisy. In fact, there was no noise at all. I knocked on the door.
A minute later, a familiar feminine voice called out.
“Who is this?”
“I am here for the coin,” I replied, and silence fell.
After a couple of minutes of agonizing silence, I heard the grinding of wood as the door was unbarred. Then it opened with a creak.
Inside, the woman looked at me with apprehension.
“My husband isn’t home yet.” She murmured, “But he left the coin.”
She turned her back towards me as she walked to the back of the house. Her ass appeared like a mound even over her loose skirt, and my eyes couldn’t help but enjoy the sight.
“Where are the kids?” I quizzed, curious.
“Helping their father on the field,” She replied before disappearing to the back of the house.
A minute later, she reappeared, her sweaty chest jiggling a little with each step as she walked up to me almost reverently.
It didn’t take much to realise there was something wrong.
And just as I guessed.
Only fifteen coins. If there were at least five more…
“This is not enough,” I said bluntly.
“We will pay by next month!” Her voice grew louder and desperate.
“Your debt has grown, you have been taking more,” I replied, “You need to pay the old debt, or they will take what you have.”
“What if I pay another way?” Her head fell. Hiding her face.
“They only care about coins…until you can’t pay back.” My reply seems to have missed the mark, as she weakly mumbled, “No…”
And then she fell to her knees.
“I… I can make you feel good.” Her hands touched my crotch. “Before my husband comes… let me make it worth at least five coins.”
Her words sent a jolt of electricity down my spine, my body suddenly became excited, and even my manhood began to awaken. A prostitute was cheaper; in fact, I could get the whole course and more twice over.
But there was something more exciting here…
She is supposed to be a married woman and a mother of many children.
And yet... here she was kneeling down, her hands shamelessly rubbing on my crotch to wake up my cock.
All for a few coins.
I wanted to say no…get her to sell something to find the coin. But my body wanted it.
Take her offer.
Take the benefits of your job.
My cock was pitching a tent, and she was looking at it with wide eyes, her lips opened gently. My gaze explored her; her eyes looked at me, there was shame, but also a tinge of lust that she couldn’t hide.
“Then make it worth it,” I said, voice low like a growl.
Her fingers shuddered, but she began her work, dragging down my pants until my cock jumped out.
She was taken aback for a moment. It led me to doubt if she could actually make it worth the money. But I let her do the thing. The idea of a housewife, a mother servicing me while her husband was away… it stirred something.
A dark heat crept up my spine, unfamiliar and intoxicating. It wasn’t just lust. It was power. Control. The knowledge that this wasn’t meant to happen — and yet it was.
Her hands moved with care, almost reverence, and the way she avoided my eyes only fed the hunger rising inside me.
I hadn’t known this part of myself existed. But now that it had surfaced, it refused to be ignored.
Her fingers began stroking the shaft, and it felt good. The rod throbbed as it grew harder and straighter. My cock turned into a spear, hard and straight, while her fingers began to glisten with my precum.
Her grip hardened, her wrist moving faster. Her feminine yet firm touch sent goosebumps across my skin.
“Do you want the next step?” She purred, her eyes locking with mine before instantly breaking away in shame.
“Do it,” I growled.
“In reply, her lips opened, her face came closer to the excited manhood. Then came her tongue, suddenly trailing a warm and wet path from the base to the tip of my spear.
Sensations began to flow into me, and when her tongue licked my tip, it was like being shocked by a cantrip. She moved expertly despite slowing on occasion or hesitating midway, not sure what to do next.
She knew how to suck a dick; there was no doubt her husband got a supply of head. But she was not a complete whore…yet.
Slowly, her lips enveloped my tip, which was engulfed by the warm wetness as she devoured it whole. The touch of her lips, the pressure of her sucking it in, and the movement of her tongue hit me in waves one after the other.
“Oh gods, that’s good!” I growled as the pleasure rose within me.
Her head began bobbing as she began sucking it, each time going harder and stronger. Her eyes changed; the shame in them had been replaced by a dazed, entranced focus, as if the act itself had dissolved her hesitation.
I wasn’t sure if she was even thinking anymore, but it felt so fucking good!
It was a struggle to contain the moans that were trying to burst out from my mouth as the lusty housewife sucked me to the limit.
An explosion was coming.
I was cumming!
“I am going to release!” I growled; her mouth enveloped my cock as I climaxed, releasing the load into her mouth.
As my cock fell limp, she was left on her knees, confused, with my seed still in her mouth.
She wasn’t sure whether to spit it out or…
“Swallow it,” I commanded, and instantly she gulped down the whole load.
“Are you…uh…satisfied…by my….uh….service?” She muttered, her gaze roaming around the room, unable to look at me.
“For now, yes,” I replied. Dark thoughts were running through my head.
Just a blowjob wasn’t enough.
I imagined the things I could do with her. Do to her. It scared me, but also excited me. This was my new life.
“Next time,” I said, pausing just long enough for the weight of my words to settle, “make sure you pay… with real coins.”
The edge in my voice made her flinch—not out of fear, but something else. Something warmer. Something that simmered just beneath the skin.
She scrambled to the door, rushing to get it open. As I stepped past her, I let my gaze linger. Couldn’t help it. The curve of her round ass, the way her blouse clung to her massive water sacks—she was a walking distraction, and she knew it now.
More importantly.
“You have my cum on your lips,” I warned her just as the door closed behind me.
∞∞∞
 
Hilda closed the door and leaned against it, taking a deep breath as she came to terms with what she had done.
His final words echoed inside her head, making her tongue sweep across her lips. The same lips that sucked another man’s cock while her husband was out.
“I am doing this for my family,, she told herself.
She simply pleasured him with her mouth. She was still a chaste woman.
But it made her feel dirty.
But why did it feel…good?
He was different from other collectors. Others were fat, disgusting, and perverted. When they look at her body, it makes her feel disgusted.
But he was no normal collector. He was strong; he was a warrior. And when his gaze explored her body, it made her shiver and blush.
He looked good. She would never suck the cock of some fat man; she would have sold off something.
But he looked good, and it wasn’t him who demanded the services.
“I am such a slut!” She told herself before creating an excuse, “This was the easiest way.”
Her family lost nothing, and as long as they didn’t know, there would be no harm to her family.
She won’t cross the red line. She just needs to make sure the debt is repaid and finished.




Chapter 3
“That won’t do,” I said to the old man as I marked his name on the list. His debt was too much; he had taken on debt to repay the debt and even more to cover the last. It had snowballed to a level that he could not take any more loans and couldn’t repay them fast enough.
“It’s beyond me now,” I replied nonchalantly as the man cried out for my help.
It was not my job to save them from the consequences of their actions. Tomorrow, everything he owns will be taken away. If that is not enough, he would probably have to work his debt away.
A shame.
“That one is fucked, huh?” Simon commented as I climbed up the cart.
“Let’s hurry to the final house.” I ignored his rhetorical question, something he says every time some poor dude hits the bottom.
Instead, I wondered about her. 
The debt has not fallen, even with the little service. Somehow, it kept growing slowly and now stood at fifty-five coins. In a way, I pitied them.
But a part of me wanted them to fall further. I felt powerful, a married woman throwing herself at me.
It was how the cartel ruled. When you have power, others will kneel, bend over, and throw away their morals. The nobles have failed, consumed by their feuds, trying to carve up their piece while the royal family loses power.
Their order, their power. It's no more.
Peasants served them because they protected them. Now their protection is disappearing. Eventually, the cartel will be the most powerful force in the kingdom.
What would happen then?
That would be a question for another day.
The cart creaked along the worn dirt path, its wooden wheels groaning under the weight of time and dust. Fields stretched on either side—golden, untamed, and swaying gently in the wind, as if whispering secrets to the passing day.
Eventually, the road narrowed, winding into the edge of something quieter. And then, at last, it came into view—the brick house.
As usual, I jumped out and walked towards the door. Today I was again early.
And when I knocked on the door, the weary feminine voice asked, “Is it the debt?”
“Yes,” I replied, and with a low scrape of wood and iron, the door was unbarred.
It opened slowly, and she stood there. Her eyes met mine—soft, unfocused, and exhausted.
“Come inside, my husband and children are in the field,” She mentioned as her gaze fell. The meaning of the words was clear.
And it sent goosebumps across my skin.
The door thudded shut behind me, followed by the sharp clang of the bar sliding back into place—hurried, almost panicked.
“This is all I have today,” she said softly, pressing a worn leather pouch into my hand. The weight told the truth before I even opened it. I didn’t need to count the coins. It was short. Far too short.
She knew it too.
Her eyes flicked up to mine—guilty, uncertain—and then she moved. Quiet steps across creaking floorboards. No excuses, no words. Just the subtle tremble of her fingers as she reached back to gather her tangled hair.
She knelt before me, breath shallow, gaze lowered.
But before she could “service” me, my fingers held her chin and slowly lifted her face until her eye made contact with mine.
Her cheeks turned pink before her eyes broke contact.
“You do realise the debt has grown even more?” I asked her, my voice maintaining authority.
“Yes…” She murmured softly, her eyes averting my gaze.
“For what I’m losing, I could pay for full service at any brothel in the city.”
The words hung in the air, cold and deliberate.
She swallowed hard, her voice catching. “I’m sorry…”
It was all she could offer—soft, fragile, and empty. An apology that didn’t fix anything. But still, she stayed kneeling, waiting—like she knew exactly how this would be settled.
“This time,” I said, my voice calm but unyielding, “we do things my way.”
She gasped—sharp and instinctive, like the air had turned colder. Her eyes widened, a flicker of panic flashing across her face.
“But… I can’t go that far,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I can’t… betray my husband…” Her words cracked as they spilled out, turning into soft, broken whimpers.
I sighed—not out of frustration, but something closer to patience.
“I won’t go inside you,” I said gently, but firmly. “You’re still his… for now.”
The room tightened around the silence that followed. Her breathing hitched. Conflicted. Cornered. Waiting to see just how far her loyalty would bend before it finally snapped.
My fingers let go of her chin and instead fell on her massive chest. Cupping the sacks, pushing against her dirty blouse before giving them a good squeeze.
“We use your tits,” I said, my tone measured, teasing yet commanding. “Happy?”
A shudder rolled through her. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, a breathless moan escaping her lips.
“Yes,” she gasped, voice thick with need. “Yes…”
I sank into the chair, the wood creaking beneath me, and watched as she knelt before me—obedient, trembling, and ready.
She tugged her blouse down, letting the worn fabric slip from her shoulders. Suddenly, her massive tits spilled free, like overripe fruit barely contained by her own hands. She tried to lift them, to offer them, but they were overflowing and massive.
No wonder she could feed so many children.
I thought as the sight of her tits excited me. My cock throbbed, and I quickly released it, letting it rise like a tower.
“Use your tits to service me this time,” I ordered, and she moved hesitantly but then made a low “Hmmmmm” as if unsure what to do next.
“You have such big tits, and your husband never cared to use them?” I asked her,
“I…we don’t…” She muttered softly apologetically, so I decided to help her out.
“Put my cock between your milkers.”
“Milkers?” She was taken aback by my words, but she quickly followed my orders. Leaning down, her soft maternal breasts enveloped by cock with their warm embrace until it entirely disappeared with them.
“What should I do now?” She asked as she looked at me with those round, feminine eyes that were looking for guidance.
“Start moving those bags up and down,” I answered, and her hands pushed her tits together, smothering my rod between them before pushing them up, stroking the shaft as her soft skin rubbed against it.
Sensations began to surge as she began to get a hang of it, her tits wobbling around my cock, their shape changing in mesmerizing ways each time she moved them.
Precum mixed with her sweat, covering her tits in a layer of carnal juices that made them glisten deliciously. It made dirty sounds, which, together with the little grunts and moans she made as she got into it, drove me insane.
But I maintained control. As much as my body wanted to fuck her here and now. I knew she was going to come to me, one step at a time.
Her body would be mine entirely.
I simply needed to be patient. Patient till her family was in ruin, and she came begging me to fuck her.
As pleasure grew within me, so did the endless possibilities, the many things I could do with her, to her.
And then it reached a peak. Without warning, my thoughts were blown away. My cock erupted between her tits, thick white seed spraying all over her chest and face.
“Ah!” She moaned as she noticed my seed covering her glistening tits.
While I stood up, she remained kneeling, her tits hanging out, while fingers got sticky as she tried to wipe them off.
“I’d recommend cleaning yourself up before your husband returns,” I said, giving the poor wife a light pat on the head—mocking, almost affectionate.
She flinched beneath my touch, already scrambling to gather herself. Panic lit her movements as she stumbled toward the far corner of the room, tugging her blouse back into place with shaking hands.
I stepped out of the house, the door creaking closed behind me, but not before I heard it—water sloshing hastily into a basin, the sharp clink of metal, and her muffled grunts of effort as she tried to wash away the evidence.
And I was back again a month later.
The debt was still growing. And it was catching up speed. I am not going to get my cut out of this family anymore. Not a single coin.
But when I knocked, I knew something better was waiting.
The sound of that door unbarring was enough to make me excited for what was going to happen.
She peeked out, her messy hair falling in tangled waves around her face, eyes rimmed with exhaustion. There was a stillness in her—like the calm after a storm—but it was her expression that caught me.
Just for a heartbeat, I saw it. A flicker at the corner of her lips. A smirk—not quite playful, not quite bitter. Fleeting, but unmistakable.
Then she stepped back, wordlessly inviting me in. The moment I stepped inside, the door was closed and barred.
Then, with both hands, she presented a pouch. Innocently and almost reverently. I took it into my hands and felt the weight. It was much more than before, but the debt had grown much faster, and when I opened it began counting it was still not enough.
I sighed.
I knew what was going to happen next, but a part of me felt pity.
“Why is the debt still growing?” I asked, eyes narrowing.
She hesitated, then mumbled softly, almost childlike, “I… I don’t know.”
I leaned in slightly, not out of threat—just curiosity. “What does that mean?”
She looked down, fingers twisting in the fabric of her skirt, shame coloring her voice. “My husband… he said he took some. To pay back part of the last loan. And then again. And again.” She gave a helpless shrug. “I don’t know about these things. He never tells me everything.”
There was no defiance in her voice—just a worn-out confusion. Like someone being dragged along by choices that weren’t her own.
“Let me make up the rest,” she whispered, eyes low, voice laced with something between shame and desperation. “Do you want my mouth… or my breasts?”
I didn’t answer right away. Just looked at her—really looked at her—as the weight of her offer hung thick in the air.
“Neither,” I said at last, my tone even but final.
She blinked, startled. Confused.
“The missing amount is too much,” I continued. “We try something new.”
A flicker of hesitation crossed her face. But she didn’t move. Didn’t protest.
She was listening.
“Turn around,” I ordered.
She was confused and hesitant, but she obeyed.
“Put your hands on the wall,” I commanded, and she again followed the orders. Instantly, I grabbed her by the hips and dragged her towards me.
“What are you doing….?”
She murmured in confusion.
“Don’t worry, I won’t put it inside,” I assured her, which made her stretch her body seducingly like a feline.
Then she shook her ass.
A smile tugged at my lips. Without a word, I reached down and gathered the fabric of her worn skirt, lifting it and tossing it over the curve of her back. The thin cotton bunched around her waist, and what it revealed drew a quiet breath from me.
Her ass—plump, soft, and shamelessly exposed—rose before me like an offering.
My hands moved without thought, cupping the flesh with deliberate pressure. She let out a soft gasp, her body jolting slightly beneath my touch—a shiver running through her like a current.
She didn’t pull away.
She arched into it.
“You’re enjoying this,” I teased, my voice low, fingers still resting on the warm curve of her skin.
Her body tensed instantly, a sharp tremor running through her. “No!” she cried out, too quickly—too loudly.
But then her voice softened, shrinking into something smaller. “This is just… to pay you,” she murmured, almost as if saying it aloud made it true.
“Really?” I questioned in a disbelieving tone as my fingers squished the fat of her ass cheeks.
“Really!” She hit back.
But I ignored her words, noticing her pussy was getting wet just from the touch.
Soon.
I told myself as I pushed down my pants.
My cock jumped out, excited but not yet entirely hard. My fingers gripped each of her ass cheeks, sinking into them as I parted them like opening a sliced long bun.
Then my cock fell between them, and my hips began moving.
“Oh!” She moaned as my cock began moving between her buns, hardening between them.
“That feels…weird.” She purred as my cock massaged her asshole, which pulsed beneath it. Precum coated her ass cheeks like oiled buns.
Slowly, the thrusting picked up, my cock sliding up and down. Each slow thrust made her shiver beneath me—tiny, involuntary tremors that my hands could feel with startling clarity. Her body responded to every movement, no matter how much she tried to hide it.
But it wasn’t enough.
I leaned forward, letting my chest graze her back, my breath warm against her ear. One hand slid across the curve of her body, trailing with purpose until it found the delicate column of her neck.
I gave her neck the faintest tickle—just enough to make her squeal, a sharp little sound she couldn’t hold back. It was playful. Deliberate. A reminder.
Then my hand slithered down, slow and serpentine, tracing the line of her collarbone before gripping the edge of her blouse. With practiced ease, I began to undo it, one button at a time, feeling her breath hitch with each click.
Gravity did the rest.
Her breasts spilled free, right into the palm that waited below, instantly filling it and overflowing. As the fondling began, so did her moans grow, and my hips kept rubbing my cock between her ass.
It took everything to hold myself back from pushing it into her asshole, but my self-control persevered. Instead, my mind went to the hand that was playing with her books. I felt her hard nipple at the peak of the fat mountain; a second later, my fingers launched a surprise attack, squeezing it until the empty house echoed with her cries of pleasure.
The friction between her ass cheeks and my tip was still filling me with pleasure, sensations that were slowly dragging me to rapture.
When I reached the limit, I whispered into the back of her ear,
“Here I come!”
My hand let go of her tit as my back straightened.
My hands grabbed her waist as my cock, sandwiched between her ass cheeks, launched its load in an arc.
And it flowed all over her back, soaking into her gown and even falling on her messy hair.
“Oh—no!” she gasped, panic flashing in her eyes as my cock slipped free and her skirt tumbled back down, hiding the glistening curves of her body beneath its crumpled folds.
Frantically, she reached for her blouse, shoving her breasts back inside with trembling hands, as if trying to reclaim modesty that no longer existed. Her fingers gripped the fabric tight, pressing it to her chest like it could undo everything.
“Your seed… It’s everywhere!” she cried, voice laced with breathless disbelief.
She tried to wipe it from her hair, her motions clumsy and desperate—but instead, she only smeared it deeper into the strands, making it stick. Her cheeks flushed, eyes wide, caught between shame and something far more complicated.
“My husband is coming home soon!” She screamed as she ran to take a wash.
I pulled up my trousers and stepped out of the house, the door creaking shut behind me. The midday sun stung my eyes after the dim heat inside.
Simon was already waiting by the cart, one hand resting casually on the hilt of his sword—but the tilt of his grin told me he hadn’t been standing there bored.
“Had fun with the wife?” he asked, smirking like it was the most natural thing in the world.
I shrugged, letting the silence stretch just long enough to say more than words could. “She’s still not letting me put it in… for now,” I added, meeting his gaze.
Simon chuckled. “You like to take things slow, huh?”
∞∞∞
 
Almost another month passed.
The debt was growing.
“He is going to come tomorrow,” Hilda thought, her body getting warm even as she thought of it.
The coin collected isn’t enough to pay him. She is going to make the offer tomorrow as well, to cover the deficit with her “service”. Just the thought excited her.
She shouldn’t be thinking like this. It was dirty. She had a husband, children.
Yet she waited for him to arrive.
She thought it was going to be simple. Suck him off once when her husband was out. And done. But the debt was growing, and he wanted more and more.
He respected her wishes. He didn’t take her by force. Instead, he kept teaching her things she never thought of, all while maintaining her “chastity.”
First, he used her breasts. Then the last month, he rammed his cock between her buttocks and covered her with her seed. She spent the entire day trying to scrub it away—the feel of him, the scent he left behind. No matter how hard she washed, it clung to her skin like smoke. Lingering. Inescapable.
His touch had seeped into her, deep beneath the surface.
And the worst part—the part she couldn’t admit, not even to herself—was that the dirtier she felt, the better it felt.
There was shame in it. But also a dark, aching thrill she couldn’t chase off with soap and water.
That night, her husband made love to her—gentle, familiar, and unknowing. His hands moved over her with the comfort of habit, lips pressing softly against her skin.
But all she could smell was him—the other man. The scent still clung to her, stubborn and ghostlike, no matter how much she had scrubbed. It lived in her hair, beneath her nails, somewhere deeper than skin.
She closed her eyes, trying to stay present, to respond the way she always had. But every breath she drew dragged her back to that moment… to that heat… to him.
Her husband didn’t notice her silence. He never did.
He just kept thrusting—rhythmic, mechanical—claiming what was already his, as if routine made it meaningful. She lay beneath him, still, silent, letting him take what had always belonged to him.
When he was done, he rolled off with a satisfied grunt, pulling the blanket up as if that made it all feel whole.
Within moments, he was asleep beside her.
Just one night.
She thought.
Until her husband came at night, screaming in joy.
He dropped a large pouch on the table, which clinked as it fell. She opened it and saw a pile of coins. Enough to cover the month of debt entirely.
“Hilda, you don’t have to cry in front of him tomorrow!” He said.
“How did you get so much?” Hilda asked, her body frozen in confusion.
Finally, the debt that was piling up on her and the family was going to be reduced. A step away from oblivion.
She should be happy.
“I don’t have to service him tomorrow.” She thought, but it was not relief.
A part of her knew it was just an excuse. When she sucked him off for the first time, she liked it. When he used her tits, she became addicted. When he used her ass, she wanted more.
“Bye, Mama!”


She waved back at her children as they followed their father in a line to the field. She waited until they disappeared to close the door and bar it.
Her eyes went to the large pouch of coins sitting on the table before going to complete the day's work and clean the house.
Hours passed, and then the knock came.
She ran to the door and quickly unbarred the door. When it opened, he was there. Standing as usual.
He was too muscular—built like a man who didn’t need to speak to be obeyed. His posture was rigid, disciplined, nothing like the slouched arrogance of the other collectors who came with lazy grins and wandering eyes.
He didn’t leer at her. He didn’t smirk.
But when his gaze did find her, she shivered.
It wasn’t lustful—it was something worse. It pierced through skin and bone, boring straight into the fragile core of her. She felt seen in a way that stripped her bare, not just of clothes, but of pretense.
That look unraveled her—thread by thread—until she wasn’t sure who she was anymore.
Only that she’d already started becoming someone else.
“I have the coins, the whole thing,” Hilda muttered. She should have been proud and happy, but instead, she couldn’t hide the disappointment in her voice.
She spun on her heel and rushed to the table, heart pounding louder than her footsteps. Her hands fumbled for something—anything—to hold onto. But when she turned back around…
He was already there.
Looming in front of her, silent and still, like a shadow that had simply materialized from the air. His presence swallowed the space between them, and for a moment, it was hard to breathe.
She hadn’t even heard him move.
Hilda could only meekly hand him the pouch to his outstretched hand. He looked at and muttered,
“This month is entirely covered,” He growled with a smile.
“So… no need for services today?” The words escaped her lips before she could reel them back, hanging awkwardly in the air.
He raised an eyebrow, a slow grin forming as he stepped closer. “No,” he said smoothly. “But why don’t I reward you, then?”
Her breath hitched. “Huh? How…?” she stammered, blinking up at him.
Before the question could finish forming, his hands were already on her hips.  She let out a small gasp as he lifted her effortlessly, setting her down on the edge of the table like she weighed nothing.
His eyes met hers—steady, unblinking—and something in her breath caught.
Then his hands began to move again. Slow. Intentional.
They traced down the length of her legs before slipping beneath her knees. With one fluid motion, he lifted them, spreading them apart as she let out a soft gasp.
Her skirt fluttered back, gathering behind her bent knees, leaving her exposed and reclining on the table. Her heart was beating like war drums.
She wasn’t sure whether it was the cold air or his gaze that made her shiver.
But when his gaze fell to the place between her legs, she got an idea of what was going to happen. It made her body burn in anticipation, but nothing could have prepared her when he fell between her legs.
She shuddered as she felt his tongue go round on her petals. Then he sucked on it as he began absolutely devouring her pussy, hitting places her husband didn’t even know existed.
“Oh my…oh god!” She moaned.
The table creaked and shook as if the earth itself was shaking. It would be expensive to replace it if it broke, but Hilda didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was the pleasure that was filling her at the moment.
She felt his mouth go up and then, like lightning, it hit her.
“FUCK ME!” She screamed her lungs out as she couldn’t hold it back anymore.
“I AM CUMMING!”
“I AM CUMMING!”
The pleasure tore through her like a storm, overwhelming and unstoppable.
Her body trembled, then gave out entirely.
She collapsed back onto the table, limbs slack, chest heaving. Her hair fanned around her like a dark halo, and her body lay sprawled beneath the dim light—open, undone, and offered like a feast already devoured.
For a long moment, there was only the sound of her breathing. And the silence that follows surrender.
He wiped his mouth with his hand while she gasped for air.
She wanted more.
She wanted to be fucked. Right here, right now on the table.
“Guess you’ll be busy cleaning the table.” He smirked as he turned around, the pouch of coins clinking as he disappeared out of the door.




Chapter 4
“We’ll be getting a new office soon,” the ledger guy told me as I collected the list from a pile of papers strewn across the table.
“Why?”
“Remember those thugs? They were hired by a gambling house owner who couldn’t pay his debt to the cartel and decided to work with another gang to chase us out,” He explained, “Now they are dealt with, and that place is ours now.”
“If it is better than this place,” I replied as I walked out the door to the cart where Simon was waiting. His hands were on the back of his head. The only time when he was relaxed.
But now we are starting our journey again, and he will be back to his paranoid self.
“How are the ‘perks of the job’ doing?” Simon asked with a wicked grin.
I looked at the list; it was shorter than usual today.
“Oh shit,” I muttered to myself. The debt had doubled in just a month.
I turned to Simon and said, “She is fucked.”
∞∞∞
 
Today was slower than usual—fewer stops, fewer names, and far less resistance.
Which meant I wrapped up early. And that gave me time for the final piece of business I’d been saving for last.
By the time I reached the familiar brick house, the sun was still high, noon light casting sharp shadows across the quiet path. The place looked the same as always: still, weathered, pretending not to watch me as I approached.
But I knew someone inside was listening.
And waiting.
I saw the desire in her eyes. The enthusiasm. The way she moaned when I went down on her.
My hand had barely touched the door when I heard the sharp scrape of the bar being drawn back. Before I could even raise my fist for a second knock, the door swung open.
She was already there—waiting.
I stepped inside, and with every step forward, she instinctively took one back—silent, cautious, as if her body remembered the rhythm even if her mind tried to forget.
The door groaned shut behind me as I pushed it closed with one hand, not even turning to look. The latch clicked into place, and the outside world vanished in an instant.
Now it was just the two of us. Alone. Sealed in a quiet that buzzed with unspoken things.
“The debt’s skyrocketed—almost overnight,” I said, watching her face closely.
Her eyes dropped immediately, shame pressing her gaze to the floor. Without a word, she held out the pouch, her hands trembling just enough to betray everything she wasn’t saying.
I took it, weighed it in my palm.
As expected, it was light. Far too light.
Nowhere near enough.
“Can I do something?” She asked,
“Your services aren’t enough anymore,” I said flatly, my voice cutting through the silence. “You need to start paying more.”
Her shoulders tensed, but she didn’t argue—just stood there, caught between fear and the weight of inevitability.
I reached out, tilting her chin upward with two fingers. My thumb brushed along her soft jaw, then trailed gently across her cheek, skin warm beneath my touch.
 
I wasn’t sure if I actually cared about her or just manipulating her. But in the end, it didn’t matter. Their lives were now in the mercy of the cartel.
“What am I supposed to do?” she whispered.
“Why don’t we make a new deal?” I whispered, “I get to go inside you.”
“But only my husband…” She began protesting, but I interrupted her with, “Don’t worry, I am not going in there. You just bring the oil.”
Convincing her to give her ass to me was easier than expected.
It was just her ass. There was no risk to her pregnancy.
“But… I have never tried something like this…so…” She purred as if it was her first time, but then again, it was going to be her first time taking it in the ass.
She turned around and slowly leaned against the table, her chest resting on the wooden platform. Her back arched, presenting her ass to me.
My hands moved on their own, almost instinctively, to lift her skirt, peeling it upwards until the roundness of it was laid bare before me. Palms cupped fistfuls of her fat as they explored the curves of her ass-globes. They were plush and soft, filled with femininity.
Their shape shifted beneath my touch as my fingers sank into the flesh—soft, warm, and yielding like overstuffed pillows.
They molded to my grip, pliant and perfect, as if made to be held.
Each squeeze pulled a quiet breath from her lips, her body reacting before her voice could. And playing with her was making me hard.
And my body was reacting to my thoughts, demanding to get into the action immediately.
“Eeek!” She squealed when my cock fell between her cheeks, slowly moving as I poured the oil bottle onto it. The liquid covered my sandwiched rod as I rubbed it against her asshole, and it flowed down her ass like a waterfall. When the bottle was emptied, my cock was moving smoothly between her glistening cheeks.
“Are you ready?” I asked.
“I think…” She murmured.
“I can wait till your husband returns.” I teased her, “He would love to see me stuffing your ass with my cock.”
“I am ready!” She squealed, her body shuddering in my hands as if the idea actually turned her on.
The tip of my cock was pushed into her throbbing asshole, and then with a single thrust, it was plunged inside. The sheer tightness of her untouched anus sent a storm of sensations ravaging my mind and body.
“Ah, it’s in my ass!” she howled as my hips began to thrust, the oil letting me slide in deep. Her tight ring pulsed around me, clenching hard like it was trying to resist, but every squeeze only made the pleasure more intense.
Ahh—it’s too much... but don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice trembling between pain and pleasure.
The room echoed with soft, slick sounds as I intensified the pounding, splashing oil out of her ass.
“It burns... but it’s so good,” she whimpered, her fingers scratching the wooden table.
“What is it like to be an anal-slut?” I moaned the filthy question that came to my mind, and in reply, she moaned louder, no words coming out of her lips.
The thrusting grew, her oily, shiny buttocks clapping on my hips again and again with a rising beat until she screamed,
“I can’t anymore… It's coming!”
I could feel it too, inside me.
Just as her ass clenched hard as my hips drove the cock deep into her anal depths. Unleashing a load that followed my cock as it slipped out of the hole.
“Oh god…oh god….” She kept whimpering on the table, her asshole overflowing with cum.
Beneath her was a pool of oil and cum.
I leaned forward and whispered, “Remember, what I can do to help you is limited. But we can save your family together.” Before turning away, leaving her a mess. She would have to do a lot of cleaning after she recovered.
A month later, I was back again, her arms wrapped around my neck, her eyes locked with mine, pleading but also filled with desire.
“You know what you need to do,” I whispered to her.
“I don’t know…” She whispered back.
I noticed some of the furniture had disappeared. A chair was missing. A vase.
My hand groped her ass over her skirt as I whispered.
“Give your entire body to me.”
It was her former red line.
But there was no hiding that she loved it. I could see her desire.
“But I won’t kiss you and you can’t cum inside.” She whispered, and I replied, “As you wish.”
The next moment, we were in a cramped bedroom. Her clothes flew as she fell to the bed, her massive breasts jiggling like slime blobs jiggling when they got hit by a club.
My clothes fell to join hers on the floor, and then I fell upon her, my mouth going straight to her tits, devouring them like a starving beast. Her nipples were sucked in like large plums, my tongue pushing and pressing them as I sucked even harder.
My hands moved down her body, which was shaped perfectly despite the maternal fat, which was concentrated mostly on the right places. Fingers began rubbing the spot between her legs, making her body writhe beneath me.
“You suck so good!” She moaned, her voice dripping with ecstasy.
My fingers began moving faster, pushing into her sacred place. Her thighs rubbed against each other, enveloping my hands in their softness. Then I finished sucking her tits and took my fingers out of her pussy. Instead, I brought my fingers to her lips and commanded.
“Taste your pussy”.
“Mmhmmmm,” She moaned as she ravenously licked her own juices off my fingers. After she was done, I yanked my hand back, grabbing her thighs and pushing them apart. Revealing her wet pussy and the wet spot that had appeared on the sheets underneath it.
“You’re such a slut,” I murmured against her ear, my voice low and taunting. “Getting wet for another man… on your own marital bed.”
She gasped—sharp, trembling—but there was no denial on her lips.
“I… I am…” she moaned, the confession slipping out between shallow breaths.
Her body shuddered, a soft purr rising from her throat as if the shame only made it sweeter. My words unraveled her, and she didn’t fight it.
She was almost gone.
Now I take her chastity.
My cock was aimed between her legs, the area that only her husband had entered. Then I fell, my cock plunged down into her pussy. My hips began moving, pounding her against the bed, which creaked with each thrust.
Her arms wrapped around my back, her moans filling my ears.
“Yes”
“Harder”
“It feels so good!”
She kept screaming with no restraint; what she kept hidden came flooding out. Her false image of a chaste wife was completely undone just like that.
Claiming her on her own marital bed, the feeling of power over her as she gave up her morals for pleasure and relief. It was burning my body; I was on fire, driving me to pound her relentlessly.
“I can’t hold it back!” She screamed just as I came to the point of eruption, but as much as I wanted to, I had to drive back. My hips retreated just before it erupted, the cock slipping out just in time to release a load at high pressure, making my seed rain all over her naked body.
“How did that feel?” I quizzed her, but she could barely talk.
“Ahhhh,” She breathed, her chest heaving as drops of my cum that flew far slowly flowed down her tits.
“Better clean up before your husband comes,” I said as I got off the bed.
“Next month too?” Suddenly, she moaned, and I replied, “Next month too.”
And a month later, I was back.
Fucking her on her marital bed. She was turned to the side now, her body twisting lewdly, her titis stacked on top of each other. One thigh rested against my chest, warm and trembling, while her leg hooked over my shoulder, pulling me closer.
“I have never been fucked like this!” She screamed, her voice dripping with pleasure, which only fueled my desire, my hips driving harder into her, whipping up a storm of bliss within me.
The next day, I was thrusting into her on the table, pounding her pussy as her juices came flooding, pooling on the floor below.
The next time, the table was gone—sold off, just like everything else, to chip away at the ever-growing debt.
But I didn’t need it.
I took her right there, lifting her with ease, my fingers digging into the softness of her ass as I hoisted her up. Her body folded against mine like silk, warm and yielding, her breasts pressing to my chest as her arms wrapped tightly around my neck.
Her legs locked around my waist, clinging to me like she couldn’t afford to let go—not now, not ever.
Her body fell on my cock, her pussy impaled on it as gravity dragged her down. Pleasure coiled inside me, rising with every desperate movement. My hands gripped her ass, guiding her, grounding us. Her thighs flexed to support our weight, muscles trembling with effort and need.
Arms wrapped tight around my neck, she began to move, pulling herself up, only to let gravity take her down again, harder, deeper.
Again and again.
Each motion struck like thunder, each descent a shuddering quake that sent ripples of ecstasy tearing through us.
A primal lust overtook us, and soon she was like a lust-crazed monkey hanging from my body and jumping on my cock.
“Like this!” She howled, “More! Harder!”
And I gave her what she wanted. I pushed her against the wall, squeezing her like a pillow before I began pounding her even harder.
“Yes!”
“YES! YES!YES!”
She unraveled beneath me, lost to lust, her body clinging tighter as if I were the only thing anchoring her to reality. Her arms locked around my neck, trembling with need, while her legs clamped down with desperate force.
But I didn’t slow.
My hips drove harder, faster, each thrust fueled by the fire overtaking me. Rational thought evaporated, consumed in the heat of her body and the wild hunger in her eyes.
There was nothing left but sensation.
The sound of breathless moans, the slap of skin, and the storm of pleasure crashing over us, and finally, the eruption.
She convulsed as she screamed, “I am cumming! I am cumming!”
But so did I.
My hands slipped from her ass, the grip that held us together suddenly gone.
At the same moment, her body convulsed—wracked with release as she cried out, completely undone.
She barely had time to register it. Her arms loosened, legs trembled, and in the haze of pleasure, she realized too late—she was falling.
A soft gasp escaped her lips as she tumbled backward, collapsing onto the floor in a breathless heap of heat and bliss.
Just as her ass landed on the floor, my cock blew its load, and it went straight onto her face. Her face was completely coated with my jizz, and a second blast went into her mouth as she opened her lips to gasp for air.
She was left a mess as she sat naked against the wall in a living room that had increasingly become emptier.
With a soft, almost dreamy moan, her tongue flicked across her lips before trying to reach out further to lick the seed off of her own face. Then, without a word, she rose.
She moved toward the corner of the room, glancing back over her shoulder with a sleepy smile. Her naked hips swayed hypnotically. She had given in to her desire almost entirely.
Then she found a rag and wiped the cum off her face.
But I had to make a revelation to her.
“I won’t be coming from now on.”
She shuddered and froze, her eyes wide with shock.
“But…but…”
Seeing that she was not making a reply, I continued.
“I got a promotion, too many debts, and too many collectors. I now oversee the collectors from the office. I am the boss.” Then I looked around before turning to her. “Besides, they will take what you have left…all of it soon.”
“My family…” She muttered in defeat, “But if you are the boss…”
“Nope.” I interrupted. “I just make sure money flows to the bigger bosses.”
She walked towards me and pushed her soft, naked body against mine.
“I am a bad mother and a bad wife. I am a slut. But if my children suffer…” She began to whisper.
“You fought for your family.” I reassured her before grabbing her ass with a “And you are my slut.”
“And now I can give you a job. Something that pays.” Then I whispered the final offer. Her eyes widened as she looked at me, “And you will be staying close to me from now on.”




Chapter 5
“I don’t think… this looks good on me,” she mumbled, her arms folding over her stomach like a reflex, hunched in on herself, trying to disappear behind the shimmery bits of silk and her own shame.
The costume—a dancer’s outfit from some far-off desert kingdom—was not meant to hide anything. I had seen them dance, boldly shaking their hips, moving their navels in hypnotic patterns. But she was shy and insecure.
Slivers of sheer fabric hugged her hips, failing to hide the black lace beneath. Her breasts were bound in gold-trimmed silk, pushed high, straining gently with each nervous breath. Her thighs, pale and soft from domestic life, were bare to the warm air and firelight.
“You look like a goddess,” I told her, my voice calm and deep. I wasn’t lying.
But she let out a little squeal. She turned, fingers tugging at the edge of the silk sash, trying to hide the dip of her waist. “My body’s too fat… too old,” she whispered, like it was a fact etched in stone. Her hands hovered over her hips, desperately trying to cover the softer curves of her hourglass figure.
I reached out and grabbed her waist; it was soft and pillowy, and I couldn’t help but give it a squish.
“You will get enough gold to cover the debts for a long time,” I whispered. “Then we fuck every day before going back to your husbands and kids.”
“That’s…” She murmured.
“You save them, and you enjoy it. You deserve it.” I kept whispering honeyed words, tempting her.
The slight smile that appeared on her face was enough to know that it worked.
I slowly brought her closer, my hands reaching down her exposed skin until they felt the soft lingerie under the strips, fondling them like kneading flour.
“I am going to have so much fun with your body from now on,” I whispered, feeling the little shudders in her body. “And in here you call me master.”
∞∞∞
 
I sat on the edge of the table, the wood creaking under me, and unfolded the parchment in my hands. It was a simple list—clean, efficient, the tallying already done by the ledger-keepers down in the counting halls. Just ink and names.
One column marked the collectors who were pulling their weight. The other? The ones who were slipping. Either getting lazy, getting soft, or getting too greedy for their own good.
And there was a solution to each type.
But what was actually annoying was the list of complaints and issues. Reading through it was making me want to go back to collecting again.
But then she appeared, underneath the table, with a mischievous smile.
“Is the master busy?” She purred as she grabbed my cock, still soft but throbbing as her fingers coiled around it, gently stroking the shaft to make it harder.
And when it became hard enough, she gulped it down, her head bobbing as she looked at me with her round eyes, her mouth stuffed with my cock.
It felt good. Too good. Not like the first time, when she was fighting guilt and hesitation. This was different..
And it made it damn hard to focus.
My grip tightened on the quill. The parchment blurred for a second before I forced myself to steady it. With a hand that wouldn't stop trembling, I kept ticking down the essentials—payments met, targets missed, names to watch.
As her lips moved, sucking and licking my manhood, the pleasure within me grew, forcing me to move faster, ticking the lines on the paper as quickly as possible in a surge of energy.
“Fuck” I groaned as her tongue twirled around my tip before sucking it even harder.
Concentration was getting harder and harder as the pressure within me grew. I couldn’t move my hand anymore as my body began shuddering, and then it exploded.
“MMmmffgmmmm…mmhmmmmhhh!” She sucked it all out, gulping it all down before greedily licking the entire length of my rod clean. And then with a satisfied smile, her face receded into the shadows of the table.
“Stop,” I commanded, and suddenly a thud came, followed by a loud “Ouch!”
She slowly rose from the other side of the table, rubbing her head.
“I have another job for you,” I said, which made her scratch her head while still rubbing it. “What else can I do?” She quizzed, confused.
I brought her to the other side of the building.
Girls walked around wearing skimpy uniforms like hers, but they were younger and much more slender.
“On the other side is the casino,” I whispered, my voice low against her ear.
She peeked past the curtain, eyes widening as they landed on the lounge floor below—where girls half her age glided across marble tiles in heels and barely-there silk, laughing like they’d never felt shame. Her stare lingered, lips parting in silent envy.
“You’re going to walk through,” I said, “watch the ones I point out. Smile. Linger. Distract them.”
She turned to me with a flush of protest, tugging at her flimsy uniform—a black and gold ensemble that looked like it was made from leftover ribbon.
“Like this?” she squealed, her voice high-pitched with disbelief.
“Exactly like that,” I said with a grin and a wink.
“But what if someone recognizes me!?” She protested, but it was already solved. “You are going to get a masquerade mask and enough makeup.”
She groaned, her fingers bunching at her midsection, squishing the barely-there softness of her belly like it was some grand flaw. “But my body’s not like theirs. I’m not young anymore.”
I closed the distance between us in a single step, the air crackling with heat and tension. My hand shot out, seizing her wrist with just enough force to make her gasp. I shoved her into the shadows, pinning her against the cold stone wall, hidden from any watching eyes. The dim light barely reached us here.
Leaning in, my breath brushed her ear as I whispered,
"Yes... and that’s exactly what makes you taste sweeter."
A tremor coursed through her as I spun her around, her spine pressing into me, her chest rising with ragged breath. No words came. Only a soft, desperate moan slipped past her lips, trembling with want.
Her bottom lingerie fell down her thighs as my cock became hard and erect, and soon I was banging her from behind.
My cock was pounding deep into her, taking her from behind as her moans rang without restraint. The sound bounced off the walls, echoing through the tight, shadowed space, loud enough to reach the ears of every worker outside. She knew it. She wanted it.
I wanted them to hear. To know. To understand that she was the one I’d claimed.
Her nails dragged down on the wall as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her.
And then she screamed, her voice filled with pure pleasure.
As my body erupted with pleasure, my hips retreated, drawing out my rod just in time as it blew a load all over her back.
“Well, I've got to work.” I whispered as I tucked my cock back in my pants, “You should clean up and start practicing, too.”
∞∞∞
 
At first, Hilda moved like a woman trying to disappear. Trying to hide herself with her hands.
Her steps were halting, shoulders curled forward, hands clasped low in front of her stomach as though they might shield her from the room’s gaze. The dim light painted her skin in warm gold, but her eyes stayed downcast, fixed on the worn carpet.
I watched the housewife thread her way through the haze of smoke and clinking glasses, her soft curves wrapped in the skimpy, lace-edged uniform that clung more than it covered. Men’s eyes tracked her as she passed, lingering on the swell of her hips, the ripe curve of her backside that the black satin barely disguised. Their stares were open, hungry—but fleeting.
Because soon enough, other shapes drifted into view.
The younger workers slid between tables with a practiced rhythm, their slender figures smoothly flowing through the gamblers like a breeze. Their hips swayed hypnotically with each step, and they knew exactly how to catch a man’s gaze.
They leaned close to the players, lips brushing the shell of an ear. A single compliment, a murmured “lucky hands” or a coy “you’re unstoppable tonight” was enough to draw a grin and a fresh cascade of chips onto the felt. Every word was bait, every laugh a nudge, and the men bit down hard, tossing more and more money into the pot as if they would win big and get to bang the chicks.
Hilda’s gaze followed the younger women, tracing the rhythm of their steps, the subtle play of hips and shoulders. She took a breath and tried to copy them.
It felt strange—unnatural—but her body began to respond in small, hesitant ways. Her hips rolled to one side, then the other, sending a soft tremor through her curves. Her tits bounced with each sway, the thin fabric straining to keep them in place, while the round swell of her ass shifted under the cling of satin. She wasn’t as fluid as the others, but the movement was enough to draw eyes.
Then her eyes met mine.
The sway faltered. A flash of pink rose in her cheeks, and she broke the rhythm. Without a word, she turned and moved toward me.
“Master…did I do good?” She murmured, her head falling down.
“You are learning fast,” I whispered, my hand reaching out to grope her ass. “And you are getting rewarded.”
Minutes later, she was moaning, crying out in delight as my fingers went inside her wet hole, my wrist moving to a rhythm that increased in tempo. And with it so did her moans grow.
But just as her body began to shudder, her voice catching in breathless cries, I let my fingers slip away.
She turned to me, cheeks flushed, eyes wide and desperate—hunger still burning in their depths.
“That is your reward,” I murmured, my lips curling into a slow smile. “When you learn to walk, you get the full course.”
“Master… please…” The word came from her in a trembling whisper, raw with need.
I let the plea hang in the air, pretending not to hear. “It’s time for you to go back to your family,” I said evenly, already turning away. “Your husband can take care of the rest.”
Her breath hitched, but she didn’t move.
The next day, she started doing better, trying to walk more confidently. Her ass looked delicious as her hips swayed, her massive tits that fed several of her children jiggled with each step, and her plump lips were further accentuated by her lipstick as she walked around the gambling floor.
She was not as graceful. But she didn’t need to be. She was ripe, full, and natural.
She walked to each of the marked tables, bending over to show her cleavage as the clients gulped, distracting them and driving them to throw more money to impress her.
As she bent forward, the silk lingerie that stretched over the curves of her ass cheeks became visible under the little strips that acted like a short skirt. More than one man’s gaze was caught, fixed on the ripe, rounded shape that filled the silk so perfectly.
Then, as her victim lost the bet, she left, leaving him disappointed and desperate, making him throw even more into the table.
Then she walked towards the corner where I was hiding. Her demeanor suddenly changed back to that of a shy housewife.
“Did I do good…master?” She whimpered.
“Yes… You were almost perfect,” I murmured, letting the praise slide slowly from my tongue, watching how it lit up her face.
Her eyes glowed with hunger, and she bit her lower lip as though she feared her need might spill out in words. That tiny act made my pulse quicken—I wanted to claim her mouth, to taste what I had forbidden myself since the beginning. The one thing I had left untouched. The last thing still belonged only to her husband.
I stepped closer, close enough for her perfume to wind around me. “But your reward…” My voice dipped low, drawing her in. “That will have to wait.”
Confusion flickered, then longing.
“I want you to attend to another client first,” I said, my smile deliberate, knowing it would only feed the ache I’d just stoked. “Do this well… and afterward, I’ll give you a reward like no other. Something you’ll remember every time you close your eyes.”
I watched the breath hitch in her throat. She wanted to ask, to beg, but the game was mine to play—and she knew it.
Then she turned around, moving to the corner of the gambling hall. Then just as she was about to walk towards the table, she froze.
And there—seated at the gambling table before her—was her husband.
He glanced up briefly, eyes skimming over her without a flicker of recognition. Why would he? The woman standing before him now was draped in a skimpy, lace-trimmed uniform, her face half-hidden behind a glittering masquerade mask, her features transformed by the careful hand of rouge and lipstick. She was no longer the dutiful wife he thought he knew—she was mine.
The same woman I had bent to my will, tasted in ways he never had.
He saw only a stranger, a hostess meant to please the crowd. I saw the truth—the wife he had trusted, now teetering at the edge of a ruin from which she would never return.
I stepped in behind her, close enough for my breath to brush the shell of her ear.
“Aren’t you going to move?” I murmured, my voice a low command as my fingers traced the warm, bare skin along her side.
She stiffened. “But… but… that’s—” The rest caught in her throat, the words too heavy to push past her lips.
I smiled against her hair, savoring the way she trembled. My hand slid higher, fingers curling around the soft weight of her breast through the thin fabric.
“Guess we’ve just discovered,” I whispered, letting the words drip with mockery, “why your debt keeps growing.”
Her breath shivered out of her, caught between humiliation and something far darker.
She trembled in my arms, every quiver running through her like a shudder she couldn’t suppress. Her eyes locked on the man at the table—her husband—his attention fixed on the game, chips sliding carelessly from his fingers.
There was no recognition in his face, only the dull, greedy hunger of a gambler watching his luck fade. He didn’t see the woman in the skimpy uniform, the one masked and painted like a stranger.
It was done.
My hand slid over her shoulder, fingers curling into the soft curves of her cheeks as I caught her jaw and turned her toward me.
Her eyes widened as she realised what I was doing.
I claimed her mouth, and she surrendered instantly. Our lips tangled in a hungry, unrestrained dance. Her body pressed back into mine, her round ass rubbing on my crotch.
All of it unfolded just steps behind her husband, who sat oblivious at the table, too consumed by the turn of the cards to realize his wife’s lips were being taken and devoured by me right behind him.
I stopped the kiss, leaving her wanting.
“Too many eyes here,” I whispered against her ear.
I led her away, through a narrow hallway and up a staircase, until we reached a door tucked behind a shadowed arch. Beyond it lay a hidden room—silent, insulated so well that the raucous noise of the gambling floor below was reduced to nothing but a faint, distant hum.
What made the space remarkable, though, were the walls. Enchanted glass stretched from floor to ceiling, crystal-clear on our side but impenetrable from the other. Through it, the gaming floor sprawled before us.
They had no idea we were here, watching.
And that was exactly how I wanted it.
Hilda lunged at me, her lips crashing against mine with a feral hunger. The masquerade mask slipped from her fingers, clattering forgotten to the floor.
“Master…” she moaned between kisses, her arms locked tightly around my neck, pulling me into her as if she feared I might vanish. Her thighs clamped around my legs, and her breasts squished against my chest.
There was nothing sacred left to her. There was only me.
Her uniform came away piece by piece, each strip of fabric loosening until it slid from her skin and fell soundlessly to the floor. My own clothing followed, the space between us shrinking until there was nothing left but heat and breath.
Our hands roamed, exploring each curve. My palms travelled over her wide hips, the curve of her waist, and the mounds of fat on her chest. With a muffled thud, her body met the enchanted window.
In one quick move, I turned her around, pushing her tits against the cold glass surface; her breath fogged a faint patch in front of her lips. From here, she had no choice but to look down, straight at her husband, still lost in his game, still gambling away what little they had left.
I pressed in from behind, making sure she couldn’t look anywhere else.
“Look at him,” I whispered, showing her the husband who gleefully clapped as he won some money only to throw it at the table the next round.
My cock was erect and hard, and my body moved slowly, rubbing the rod on the petals of her moist entrance.
“Everything you had to go through,” I continued whispering, “It was all his fault.”
Her body shuddered, and my fingers gripped her voluptuous body.
“Now I am going to ruin you, forever.”
With that, my cock plunged inside, her moans rising with each thrust that thrashed her pillowy maternal body against the glass.
“More!” She cried out, making the glass vibrate.
And I answered by pounding her harder, sensations exploding as her pussy gripped it, friction blasting me with pleasure.
There was no holding back anymore, no limits. The glass shuddered with each thrust. From my angle behind her, her breasts flattened and spread against the cold glass, squishing with each round of pounding. I could only imagine how it might look from the other side—if anyone could see.
My body was a storm of pleasure, my mind taken over by unadulterated lust.
“I am going to explode!” She screamed.
And so was I.
“I am going to cum inside you,” I roared.
“Yes!” She moaned,
“I am going to put my seed into your womb,” I continued as I was driven to my limit.
“Do you want it?” I tried to hold back the force that was about to come out like a hurricane.
“Yes!” She howled.
“What do you want?” I continued teasing her even as we were nearing the climax.
“Put a baby in me, put your baby in MEEEEEE!” Her body shuddered as she screamed in an eruption of pleasure.
With that, my cock blasted a load of my seed, planting it deep within her womb.
When it was done, she lay on the floor, leaning on the window as I fell on her soft, pillowy body.
Her husband was still at the table, betting on game after game.
Our bodies slipped on each other with sweat, and I kissed her neck as she whispered, “I don’t want to go back home.”
“You should, you have children to take care of,” I whispered into her ear, “You are mine now anyway; it doesn’t matter where you stay.”
∞∞∞
 
That evening, Hilda returned home, her curves hidden beneath a modest blouse and long skirt. Beneath the fabric, she could still feel the damp warmth between her thighs, the faint stickiness a reminder of what had happened hours ago. She hadn’t cleaned herself—not this time. She wanted to keep it.
Her husband was there, sitting at the table as if the day had been ordinary.
“I sold the produce in town today,” he murmured, his voice tired, his gaze distant.
“Thank you, dear,” Hilda replied with a gentle smile.
But inside, her thoughts whispered like a sin she savored: While you were gambling, my master was taking me… filling me. His seed is still inside me.
The thought sent a quiet thrill through her, curling low in her belly. She sat across from her husband, hiding the heat in her eyes, and pretended to be the same wife he thought he knew.
As she came inside, her children came running, shouting, “Mommy!”
It was the only thing that mattered for now. But she had to cook again and put the children to sleep. At least they could afford to buy more chairs now that she was working.
When they went to bed that night, he wanted her. But she had a condition for the first time in her marriage. First, he had to eat her out. She guided him onto his back and slid over him, pressing herself down against his mouth.
“Do it,” she whispered.
He obeyed, though without enthusiasm; her husband didn’t have the hunger she now craved. But she didn’t care. It wasn’t about pleasure. Not tonight.
It was about making him take her in, about letting him taste the traces of another man still lingering inside her. About knowing, deep down, that while he swallowed her, he was unknowingly swallowing him.
Her eyes stayed open the entire time, watching his face, drinking in the ignorance written there.
When she finally let him slide into her, his expression shifted to that of relief, even a flicker of happiness, softening his face.
“Not inside me, honey. We already have enough children.”
He didn’t question it, just nodded.
Of course, she knew she would have to make him at least think he creamed her pie. But first she had to wait until her master's seed took root within her womb.




Chapter 6
“I specially made this for you,” I smiled as I observed her, taking a look at her humiliating position.
Her hands and neck were locked shut in the pillory, leaving her naked body helpless and excited. Her breasts were hanging like fruit while her legs tried to keep her hips from falling.
I’d designed it carefully, too low for her to stand, yet too high for her to kneel—leaving her suspended in that perfect, degrading position. Her back arched, her legs struggled to maintain, and her ass shook each time she struggled.
She moaned softly as I traced a slow finger down the length of her spine. When I reached the curve of her ass, it gave a delicious little shake, quivering under my hand like a restless mare.
And I was going to breed her like one.
Positioning myself behind, I caressed her massive, pillowy ass cheeks. Then I entered her warm, moist cave, enveloping me in its embrace. She let out a long moan as her walls gripped my manhood, only to howl as I began pounding her from behind.
Fucking her in this position set a fire in me.
She was under my complete control.
I owned her.
“Who do you belong to?” I growled as I pounded her.
“You!” She moaned, her voice becoming high-pitched as lust took over her body.
The wooden prison shuddered and creaked with each thrust but held her tight.
Within me, there was only bliss. Moans echoed inside the soundproofed room, rising in tempo alongside that of my pounding. The wet squishing sounds and the sounds of my hips clapping her cheeks mixed to create a music of debauchery that drove me insane.
A white haze covered my vision, my thoughts disappearing under an ocean of rapture.
Only when everything exploded and the shockwave hit me did I realize the dam had broken and my cock was blasting cum into her pussy, which came flowing out the moment it slipped out.
Even as fatigue returned, I wasn’t done. As cum dripped between her legs, I took a moment to enjoy the filthy sigh.t Then, I circled around from behind until I stood before her. Her head hung forward, lips parted, a thin line of drool sliding down her chin. Her eyes were half-lidded, glassy with exhaustion.
She was wrecked.
But I wasn’t done.
My hand slid into her hair, fingers tangling deep before clenching tight. I lifted her head until her face was level with my hips.
She blinked up at me, dazed, but the moment her eyes focused, she understood. Even in her delirium, she was still a slut.
The housewife. The mother.
They were now gone. Only a complete whore remained.
My whore.
I brought my cock, covered in filthy carnal juices, to her lips, hovering just close enough for her breath to warm it… and she opened her mouth in obedience even as drool flowed down her lips.
She took it in and began sucking. She didn’t have the strength left to be as vigorous, and the pillory didn’t give her much mobility anyway. So I used her hair to drag her head.
“MMmmfffhh! Mmmmmfffh!”
Low muffled moans came as she sucked it deeper and harder, slicking and slurping all the juices away as it hardened inside her mouth.
Pleasure filled me, making me groan, “Good…you’re sucking good”
She may not have much strength left, but she had now learned how to suck dick. She could now suck better than any whore.
I helped her out by moving my hips, driving my cock in and out, but more gently compared to ploughing her pussy.
Moaning and drooling, she drove me to the limit. It came, the last drops of cum in my balls blew into her mouth.
She tried to gulp it down and suck the rest, but as my cock slipped out, so did my seed.
My fingers loosened, letting her head fall.
Cum and drool poured out of her mouth just like it was flowing out of her pussy.
Just like that, the days went on. I was finding new ways to fuck her.
New positions and new tools.
One day her body was hanging from ropes tied to the ceiling as fucked her, and on another day she was squeezed into a glass box, letting me see her body squished against the glass, her massive tits looked like it was being flattened into pancakes.
And then I took her from behind.
It was only a matter of time before her belly began to swell.
My baby was growing inside of her.
Yet I didn’t stop. As her belly inflated, I made sure the positions were comfortable.
She lay on the bed, wrists spread wide and bound, legs folded tight against her thighs and strapped in place—trussed up like a feast.
“Don’t look at me… I’m ugly,” she murmured, voice trembling.
That stopped me for a second.
“What?” I asked, caught off guard.
“My body… It’s fat… my belly… it’s—” she kept whispering, eyes darting away.
But the sight of her pregnant woman, a married woman who was carrying my child, tied up like that, was so hot that my manhood became hard faster than the speed of light.
“It’s perfect,” I whispered, lowering myself over her, my tongue tracing a slow path up her belly until it found her breasts.
“He doesn’t like to fuck me when I’m pregnant,” she purred, a tremor in her voice as my lips closed around one nipple.
“He’s missing out,” I murmured against her skin. “Now I’m going to show him.”
Her body shuddered at my words, a low moan slipping from her throat. I moved lower again, tongue exploring the curve of her belly before it went downhill and stopped between her legs.
The feast began. My lips sucked in the entrance of her pussy. The place where my baby will be coming out soon.
Her flavours washed over my palate as my tongue reached out, savouring everything.
The ropes stretched as she began writhing with pleasure.
“It feels so good!”
“He can't even come close to you! Oh my god!”
“My husband can’t even suck right.”
“Your..tongue..it…hits…all…the…right…PLACES!”
She cried out between her ever-increasing and desperate breaths. Meanwhile, my tongue moved upwards, launching a surprise attack on her clit.
“I can’t take it!” She howled as her body shuddered and writhed, unable to break her bonds.
“Ahn! It’s…coming…ah!” With a shriek, she convulsed, and suddenly a burst of carnal juices sprayed from her pussy, into my mouth. The wetness spread down the sheets, creating an expanding soiled mark beneath her.
She was left sweaty and panting, but I needed more.
She needed more.
No time was wasted as my cock was aimed at her entrance. It came like a spear thrusting into her, plunging deep into her before the pounding began.
Fucking a pregnant woman felt different—her body softer, fuller, every movement met with a subtle resistance that drove me insane.
I had to hold myself back, to keep from being too rough, even as it turned me on more and more.
Just seeing her swollen belly—round and tight with my baby inside—sent a jolt through me, making every thrust ten times sweeter.
It wasn’t just the sight… it was the knowledge.
The knowledge that she would carry it home to that broken, gambling-addicted fool, smiling at him while my child grew inside her.
It made my blood burn, made me want to claim her harder, deeper. I had fucked her, marked her in every hole. Places her husband had never been to.
But still it wasn't enough.
She moaned my name.
Called me master.
Yet I wasn't satisfied.
Pleasure turned to pressure within me, my body struggling to hold back the coming tide.
Just as the dam broke, my hip pulled back. My throbbing rod was bursting out with an explosion of jizz that fell on her round, pregnant belly.
When the last drop of my seed fell, she looked like a cake covered in white frosting.
“I have a command,” I muttered after taking a deep breath. “Don't you dare wash yourself before going back.”
“But my husband will smell…”
Her protests were easily silenced with a simple, “Let him.”
∞∞∞
 
A couple months later, she finally gave birth. A cradle was kept in the building to keep the baby as she worked.
Her body was more plump than before, even though each week she slowly began returning to her previous figure. Her skinny uniform was pushed to the limit with her breasts and ass growing larger.
And her husband didn’t get to enjoy any of it.
At least not for now.
It was all for me.
She sank onto my lap with a low, trembling moan; her ass fell like soft pillows. My hands slid over her curves, greedy for every change in her body, and then higher—until her breasts filled my palms.
I leaned in, lips closing over her, and she cried out as though the very core of her was being touched. I sucked harder, drinking from her, and then it came—hot, sweet, flowing onto my tongue. Her milk. The taste of her new womanhood, the proof of her ripened body, spilling into me.
She gasped, her fingers twisting in my hair, torn between protest and desperate surrender. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Each pull brought more, and with every drop she gave me, her moans grew softer, more broken, her body melting against mine.
“Leave some for our baby!” She cried out in pleasure.
I finally let go of her tits, the taste of her milk still on my palate.
“We are going to put up a show,” I whispered, “To your husband.”
∞∞∞
 
“I wonder if they look like the workers,” The farmer muttered to another much older man who stood beside him.
They had met in the casino and became friends and a person to vent to. Now, as the roulette wheel spun and the little ivory ball clicked its restless path around the rim, the farmer leaned closer to his friend. His voice was low, almost drowned by the murmur of the crowd and the clatter of chips.
“Since our last child, my wife won’t let me touch her anymore,” he muttered bitterly. His eyes stayed fixed on the wheel, though it was clear his mind was far from the table. “At night, she turns away. Says she’s too tired, that the baby needs her. It’s been months, and I can’t remember the last time she even looked at me the same way.”
He had a streak of luck, chips piling high in front of him. With a grin, he pushed them forward again, chasing that heady rush as the wheel spun. But when the ball clicked to its final stop, his winnings were gone in an instant.
“Oh, come on!” he groaned, slumping back in his chair.
Still, he told himself it was nothing more than a stumble. Luck was a wheel, and one day it would turn in his favor again. One good night, one perfect win, and he’d wipe the slate clean. All the debts are gone. His wife wouldn’t have to work herself to the bone anymore. And then—then he could have her whenever he wanted, no refusals, no cold shoulders, just his woman the way she used to be.
For now, all that remained was the odd consolation prize: a crumpled ticket to a backroom show he’d won as a bonus on his last round.
“You should take it,” his friend advised, nodding toward the darkened corridor beyond the main floor.
“You should take it,” his friend advised, nodding toward the darkened corridor beyond the main floor. “If your wife ain't giving you any, may as well watch a woman and get off to that.”
The farmer turned the ticket over in his hands, chewing on his lip. He had nothing left to play with tonight. Hilda’s wage kept their bellies full and the creditors at bay. Her sacrifice gave him the freedom to keep chasing that one big chance.
He didn’t have the money for a whore anymore—hadn’t for months. Even the cheap shows behind the velvet curtains were far beyond his reach. But now, with the ticket clutched in his hand, he had a chance. A free pass. For the first time in nearly a year, he might actually lay eyes on a woman’s naked body again.
The thought stirred something restless in him, a gnawing hunger that had nothing to do with food. Straightening his back, he pushed himself up from the chair, pocketed the ticket, and gave his friend a parting grin.
Enjoy the show,” the man called after him with a lazy wave.
The farmer returned the gesture before turning toward the shadowed hallway where the backroom shows were held.
At the end, a muscular guard stood still, and when he came close, the guard quizzed with a gruff voice.
“Ticket”
“Here,” the poor farmer mumbled as he handed the price of paper.
The guard grinned, “You get a special room…follow me.”
The room he got was not what he expected. In his mind, these places were dirty and cramped. Like a cell where you could only watch through a peephole.
Instead, it was like a small room in a mansion. There was not a single stain, even on the couch that was turned towards a large glass that separated this room from the elevated stage.
Flanking it were two small tables, one containing a pile of towels while the other a bottle of wine and a glass.
“Enjoy the VIP treatment…not many get this for free.” The guard made a weird smile as the door closed.
It looked like a private parlor from a mansion. The carpet was thick underfoot, and not a single blemish marred the velvet couch set squarely before the great pane of glass. Beyond that glass, an elevated stage waited in silence, its curtains drawn. Flanking the couch were two low tables: one stacked neatly with folded towels, the other boasting a polished bottle of dark wine and a single waiting glass.
“Enjoy the VIP treatment,” the guard drawled, his smile just a shade too knowing as he pulled the door shut behind him. “Not many get this for free.”
The farmer swallowed, staring around in disbelief. This place was far beyond anything in his world of dust and fields and unpaid debts. The air even smelled different—clean, perfumed, expectant.
He took a seat, the softness of the cushions absorbing him as if they were clouds. Even softer than the hard mattress of his bed.
His eyes kept drifting to the bottle of wine set neatly on the side table. It had already been uncorked, waiting for him. For him.
But the sight made his stomach twist. He wasn’t meant for things like this. Back home, a bottle like that could pay for a month’s worth of food. Even touching it felt wrong, like stealing from a lord’s table.
And yet… the temptation was unbearable.
With a nervous glance toward the door, he reached for the glass, his rough fingers clumsy against the fine crystal. He poured just a little, the liquid catching the light like dark velvet, and raised it to his lips.
The first sip stunned him.
“Oh my God,” he gasped, eyes widening. “It’s so… smooth!”
Then, without warning, the glass wall before him bloomed with light.
He blinked, wineglass frozen in his hand, as a figure stepped into view—so radiant, so utterly beyond anything he had ever dreamed, that for a heartbeat he thought he was staring at some celestial vision.
She wore almost nothing, only the barest strands of silken lingerie. The fabric cradled her massive breasts, barely containing them while another circled over her hips to veil her womanhood with a teasing suggestion rather than concealment. A glittering mask, etched with golden filigree, covered the upper half of her face, catching the light with every subtle movement. 
Her lips were painted a deep, sultry purple, lush and plump like ripe fruit waiting to be devoured. An hourglass figure that spoke of ripeness, fertility, the timeless allure of womanhood. She was both voluptuous and impossibly poised, exuding an aura of seasoned seduction that made his breath catch.
Her ripened figure reminded him of Hilda—his wife after childbirth, when her body had softened and bloomed with curves.
But no—no, it couldn’t be.
Compared to the goddess in front of him, his wife was nothing. Plain, modest to the point of prudishness. She only knew how to spread her legs for him.
She began to move, slow and sensual. Her palms slid upward over her thick thighs, tracing the curve of her hips before gliding across the softness of her belly. Then higher—over her breasts, which quivered and swayed under her touch, jiggling so deliciously he wanted to break through the glass just to suck on them.
Her body melted into a series of poses, each one more shamelessly seductive than the last. She arched her back, pushing her chest forward as though offering herself to him through the glass, then twisted gracefully, showing all of her. The moment he saw her ass ass, the string of her lingerie disappearing between the two mounds of fat, his cock jumped, pushing a tent inside his pants.
Her lips parted, full and glistening, and a sound escaped her—a low, drawn-out moan that burned into his very soul.
“If Hilda knew what I was watching, she would be so jealous,” He muttered to himself as lust began to flood through his entire body. “She will never say no to sex.”
Then, as if conjured from the dim light itself, another figure emerged onto the stage.
The farmer’s breath caught.
It was a man—tall, broad-shouldered, his face hidden entirely behind a stark, white mask with no features at all. He could tell he used to be a warrior.
And unlike her, he wore nothing. His body was bare, unapologetic, his manhood heavy and swinging as he crossed the floor toward her with deliberate strides.
Without hesitation, he seized the glittering performer from behind, his hands clamping down on her hips as though she were already his. She arched into his grip, her body yielding with practiced ease, and the sight of it rattled through the farmer like a blow.
His hands ravenously explored her body. His fingers moved slowly, undoing the silk strings of her clothing. First, the chest covering fell, releasing her breasts into his palms, which groped them like an animal falling upon its prey.
Her breasts were squashed and squeezed. The sacs molded into different shapes as the man's hands played with them.
Then his hands moved downwards, lifting her tits while his fingers began to play with her nipples.
Her moans grew like music.
And the man began pulling on her nipples, making her tits stretch forward. And then..
A splash of white liquid splattered on the glass.
She was lactating.
She was a mother.
“Holy shit!” the farmer yelled in excitement.
It was fucking hot. Hilda had never allowed him to even touch her breasts when she was lactating.
The man's hand began moving down, slowly like that of a snake, until it came to a rest between her legs. Next second, the cloth that covered her womanhood fell.
The masked man began pleasuring her, moving, rubbing her between her legs. She gasped, her body jolting against his grip, then melted into it—hips swaying, shoulders rolling, her every movement transformed into a sinuous dance.
Pressed against him, she moved like waves folding into the shore, her moans rising in rhythm with the sway of her hips. The sound carried through the glass, making the farmer shudder as he became turned on like never before, not even when he was fucking his wife.
He could barely breathe as he watched, the scene burning itself into his eyes. The faceless mask made it too easy—too easy to imagine that it was him in the performer’s place, his own body pressed to hers, his own hands guiding her movements.
The anonymity of the mask stripped the man of identity, and in that emptiness the farmer poured himself. He wasn’t a weary husband; he wasn’t a man drowning in debts and shame. Behind that mask, he could be anything—powerful, wanted, the one who held this radiant goddess in his arms.
And so he surrendered to the illusion, letting himself believe that he was the masked man. That he was the one coaxing those moans from her, the one drinking in the sight of her lush, unrestrained body as it writhed and bent in time with his touch.
He pushed down his pants and whipped his cock out, his hand slowly stroking the hard rod.
In one instance, the performers changed their dance. The masked man seized her with sudden force, turning her around until she faced him. Her gaze burned with desire for him. Then she was pressed against the glass wall. The impact made her ass cheeks flatten against the pane.
The show was getting filthier by the minute.
The masked man slid his hands beneath her thighs and hoisted her upward, pressing her back firmly against the glass. She gasped, her head tipping back, hair spilling in a dark cascade as her body rose into his grip.
A second later, she fell, her pussy impaled upon his cock.
The farmer began moving his hand with more vigor; in his fantasy, it was his cock that was inside the woman.
The glass began to shudder when the thrusting began. Her ass cheeks pushed against the glass wall. With each thrust, the pancaked ass expanded against the surface before receding when the man’s cock reversed, only to come again harder and faster.
The farmer’s breath quickened. He could almost feel the vibrations himself, as if the glass were a veil separating him from a world of forbidden ecstasy that he could never quite touch.
His hand moved in sync with the man's hips. When thrusting grew, so did his hand, stroking his manhood with greater intensity to maintain the fantasy.
And the man was going and going, the woman moaning and screaming with pure pleasure as her hands hugged the man's figure with desperate desire.
It was pure lust and true pleasure. There was no way her moans were just an act.
And the thrusting didn't slow; instead, it intensified, and her moans kept growing louder.
The farmer could only watch the spectacle, wishing his wife would moan like her. Now, Hilda barely allowed him to touch her.
“Oh shit! Oh fuck!” the farmer groaned as the force within him grew.
He wished he had married a woman like this instead of Hilda.
The woman was not just moaning, she was howling with pleasure as the glass shook, as if it were an earthquake.
The farmer couldn't hold it back anymore; his hand was somehow struggling to keep pace with the intensity of the man’s thrusting, and still, he was at his limit.
With a loud groan, his cock released a load which flew towards the stage, falling right before the glass wall.
Yet the performance continues. The man was still relentlessly pounding her. Meanwhile, the farmer was struggling to catch his breath from the sheer intensity of hacking off to the debauched play.
Then, with a loud howl, the woman erupted, her arms tightening around the man’s shoulders.
The thrusting came to a halt as the two basked in their climax. Her feet touched down at last. The flattened swell of her ass blossomed round again, yet they had left their mark, smeared across the glass in the glisten of sweat and the faint imprint of her body.
Drops of thick white seed dripped between her legs.
The farmer was still struggling to catch his breath when he realised the show wasn't over.
Her hips began to move again, slow at first, making circles as she danced for her partner. Slowly, she turned around, facing away from her partner and towards the audience. Light caught the sheen of sweat along her skin, making her movements glisten, as though her body itself was a jewel on display.
Then she shifted, turning until her palms pressed flat against the glass and arched her back in a perfect curve, her body bending like a bow being drawn. Her breasts spilled forward, heavy and ripe, swaying like forbidden fruits hanging low from a tree, ready to be plucked.
The masked man behind her stepped closer, his presence looming, his hands hovering just above her hips.
Another performance was beginning.
The masked man's cock was already erect, glistening with the carnal juices from the first round.
The farmer’s eyes went to the woman. Their eyes locked for the first time. There was something in her gaze.
Lust.
Recognition. As if she knew him before.
Then she smiled seductively. A smile of complete satisfaction. The same smile Hilda gave him when she got something she wanted. But this woman had a much more seductive and lustful smile that sent shivers down his spine.
Suddenly, her smile disappeared as her face morphed into something filthy. Mouth opening wide as a guttural moan spilled out. Her painted lips parted as if offering herself to the world, tongue brushing against her teeth before her head tipped back, eyes rolling upward until only the whites showed. The farmer realised the men had entered her from behind. But then a worse realisation dawned on him.
He was entering the wrong hole.
His cock was stuffing her asshole.
A place where no man should be going.
The farmer's jaw fell. He had never done anything like that. It was disgusting.
Yet his body was burning with excitement as he watched the man fuck the woman in the ass.
The glass wall began shuddering again, her breasts swaying with each thrust that slapped her cheeks. The sound of his hips hitting her ass cheeks rose, passing through the glass like applause of a hidden audience.
She howled in pleasure as her anus was invaded; the pounding was merciless. Her face was that of a complete slut, her eyes rolled up, and her mouth wide open.
The farmer felt his hand move on its own to stroke his dick that was still half limp and tired. But the show was so hot he couldn’t control himself.
As the ass fucking grew in intensity, her hands slipped on the glass, pushing her entire body against the wall. Her large, round tits were suddenly flattened against the glass like two giant fried eggs.
But the ass-pounding didn’t end. Her body was pushed against the wall, her flattened tits rubbing its surface each time the man’s cock came crashing into her ass cave.
Her cries of bliss reverberated through the glass, a carnal music where her body was an instrument played using a cock plunging into her ass. Her breath fogged the pane, marking each moan on the glass wall.
The farmer’s hand moved faster and faster until he suddenly erupted. His body jerked, release tearing through him in a hot surge. The second blast was weaker, a little blob flying away before his cock finally gave up. Sour and spent.
But the show went on.
Only ending when the woman howled until her lungs were empty and fell on her knees. Taking a few deep breaths, she managed to regain her composure before standing up with her partner's help.
She twirled, showing off her entire sweaty body, stopping midway to show her back to the farmer. Cum dripped from both her holes, making the farmer gulp at the filthy sight.
Then the stage went dark. The performance was over.
The farmer wiped himself down with one of the damp towels, the rough fabric scratching lightly against his skin. His mind raced, buzzing with a restless hunger he couldn’t shake. He didn’t know what to do next—but one thing was certain: he wanted more.
There are far better pleasures in this world than Hilda, his plain, predictable wife, he thought, a spark of forbidden desire lighting in his chest as he stepped out of the room.




Epilogue
A soft slap made her ass jiggle like jelly, making the water of the pool splash around.
“You love my ass, don’t you, my dear master?” She whispered seductively, her soft naked body pressing against mine.
“Your tits too,” I whispered before plunging down on them, licking the wet milk sacks before my lips surrounded her nipple and sucked them…hard.
“Oh…!” she moaned as a sudden rush of milk flooded my mouth, warm and creamy. The flavor clung to my tongue, and I was instantly addicted.
I couldn’t stop. My lips sealed tighter as I sucked her tits greedily, savoring every hot spurt before swallowing it down. Her soft moans spilled into my ear, vibrating through me, making me shiver, driving me to pull harder, deeper, desperate to drain every drop she would give.
 
Only after I was satisfied did I let her breast go free.
“How is your husband doing?” I whispered a question.
“Gambling more than usual,” She replied, “All thanks to you.”
It was a simple proposition. I visited his house shortly after Hilda’s second labor—she had just given birth to twins. My children. Once their older kids were sent off to play outside, I presented him with an offer from the cartel.
He would dedicate a portion of his fields to cultivating the plants the cartel used for their alchemical narcotics. That small section alone promised him earnings far beyond what the rest of his land could ever yield.
Naturally, he accepted without hesitation.
To mark the occasion, I had brought a gift: hard liquor of the finest quality, far beyond anything he could normally access. He didn’t need much persuasion; glass after glass vanished down his throat until he was completely blackout drunk, swaying and mumbling, oblivious to everything else around him.
After easing him onto the bed, I turned my attention to Hilda, right beside him. Her clothes flew across the room as I fell upon her soft, voluptuous body. With a single motion, I spread her legs and plunged my cock deep into her watering hole as she covered her mouth.
She fought to keep her moans quiet, but her body betrayed her, trembling against mine until she could no longer hold back. The bed groaned and shook beneath us as if caught in an earthquake, the mattress dipping and swaying with each thrust, but still he slept, utterly oblivious to the chaos unfolding beside him.
Hilda screamed and wailed with taboo pleasure as I pumped my seed again into her again and again until her pussy overflowed with the thick white cream like a waterfall, leaving her all used up and sweaty beside her husband before I took my leave.
When he finally awoke and saw the filthy sight of his wife beside him, it wasn’t that hard for Hilda to convince him it was, in fact, him that fucked her like a beast.
And that day she had gotten impregnated yet again.
Just remembering that turned me on.
As she wrapped her arms around me in the pool, I let my hand rest against her womb. It hadn’t begun to swell yet, but it would soon.
I heard the cries of children playing from the mansion. The extra money her husband got meant he was now spending even more time in the casino, leaving her all for my enjoyment.
“What did your husband say when you asked to take your kids to see your family?” I murmured, my hands gliding beneath the water until they found the soft curves of her mature, pillowy body and drew her against me.
“He was happy,” she whispered back, breath warm against my ear. “Excited.”
A sly smile tugged at my lips. “Good. Let him enjoy his gambling while I enjoy you.”
With that, I lifted her wet, naked body from the pool, droplets streaming down her skin as I carried her toward the mansion. There was the risk of her children stumbling upon us at any moment. But I no longer cared. In truth, I suspected the older ones already knew I was fucking their mother and must have realized that I was the reason they lived in such luxury while their deadbeat dad was off gambling.
With that, I carried her off to my mansion to enjoy her as my own married slut.
THE END
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Corruption of the Dungeon Lord's Harem
 
reincarnated as the Dungeon Lord of an ancient dungeon, a college student must now rebuild it while also defending it from adventurers.

And with the dungeon's sinister magic at his disposal, he discovers that with great power comes great rewards. Summoning and binding succubi to conquering monstergirls to be his minions and even corrupting the hearts of female adventurers to give into their lust.

Thus beginning his transformation from a loser to the greatest tyrant!
Overlord of the Goblin Harem
 
A dark wizard fleeing from the ashes of his obliterated evil cult. Hunted, flees to the fringes of the Kingdom, where danger lurks in the shadows. Amidst the wilds, he encounters Goblins, fierce and cunning creatures of the night and driven by a thirst for power he conquers the Goblins as his servents but more importantly the learns the pleasures of the compact lewd bodies of Goblin girls. With his eyes set on power and pleasure, he embarks on a journey to create an army of Goblins to rebuild a new cult under him and even more a Harem of sexy Goblin girls for his pleasure.
Alchemist’s Lewd Ingredient Recipe
 
An alchemist living in seclusion finds the old diary of an old eccentric alchemist. But the thing is, despite the potency of the recipes, the ingredients are unique. Thus the young alchemist is thrust into new exciting adventures, incredibly lewd situations and meeting monstergirls, where he has to do some good thrusting himself to get his hands on the precious alchemical ingredients.

The Elf Manager: Lewd Management of Santa’s Factory Elves
 
A manager sent to manage some sweatshop in Asia suddenly awakens somewhere else. And that "somewhere" turns out to be the North Pole!
Santa wants a new manager to fix his factory before Christmas as it keeps falling behind schedule.

The Manager would of course fix all the issues, mainly by giving Santa's elf girls a ride they won't forget!
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