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Chapter One

“So, what time’s your train tomorrow?” I asked, taking the turn onto the quiet street of my best pal’s family home as he slumped lazily in the passenger seat.

“Early,” Tom grumbled as he looked out of the window. “… Not early enough, though.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, concerned by his melancholic tone.

“I’d rather just go back, tonight,” he replied, “or just stay at yours again. I can’t be bothered chilling with my parents all night.”

“Why not? You’ve hardly seen them since you’ve been back.”

“Because they’ll just be arguing,” he groaned, stretching out with a long yawn as we approached his house.

“How come?” I asked, intrigued by his answer. I couldn’t imagine Linda arguing with anybody, she was always sweet as pie whenever I was there. Frank, not so much, but it usually takes two to tango.

“Money problems,” he replied, directly. “Big ones too, apparently.”

“Shit, really? But, I thought your dad was doing pretty good?”

“Ha! Yeah, so did we,” he scoffed, intriguing me even further.

“Well, what’s that supposed to mean?”

“He lost his job,” he replied as I pulled up outside his house. “… A year ago.”

Huh?

“Wait, what? A year ago? And he didn’t tell you?”

“Nope,” he replied with a thoughtful pout. “Didn’t tell my mom, either… Just spent the year gambling their savings away instead.”

Oh, shit…

“Fuck, he’s gambling again?” I winced, instinctively switching the engine off as I turned in my seat to face him.

“Well, he was. There’s nothing left to gamble, now… It looks like they might lose the house pretty soon.”

“Nooo, seriously?!” I groaned with worry, glancing out of the window at the place I knew so well, a rush of happy memories flitting through my mind.

Damn, if I feel this bad, how must he feel?

“Looks like it,” he shrugged in resignation, following my gaze out the window. “Unless they sort something out pretty soon.”

“Shit, I’m sorry man,” I commiserated, reaching a hand to squeeze his slumped shoulder. “That fucking sucks.”

“Yep,” he replied, clearly dreading getting out of the car as he remained unmoved. “It sure does.”

“You should’ve said something sooner, we could’ve talked about it properly.”

“Well, I didn’t want to be a buzzkill, did I?”

“Shut up, you’re not a buzzkill, you’re my boy!”

“Ha! Thanks man, but it’s not like there’s anything you can do about it, is there?” he smiled as he gave me a grateful nudge. “I only told you now cause this might be the last time you see the place before it’s gone…”

“Aw man, don’t say that,” I winced again, looking back to the familiarly quintessential suburban home. “Your dad will sort something out, won’t he?”

“Well, he’s had a year to and he hasn’t yet,” he scoffed. “It’s my mom I feel sorry for, though. She only found out a couple of months ago when they came to take the cars away…”

“Fuck, are you serious?!” I choked, finally noticing the empty driveway.

“Uh-huh,” he nodded with a raised brow. “Who knows when he’d have told her otherwise… She is not happy.”

“Yeah, I bet she isn’t,” I laughed awkwardly, imagining what my own mom would do in her situation, but still struggling to imagine little Linda erupting in the same way.

“Seriously, I’ve never seen her so stressed,” he continued. “She’s been looking for a job, but she can’t seem to find anything around here…”

Hang on… Maybe I can actually help…

“… Well, what’s she looking for?” I asked, the hint of a potential idea sparking in my mind.

“She has no clue,” he said with a wince, “she hasn’t worked in like thirty years or something. And she has no qualifications, so she’ll take whatever she can get, I guess… She’s nervous as hell about it, though.”

Aw, bless her… I can’t let little Linda go through all that! I’ve gotta save her!

“Well… what if she came and worked for me?” I suggested, privately running the swift calculations.

He turned to look at me with an inquisitive frown. “What do you mean?”

“She could come and work for me if she can’t find anything,” I replied with a shrug. “I’ve been thinking about getting an assistant or something to help me out… I’m sick of having to stop drawing to arrange stuff all the time. Especially when it comes to nothing in the end.”

“Wait, are you serious?” he asked, a sense of relieved excitement in his tone as he sat up straighter. “Can you afford that?”

I dunno, can I?

“Yeah, I think so,” I replied with rushed optimism. “At the very least part time, anyway… But probably full time if it means I can actually get more work done.”

He paused to ponder it over. “Well… What would you need her to do?”

“Everything I hate doing, really,” I replied. “Take calls, speak to clients, find out what they want and if I can do it, respond to emails and messages, restock supplies—that sort of thing.”

“Restock supplies? What supplies?” he laughed in confusion.

“Seriously, you’d be amazed how many pencils I go through… and paper! It feels like I go through a forest for each gig!”

“I thought you just did everything on a tablet now?” he asked in confusion. “I didn’t see any balled up scraps everywhere like last time I was at your place?”

“Yeah, that’s because I have the studio! All the mess is over there.”

“Oh shit, I totally forgot you had a place now!” he laughed. “Damn, all that doodling really paid off in the end, huh?”

“Looks like it,” I nodded optimistically. “So far, so good.”

He smiled at me with a sense of pride before turning away, quietly thinking it over before he spoke again. “And you seriously think you can afford to hire her? I don’t want you overstretching on our account…”

“Yeah man, like I said—I’ve been thinking about it for a while now. I could get so much more done if I didn’t have to spend half my time on the phone or whatever. It kills my stride… And your mom’s cool, I’d rather hire her than some random.”

“Well, I’m sure she’d feel a lot better too,” he swiftly added. “She’s been crazy nervous about getting out there again after all this time… and you know she’s always adored you.”

Ha! And I’ve always adored her… She was my first real crush!

“Course she has—I’m adorable!” I replied with a grin.

“Well, I wouldn’t say that… But, yeah, that might actually work,” he said, pausing to think once more before he jumped in his seat. “Hey, why don’t you come inside and have dinner with us? You could talk it over with her…”

“Errr, yeah, sure, why not?” I replied with a shrug. “If that’s cool with your parents? I don’t want to get in the way if things are a bit rough at the moment…”

“Get in the way?” he scoffed. “Don’t be dumb, my mom would love to see you. Especially if you’re about to throw her a bone! C’mon!”

Oh, I’ve definitely got a bone for her…

“Alright, cool.”

I hopped out of the car, following Tom up the empty drive to the porch as he fumbled for his keys, the familiar coo of his homely mother soon greeting us as he unlocked the door and pushed it open.

“Oooh! Hi, honey, I was just about to message you!” she called from the busy sounding kitchen. “You’re just in time, dinner’s almost ready!”

“Nice!” he called back, leading the way towards the kitchen as I shut the door behind me. “What’re we having?”

“Lasagne!” she replied merrily. “Is Sean not coming in? There’s plenty to go around…”

“Lasagne sounds great!” I said as we entered the kitchen, my gaze falling instinctively to her juicy ass packed tight into her jeans before she hopped and spun around to face us, my eyes racing to meet hers.

“Well, hello there, handsome!” she beamed in surprise, shaking her thick blonde locks from her face before she tucked the stubborn strands behind her ear. “I was just about to scold him for not bringing you in to see me! It’s been a little while, hasn’t it? Come here!”

Damn, she looks so hot!

“Yeah, it’s been a minute!” I replied, stepping towards her inviting arms as I tried to keep my gaze platonic, her hefty cleavage bouncing in my peripheral.

“Oooh, give me a squeeze!” she purred as her heavenly breasts smushed firm against me, enveloping me in her warm embrace as she reached up to smooch my cheek. “Mmmwah! Oooh, it’s so good to see you!”

“Yeah, you too!” I laughed as she squeezed me tighter, jovially rocking me from side to side.

Fuck, she’s so comfy! I just want to cuddle up and go to sleep on her… After we’ve tired each other out…

“Errr, don’t I get a hug?” Tom scoffed, prompting his mother to finally let me go and turn her attention to him.

“Of course you do, honey!” she groaned with a grin as she reached for him. “Mmmwah! My second favorite man!”

“Pfft! Charming,” Tom tutted with a roll of his eyes as she shook him around before he stood up straight. “Where’s dad then?”

Immediately, the mood in the hot kitchen turned frosty, Linda’s tone cooling with it as she returned to the oven. “He’s at the store,” she said abruptly as she reached for her mitts before bending to retrieve the food, my willpower waning as my gaze fell to her plump ass. “Has been since this afternoon…”

Oh, fuck me, I can’t deal with that…

A hint of black lace peaked above her jeans as her tight white top rose slightly up her tanned back, stirring my loins as my imagination ran wild and dirty for a steamy moment. I dragged my attention away from the teasing spectacle as she stood back up, coughing nonchalantly as I looked to the dining table, three places set ready and waiting.

“Err, shall I grab myself a plate?” I asked, Linda following my eyes to the table.

“Oh no, you just take a seat, honey,” she smiled, her usual warmth returning in a flash. “Only three of us actually bothered to be here, so you can take Frank’s place…”

I’d love to, I thought giddily, still trying to cool my engines as visions of me bending her over the table and yanking her jeans down invaded my mind. Okay, just chill out, she didn’t mean it like that! But damn—that perfect ass kills me every time I see it! I think it might’ve gotten even juicier!

“What did he go to the store for?” Tom asked as he headed for the freezer, grabbing some ice to fill a jug of water.

“I don’t know. He didn’t say and I didn’t ask,” Linda replied curtly, carrying the steaming dish to the table. “That was a few hours ago… With any luck, he won’t be back,” she continued, winking at me as she caught my eye with a cheeky smile.

Tom gave me a knowing look as his mom made her journeys back and forth from counter to table. “Okay, well I’m just gonna go to the bathroom real quick…”

“That’s what your father said about the store,” Linda laughed as she fetched the bowl of salad.

“Yeah, well I actually mean it,” he called back over his shoulder as he exited to the hall, leaving the two of us alone as I took a quiet seat at the table.

“So, how’ve you been, sweetheart?” she asked with a giddy raise of her shoulders as she swiftly took a seat at the head of the table, reaching for my plate to serve me a large helping.

“Yeah, I’ve been good,” I replied, my mouth watering at the sight of her jiggling cleavage beyond the steaming food piling up on my plate.

“Well, you’re looking good!” she jumped in before I could return the question. “You look even more gorgeous than I remember!”

Yeah? Well damn, so do you…

“Ha! Shut up,” I deflected, making her giggle as she handed me my full plate back, turning her attention to her own.

“What?! You do!” she persisted with a mischievous grin. “You got a new girlfriend yet?”

He’s told her we broke up then… Well, at least he couldn’t tell her the real reason why…

“Nah, not yet,” I laughed forcefully, keeping up my pretense, “I think I’m good for a while after the last one…”

Because I’d just fuck it up again like a hyper-dominant sex freak…

“Yeah, I don’t blame you… Tom filled me in,” she smiled awkwardly with a widening of her eyes. “Don’t take too long, though, it’s not fair on the others… We’re not all like that, I promise!”

“Well, I’ll definitely be choosing the next one more carefully,” I replied as I tucked into my meal, footsteps hurrying down the stairs and through the hall.

And she’ll definitely be choosing more wisely after me…

“Started without me! How rude!” Tom tutted, shuffling into his seat before grabbing himself a serving. “So… How’s the job hunt going, Mom?”

Linda coughed slightly, covering her mouth with her hand as she chewed before she finally spoke, avoiding eye contact with the pair of us as she looked down at her plate. “Errm… Okay, I guess… I finally got a call back from one. They want me to come in for an interview on Wednesday.”

“Ah, well, I’ve got you an interview, tonight,” Tom smirked as he casually took another bite, Linda looking up from her meal in confusion.

“What?” she asked, her brow furrowed. “Where?”

“Right here… Right now,” he said, looking to his mother before tilting his head towards me. “Say hello to your new boss…”

“You’re such a goof,” I laughed, shaking my head in dismay as Linda seemed more perplexed than ever.

“What do you mean?” she asked, tentatively looking between us as she set her knife and fork down.

Oh, God, put the poor woman out of her misery…

“Tom said you were looking for a job,” I jumped in, capturing her nervous attention. “Well, I’m looking to hire… If you’re interested.”

Her face blushed as her eyes widened. “Oh, no, honey… that’s really sweet of you, but you don’t have to do that.”

“Nah, I want to,” I insisted, the embarrassed look on her face tugging on my heartstrings. “I’ve been thinking about hiring someone for a while. You’d be perfect.”

“Me?” she asked in stunned disbelief.

“Yeah, you!” I laughed, taking another bite as she froze awkwardly stiff, her mind visibly racing.

“Well… perfect for what?” she asked in confusion. “I don’t have any experience in anything… And I can’t draw to save my life!”

“Ha! I don’t need you to draw anything, that’s my job!” I laughed, coaxing a half smile from her as she stared unblinking into my eyes.

“Well… what would you need me to do?” she asked, her demeanour beginning to gently thaw to the idea.

“Answer calls and messages, mainly,” I replied. “Seriously, that alone would make my life a hell of a lot easier… Just get some idea of what they need, weed out the time wasters and non starters for me.”

“And make him coffees,” Tom added, capturing her startled attention. “Maybe rub his feet…”

“What?” she asked meekly.

“Ignore him,” I scoffed as she looked back to me. “… I’ll definitely take the coffees, though, if you don’t mind.”

“I could make you coffees!” she said earnestly, her wide eyes smiling as she sat up a little straighter in her chair. “And food, too, whatever you want… What else would you need me to do?”

“I dunno really, just odd jobs here and there,” I said as I racked my brain. “Ordering supplies… Maybe some social media stuff.”

“Social media?” she winced, her blooming confidence wilting at the suggestion. “I don’t know anything about that…”

“I could show you,” I shrugged. “It wouldn’t be anything crazy, just a few posts of my work or whatever. Trust me—if I can do it, you’ll be fine.”

She remained silent in thought, her eyes flickering as she deliberated privately, a doubtful expression forming on her pretty face before she spoke again. “Oh, sweetheart, I don’t know… Wouldn’t you prefer someone younger?”

“Younger?” I asked in surprise. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I don’t know,” she shrugged. “Someone that could help you more… Someone who knows what they’re doing… Someone a bit more hip…”

Your hips look good to me…

“Hip?” Tom sniggered. “He’s asking you to take calls, Mom, not drop a funky beat!”

“Shush, you!” she grinned, shrinking with embarrassment as she blushed once more.

“I think you’re more than hip enough,” I laughed, drawing her attention back to me. “And I think you’d be great on the phone… You’ve got a nice voice, and you’re probably the sweetest person I know—they’ll love you… And I’d much rather have you around than someone I don’t know… That’s probably why I haven’t hired anyone yet, actually. I’ve been dreading having to get some stranger in to help me out. It’d be a huge relief to have you, to be honest… And I’d make sure to pay you good!”

“Oh, no, you don’t have to—”

“Yes, he does!” Tom interrupted with his mouth full, hurrying to chew and gulp. “Do you know how much he gets paid to come up with some shitty logo for some business you’ve never even heard of?”

“Ha! That was one time, it’s mostly standard drawing commissions,” I jumped in, Linda’s attention swivelling back my way. “But, don’t worry, I got you.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want you to pay me any more than you would anybody else,” she fussed, reaching for a gentle clasp of my arm as she leaned forward in her seat. “And I wouldn’t take a penny before I prove that I can do what you need!”

“Ha! Nah, I already know you can! You’ll be paid from day one,” I smiled dismissively, trying to calm her down as she sat on edge. “… So, when can you start?”

She stared half-stunned into my eyes, as if searching for signs of falter before she answered with a soft smile. “… Whenever you need me.”

“How about tomorrow then?” I suggested with a shrug, her smile growing wider.

“Tomorrow? … Okay!” she nodded, her pearly white teeth clenched with nervous excitement before a cautious frown suddenly etched into her brow, her ocean-blue eyes beginning to well in an instant. “Oh, my God! Sorry!” she fussed, blinking fast as she tried to waft her tears away before they could fall.

“Hey, don’t cry! I’m not that bad, honestly!”

“I’m sorry!” she repeated as she shied her face away, looking down before she practically dove from her seat to fling her arms around my neck. “Thank you so much, honey!” she wept into my ear, squeezing me tight as I dropped my knife and fork to rub at her back.

“Don’t thank me!” I laughed, trying to calm her down as she clung on tight. “You might end up hating it!”

“No, I won’t! It sounds amazing!” she whimpered before finally letting go of me to wipe her tears. “Argh! I’m sorry, I’ve just been so worried about getting out there, and this interview on Wednesday! You just… Argh! You just have no idea how much of a relief this is! You’re a lifesaver! I won’t let you down, honey, I promise!”

“Of course, you won’t!” I laughed, giving her a nudge as she dabbed at her eyes with her knuckles. “… Because there’ll be serious consequences if you do.”

She giggled as she sniffled through her cute button nose, before straightening up with a grin, her cleavage bouncing with her enthusiasm. “Yes, Sir!”

“Good,” I nodded with feigned seriousness as I returned my attention to dinner. “And now I expect you to keep calling me Sir at all times…”

“Of course, Sir!” she replied, practically curtsying in her chair. “I wouldn’t have it any other way, Sir!”

Shit, that actually turned me on a bit…

I pursed my grin as I nodded again in her direction, giving her jovial leave to continue her meal as she giggled, her relief palpable before the front door began to rattle and set her back on edge.

“Ah, that’ll be Dad,” Tom announced, footsteps tapping upon the wooden flooring of the hall before the door slammed shut. “You’re late for dinner!”

“You’re back then,” Frank called before he eventually entered the kitchen, suspiciously empty-handed for someone that had spent the afternoon at the store. “Oh, hello, Sean,” he spoke with surprise as he spotted me at the table, glancing at Linda as she seemed to ignore his entrance. “I didn’t think we’d have company…”

“Hey, how’s it going, Frank?” I nodded as he stood awkwardly at the door, seeming a little put out by my presence.

“So, is there any left for me? Or…” he continued, looking expectantly to his wife before she finally acknowledged him.

“Well, you’ve been so long at the store, I presumed you must’ve stopped for a bite to eat somewhere,” she replied coldly, seemingly sharing my own suspicions. “But, I suppose you could grab yourself a plate…”

“I’ll do just that then,” he said, a hint of spite in his tone as he made his way to the cabinet.

Shit, this feels pretty awkward…

“So, how’s your job-hunt going, Dad?” Tom piped as Frank returned with a plate in hand, sitting at the opposite head of the table to his wife. He remained silent, reaching to serve himself before he begrudgingly addressed the question.

“That’s none of your business,” he replied matter of factly, avoiding eye contact as the three of us looked to him.

“Pfft! Oh yeah, of course not,” Tom scoffed with sarcasm. “Just let me know in a few years or something then…”

Fuuuck! Okay, now it’s awkward! I should probably eat up and get out of here…

“Don’t get smart with me, Thomas, you’re under my roof, eating my food,” Frank returned sternly, still not looking up.

“Well, it’s Mom’s roof too, and she made the food,” said Tom with a prodding glee. “And she’s found herself a job now, too…”

Finally, Frank glanced up. “Is that right?” he asked, Linda remaining silent as she ignored her husband’s attention. “Well, congratulations… Where?”

“Sean’s hired her,” Tom answered in his mother’s stead. “She’s his new assistant.”

“Ah,” Frank nodded, a slight smile forming on his smug face as he looked to me. “I see… Well, that’s very kind of you, Sean, but we don’t need charity… I’ll make other arrangements.”

Woah…

“Charity?” I replied in confusion as Linda looked to her husband with a venomous glare. “It’s not charity, I seriously need the help. If anybody’s being charitable it’s Linda.”

“And I think you’ve had long enough to make arrangements,” Linda finally spoke with a cutting tone. “Continue to make them for yourself, by all means, but I think I’ll make my own, thank you very much… Speaking of which—what time do you need me to get there in the morning, honey? Or Sir, I should say! I do apologize,” she smirked, her usual bubbly self once more as she turned to me.

“Ha! Well, I dunno, I don’t really have set hours,” I shrugged, feeling Frank’s eyes burning into me. “I like to get there around ten or eleven most days… But, thinking about it, I guess you don’t actually need to be there. You could just work from here if you’d—”

“Oh, no, absolutely not!” she interrupted with urgency. “I need to be there to help you properly, I can’t make you coffees from here, can I? Let alone whatever else you need… Plus, I’d love to get out of the house, to be honest.”

Shit, I bet you would, it’s tense as fuck in here…

“Well, alright,” I nodded, looking to her hopeful smile. “I suppose I should really have more structure anyway… See, you’re already helping!”

She giggled, seeming pleased with my response before a not so subtle tut from Frank deflated her mood once more. She cast another sharpened glance his way before returning her attention to me. “So, what time is best for you?”

“Errr… Well, I guess I should get serious, huh?” I laughed, shrugging my shoulders to the inevitable. “How about we go nine to five like everyone else?”

“Okay!” she beamed, a sense of giddiness returning to her stance. “But, we don’t have to stop at five, we can work as late as you need, honey. I’ve got nowhere else to be… Argh! I mean, Sir!”

“You do know I was only joking about that, right?” I laughed, enjoying her buzzing state as I polished off my plate.

“Yes! But shush, I’m having fun!” she giggled as she playfully slapped my arm. “I’ve not had a boss in years, I want to be professional!”

“Yeah, well, just as long as you don’t expect the same from me,” I scoffed as I poured myself a glass of water from the ice cold jug.

“Oh, I’m sure you’re very professional,” she replied with a grin before her mind wandered. “Okay, what else? … Ooh! What would you like me to wear?”

Damn, don’t tease me like that…

Immediately, my thoughts turned filthy, imagining her parading around the studio in sexy lingerie before I swiftly caught myself. “Wear?” I laughed. “Just wear whatever you want, it’s not an office!”

“Well, I don’t want to dress like a slob at work,” she grinned with a cheeky shake of her head. “I’ll just have to see what I have that looks assistant-y… Okay, what else? … Oh, hang on! It would help if I knew where your studio was, wouldn’t it? Is there a bus station near it? Or, if not, I could just get a taxi… I don’t have a car anymore…” She glanced another withering look toward her silent husband.

Shit, it’s like a rollercoaster of awkwardness in this place…

“Errr, it’s on the outskirts of town,” I replied, Frank’s face like impotent thunder as I hurried to fill the silence. “But don’t worry about that, I can come and pick you up… Taxis are a waste of money, and no staff of mine has to take the bus—that’s company policy.”

“Well damn, this is already the best place I’ve ever worked!” she giggled.

“I know, right? Shit, can I get a job too?” Tom piped, still scoffing down his meal.

“Position’s taken, I’m afraid,” I shrugged with a grin. “And you live too far away now, so…”

“Are you sure, though? It’s not out of your way?” Linda worried, her excitement lapsing briefly.

Well, it kinda is but…

“Yeah, course I’m sure,” I replied with a certain nod, ignoring her second question.

“Okay…” she replied tentatively. “Well, only until I get a new car then!”

“Hey, whatever, just as long as you don’t take the bus…”

“Okay!” she beamed, tapping thoughtfully at her chin. “Hmmm, what else?”

“How will you get paid?” Frank suggested coldly, as if attempting to derail the happy train before it left the station. “Cash? Or…”

Linda looked to her husband’s expectant expression in silent warning.

Was that some sort of slight against me? Or her?

“What?” Frank shrugged defensively, causing me to jump in before Linda could get into gear.

“However you’d prefer,” I said, “check or direct deposit, it’s up to you… We can set it up weekly or—”

“Don’t worry about that, honey,” Linda interrupted with a worried frown. “We can discuss all that another time… In private.”

“Well, how much will you be getting paid?” Frank persisted, clearly feeling some sense of advantage before he was swiftly swatted back.

“That’s none of your business,” Linda replied with a forced smile, drawing a not-so-well guarded snigger from Tom.

“Oh, I see,” Frank nodded with a bitter smirk before getting up from his chair, his meal unfinished. “Okay then.” With that, he turned to leave, exiting the kitchen and making his way up the stairs with a deliberate trudge.

“Just ignore him,” Linda tutted, rolling her eyes before offering me an unbothered smile. “He never could be happy for anyone but himself… So, is there anything else I need to know?”

“Errr, probably, but I can’t think of anything right now…”

“Okay, we’ll just take each thing as it comes then,” she shrugged with optimism. “Anything I need to bring with me?”

“Errr, no,” I replied, drawing a blank. “Just you.”

“Okay, well hopefully I’ll be enough then,” she beamed before she stood up and took her empty plate in hand, looking to mine. “Are you finished, honey?”

“Yeah, thanks, that was awesome,” I replied as I rubbed my stomach. “It’s been a while since I’ve had a proper home-cooked meal like that…”

“Well, does your studio have a kitchen?” she asked, making her way to the sink.

“It does actually, yeah,” I replied, “just a small one, though. I never really use it to cook, I just usually order food in.”

“Well, we can draw up a menu for me to cook then, can’t we?” she chimed. “You can’t be spending all your profits on fast-food!”

“Well, I don’t expect you to be my personal chef!” I laughed as she returned to fetch the rest of the plates.

“Hey, I don’t mind at all,” she smiled, “whatever needs doing. I’ll cook and clean for you in between whatever else, it’s what I do here anyway… I can just be your housewife instead, now!”

Shit, that sounds pretty fucking great…

“Ha! Sounds good!” I laughed as she giggled away behind me, Tom seemingly oblivious as he checked his phone and stretched out in his chair with a lengthy yawn.

“Man, I’m sooo tired,” he groaned as he slipped his phone back into his pocket. “I should probably get to bed, I have to leave here about seven… I’ll be glad to get a proper night’s sleep, too—your couch fucking sucks!”

“Yeah, well, maybe next time you’re back I’ll have a bigger place with a spare room,” I replied with a grin. “But, yeah, I’ll head off and let you get to bed then…”

“I suppose I better get an early night too, huh?” Linda piped from the kitchen. “Big day, tomorrow… I might even leave these dishes for your father if he’s the one that’s gonna be here all day…”

“Ha! Go for it!” Tom agreed as we both stood up from the table. “You’re the breadwinner now, it’s the least he could do!”

“Yeah, you’re right!” she giddily agreed, relieving herself of her task. “I’m gonna go and take a bath and get in bed!”

Once again, my brain insisted on filling with perverted visions—images of Linda’s sudsy breasts bobbing deliciously above the bubbly waterline of the steaming bath flooding my inner eye.

Damn, I’d love to share a bath with her… I don’t think that would fit the job description, though…

“Okay then, I’ll make sure you’re up around six, we don’t want you missing your train,” she said, pointing to her son before turning to me. “And what time shall I expect you, Boss?”

“Ha! Errr, call it eight-thirty?” I shrugged, estimating the journey in my head.

“Eight-thirty, it is,” she beamed with a nod, clasping her hands as she reached to her tiptoes before opening her arms wide and hurrying to me. “Thank you, again, honey!” she burst as I bent to meet her embrace, her breasts plumping up on my stomach before she reached to kiss my cheek. “Mmmwah! You really are an angel!”

Shit, you wouldn’t say that if you knew the devilish thoughts going through my head right now…

“Ha! Just thank me with coffee!” I replied, letting her go before my cock could wake up and betray me.

“Whatever you want!” she insisted with a giggle, giving my arm a squeeze as she dropped back to her heels. “Okay, I’ll see you in the morning then! Goodnight, boys!”

“Night,” we replied in unison as she practically skipped from the kitchen, Tom turning to me as she hurried up the stairs.

“Seriously, man, thanks a lot,” Tom whispered earnestly as she reached the top. “I’ve barely seen her smile at all since I’ve been home.”

“Nah, no problem. I wish you’d have said something earlier, I’ve been thinking about it for a while… Your dad didn’t seem too pleased, though…”

“Ah, fuck him, he’s a prick,” Tom dismissed with a scowl. “He’s probably just jealous… Maybe he’ll finally go and sort something out for himself now.”

I shrugged awkwardly, unsure of how to respond before I decided to swerve entirely. “Guess I’ll head off then… When will you next be back, you think?”

“Ah, I dunno man,” he replied with a scrunched face. “Probably not for a few months. I won’t be in a hurry to come back here anyway, it’s too draining… Maybe I’ll just come and stay at yours for a weekend and not tell them.”

“Ha! Well, whatever man, just let me know,” I laughed, dapping him up before heading out into the hall. “Take it easy.”

“Will do, man. You too,” he replied as he followed me to the front door. “And look after my mom for me!”

“Ha! No worries… Sounds like she’ll be the one looking after me, though.”

“Well, look after each other then!” he replied, yawning as he opened the door to let me out. “Later, man! I’ll message you during the week or whatever.”

“Yeah, yeah, cool… Later.”

“Later… Hey, don’t go in the bathroom yet!” I heard him call before the door slammed shut, leaving me alone on the sleepy street as I made my way to the car.

Well, tonight took an unexpected turn… I guess I’m a boss, now.

I looked back to the house as I turned the ignition, curtains from upstairs appearing to waft gently from the corner of my eye.

Wait, did I just imagine that? That’s the spare room, right?

I stared intently for a few seconds, waiting for movement before peeling away down the road.

Must’ve been nothing… Unless it was Frank? Maybe he’s staying in the spare room now. I’m guessing they aren’t sleeping in the same bed if that’s how they’re getting along at the moment. Wouldn’t surprise me if divorce was around the corner based on what I just witnessed… Ha! Maybe she really could be my new housewife after all… Shit, thinking about it, that actually sounded pretty flirty… Ah, shut up, she was just messing around. I’m gonna have to figure out what I can actually pay her, though… If she does as much as she seems to want to do, I could probably afford to pay her a pretty decent wage with all the extra money I can save and make… Unless I’m just constantly distracted by her perfect curves all day every day… Hmmm. I’m gonna have to jerk off every morning from now on, aren’t I?

* * *


Chapter Two

Okay, should I go and knock on the door? Or just call her? Ah, wait, is this her? Yeah, that’s—holy shit…

She waved excitedly as she stepped out of the house, closing the door behind her as I took in the sight of her perfect ass bubbling deliciously in her tight skirt, thin black pantyhose stretching down her legs to her high heels. She locked the door before turning and beginning towards me, her huge breasts bouncing vigorously with her sexy strut, bare cleavage threatening to spill out of her skin-tight, low-cut top with each step.

Fuck me, she looks so fucking hot… Aw man, I think I might crash the car with those things bouncing around next to me… Maybe I actually should have jerked off…

“Morning, Boss!” she cooed as she opened the door and hopped in. “How do I look?”

Like a fucking wet dream!

“Morning! Yeah, you look great!” I replied with a nod, my eyes riveted to hers as my cock began to swell. “You ready for your first day?”

“I am, indeed, but what time do you call this? Huh?” she teased with a grin as she checked the watch on her wrist. “You’re gonna make me late!”

“Ha! It’s cool, I’ll let you off this time…”

“Thank you!” she giggled as her seat belt tightened between her tits, accentuating her shapely bust as she strapped in and settled her giddy hands to her lap with a firm smack.

I shuffled awkwardly in my own seat, trying to ease my hardening cock more comfortably down my thigh before I set off. “Okay, let’s go…”

Fuck, this could be a long drive…

We arrived at the studio around ten, pulling up in the side street behind the building as I willed my erection away with thoughts of anything but the jiggling tits by my side.

“So, this is it?” she asked as she peered up at the building. “It looks nice… But, it was definitely out of the way, wasn’t it?” she said knowingly as she turned to face me with a soft smile. “You really didn’t have to pick me up, honey, I could have made my own way here…”

“Nah, it’s cool,” I replied, “the traffic made it seem worse… I’ll just have to get to yours earlier from now on.”

She smiled again, warm sincerity exuding from her eyes as she looked at me. “Thank you, honey… You’re a real sweetheart, y’know?”

“Stop thanking me!” I laughed, shrugging off her comment before she could feel guilty. “Now, get to work! What am I paying you for?!”

“Yes, Sir!” she laughed as she unfastened her seat belt, freeing her trapped breasts before opening the door in a hurry, my eyes involuntarily falling to her tightly packed rump as she hopped out.

Fuck! Stop looking! I can’t get hard again now!

I shook myself out of it as I followed her from the car, heading to the door before unlocking it and standing aside to let her in. “After you…”

“Thank you,” she beamed as she stepped inside, her head on a swivel as I switched on the lights and closed the door behind us. “Wow… It’s… a total mess in here!”

“Ha! I know, right?” I chuckled, accepting the obvious verdict as I kicked the scrunched up balls of paper out of her path. “The other rooms aren’t as bad, I just get pretty messy when I’m working in here. I throw stuff around and it just sorta piles up… I usually clean it once a week.”

“What?! This isn’t more than a week’s mess?” she asked in disbelief at the hectic sight.

“Ha! Nah, this is exactly a week actually,” I laughed, clearing her a way through the room. “I usually clean it Monday mornings when I arrive, so you’re seeing it at its worst…”

“Well, I’ll be cleaning it every day from now on,” she replied with assurance, “you can’t be working like this…”

“I don’t really mind it. It was worse when I used to work at home, it got pretty depressing actually living around it all. It made me pretty lazy... That’s why I decided to get this place, I get a lot more done here than I did working from home. And the rent is nice and cheap, so… yeah.”

“Do clients never come here?” she asked, her eyes taking in the disorganized sight as she wandered the room, her ass still too much to ignore as her buttocks plumped and shifted with each step.

Fuck! Stop looking, you animal!

“Nah, nobody even knows I’m here,” I replied, dragging my eyes away from her. “I don’t need to do anything in person… Thankfully!”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” she giggled, looking back to me before something caught her eye over my shoulder. “Wow! Did you draw those?” she asked, wide-eyed as she hurried towards the pictures on the wall.

“Errr… Yeah, those are mine,” I nodded, looking back at the selection. “I like to draw people, mainly. That’s probably what I’m best at… But I do anything, really.”

“Oh, my God, they look so real… They’re amazing!” she gasped as she wandered the wall. “They look like they could be photographs! My God, look at those lips… How the hell do you do that?!”

“Ha! Just practice, I guess… It’s not so hard once you learn all the tricks.”

“Well, I don’t think I could ever learn anything like this!” she laughed, leaning closer to get a better view before standing back and surveying the entire collection. “… And you say people but they’re all women,” she said, finally turning to me with a grin.

“Errr, yeah, I guess they are actually,” I replied, feeling the beginnings of a blush in my cheeks before I owned it. “I draw guys, too, but these were just for me… Drawing women is my favorite.”

“Is that right?” Her brow curved inquisitively before she looked back to the wall.

“Yes, that’s right!” I laughed. “So if someone asks for a woman, send them straight through. Most of them will be, anyway, that’s what I’m mainly known for… Oh, and fair warning—some of them can be a bit risqué…”

“Really?!” she asked, wide-eyed with surprise as she quickly turned back to me. “Like how risqué?!”

“Ha! Well… pretty fucking risqué!” I laughed, a compilation of my past work flickering behind my eyes. “I charge more for the good stuff. They’re usually happy to pay more for that kind of thing, too.”

“And who are they?” she asked with a pursed smirk. “Lonely old men?”

“Ha! Actually, I’d say they’re mostly women,” I corrected with glee. “I get a lot of guys asking for nice, wholesome portraits of their girlfriends or wives or whatever, but a lot of the tastefully nude stuff is women wanting a drawing of themselves… But then, yeah, the filthy stuff is usually men.”

“Ha! I thought so!” she giggled, looking back to me with a blush of her own.

“But, I actually turn down most of those now… unless the money is too good.”

“Hey, I’m not here to judge,” she grinned as she held her palms up, “you do what you gotta do.”

“Yeah, well you’re the one that’s gonna need to go through that with them first so you better not,” I laughed.

“I won’t, I promise!” she smiled, finally peeling herself away from the art as she walked around the room.

“Good… So, yeah, the kitchen is just next door. Then there’s a small empty room just down the hall and opposite that is the bathroom,” I said, pointing her attention out the single door. “I guess we could make that spare room your office, if you want… You’re certainly dressed for one…”

“What? Don’t you like what I’m wearing?” she asked, her brow furrowed with worry as she looked to me before glancing down at herself. “I didn’t really have much to—”

“No, I told you, you look great! I’m only messing,” I interrupted, trying to put her mind at ease before she could scrutinize herself any further. “But, seriously, if you want to wear something more comfortable then go for it. I mean, look at me,” I laughed, shifting attention to my sweatpants and hoodie.

“I feel more than comfortable,” she replied with a smile, running her hands down her stomach and straightening her skirt over her thighs. “And you’re the boss, you can wear whatever you want…”

“Yeah, well so can you is all I’m saying…”

But, please keep dressing like this, you look fucking dynamite…

“Okay,” she chirped, standing expectantly as if awaiting her first order. “So… How about I make you some coffee and then you can show me the ropes?”

“Sounds good,” I replied, moving towards the door before she stopped me in my tracks.

“Ah! Ah! Don’t worry, Boss, I’ve got it,” she beamed, her breasts bobbing heavily as she jumped to action. “You just take a seat… Then when I’m back I can get to tidying in here… And then we can start.”

“Ha! Okay, sure,” I replied, enjoying her latest cheeky wink, my eyes instinctively falling once more to her ass as she left the room.

Damn, she looks way too good, I just can’t not look at that ass! This was either an amazing idea or a terrible one. I’m gonna have to do less staring and more working to make sure it’s the former. Not today, though. Today can just be her training day. I’ll get back to work, tomorrow…

She soon returned with my coffee in one hand and a trash bag in the other, wasting no time in cleaning up the place as I took a seat and directed her on where everything went, finding it impossible not to watch her as she bent this way and that. Her tits billowed with every groaning stoop, her bra working miracles to keep them secure against all odds until the floor was finally clear and my cock was hard as iron beneath my sketchpad.

“Woo! Okay, all done… That’s better, isn’t it?” she beamed, catching her breath as she surveyed the room. “So, what’s next?”

“Well, I guess I should show you how to deal with commissions,” I said, removing my work phone from my pocket and turning on the television. “I’ll broadcast it to the TV screen and we’ll go through some examples…”

“Oooh, very high-tech,” she swooned as she pulled up a seat beside me, a waft of her perfume teasing my nostrils as she shuffled closer. “Should I take some notes?”

“Err, yeah, you can if you want,” I replied, her hand immediately reaching for the sketchpad on my lap, her nails grazing my erection as she grabbed it.

Oh, fuck!

“Okay,” she said, seeming not to notice as she reached for a pencil on the table and began to scribble. “Taking… commissions,” she spoke aloud as she wrote, leaving me to rearrange myself before she looked to the screen.

Whew, that was close… How the hell did she not feel that?

“Ahem! Okay,” I coughed, resting a foot on my knee to hide my bulge before I began to scroll. “So, they’ll mostly go like this…”

She listened intently as I ran her through a selection of requests, asking questions and taking notes of my answers while I tried my best not to watch her cleavage jiggle. It wasn’t long before she grasped the process, passing her role-played scenarios with flying colors, her confidence growing with each as she seemed to brim with excitement before a new request came in.

Wait, I know that name… Ha! Is this seriously gonna be the first one she has to deal with? Talk about throwing her in at the deep end… Actually, nah, maybe I should just do this…

“Is that a new one?” she smiled, sitting up straight as I quickly took the phone in hand and turned the television off. “Can I handle it?”

“Errr… Yeah, it is, but erm… I’m not sure you want this to be your first,” I laughed, remembering this particular client's previous requests all too well.

“Why not?” she grinned, leaning to try and get a peak of the screen before I held it away. “Is it a saucy one?”

“Well, their last couple have been so I’m guessing this one will be, too…”

“Then, that’s exactly what I want for my first,” she grinned, almost seductively as she leaned closer and held her hand out expectantly. “Allow me, Sir…”

Well, I guess it was gonna happen eventually…

“Alright, if you insist,” I laughed, handing her the phone as she sat up straight and began to read. I waited patiently, watching her face closely as she began to type, a permanent grin on her lips before she finally spoke.

“Okay… So, he thanks you again for your last piece,” she said, glancing up at me with a sparkle in her eye. “He says his girlfriend loved it, too… So much that she wants three more…”

“Three?” I repeated in surprise.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded. “All the same woman as last time, same style and level of detail, three different poses…”

“Okay, did you ask him for—”

“Examples of the poses?” she interrupted. “Yep, he’s just about to send some pictures now.”

“Okay, cool,” I smiled, watching her type away on the phone before her eyes lit up, a smirk forming on her pursed lips.

“Wow, okay,” she said with a slow nod of acceptance, her face beginning to turn red as a giggle escaped her, her hand slapping to her mouth as the phone buzzed again. “HA! Oh, my GOD! So that’s what you meant by risqué!”

“Ha! Let’s see!” I laughed, reaching for the phone as she creased up.

“Wait, wait, wait!” she said, holding it out of reach as she swiped through the pictures.

“No! Let me see!” I insisted, making her cackle as I wrestled the phone from her grip and took a look. “Hang on… Woah! Woah! Woah! What the fuck?!”

“You think you can draw that?!” she giggled uncontrollably as she watched my stunned reaction, my jaw dropping as my eyes widened in shock.

“That’s just straight up porn!” I laughed as I drank in the sight of a woman with an erect cock lay across her face, her tongue flicking a taste of the shaft. “That is NOT what I did for him last time…”

“Why? What did he get last time?” she asked, still trying to collect herself as she caught her breath and wiped the brimming tears from her eyes.

“Just a naked woman lying down as she sniffed a rose or something!” I laughed, grabbing my tablet to search hurriedly through my collection of completed works. “… Here, it is! Look! Tasteful!”

“Oh, my God! That’s amazing!” she said, taking the tablet in hand as she quelled her giggles. “Well… now he just wants her sniffing something else! What’s the problem?”

“I’m not drawing that!” I laughed, looking back to the phone screen before I scrolled to the next example, finding the same porn star on all fours, the cock now somewhere else entirely. “Oh, fucking hell…”

“Why not?! If the price is right, you should just do it!” she giggled with a hearty shrug. “The first one wasn’t so bad…”

I flicked back to the first example he sent, finding the woman lying back with her legs spread, her neatly shaven pussy glistening with her juices, prized apart by her fingertips. “… Yeah, not as bad, but still,” I laughed as I tossed the phone to the table, Linda hurrying to pick it up.

“Aw, I don’t want to tell him no,” she pouted. “His girlfriend will be so disappointed…”

“His girlfriend probably doesn’t even exist!” I laughed as she scrolled through the conversation.

“He wouldn’t lie,” she smirked with a shake of her head. “C’mon, name your price… I know you’d do it if I wasn’t here, I don’t want to lose you any business… And you did say they can get filthy…”

“Yeah, but I usually turn those down! Oh, fuck me, this is so embarrassing,” I groaned as I sat back down and surrendered to the awkward situation.

“Don’t be embarrassed, I don’t mind,” she said, looking through the pictures once more, “I actually think it’s kinda hot…”

Wait, what?

“Oh, really?” I laughed in surprise, looking to her as she crossed her legs in her seat.

“Yeah,” she confirmed with an unbothered assurance, “whatever floats their boat. Everyone likes sex… And if you can get paid to draw it, then why the hell not?”

I wonder what floats her boat…

“I mean… I guess,” I replied cautiously. “I’d much rather draw a rose than a cock, though!”

She burst into laughter as she failed to maintain her veil of composure. “Well, that’s not up to you! The customer is always right…” she said, looking back through the chat. “C’mon! Let’s not keep him waiting. Name your price…”

“Ha! Okay, fine, if you insist… Two grand for all three.”

“Two grand?!” she choked, looking to me in shock.

“For those, yeah,” I replied with a nod to the phone. “I think he paid four hundred for the rose… We’ll see how much he wants the cock!”

She cackled giddily as she read back through the conversation, prepping herself before she began to type. “Okay then, let’s see… Two thousand…. Ooh, he’s eager, he’s typing already… Wait… No way! He says that’s fine!” she read aloud with excitement. “Ooh, wait, hang on… He says he’ll give you two and a half if you can finish by tomorrow night. Ha! Is he crazy?! You can’t—”

“Deal!” I replied with assurance, immediately reaching for my pencils and sketchbook.

“Are you serious?” she asked in shock. “You can draw that fast?”

“I can for two and a half grand, yeah!” I laughed, preparing my station before I began to sharpen my selected pencil. “And the detail he wants isn’t so crazy… Did you ask for a deposit?”

“Oh, no, not yet,” she said, still appearing in shock before she began to type again. “Fifty percent, yeah?”

“Yeah, just ask for one thousand.”

“Okay… Oh, he’s definitely eager… Okay, yeah, he said that’s fine,” she smiled, looking up at me with a twinkle in her eye. “Oh, my God! This is crazy! A grand, just like that! Before you’ve even done anything!”

“Yeah, well, sometimes they bail so it’s necessary,” I laughed, remembering the times I’d been stung as I prepared the images of his chosen woman on my tablet. “I don’t start until I get half… This guy’s cool, though. He’s probably rich or something.”

“Well, you’ll be rich if you keep this up!” she beamed. “Can I watch you draw or…”

“Ha! Nah, I don’t like that,” I replied with a certain shake of my head. “You can look at the scraps, though, I’ll be throwing them like crazy… I like to sketch rough drafts out on paper first before I do them digitally.”

“Okay,” she smiled with merry acceptance, “shall I just wait in the other room, then?”

“Ah, nah, you can chill in here if you want! I just don’t like people staring at the paper as I draw for some reason… And especially not for this kind of drawing,” I laughed. “The calls and messages will probably start coming thick and fast soon, too, this guy’s just the early worm…”

“Okay, well I’ll try not to bother you too much,” she said as she stood up, her tight skirt riding up her juicy thighs before she tugged it back down. “Just tell me if you need me to do anything… I’m officially yours to command.”

Well, that sounded sexy as fuck…

“Okay, cool, well in that case, I’ll take another coffee…”

“Yes, Boss! One coffee, coming right up,” she smiled with a merry salute before she strutted from the room, my eyes finding her perfect ass once more.

Okay, well she handled that pretty well… And it wasn’t that embarrassing at all, really… Ha! She said she thought it was hot! I definitely didn’t expect that… She won’t mention this to Frank, right? Or Tom? I’m certainly not going to! ‘Hey man, your mom thinks me drawing naked chicks is hot’… Yeah, that probably wouldn’t go down very well… Well, I better get started…

Music blared through the speakers as I sketched like a madman for the next couple of hours, Linda sitting contently in the corner of the room, clarifying details of new commissions as they came in, although increasingly disappointed with their lack of lewdness in comparison to the current job. I was pleasantly impressed by the way she seemed to take everything in her stride, even handling her first phone call with ease as I whispered and nodded my confirmations to her. But by the time I had finished my preliminary sketches, my hand was beginning to ache, something she seemed keen to remedy as I stretched out my fingers repeatedly.

“Ooh, does your hand hurt?” she asked with concern as she turned the music down.

“Ah, this is nothing,” I laughed, shaking it around. “Just need a bit of a break…”

“Well, come here,” she said, hopping up from her seat and making her way around the large table. “Let me rub it better for you…”

What?

“Ha! Nah, it’s alright, you don’t have to do that!” I dismissed, Linda approaching undeterred before she pulled a chair up beside me.

“Don’t be silly, I want to,” she beamed, shuffling closer before she eagerly took my hand in hers. “You’ve been drawing for hours, it must be aching like crazy…”

“Honestly, it’s not that bad,” I replied, feeling a little awkward as she held my hand in both of hers, gently massaging the palm with her thumbs. “It’s usually much worse by the end of the day…”

“Then I can rub it better later, too,” she said cheerily, looking up at me with a pretty smile before she looked back to my hand and increased her pressure. “How’s that, honey? Does that feel good?”

“Yeah, actually, that feels pretty great!” I replied, trying to focus on her thumbs instead of her heavy-hanging tits just above.

Do not get hard right now!

“Good!” she smiled again, before she began to tease and squeeze her way down each finger. “Better than just shaking it around at least!” she chuckled, her jiggling breasts begging me to take a peek.

Don’t you fucking dare! This is already hard enough… Oh, fuck me, that actually feels awesome…

“Ha! Definitely!” I replied, feeling my cock begin to swell against my will, prompting me to leap to mundane conversation. “So, errr, you getting hungry yet?”

“I was just about to ask what you wanted for lunch,” she laughed, looking up at me in surprise as she kept up her rubbing. “It’s like you read my mind!”

Shit, hopefully you can’t read mine…

“Ha! Well, there’s not much in the kitchen…”

“That’s okay, I’ll run to the store and get us something. I could make us some sandwiches?” she suggested. “I told you, I don’t want you wasting all your money on fast food! It all adds up…”

“Ha! It certainly does,” I agreed, totting up the delivery fees from the previous week alone. “Homemade sandwiches it is then.”

“Good,” she chimed, “and later we can make a list of what I can cook for you through the week… How’s that, honey? All better, yet?” she asked, keeping my hand secure as she looked up at me for approval.

“Yeah, that’s great! Thank you very much!” I replied instinctively as she rubbed my hand, shocked as she suddenly leant forward and lifted it to her face.

“Mmmwah! Good!” she beamed as she planted a soft kiss to my palm and swiftly stood up with a new task in mind. “Now, let me get your shoulders and neck. You’ve been hunched over so low, that can’t be good for you…”

Wait, seriously…

“What? No, it’s alright, you don’t have—”

“I already told you, I want to!” she insisted as she made her way behind me, her nurturing hands resting on my shoulders as she shook me playfully. “I was getting sore just watching you hunched over like that… And you can’t fool me, I saw you stretching your neck before, so you just let me take care of you, okay?”

“Ha! Okay then, fine!” I laughed before she stopped shaking me. “But, you do know that Tom was just kidding about rubbing my feet?!”

“Well, you better not go stretching them around me then!” she warned with a giggle, her hands settling softly either side of my neck before she began to knead at my muscles. “I’ll rub anything you stretch from now on!”

Anything, huh? Oh, fuck me… this is even better than the hand thing!

“Oh, wow!” I groaned involuntarily as her thumbs found a sore point.

“Good?” she asked, lingering in the same area as she repeated the same motions.

“Yeah, that’s great!”

“Okay, good,” she whispered sensually, slowly increasing the pressure. “See? I can help in lots of ways…”

Aw man, that sounded so sexily suggestive… Wait, did she know it was going to?

“Ha! Well, I definitely didn’t expect this of you,” I laughed awkwardly. “I don’t think assistants usually do this for their bosses…”

“So what?” she dismissed as her hands worked their teasing magic. “There’s nothing wrong with it… And besides, you’re helping me out so much giving me this chance, it’s the least I could do. I’d do a hell of a lot more. Whatever you need from me, it’s yours…”

Oh, fuck me! She sounds like she’s trying to seduce me or something… But, she can’t be! It’s Linda, for fuck’s sake!

“Well, damn, I appreciate it,” was all I could think to say as my body began to tense despite her soothing touch, my mind beginning to run away with horny ideas before she spoke again.

“So, can I see then?”

“Huh?” I choked, my thoughts immediately turning to my hardening cock. “… See what?”

“What you’ve been drawing, silly,” she giggled, “what else?”

Heh… Yeah, what else?

“Ha! Well, they’re just the first sketches,” I replied, reaching for my closed sketchpad on the table in front of me. “I was just about to send them to him to confirm they’re all good before I drew them properly…”

Shit, is she gonna keep massaging me while I show her sketches of a woman with a dick on her face?! Is this happening right now?!

“Well, let me see then!” she said impatiently with a giggle. “I’ve been so good, I haven’t peeked at all! Not even at the throwaways!”

“Ha! Fine,” I relented, her hands seemingly glued to me as I gave her a second to remove them before I opened the sketchpad. “But, don’t laugh too much…”

Well, I guess she isn’t stopping… Here goes then…

“Wow…” she whispered in awe as I showed the first sketch of the woman by herself, fingers teasing apart her labia as she bit her lip and stared back at us. “And this isn’t even finished?”

“Nah, no way near,” I replied, almost defensively. “The final thing will be way more detailed, I was just getting the poses right… Hopefully he’ll be okay with them…”

“Well, this one looks just like the picture he sent so he should be,” she said casually, her hands still rubbing at my neck as she peered over my shoulder. “I love the way you’ve done her thighs…”

Woah…

Suddenly, I felt a new pressure on my neck, a soft but firm warmth pressing down upon me as she leant over my shoulder, her finger stroking along the woman’s parted thighs towards her spread pussy.

Holy shit! She’s practically titty-fucking my head right now!

“… And the way she’s sat,” she continued, her other hand paused on my shoulder as she got a closer look. “The proportions are perfect…”

“You think?” I asked mindlessly, my brain lost in the comfort of her breasts before she relieved me of their weight, her hands continuing their massaging rhythm.

“Yeah, it looks just like a tracing of a photo,” she assured me, “I can’t wait to see the finished version… Let’s see the next one!”

Shit, well here comes the real spicy ones…

“Ha… Okay, fine…”

“Woohoo!” she hollered as I flipped the page, the same woman now taking a pounding on all fours. “Now, we’re talking!”

“No, we aren’t!” I laughed as I slammed the sketchpad shut.

“Awwwwww!” she moaned with disappointment into my ear.

“This is art!” I said, feigning seriousness as she giggled and squeezed me tighter. “How dare you laugh!”

“I’m sorry!” she squeaked, her arms suddenly wrapping around me, burying me in her cleavage once more as she hugged me in tight remorse. “Let me see! I’ll be good, I promise!”

Fuck, this is seriously awkward… But she seems awfully comfortable right now…

“… Fine, last chance,” I laughed, surrendering as I opened my sketchpad once more, Linda remaining surprisingly calm as I did.

“Wow,” she said without a hint of amusement as she looked over my shoulder, her heavy breasts still smushed up against the back of my head. “Look at that… Just like the photo again… You’re seriously good at this, honey, I’m really proud of you.”

“Ha! Aw, thanks,” I replied, my racing mind caught between her heartfelt compliment and her breasts, my cock easily swayed by the softness of her cleavage as it hardened beneath my sketchpad.

“You’re very welcome,” she said earnestly, her fingers reaching to stroke at the drawing once more, the pressure of her touch running along my cock as she lingered on the page. “Seriously, though, look at those tits,” she continued, “they really look like they’re bouncing, don’t they?”

“Ha! Well, yeah, that’s what I was going for,” I laughed awkwardly, surprised by her candid observation as I felt my face begin to burn red, trying my best not to tense my teased cock and knock the sketchpad.

“Well, they definitely would be bouncing, wouldn’t they?” she giggled in my ear, but only briefly as she turned her attention to the final drawing. “Okay, let’s see the next one...”

Fuck, I’m getting so turned on right now! She needs to stop touching the pad like that…

“Err, yeah,” I complied, my flustered attention captured by her words as my mind remained trapped in her cleavage, turning the page to the filthiest sketch of them all.

“Wow! Saved the best for last, didn’t you?” she said, looking back at the woman in the drawing as she stared up at us with one eye, a hard cock covering the other. “Look at the size of that thing, though!” she giggled, her open hand reaching for the erection on the page that covered my own beneath it. “It’s bigger than my hand! Surely, that’s too big!”

Oh, fuck me, she just pressed so hard on my dick! Does she know what she’s doing?! Is she teasing me?!

“Ha! Err, not really,” I replied instinctively, holding the sketchpad firmly still until she removed her hand.

“Not really?” she repeated in disbelief. “It’s as big as her face!”

“Well, yeah, but her face isn’t that big,” I laughed, amused by her doubtful outburst.

“Well, I’ve never seen one as big as my face!” she giggled, finally relieving me of her hefty breasts as she stood upright, taking a swift seat beside me, her eyes still on the drawing. “Frank’s is no way near that big!”

Well shit, mine is! Unlucky Frank…

“Ha! I don’t really want to know about Frank’s junk,” I laughed, visions of her reluctantly tugging his little cock protruding into my consciousness.

“Well, don’t worry, I won’t ask you to draw it,” she giggled, glancing at me before looking back down to my lap, engrossed by what she saw. “… Who do you think she is, anyway?”

“Who? The woman in the pictures?”

“Yeah,” she nodded, “he wanted the same as last time, right? Who is she?”

“I dunno,” I shrugged, “I didn’t ask… I never do, really. I just draw…”

“Probably his girlfriend, right?” she pondered aloud.

“Probably,” I agreed. “If she does actually exist… Or maybe it’s just someone he wishes was his girlfriend.”

“Well, she’s gorgeous, whoever she is,” she said dreamily, her eyes flickering across the page before she turned around to look at the hanging artwork. “All the women you draw are… Do you never draw anyone normal like me?”

“What do you mean?” I replied with a confused scowl, my tongue acting quicker than my thoughts. “You’re gorgeous!”

She scoffed as she looked to me in genuine shock. “I am not,” she replied. “And especially not compared to all these women…”

Wait, she actually means it…

“Are you fucking crazy?” I laughed as I sat forward in disbelief. “You’re a natural stunner, look at you!”

“A stunner?!” she smiled with wide eyes, matching my own affronted posture. “Are you crazy?!”

“I’m one hundred percent sane!” I laughed as I held her gaze. “You’re fucking beautiful! You’re like perfect wife material!”

She froze as she looked at me, her brow lowering as she smiled, her face a muddle of touched confusion before my brain finally caught up with the situation.

Woah, woah, woah, I need to chill. She’s my friend’s mom, I can’t be saying stuff like this! I need to cool it…

“Perfect wife material?” she repeated with an expectant grin.

“Yeah,” I nodded nonchalantly in reply as I searched for the way out. “… So go and make me that sandwich.”

“HA! Oh, you naughty boy!” she cackled in surprise, her face beaming at me as she playfully slapped at my thigh. “You’re lucky I like naughty boys, I’d never let Frank get away with that!”

“Well, I’m not your husband,” I reminded her with a grin, “I’m your boss!”

“Oh, you’re my boss alright,” she said as she hopped up from her seat, her perfect tits hanging low as she swiftly bent to kiss my cheek before heading to collect her handbag. “Keep complimenting me like that and I’ll make your breakfast, too!”

Wait… Does she mean…

“Ha!” I laughed as I ran out of words, trying to decipher her meaning before she continued.

“Okay, I’ll bring back a selection, shall I?” she said cheerily as she turned to face me, hurrying to stop me in my tracks as I reached for my wallet. “Ah! Ah! This is on me, mister, it’s the least I could do. You just take a load off until I get back, give that hand a rest…”

“Alright, whatever you say,” I complied as I leant back in my seat, guarding my erection closely with the sketchpad. “You know the way to the store?”

“Yeah, I saw it on the way here—just down the next street,” she replied as she made her way to the door, forcing my attention to her swaying hips as her heels clacked away from me. “Don’t worry, I won’t be long. I’m as hungry as you are.” She turned as she opened the door, giving me her customary cheeky wink before she stepped out. “Sit tight, honey. Mwah!”

My cock lurched at the sound of her puckered lips, the door shutting behind her as my horny mind began to run away with her words and curves.

Fuck, I love it when she does the wink and kiss combo, it turns me on every time… But, what was that breakfast thing all about? That only means one thing, right? She could have said anything else… And she had to know she was rubbing her tits all over me? Let alone running her hand over my cock! She can see it’s on my lap! Aw, man… Is she actually flirting with me?

I ran through the conversation in my head as my cock raged in my pants, my crotch visibly thudding with my heartbeat as I tossed the sketchpad to the table.

Maybe she thought I was flirting with her… But, she didn’t seem to mind if she did. She was flirting back way harder… She likes ‘naughty boys’! And the look in her eyes… Aw, man, I’m way too horny, I can’t think straight…

I stared at my crotch as visions of Linda’s cleavage ran through my mind, feeling her tits on my neck once more before I surrendered to the inevitable.

Fuck it!

I hurried to the bathroom, locking the door behind me before I dropped my pants to my knees, my enraged cock springing to desperate attention as I took a flustered grip.

Oh, fuck me! I’m rock hard!

My eyes rolled as the length thumped in my hand, prompting me to take a hold with the other before I began to slowly pump my throbbing meat.

“Oh, you naughty boy!” Linda gasped with a smirk in my mind’s eye as she reached for my crotch. “You’re lucky I like naughty boys… Come here, let me take care of you…”

“Aw man,” I groaned as I envisioned her taking to her knees before me, tugging my pants down and releasing my cock.

“Wow!” she gasps as she takes it into her hands, looking up at me as she begins to jerk. “It’s as big as my face… And it’s so hard, it must be so sore… You just relax and let me rub it better for you, honey… Let me help you take a load off…”

“Fuuuuuck…”

I stood jerking in the bathroom for what only seemed like a few minutes, my cock pulsing as I imagined her massaging me with sensual care. Her eyes looked up at me with a teasing concern before her lips began to pucker, slowly leaning forward to kiss the head of my cock, edging me to paradise before I felt a rising tingle that couldn’t be quelled, my hands involuntarily speeding up as my balls began to tighten.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Arghh!” I groaned as my eyes shot open, my calves tightening as I rose to my tiptoes, looking urgently for somewhere to unload before the pleasure overcame my senses. “Arrrrgh!” I growled as I surrendered in the direction of the sink, the intense feeling engulfing me as my cock erupted, splattering the wall above before I directed the next rope onto the porcelain below. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I stood on shaking legs, emptying my balls into the sink before I became unsteady, collapsing backward until I hit the opposite wall, my thumping cock still spurting as I tugged relentlessly and shut my eyes.

“Oh, this place is a mess!” Linda giggled in my mind as she watched me drain myself onto the floor, bending down to wipe it up before she took a hold of my cock to assist me. “That’s it, honey, let it all out… I’ll clean it up for you…”

I slumped back against the wall as my orgasm finally subsided, leaving me dazed as I opened my eyes away from my filthy fantasy to survey the room.

Okay, yeah, that’s a mess alright… and nobody is cleaning it up but you, you animal! Fuck, I really needed that though… Aw, man, I’m definitely gonna have to jerk off in the mornings from now on if she’s gonna be massaging me and wrapping her tits around my fucking neck! Fuck, I feel dizzy after that… Well, she did say take a load off… But she also said to give my hand a rest… Shit, how long have I even been in here? I better get cleaning before she gets back… And no more flirting! Just get through the rest of the day before you end up back in here…

True to my word, I kept myself busy with drawing while Linda arranged future bookings, my refusal to stretch my aching neck and hand in her presence allowing me to dodge her eagerly offered massage before it was time to go home. The journey to her place went swiftly as we discussed the day’s bookings and plans for the week, her excitement palpable as I encouraged her with praise before we arrived at the end of her drive, her mood dampening slightly as she looked to her front door.

Aw, she looks like she doesn’t want to go inside…

“Well, here we are,” I said, recapturing her attention. “You sure you don’t want to quit then?”

“Absolutely not, you’re stuck with me now!” she giggled before she settled down, looking to me with a soft smile. “Thank you so much again, honey… I haven’t had that much fun in a long time.”

Shit, she sounds like we just went on a date…

“Aw, well I’m glad,” I replied, “it was nice having someone around, too. You were a great help.”

“Yeah, well you just make sure to tell me when you need anything doing, okay?” she said in a warning tone. “I could tell you were going easy on me for my first day, but that’s over now… Seriously, anything at all. I just want to be useful.”

“Ha! Okay, but I already got a massage from you,” I laughed, “I don’t want to take advantage of you or anything…”

“Well, I want you to!” she giggled with wide eyes. “Just take anything you want! Please!”

“Okay! Okay!” I relented as she reached to grab my arm. “You did more than enough, though, seriously… So rest up tonight and we’ll go again, tomorrow.”

Suddenly she rolled her eyes, looking back to her front door. “Hmmm, hopefully I’ll be left alone for long enough to rest,” she said, lingering on her house before she spun back to me with a burst of optimism. “You don’t ever work all night, do you?”

“Ha! I do sometimes,” I laughed, “if I have deadlines to meet.”

“Really?” she beamed with excitement. “Do you ever need any help then? I could stay with you!”

Shit, she really doesn’t want to go home, does she?

“I mean, I guess,” I replied with an unsure shrug. “But—”

“Well, if you ever need me to stay the night with you, then you just say the word!” she interrupted, reaching for my arm again. “You don’t have to pay me any extra, either, I just want to help…”

“Ha! No way, I’d have to pay you extra if you did,” I laughed, “that would definitely be taking—”

“Advantage?” she teased with a smirk as she looked me dead in the eye. “Good, that’s what I want…”

Shit, she’s looking at me like she wants me to make a move on her or something…

I laughed as I looked away from her, glancing back to find her unmoved as she smirked my way, the temptation to flirt rising within me before I stopped myself at the last. “… Fine, we’ll just have to see then,” I said, making her nod with happy acceptance before she unfastened her seatbelt and leaned across to me.

“Okay, we’ll see… Mmmwah!” she puckered on my cheek, her massive breasts jiggling as she bounced back into her seat and opened the door. “I’ll see you tomorrow, honey… Bright and early, this time! I don’t want to be late or I’ll be forced to take the bus from now on!”

“Alright, I’ll be here on time… I don’t want your boss getting mad at you…”

“Oh, I dunno, I’d quite like to see that actually!” she chuckled as she hopped out, hanging onto the door as she bent back down into view, her breasts threatening to spill from her bra as she did. “I want to see how strict he can be!”

What the fuck? She has to be flirting!

“No, you don’t,” I scowled with a guarded grin. “Now, get inside.”

“Oooh, yes, Sir!” she replied with a brief tone of arousal before she giggled and shut the door, her juicy ass swaying away from me as I watched her through the window. I waited for her to unlock the front door and head inside, returning her merry wave before she closed it and left me alone with my torturous thoughts.

Well, that’s really not how I expected today to go… I mean, I knew she’d be cool, we’ve known each other for years, but she seemed way more giddy than I thought she’d be… She almost seemed turned on… Maybe not as turned on as me, but all the touching and flirting… She thought the drawing was hot… She wants me to ‘take advantage of her’… She wants to see how strict I can be with her?! What the fuck? Surely, she knows how all this sounds. If it was anyone else I’d have made a move by now… Woah, woah, woah! Okay, stop right there, because it’s not ‘anyone else’, is it?! It’s your friend’s mom, you dick! You absolutely cannot be making anything even close to a move! She was just excitable, it was her first day doing something other than hanging around the house with Frank the fucking moody bore! Of course she’s gonna be a little giddy… And she’s always called you gorgeous or whatever, she’s just naturally nice and harmlessly flirty like that! Okay, fresh start tomorrow! First day excitement will be gone and we can just settle down into a chilled routine… Which begins with me jacking off in the shower so I don’t stare at her tits and ass all day!

* * *


Chapter Three

I woke up with a smile on my face, looking forward to getting to the studio. It had been a great week. An amazing week. I had never gotten so much done, commissions flying in as I tried my best to keep up with demand, Linda proving invaluable as she effortlessly spun all the plates I threw her way. Not only that, but just having her there to keep me structured practically doubled my output—no more starting work at midday as I hopped out of bed before sunrise and freshened myself up, never so eager to greet a Monday morning.

Her first payday too, I thought as I grabbed my check-book and filled out her details. She’s expecting much less, but she deserves every penny. I should’ve hired her years ago, I’d have my own house by now! It won’t be long if we keep this up, though!

I grabbed a quick bite to eat and had a shower, sticking to my newly acquired morning-masturbation schedule as I thought of her, taking my horny edge off as I recalled each sexy outfit she wore last week, growing more excited to see what she’d be wearing that day before my phone began to ring.

That must be her, nobody else calls me this early…

I jumped out of the shower, my hard cock slapping to my thighs as I hurried to my phone, drying my hands before picking up.

“Hey, how’s it going?”

“Hi, honey!” she chimed down the line. “Have you set off yet?”

“Nah, I was just in the shower, I’ll be heading your way in like twenty…”

“Oh, well I’m just calling to say that I don’t need you to pick me up from now on. My mom’s given me her car—she dropped it off yesterday, so I can make my own way there now. Sorry, I meant to call you last night but I had to deal with mister grumpy-guts and I forgot.”

“Ha! Nah, it’s fine,” I replied, now well-accustomed to her complaining about Frank after a week of working together. “I don’t mind picking you up still, though…”

“Well, you know I’ve loved our drives, but it’s too far out of your way, I’ve felt so guilty!” she replied, sounding a little out of breath as she hurried around. “You can have some extra sleep now, too!”

“Ha! Well, I’m used to getting up at this time now, I’ll probably just get to the studio earlier…”

“Oh, well, I’ll race you there then!” she replied as if rising to a challenge. “You’re not starting without me!”

“Ha! We’ll see about that…”

“Yeah, we will!” she giggled before the call suddenly ended, prompting me to toss my phone and hop back in the shower to quickly finish off as I felt the rush of competition.

Fuck it! I don’t have time to jerk off!

As I turned the corner onto the side street of the studio, I found myself both disappointed and excited to spot an unfamiliar car already parked up outside, my disappointment evaporating entirely as Linda stepped out, shutting the door and smirking my way as she tapped at the watch on her wrist.

Damn, she looks even hotter than last week, I groaned to myself as I eyed her latest sexy outfit. Maybe today’s the day those tits finally fall out, this new bra is seriously struggling! Fuck, I’m getting hard already!

“Nice ride!” I smiled as I stepped out the car to greet her, keeping my eyes on hers as her tempting tits bobbed and bounced my way, her arms opening wide for her morning cuddle.

“Good morning, sweetheart! Mmmmwah!” she puckered as she kissed my cheek, squeezing me tight before letting me go. “Yeah, my mom hardly used it anymore and when she finally found out ours were gone, she insisted I have it… She’s a sweet old dear.”

“Like mother like daughter then,” I smiled as she looked up at me. “… The sweet part, not the old.”

“I’m old enough!” she smirked as she gave me a shove. “Okay, open up and I’ll make us some coffee.”

“Well, why don’t you open up?” I returned, reaching into my pocket and retrieving a key. “Here you go. I had it cut for you yesterday.”

“Ooooh! We’re becoming official!” she beamed with excitement as she reached for the key. “I can have everything ready for when you arrive now!”

“Yeah, yeah, just don’t let me catch you sleeping over here to get away from Frank,” I laughed as she hurried to open the door with a giggle.

“Ha! I won’t! I’ll just come to your apartment if I need a place to hide!” she replied as she opened the door and flicked the lights on, stepping aside for me to enter. “After you, Sir…”

“Thank you, Miss,” I replied in a suave tone as I entered, Linda shutting the door behind me before I stopped her in her tracks. “And speaking of official… Here.” Her brow furrowed with worry as I pulled out her first pay-check, her hands much less urgent than they were for the key.

“Oh, honey, we really don’t have to—”

“Yes, we do!” I laughed as I grabbed her wrist and forced the paper into her palm. “You’ve been avoiding talking about it all week! This is a job, Linda! You need to get paid!”

“Well, I know, but… y’know,” she said awkwardly as she looked up at me. “I just don’t want it to be like that between us…”

“Like what?!” I laughed in confusion.

“I dunno,” she replied with a frown as she searched for the right words. “… Transactional?”

“Oh, shut up!” I laughed. “You’ve worked hard and you’ve done an awesome job! So accept this transaction…” I nodded to the check that she seemed so reluctant to acknowledge, excited to see her reaction as she unfolded the paper and looked down.

Immediately, her eyes widened, darting up to meet mine. “Oh, my God! Honey, nooo, this is way too much! I told you, minimum wage is fine!”

“No, it isn’t,” I replied unmoved, “not for the work you’ve done… And it’s not too much, either, my earning potential has skyrocketed since you’ve been here. In a single week! Honestly, you’ve really opened my eyes.”

“But…” She stuttered in thought, glancing back down at the check before looking up at me. “There’s no way you’d pay someone else this much…”

“No, I wouldn’t,” I admitted freely, “because they wouldn’t have helped anywhere near as much as you have! You’ve got me working to a proper schedule, you’ve saved me countless hours messing around on the phone, you’ve cooked, you’ve cleaned! You’ve given me fucking massages every day! And I actually enjoy being around you!”

“Awww, honey,” she whined, looking up at me with a swell of affection before her eyes began to well. “I enjoy being around you, too… Come here!”

“Don’t you go crying on me!” I laughed as her plumped up cleavage collided with my stomach, wrapping her arms tight around my back.

“I‘m trying not to!” she whimpered onto my chest as I held her back. “I just can’t believe how amazing you are… You’re such a wonderful young man!”

“Ha! Shut up!” I tittered awkwardly.

“No, you are!” she insisted as she squeezed me tighter. “This week has been so good for me, I’d have done it for free! Thank you so much, sweetheart!”

“Hey, it’s been good for me, too!” I reminded her. “Seriously, I know you’ve been going through it, but you better not think this is charity like Frank said! You’ve earned every penny! And if things keep going this way you’ll probably earn even more…”

“Absolutely not!” she replied sternly as she looked up at me with worry in her eyes. “This is more than enough! I’m here to help you make money, not take it from you! I won’t accept any more, so don’t you dare!” Her brow rose in warning before her expression softened to a smile, her eyes flickering across my face before they settled on my lips. She lingered for a brief moment as she seemed to conceal a thought before she swiftly returned to my chest. “… Thank you, sweetheart.”

Shit, she looked like she was about to kiss me for a second then…

“Stop thanking me!” I laughed as I patted her back before I unhooked her arms from me. “Now, get in that kitchen and make me my coffee!”

She giggled as she wiped at the corner of her eyes. “Yes, Sir!” she said, pulling herself together with a brisk rub down her tight skirt before heading out of the room with a spring in her step.

Damn, what a woman, I thought as I watched her leave, mesmerized by her pantyhose-covered legs before her ass stole my attention as usual. Fuck, I just want to—Argh! See, this is why you need to jerk off! Just get to work, you animal!

We settled into the day where we left off the week before, Linda’s high heels clacking to the blaring music as I polished off my latest piece, her thumbs tapping away on the phone as she lined up the next commission. She sauntered over to inspect my work as I finished, forthcoming with enthusiastic praise as usual, but there was always something missing in her demeanour when compared to day one.

I guess a dick across the face is a bit more exciting to her than a flower, I surmised as she inspected the work with a proud smile before taking it away to send to the client. And she keeps mentioning the lack of sauciness in every job since! She must’ve thought it was gonna be all blowjobs and doggy-style after her first day!

I got started on my next piece as she returned to her spot, the work phone buzzing on the table capturing my brief attention as I watched her reach for it, her face lighting up as she hurried to turn the music down before looking to me with palpable giddiness.

“Ahhh! It’s him!” she squealed as she bolted up to the edge of her chair.

Ha! Here we go…

“Who?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Him!” she replied with a flick of her brow. “The filthy one!”

“Ha! The filthy rich one,” I corrected, sitting forward in my own chair as I watched her read the message with buzzing excitement. “What’s he saying?”

“He says thank you again,” she began to relay with a permanent grin, “you’re the best artist he’s ever worked with… Oooh, he says he showed them to his friends and they were blown away, so expect a lot more requests this week—Woo! They love you!” she cooed as she looked up from the screen.

“Ha! I wonder how filthy those requests will be…”

“And how much they’ll pay you!” she grinned before she returned to the message. “He says he has three more requests himself in the meantime, same size and detail—is the same deal as last time okay? An extra five hundred if you can get them to him by tomorrow night.”

“Hell yeah, let’s do it!” I shrugged as I turned the page of my sketchpad. “Get him to send over the poses.”

“Oh, I will!” she grinned as she began to type, her thumbs a blur as she remained on the edge of her seat. “Hehehe!” she squealed with delight as she put the phone down, still staring at the screen as she waited. “He’s gonna send them now…”

“Well, someone’s excited,” I laughed, grabbing her attention.

“Aren’t you?” she returned, looking at me with a twinkle in her eye. “What’s he gonna send this time?”

“We’re about to find out I guess… But maybe I should—”

“No way!” she interrupted with a giggle, swiping the phone back up. “It’s my job to arrange the commissions, you just get ready to do your job! Sharpen your pencils!”

“Ha! Yes, ma’am,” I complied as she waited with baited breath, staring at the phone before it pinged again, her eyes widening in an instant as she bit her grinning lip. Again, it pinged, making her giggle this time before the final image dropped her jaw. “Fucking hell, what is it this time?!” I asked, her stunned expression piquing my anticipation.

Her face turned bright red as she blushed, glancing up at me before looking back down, too embarrassed to hold my gaze as she blinked in disbelief. “It’s… Woah,” she stuttered, regaining her composure with a throat clearing cough before she continued. “Yeah, that’s pretty filthy…”

Fuck me, look at her face! What is it?!

“Let me see, then!” I laughed, holding my hand out before she slid the phone across the table, watching me closely as I picked it up. “Well, holy shit…”

“Holy shit-hole!” she giggled as I was presented with the view from behind a woman on all fours, a large cock ramming her tight asshole—something she appeared to be enjoying very much as her eyes rolled back into her skull.

“Yep… That’s… Yep,” I struggled, shaking my head in dismay as she laughed hysterically.

“Sooo, have you drawn many assholes?” she teased, seeming to enjoy me on the awkward ropes.

“Ha! One or two,” I replied openly as I rubbed at my temples. “This will be my first… penetrated one, though.”

“Penetrated?” she repeated with a pursed smirk.

“That’s the word I’m going with, yes,” I replied in an academic tone before I flicked through the other pictures. “Ah, you see, now that’s tasteful,” I teased, embracing the awkwardness as I gazed upon a photo of a busty woman riding cowgirl, her messy hair dangling low as she rode her man with vigour. “Yes, very nice, indeed,” I continued, flicking to the next to find a buxom beauty titty-fucking a massive cock as she gazed up at its lucky owner. “Touching moments between lovers… How privileged we are to witness such intimate events.”

“Oh, well, naturally, I agree,” she replied in an equally pretentious tone, picking up the phone as I slid it back to her. “I’ll just conclude the arrangements and then you can begin the penetration…” We burst into laughter as we shattered the pretense, her giddy giggles infectious before we finally composed ourselves and I got to work on the latest sordid project.

Fuck man, this should be so much more awkward but she just seems to be loving it! I can feel the energy radiating from her, it’s like she turns electric with this stuff. I haven’t seen her like this since the last one… But, she seems even more switched on this time… She keeps glancing over at me… When she’s not looking at the phone, that is… Wait, is she just looking at the pictures? Fuck, whatever, just concentrate. Get the sketches done and move on… Aw, but she’s going to want to see these for sure. I have to show my friend’s mom a picture I drew of an asshole getting obliterated! Shit, I really do need to make sure she isn’t telling anyone about this!

I breezed through the sketches as quickly as I could, new commissions luckily keeping Linda busy before lunch came around. I took the opportunity to confirm the naughty drafts with the client as she made sandwiches in the kitchen, trying my best to keep her otherwise occupied for the rest of the afternoon as I concentrated on fully finishing one of the pieces by the end of the day.

Okay, I think that’s about done, I thought to myself as I touched up the shading on the finished product. That is one hell of a titty-fucking if I do say so myself… I’ll get the other two done by tomorrow night. I leaned back in my chair as I stretched out my legs, rolling my head around on my shoulders before Linda suddenly hopped up.

“Ooh! That’s my cue!” she piped cheerily as she hurried around the table. “I’ve been keeping my eye on you for hours, you’ve barely put your pencil down!”

Ha! Massage time, better put my sketchpad over my crotch again…

“Yeah, I was in the zone,” I replied, way past the point of turning down her massages as she got straight to work on my hand. “One down, two to go… What time is it, anyway?”

“Nearly six,” she answered as she rubbed gently at my aching tendons.

“Shit, really?” I choked in surprise. “I didn’t think it was that late, you should’ve said… And you can go home whenever you want now that you’ve got a car, can’t you? You don’t have to wait for me.”

“Oh, don’t be silly, I’ve got nowhere important to be,” she replied unbothered, engrossed by her healing task as she traced her fingers up and down mine. “I’ll be here as long as you are… Who else is going to rub you better?” She looked up with a pretty smile, my hand still in hers. “Is that okay, honey? Shall I move onto your neck and shoulders?”

She’s gonna kiss my hand again, isn’t she?

“You’re awesome, Linda, seriously,” I groaned gratefully as she giggled and bowed her head, planting her customary kiss to my palm as my attention fell to her jiggling cleavage. “I don’t deserve you…”

“Oh, you deserve a lot more,” she replied as she raised her head with a wink, standing up and making her way behind me, her hands resting briefly on my shoulders before they got to work. “Besides, this is my favorite part of the day!”

“What? Giving me a massage?” I laughed as she began to squeeze on my muscles. “You must really hate everything else then…”

“No, I like it all,” she replied earnestly, “but I dunno, I feel like I’m helping most when I do this… and I like the noises you make…”

“The noises I make?” I repeated in surprise. “I didn’t realize I made noises?”

“Oh, yeah, lots of them,” she replied casually, “little grunts and groans… They let me know I’m doing it right.”

“Well, you definitely do it right,” I laughed as she loosened me up with her magic hands. “I never knew how much I needed it after a long day… I always feel brand new by the time you’re done.”

“Well, didn’t your girlfriend ever do it for you?” she asked, her nails scratching gently at my neck before she rubbed the tickles away.

“Pah! No!” I scoffed at the inconceivable thought.

“What?!” she replied in disbelief. “Well, no wonder you dumped her… It’s a good job you’ve got me now then, isn’t it?

“It’s a great job!” I agreed, making her giggle before I felt the weight of her breasts on my shoulders, a kiss to my cheek soon following.

“Good boy! Mmmwah!” she puckered into my ear, the sound awakening something within me as my cock began to twinge and swell. “Don’t worry, honey, I’ll take proper care of you.”

Fuck, that just turned me on so much!

“Ha! Well, thank you, it’s about time someone did!” I  laughed as I secured the sketchpad over my swelling crotch, trying to cool my engines as my blood began to rush.

“Yes, it is,” she agreed as she continued her sensual task, before she finally turned her attention to the filthy elephant in the room. “So… Are you gonna show me or what?”

Here we go…

“Ha! I was waiting for you to ask!”

“Well, this is me asking then,” she replied, “and don’t think I don’t know you sent him the sketches while I was making lunch! Stop holding out on me—you can’t have all the fun!”

“Ha! You were busy,” I replied defensively.

“Yeah, yeah, I was gone for five minutes!” she scoffed as she gave me a quick shake. “And there’s been hardly any scraps to peek at, too! Now, I’ve been very patient… so show me the goods!”

“Fine! You can see the goods!” I laughed as I reached for my tablet, still securing the sketchpad over my hard-on as I revealed my latest work. “There!”

“Ahhh, so you went for that one first,” she teased as her hands paused on my shoulders, her breasts perching on me once more as she peered down at the finished product. “Wow, look at that,” she whispered as she took it all in, surveying the titty-fucking scene like it was a renaissance painting. “That is just… wow,” she repeated, her breath slow and steady in my ear as silence filled the room. “… I love the way she’s looking up at him… She looks so eager to please.”

Oh, fuck me, I’m getting too hard with her whispering in my ear like that…

“Err, yeah, she does,” I agreed, reaffirming my grip on the pad as my cock began to thud in my pants.

“… I’ve never done that,” she said, sounding almost embarrassed as she let out a brief and nervous titter.

“Done what?” I asked without thinking, trying to keep my composure as my heart began to pound in my chest.

“That,” she said, her finger pointing at the cock trapped between the woman’s breasts. “Whatever that’s called… Actually, what is it called? I’m sure there’s a name for it…”

Oh, fuck me, is she for real?! I have to say it?!

“Ha! Well, errr… I dunno, I guess you’d call it a ‘tit-fuck’,” I replied, trying to seem casual as my face burned. “Or a ‘tit-job’,” I corrected, leaping for a less explicit term way too late.

“Ahhh, of course! Titty-fucking,” she whispered in revelation as the drawing held her attention. “Yeah, I’ve never done that… Have you?”

Aw, man, is she fucking with me?!

“Me?” I replied in shock, my cock lurching at the feel of her breasts squishing firmer against me. “Well, kinda… but none of my girlfriends have really been that, errm…”

“Voluptuous?” she giggled in my ear as her massive breasts jiggled on my shoulder.

“Yeah, voluptuous,” I repeated with an agreeing nod.

“So, they aren’t your type?” she asked, her voice inquisitive as she relieved me of her weighty tits and continued her massage.

“My type? Who? Voluptuous women?”

“Yeah,” she replied as her nails scratched gently at my skin. “Do you prefer them more petite?”

“No, I love voluptuous women,” I replied instinctively, “I’ve just attracted the petite ones more, I guess?”

“Oh, I’m sure you attract all types,” she replied with assurance as she briefly ran her fingers through my hair in the back of my head, sending electric shivers all over my body. “The petite ones must just get to you first!”

Aw man, I’m starting to feel a little lightheaded. I’m getting too horny…

“Ha! Maybe,” I laughed mindlessly as I tried to disguise a deep breath with a shift in my seat, her hands remaining on me as I went to turn the tablet off. “Alright, so you’ve seen it now—”

“No! Wait!” she interrupted, reaching for a hold of my bicep to stop me. “I’ve only seen it for a minute, and you spent hours on it!”

“Ha! Well, take a copy of it then!” I laughed, leaving the picture on screen as she peered over my shoulder with renewed intent.

“Can I?” she asked excitedly. “Really?”

“Yeah, if you want,” I shrugged, before a returning thought pestered me. “But, errr, I’d prefer it if you didn’t show anyone… Like Frank… Or Tom.”

“Oh, honey, I wouldn’t do that,” she insisted as she stroked lovingly down my neck. “Anything we get up to here is nobody else’s business. And I certainly wouldn’t show anyone anything without your permission.”

“Yeah, well, you can show all the other stuff, I don’t care. Just not—”

“The good stuff!” she giggled. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, I wouldn’t… I’d just keep them all for myself!”

“Ha! Okay, well go crazy then,” I said, teased by visions of her masturbating on her bed to her collection.

“Okay, I will!” she chimed. “Thank you, honey… I’ll have to get you to draw something just for me one day, too.”

“Yeah, no problem,” I replied, before wondering what kind of picture she meant. “Whatever you want…”

“I’ll have to get thinking then,” she giggled before she reached for the tablet, zooming in slightly on the woman’s face, the head of the cock she pleasured still protruding into view from her billowing cleavage. “Wow… you really have captured that look on her face so well! It’s amazing… and her tits look amazing, too!”

“Ha! Yeah, not bad, right?” I laughed as she giggled in my ear, holding the tablet steady as she zoomed around the picture.

“You really are talented, honey,” she said, her nails scratching affectionately at my hair, pausing thoughtfully before she spoke again. “… Can I ask you something, though?”

“Errr, yeah, sure,” I laughed, intrigued by her cautious tone. “What?”

“Well… don’t you ever get… turned on?” she whispered, as if someone might hear us. “I mean, you spend hours drawing these hot n’ heavy scenes… Surely, you must, y’know… Feel something.”

Yes, I fucking do!

“Ha! Err, yeah, I know what you mean,” I replied, trying to search for the right words before she hurriedly continued.

“I mean, I would,” she admitted, as if trying to alleviate any potential embarrassment. “Just looking at it for a minute gets me a bit… y’know… I was just wondering if you’ve been feeling that like all day! It must be so draining…”

Aw man, what the hell do I say to that?

“Ha! Well, I dunno,” I replied, trying to remain coy. “I guess it comes and goes…”

“And how about now?” she asked bluntly, her hands still kneading at my muscles as she spoke.

Wait, what?!

“Now?” I repeated, stunned by the question as I tensed up in my seat. “Well, errr… I—”

“It’s okay if you are, honey,” she interrupted, clearly sensing my unease as she stroked my neck to calm me. “You don’t need to be embarrassed… And you really don’t need to keep that thing on your lap, either…”

Oh, fuck! Am I busted?! Has she known this whole time?!

“Ha! What do you—”

“Shhh! Don’t worry, sweetheart, it’s okay,” she replied knowingly, her voice filled with warmth as she cradled my head back into her soft bosom. “It’s only natural… You know… I could help you with it, if you want?”

WHAT?!

“Help me with it?” I repeated in shock, my mind racing as she released her hold of my head and slowly swivelled my leather chair around to face her.

“Come here,” she smiled down at me as I froze stiff, slowly reaching for the sketchpad on my lap as if to give me time to stop her. “Let’s just put this away, shall we?” she whispered as she lifted the pad, holding my stunned gaze before tossing it onto the table and slowly taking to her knees.

Holy shit! Noooo, this can’t actually happen!

“Woah! Hey, listen, I’m not sure this is—”

“Why not?” she asked, almost worriedly as her brow furrowed. “Do you not want me to?”

“No, it’s not that,” I replied in fluster, not wanting to cause any offense. “It’s just… You’re my friend’s mom… And what about Frank?!”

“Forget about them,” she replied, her eyes lingering on the bulge in my pants as she placed her hands on my knees. “It’s only us here…”

Oh, fuck… Is this really about to happen? This can’t happen, can it?

“Yeah, but… You work for me now, too. We probably shouldn’t—”

“Then, I’ll quit,” she smiled, looking up at me as her thumbs stroked at my thighs. “I’ll just do it all for free… especially this… Please, let me, honey… I want to help so badly,” she whispered, coaxing me with her words as her hands slowly inched up to my waist. “I’ve been plucking up the courage all week… Ever since I saw you hiding this from me on my first day, I haven’t stopped thinking about it.” Her nails scratched gently at my skin as she tucked her fingers into the waist of my pants, pausing momentarily as she looked back into my eyes. “Can I?”

Oh, fuck… How could I ever say no to that?!

I took a swift gulp as I nodded, Linda exhaling with relief as she softly closed her eyes, her attention fixed to my bulge as they opened again.

“Oh, God, thank you,” she whispered, her tongue wetting her lips before she bit down on the bottom, her fingers beginning to tug on my pants as her busting cleavage expanded with her heavy breaths. “I was so nervous to ask…”

“Fuck, I can’t believe this is actually happening,” I groaned as my heart pounded, feeling the air on the base of my shaft as I shut my eyes to try and compose myself.

“Shhh! Don’t worry, honey,” she said urgently, “I’m just helping you with it, you just relax… I can just… I… Oh… my… God,” she gasped as she unveiled the length of my cock, watching it catapult free from my boxers in awe as she lowered my pants. “Oh, wow… Oh, my God…” she whispered, her eyes fixed to it as it swayed, widening as it towered strong with my tensing. “Oh, honey, come here,” she fussed, interpreting my increasing horniness as she quickly dragged my pants over my knees and down to my ankles, shuffling closer as she looked up at my tortured expression. “It’s okay, sweetheart, I’ve got you,” she whispered as she took a gentle hold of the base, her fingers stretching around the meaty girth.

“Oh, fuck me,” I groaned, taking a deep breath as her fingers squeezed at the pressure in my throbbing cock, taking a tentative control of me before I felt her other hand join on the shaft.

“Oh, my God, honey, you’re so hard,” she whimpered with what sounded like sympathy as I opened my eyes, finding her transfixed by my cock as she looked it up and down. “And so big… my God, you’re massive,” she smiled in disbelief as she looked to me, holding my horny gaze as she slowly leaned forward and pouted her lips. “Mmmmmmwah,” she puckered, planting a soft lingering kiss to my beating shaft before rubbing her lips side to side, closing her flickering eyelids and slowly inhaling through her flaring nostrils. “Oh, my God,” she groaned, seeming almost intoxicated as she opened her eyes. “You smell so good… Mmmmm,” she hummed as she smooched at my cock and sniffed again, deeper this time and she savored my scent in her lungs before exhaling. “Oh, God…”

“Fuck, Linda, this is just… fuck,” I worried as my hands gripped tighter at the arms of my chair. “Are you really sure about this?”

“Oh, I’m so so sure,” she breathed as she sniffed again, her lips coming alive as she planted a flurry of kisses up my shaft towards the swollen head. “Oh, God, tell me to suck it,” she begged with a sense of desperation. “Please, honey, I need to hear you tell me…”

Shit, just do what she says!

“Suck it!” I complied immediately, watching in gripped anticipation as she hurriedly rose up on her knees.

“Yes, Sir! Mmmmmmm!” she hummed as she opened wide and swiftly engulfed the head of my cock, slowly shaking side to side as she sucked hard and slurped her way back up. “Oh, baby, you taste so good!” she groaned as her suctioned lips popped from my sensitive glans, wasting no time before she opened wide and delved back for more. “Mmmmmm!”

“Holy shit!” I groaned, my legs tensing as I gripped the arms of my chair, fighting the urge to grab her head and fuck it as she sucked and hummed on my thumping cock. “Argggh! Shit, that’s it! Suck that fucking dick! Argh!”

“Mmhmm! Mmhmm!” she squeaked and nodded in reply with her mouth full, her hands slowly jerking on my rigid shaft as she refused to release me from her suckling lips. My knuckles whitened as she sucked hard once more, the almost unbearable intensity making my abs tighten and my hips jerk. “MMMMMAGGH!” she gagged as the head of my cock rocked her tonsils, making her splutter as she came up for a gasping breath.

“Fuck, I’m sorry!” I groaned as she cleared her throat, her grip tightening on my shaft. “It just felt too sensitive, I couldn’t help—”

“That’s okay, honey!” she burst with urgency, her eyes fixed to her prize as she readjusted her knees. “I can take it! Mmmmm!” she hummed as she gobbled me back up, opening wider before she plunged herself as deep as she could go. “Agghhhhhhhh!” she gargled as she stuffed her throat with the head of my cock, choking and spluttering once more as I tensed instinctively in her gullet.

Oh, that’s just too much… Aw man, I’m gonna lose my shit… It’s gonna happen again, I’m gonna fuck it up! But, I just can’t help myself!

“Oh, fuck it!” I growled with horny excitement as I sat up and took a grip of her head, gathering her thick hair behind her neck and holding her panting face steady.

“Oh, God, yes! Ptoo! That’s it, honey!” she gasped and spat as I jerked my cock off onto her face, smacking the slobbery engorged head to her lips before she opened wide and stuck her drooling tongue out. “Ahlahlahlah!” she lapped and licked as she looked up at me with fiery eyes, goading me with her waving tongue before I tilted her head and stuffed her mouth. “Mmmmmm!” she hummed as I held her steady, jerking my shaft as she sucked on the head before I yanked her away, her lips popping from me.

“Aw man, you make me so fucking horny!” I groaned as I thrust my raging cock up her face, her tongue tasting what it could of the shaft before my heavy balls dragged up her chin to smother her open mouth.

“Ahlahlahlahlahlah! Mmmmmmmm!” she gargled and hummed as she lapped hungrily at my sack, shaking her head from side to side in my grip before I tilted her back again, slapping my heavy cock to her face and guiding the head to her waiting mouth. “AGHHHHHH!” she gurgled as I stuffed her throat and held her still, feeling my cock pulse against her tensing tongue before I pulled out, giving her a moment’s breath before thrusting back into her sloppy gullet and shaking her by the hair. “AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHH!”

“Fuuuuuck!” I growled as I looked to the ceiling, my muscles contracting in a horny rage before I yanked her from my cock and released my grip of her hair. But rather than taking the rest I afforded her, Linda leapt back for more, dribbling her bubbling saliva down my shaft before devouring the head and bobbing with unhindered enthusiasm.

“AAGHAAGHAGHHHHHHHH!” she choked, pecking her head back and forth as she fucked my cock with her throat before trying to shimmy her way down the widening shaft. “GHHAAAAH!” she gasped as she came up for air, slobber stringing from her overflowing mouth before she reached for a hold and began to jerk at a furious pace. “Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Yes! Yes! Yesss!” she growled, her horny glare fixed to my cock before she shut her eyes and began to slap it repeatedly over her blushing face.

Oh, fuck me, is she just as turned on as I am?!

Encouraged by her lustful outburst, I swiftly stood up from my chair, grabbing a fistful of her hair and wrestling control of my cock from her before guiding the flaring head to her hungry lips. “Fuck, that’s it!” I groaned as her mouth opened wide, her vision going cross-eyed down my shaft before I thrust into her throat. “Eat that fucking dick!”

“AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHH!” she gagged, her hands reaching urgently for a hold of my ass, her nails digging into my tensed buttocks as she assisted my thrusts into her throat. “AGGHHHHHHH!” she gurgled as she pulled me harder and wouldn’t let me pull out, straining to reach her limit before she choked hard, her cheeks puffing wide before she spluttered a shot of thick saliva down my aching shaft. “GHAAAHHOHMYGOD! Ptoo! Ptoo! Fuck!” she gasped and groaned, drool pouring from her mouth and dripping to her billowing cleavage as she heaved desperately for breath.

Aw man, maybe I need to chill! I’m getting way too-

But before I could take it down a gear, she shifted higher, her hand reaching to steady my swaying cock as she attacked me with renewed vigour. Her welling eyes looked up at me as her hands found my ass once again, tugging me deeper as she pecked and choked her way down my thumping shaft, her attention unwavering as tears began to fall down her cheeks. Her crying eyes never blinked as they continued to fill and overflow, flickering and rolling back into her skull as she bobbed furiously. “AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHH!”

“Oh, fuck yes, Linda! Get that fucking dick!” I encouraged her as she kept up her manic pace, lodging my cock in the heat of her gulping gullet as almost demonic growls vibrated down my shaft.

Holy shit! She’s fucking lost it! She looks possessed!

“AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHH!” she bobbed and pecked before plunging as deep as she could, her grip tightening around me as she coughed and choked violently, hauling me from her throat covered in her slobbery juices. “GHHAAAH! Ptoo! Ptoo!” she heaved and spat as she emptied her flooded mouth, gasping for breath as she blinked her leaking eyes and released her hold of my ass, wasting no time for her next move.

Aw man, is she about to—

“Come here, honey!” she groaned as she knelt up as high as she could, dragging down the front of her black, low-cut top along with her red lace bra. Her shimmering drool-drenched breasts spilled out with a heavy wobble before she scooped them up in her hands, offering them to my jumping cock as she squeezed them together into huge juicy mounds. “Fuck them, baby! Fuck them just like the ones in the picture!” she begged as she looked up at me, mascara streaming down her face as she panted with horny anticipation.

Oh, fuck yes!

Immediately, I grabbed the base of my raging cock and slapped it repeatedly to her plumped up tits, making them jiggle as she kept her eyes fixed to me. “I haven’t been able to stop staring at these!” I groaned in confession as I squeezed my head onto her bubbly vice of flesh, thrusting slowly before sliding it back out and slapping at her splatters of drool. “You’ve been turning me on so much!”

“They’re all yours, honey!” she replied with urgency, her breathing heavy and flustered as she looked up at me. “You can use them however you want… Whatever you need from me, it’s yours!”

“Oh, fuck me, these tits are amazing!” I groaned in horny disbelief as I slipped into the slobbery crease of her cleavage once more, squatting slightly to adjust my angle as I gripped the back of her neck and thrust upward into her heavenly tits.

“Come here, honey, you just sit right there,” she fussed as she dropped her breasts, seeming to notice my efforts before she ushered me back into my seat and shuffled closer. “There we go… Mmmmmm!” she hummed, taking a grip of my cock and licking it up like a melting ice cream cone before she held it to the middle of her chest and squeezed her tits around me. “Sorry if I’m not doing this right,” she whispered with concern, slowly dragging her clamping tits upwards as she looked to me for approval. “Is that how you do it?”

“That’s fucking perfect,” I groaned as the feeling melted my brain, making my cock tense achingly rigid as she slowly plunged downwards. “Holy shit—you’re perfect!”

She beamed with excitement as she increased her vigour, reaffirming her slippery grip on my shaft and squeezing her way back up. “That’s the third time you’ve called me perfect,” she smiled, “I told you I’d make your breakfast if you kept complimenting me like that…” She watched me closely as I groaned with pleasure, closing my eyes from the spectacle of her plumped up breasts engulfing my throbbing cock as I tried to calm myself. “Don’t hold back, baby,” she whispered seductively. “Take what you need from me and give me that load…”

Aw man, she’s keeping me fired up… Is this really okay, though? They usually stop me at the first face-fuck…

I kept my eyes closed for a moment as her words lingered in my mind, caught between my wants and my needs before I gave into my primal nature and sat up with urgency. “I’m sorry, I just need to—Arghh!” I growled as I gripped the back of her neck and thrust hard into her cleavage, making her jolt with the force as she did her best to secure her breasts.

“That’s it, honey, you fucking give it to me!” she purred with encouragement as she looked up at me, preparing herself for the next thrust as I unleashed my frustrations on her eagerly presented tits. “Use me like you need to!”

“Fuuhuuhuuuuuck!” I growled as I looked to the ceiling and fucked her tits at pace, the sound of her spitting her juices at my thrusting cock making me miss her mouth as I looked back down with purpose. She read the signs perfectly as I slipped my cock from her bubbly vice and aimed it at her face, her mouth opening wide as I stuffed it impatiently, holding her head steady as I fucked her throat like an insatiable animal. “Arghhhhh! Fuck!” I yelled as I succumbed to my baser instincts, fucking her face without mercy while she continued to squeeze her heavy tits together. “You want me to use you?! I’ll fucking use you! I’ll use this pretty little face, you horny fucking slut!”

“AAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHH!” she gagged and heaved as I fucked her gurgling tonsils, my swinging balls slapping to her tits as she squeezed and lifted them to her chin, the overwhelmingly feeling tipping me over the edge as they began to tighten.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned, realising I had crossed the threshold as my fuse began to spark. “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” I growled as I tightened every muscle in an attempt to stop the inevitable, halting my thrusts into her gargling mouth before she began to bob her head with purpose. “Arrgh! FUCK!”

“AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHHHHHH!” she choked, her body tensing as I erupted into her throat, her teary face bright red as she coughed and wretched. She pulled back from my pulsing cock as the next forceful spurt splattered her tonsils, gulping in desperation and gasping for air as I took control of my cock and began to jerk with fury. “GHHAAHHH! Fuck! That’s it, baby, fucking cover me!” she groaned, her tongue flattening to her chin as she opened her mouth wide, rope after rope of thick hot cum plastering her flushed face as she shut her eyes and shook her massive tits. “Mmmmm! Get it all out, that’s a good boy!” she encouraged me as I continued to pump my cock, her tongue swiping a taste from her top lip as heavy globs dripped to her tits below.

“Arghhhhh!” I growled as the aftershock of the explosion coursed through my body, my tensed legs beginning to quiver as I choked my lurching cock for every last drop, slapping it to her waving tongue before she began to urgently suck on the sensitive glans. “Oh, fuuhuuhuuck!” I shivered, pulling away from her suckling lips before collapsing back into my chair, the force rolling me a few feet away. “Aw man, that was… fuck… I can’t even… FUCK!”

“Come here, honey,” she whispered, oozing with concern as I sat back panting in recovery, her cum-drenched tits swinging low as she hurried towards me on her hands and knees. “Let me clean you up…”

Aw man, this is bad! I worried, struck by a colossal wave of guilt-ridden vertigo as my eyes shut tight and my body trembled. I heaved for breath as her hands gripped my thighs, feeling her soft lips kiss at my twitching balls before her tongue gently lapped them up. I can’t believe I just did that… I just totally lost it again! I just fucked my friend’s mom’s face like it was a fucking cock sleeve! I called her a horny slut! Shit, this is so so bad! I need to get out of here!

My stomach tumbled as the reality of the situation hit home, a rush of nerves overcoming my senses as I quickly kicked my chair further away, escaping her touch before standing up.

“Are you okay?” she asked with worry as I avoided eye contact, my legs unsteady as I reached down to pull up my pants. “Come here and sit down, honey, let me—”

“I’m really sorry!” I burst, struggling to tuck my still raging cock into my boxers as she remained on her knees before me. “I shouldn’t have been so rough with—”

“Don’t be sorry!” she replied urgently. “I—”

“No, that was seriously fucked up!” I continued, chastising myself as she struggled to stand, one of her high heels sliding away across the floor as she did.

Oh, God! I fucked her face so hard, her shoe fell off!

“Honey, it’s more than okay!” she insisted, her furrowed brow glazed with my load as I grabbed my car keys. “Please, let me just—”

“No, I really shouldn’t have,” I ignored her, my mind a racing blur as I continuously shook my head in a guilty trance. “Fuck, I need to go… I’m sorry… That was just… Argh! Fuck, I’m sorry!”

“Where are you going?” she asked as I stumbled towards the door.

“Home,” I replied in a daze. “It’s late, we should have left at five… Sorry, it’s my fault, I should have noticed.”

“O-Okay,” she stuttered meekly behind my back. “I’ll make sure to lock up…”

“Yeah, thanks!” I replied as I opened the door, a rush of fresh air cooling my sweating skin.

“Wait! Will you be here, tomorrow?” she called, making me halt in place and stop the door from closing behind me. “Do you still want me to come in?”

“Err, yeah, I’ll be here,” I replied without looking up, too ashamed to face her as she stood tits-out in my peripheral. “You can take the day off if you want, though… See ya!” Without waiting for a reply I shut the door, hurrying to my car and jumping in, cum dribbling down my thigh as my mind imploded.

‘See ya’?! I winced as I peeled away down the road. Fucking ‘see ya’?! What is wrong with you?! Aw man, what have you done?! You’ve just completely ruined everything!

I raced home, cringing every other second as I worried about what I’d just done and what was to come of it, my mind flashing with images of Linda awkwardly cleaning the bucket-load of spunk I had just hosed her down with. My heart was still pounding as I fumbled for my keys, slipping inside my apartment and slamming the door shut behind me.

Fuck! How am I going to forget this?!

* * *


Chapter Four

I woke up to the sound of my scheduled alarm, lazily reaching to silence it as my head seared with pain, swiftly deciding to hide from the world a bit longer as I shut my eyes, memories waiting for me behind my lids.

Fuuuuck! I still remember!

I lay in a crumpled heap before I pulled myself together, dragging the covers from me and forcing my heavy legs out of the bed, stumbling naked to the bathroom to depressingly sit in the shower with my torturous thoughts.

Argh! I seriously just fucked her face and bailed! I’m such an asshole… Fuck! She’s one hundred percent quitting now… There’s no way she’ll want to stay after that, she probably doesn’t want to be anywhere near me! When the fuck will you learn?! This is why you can’t keep a girlfriend, you just can’t control yourself! You scare them all away with your face-fucking proclivities! How many times is it gonna take before you realize that life isn’t a porno?! Fuck!

I got ready for work, stopping to reconsider going every few minutes and wondering if I should call her before I made my final decision to give her some space and go to the studio, jumping in my car and taking off just before midday.

I’ll just blast music so loud that I can’t think of anything but drawing… And those filthy ones have to be done by tonight anyway, there’s an extra five hundred riding on it… But, what if she’s there? Nah, there’s no way! She hasn’t messaged me, either, she’s probably just sat in her shower cringing with regret like I was… Aw man, how am I ever going to face her again? What am I gonna say to Tom, too? He’ll want to know what happened… Fuck, this is such a mess!

I turned the corner onto the street of the studio after bullying myself the whole way there, slamming on the brakes in shock as I found Linda’s new car already parked outside.

Holy shit, she’s here… Why the fuck is she here?!

I waited in the middle of the quiet street for a few moments, noticing her car was empty and considering driving home before she could know I was ever there, deciding against it as I slowly parked up behind her.

No, you have to go and speak to her. This needs fixing somehow… Anything is better than leaving it like this… Just apologize and see where she wants to go from here… No pressure, just listen… Fuck… Well, here goes…

I stepped out of the car, taking a deep breath in preparation as I unlocked the door and stepped inside, footsteps hurrying down the hall towards me before Linda appeared.

“Hello, boss!” she chimed as she sheepishly kept her distance, her eyes wide as she looked to me. “You’re late… I was starting to think you weren’t coming in today.”

“Sorry,” I replied, “I overslept… I really didn’t think you’d—”

“Wait,” she interrupted, holding a warning finger out before she made her way around the drawing table and strutted towards me, both heels firmly back on her feet. “Give me your key…”

“Errr, okay,” I complied, handing it over in a state of confusion before she locked the door behind me, leaning against it as she turned around with a guarded smirk.

“Now, you can’t escape from me,” she said, shaking the key between her fingers before she slipped it into her bra, my shameless eyes lingering on her busting cleavage as she slowly made towards me.

“Yeah, sorry, that was fucked up,” I began, holding my ground as she sauntered up close. “I was just—”

“Shhhh,” she hushed gently, silencing me as she raised a finger to my lips momentarily, her hand continuing to the back of my neck before she pulled me down to meet her fevered kiss.

Woah…

Her soft lips caressed mine before her tongue lapped for a taste of me, prompting me to do the same as my hands reached instinctively for her shapely hips, her blissful moan quelling my raving mind of any worries as I embraced her loving affection.

“You left without kissing me goodbye,” she whispered as she briefly broke from my lips, her nails teasing at my neck as she puckered softly once more. “Don’t you ever do that again…”

“I won’t!” I replied, my body stiff with surprise as her next kiss came filled with double the passion, her tongue forcing her way deep into my mouth as she pressed her body firmly to mine. “Fuck, I thought—”

“Shhh, you think too much, young man,” she hushed, reaching for a hold of my ass and pulling me closer, grinding herself on my swelling crotch. “I don’t want to hear you say sorry ever again, either,” she continued, “I wanted exactly what you gave me… and now I want more.”

Wait, she actually liked it?

“But… I was so rough with you,” I replied with caution, haunted by the scathing criticisms of my past girlfriends. “I shouldn’t have—”

“Yes, you should,” she interrupted, slowly rubbing her crotch to mine. “It’s been so long since I’ve experienced anything but soft, I’ve been dying for some rough…”

“I just can’t control myself once I get going,” I explained, unburdening myself of my long-held worries, “I don’t know what comes over me…”

“You’re a virile young man, full of testosterone—you’re supposed to be like that,” she assured me with a soft smooch to my lips. “I don’t want you to control yourself, I want you to go wild on me…”

“Seriously?” I asked, enjoying her flurry of soft kisses to my jaw.

“Seriously,” she nodded, “it made me go wild to see you like that for me… It just made me want to submit…”

“Submit?” I repeated in surprise.

“Yes, Sir,” she teased, nudging me with her nose before her tongue lapped slowly at my neck, sending shivers down my back. “I just want to be used by you and your hard young cock… I’d do anything you tell me to…”

Am I fucking dreaming?!

“… I touched myself all night thinking about what you’d do to me if you had just fully let go,” she whispered into my ear as her hand slowly reached down to stroke my growing bulge. “You’d destroy me with this thing, wouldn’t you, baby?”

“Is that… what you actually want?” I asked, looking down at her hand as she rubbed and scratched at my cock through my pants.

“It’s what I need,” she corrected, “just like you do… I haven’t been taken properly in decades, and I’ve never been fucked by something like this… Don’t you want to ram this big cock wherever you want? However you want?”

“Yes,” I nodded as I took a deep calming breath. “I’ve never really been allowed to before…”

“Have your girlfriends never submitted to you properly?” she whispered as she kissed at my neck.

“No,” I replied with a sure shake of my head, remembering all the times I’d been scolded and criticized for being too aggressive.

“Well, I promise you, honey… One day, those silly little girls will be my age—married to a weak man they thought they could be content with… And one night, they’ll be lay in bed, listening to him snoring after he’s disappointed her once again… And they’ll think of you…And when they do, they’ll kick themselves for not submitting to a real man when they had the chance…”

“… You think?” I asked as I imagined her painted scene.

“I know,” she replied with certainty as she squeezed at my hard cock. “They’ll probably think about getting in touch with you… They’ll think about what it would be like to sneak out of bed to meet you… To tell you how sorry they are, and beg you to give them what they’ve been craving… Some might even have the courage to call… And when they do, I’ll be there to answer.”

“Ha! Is that right?” I laughed as she giggled in my ear.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded as she nibbled at my lobe. “I’ll tell them they’re too late—you’ve already got a good little whore that serves your every need just how you like it…”

Ha! What the fuck?!

“A whore, huh?” I repeated. “And here I was feeling bad for calling you a slut in the heat of the moment…”

She giggled as she teased my neck with the tip of her tongue. “I swear, I nearly came when you called me that. If your cock wasn’t so far down my throat at the time, I’d have insisted you call me it again…”

“Ha! Well, that’s another thing that my last girlfriend didn’t appreciate too much…”

“That’s because she was a bad little slut that didn’t know what was good for her,” she replied with a grin as she thrust her crotch firmly against me. “But, I’ll be a good slut for you, I promise…”

“Oh, really?” I asked, engrossed by the feel of her grinding on my bulge as she looked up at me with mischief in her eyes.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded as she rose to her tiptoes to plant her soft lips to mine. “I’ll be your filthy old whore to use whenever you want… I’ll never say no to anything…”

Anything?

My mind ran wild with depraved possibilities as she kissed me, her body grinding up against me in a state of heat, driving me crazy.

“… But, I don’t want to keep you from your work,” she whispered as she broke from my lips, her hand reaching to stroke my bulge down my thigh. “I’ll just make sure to clear your mind so you can concentrate… And I’ll do that by draining these big heavy balls,” she smirked as she looked up at me, finding my attention fixed to her cupping hand. “I’ll make it quick, seeing as though you’re late…”

“I’ll never be late again!” I laughed in disbelief, engrossed by the feeling of her fondling my balls before she took to her knees.

“Good,” she smiled, “because I plan to do this for you every morning from now on…” She reached for my waist, taking a confident hold before tugging them down with urgency, looking up at me as her nails tickled at my hanging balls. “Now, let’s try this again, shall we? Tell me to suck it…”

“Ha! You better suck it,” I smirked as she awaited approval, her eyes flaring with arousal before she took a hold of my now throbbing cock.

“Yes, Sir,” she replied with a breathy whisper as she leant forward, opening wide to take me into her drooling mouth.

“Oh, fuck me,” I groaned as she engulfed the head of my cock, the slobbery heat enrapturing me as she slurped gently on the swollen glans.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned, keeping her eyes fixed on me as she teased my cock, bobbing her head slowly as her tongue slopped and slithered. “How’s that, honey?” she asked as her loving suction popped, a hint of mischief in her tone. “Is that gonna do the trick? Or would you rather fuck my whore throat like you did yesterday?”

Ha! What the fuck?!

I bit my tongue as I reluctantly smiled at her goading expression, choosing my words carefully before I spoke. “If you behave like a whore, I’ll treat you like a whore,” I said, looking down at her as she slowly jerked the length of my cock. “And yesterday… you were.”

“Oh, no, Sir,” she insisted with a slow shake of her head. “Yesterday, I behaved like a slut… But today… Today, I’ll be your whore.” With that, she steadied my cock, opening wide and flattening her tongue to her chin as she slowly swallowed me inch by inch. “AAGGHHHHH!” she gurgled as she reached her limit, her eyelashes fluttering as she fought for every millimetre, holding her ground when she could take no more. “AAAGGGGGHHHHH!”

“Holy shit!” I groaned in shock as I stared at her slobbering mouth struggling to contain me, the head of my cock lodged in her throat as I tensed hard, making her heave and cough me back up. “Fuck, you are a whore today, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir! I’m your whore!” she panted urgently as she caught her spluttering breath, her hands slipping her thick saliva up and down my shaft. “I’m a filthy old whore for my young boss to use!” she whimpered in confession as she stared at my cock. “Oh, God! My sexy young boss has me on my knees for him—I’m such a horny old slut, aren’t I? Offering myself to you like this, I just can’t help it! I’ve wanted to suck your cock for so long!”

“Have you?” I asked in surprise as her panting mouth ran away with her, turned on by the urgency of her horny confessions as she unburdened herself.

“Yes!” she nodded as she stared longingly at my cock, her slick hands gliding up and down the shaft. “You’re so fucking hot! The first time I ever saw the bulge in your pants, I wanted it! I tried not to, but every time I would see you, it would come back to me… I could never stop my eyes wandering for it again… But ever since my first day here, I knew I didn’t just want it anymore… I needed it! And I just knew, at some point, I was going to get on my knees for you… I just didn’t think it would be so soon! I tried, I really did… But, I just… I just… Oh, God…”

Woah!

She groaned in surrender as she opened wide and forced her way down my cock, cupping my balls as she stuffed her throat and bobbed her gurgling head. “Oh, fuck yes!” I buzzed as I stared in awe at her efforts, watching her eyes roll back as she choked and spluttered.

“AGGHAAGGHAAGGHAAGGHAAAAH!” she gargled and gasped as she came up heaving for air, sucking up the slobbery strands of saliva before spitting her sloppy mess onto her jerking hands. “Ptoo! Ptoo! Fuck, I love this cock! I love your cock, Sir!” she groaned, seeming overwhelmed by her horny state as she shivered on her knees. “Is my whore throat good enough for you?”

Holy shit, she’s actually playing! Finally, we’ve got a player!

“It’s fucking perfect,” I replied with satisfaction as she beamed with my praise, letting out a delirious groan as she leant to blow bubbles with her slobber on the head of my cock. I watched her have her fun, tensing my cock for her pouting lips before I decided to step into my new role. “But… I have a lot of work to do, don’t I?” I teased, making her readjust on her knees as she took a firmer hold of my cock.

“Yes, Sir, I’m sorry, Sir!” she fussed, her hands jerking faster as she rose with a renewed dutiful purpose. “I’ll have these balls drained, right away, so you can get to work… Mmmmm! AGGGHHHH!” she gargled as she stuffed me into her throat, jerking the shaft furiously as she took deep gulps down my beating shaft. “AAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHH!”

Oh, fuck me, that feels incredible! Aw, man, that’s just… Arghhhhh!

I tensed my body still as I withstood the immense waves of pleasure, fighting the urge to grab her bobbing head and take control as she jerked me off into her growling throat. I continued to hold steady as her barraging blowjob showed no signs of pause, defying my frenzied instincts before my fickle mind switched.

Wait, why am I holding back? She said she wants it! Let’s see how submissive she really is…

“Come here!” I burst as the horny rush in my veins forced my hands to her pecking head, taking a grip of her thick hair and thrusting deep into her choking throat. “I haven’t got all day!” I growled as I ragged her head around in my control, fucking her face for all it was worth.

“AGGHAGGHAGGHAGGHAGGHAGGHAGGH!” she gagged, her blushing face a blur as I fucked it, strings of slobber pouring from her mouth to her wobbling cleavage. “GAAAAHHOHMYGOD!” she cried as I hauled my cock from her throat, heaving for breath as I slapped my sloppy cock to her cheek. “Oh, fuck yes! Beat me with that big dick!” she groaned with excitement as she closed her eyes, still gasping for air as my heavy cock landed across her face. “Argh, it’s so fucking strong and meaty… Oh, God, feed me that meaty dick, Sir! I’m so fucking hungry!”

Shit, she sounds so desperate! It’s turning me on so much!

“You want this dick?” I replied, taking a grip of her hair and tilting the head of my cock to her lips.

“Yes, Sir!” she nodded urgently, her attention fixated on her prize as she opened wide and waved her tongue. “Please, Sir, let me have it!”

“What do you want it for?” I teased as I tapped the flaring head to the tip of her tongue.

“I want to suck on it!” she whined as her brow furrowed. “I want to gag on it! I want to fucking choke on it until you cum down my throat and flood my stomach!”

Holy shit, she’s wild! Let’s see what she can do now!

“… You’ve got five minutes,” I replied in warning, relinquishing control of my cock as I challenged her.

“Yes, Sir! I’ll make you cum, Sir!” she burst with hurried assurance, her hands reaching for my rocking cock as she rose to action. “I won’t stop until you do, I promise! Ahhhh…”

“Fuck, that’s it,” I groaned as she opened wide and devoured the head of my cock, stuffing her mouth before she began to jerk me deeper. “Fuuuuck! That’s a good whore!”

“Mmmmm!” she hummed in reply as she smiled up at me, both hands slipping up and down my shaft as she  tossed me off into her throat. “AGHAGHAGHAGH!” she gurgled as she paused and shook my cock rapidly in her gullet, seeming to invigorate her further as she began to bob her head with purpose.

Oh, fuck me… I can’t believe this is happening… She’s so fucking good!

I stood as firm as I could as Linda choked and gagged with lusty fervor on my drenched cock, taken over by the euphoric moment as I raised my rolling eyes to the ceiling and embraced a level of pleasure I had never truly experienced before. She was tugging and slurping on my cock like it was a hosepipe in the middle of the desert, I had never seen so much desperation in my life. The sounds of her ravenous growls and clacking of her slobbery throat filled my ears as I looked back down to the messy spectacle, the all too familiar feeling of impending release making my muscles tighten in defiance as she relentlessly besieged my cock.

Just hold on a few more—fuck, I can’t! It’s too much!

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna cum!” I groaned in defeat, Linda practically leaping at the words as she growled with excitement, but my cock never left her mouth.

“AGGHAGGHAGGHAGGHAGGH!” she gagged as she looked up at me, her teary eyes staring into mine as she eagerly jerked me off into her throat, purring with anticipation for my load.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck… Arghh! Fuuhuuhuuuuck!” I growled as my heavy balls contracted, the power of the explosive pleasure making me reach for her head to steady myself.

“AGGGGHHHHHHHHHH!” she gargled and wretched as the eruption burst down her struggling throat, her high pitched screams muffled by my pulsing shaft as she gulped my nut down with desperation. “AAGGGHHHAAAAGGHHHHAAGGHHHH!” she choked and heaved continuously as each shot roped down her throat, her hands still jerking for every last drop as the flood began to slow. Her lips pursed delicately around my shaft as she realized she had weathered the storm, taking a slow and controlled gulp before she sucked slowly up to the leaking head. “Mmmmmmmm!”

“Oh, fuck me,” I groaned as I rode the reverberations of unmatched pleasure, her gentle lips teasing at my electric glans as she softly slurped for more, her leaking eyes fixed to mine with satisfaction. “You are a good whore, aren’t you?” I laughed, her eyes smiling as she hummed and giggled, sending vibrations up my beating shaft.

“Thank you, Sir,” she whispered as she peeled her slobbery lips from the head of my cock, sucking on her cheeks before savoring one last gulp. “Do you think you’ll be able to concentrate on your work, now?”

“I think so, yeah,” I laughed as she smirked up at me, mascara streaked down her face to her smudged lipstick. “As long as I don’t look at you again, I should be okay…”

“Well, I plan to give you a bit more space from now on,” she replied, “because I know if I look at you any more I’ll just be right back on my knees again… And that wouldn’t be very good for business, would it?”

“Probably not,” I agreed, my spent cock still rocking with my heartbeat as she took to her feet, reaching for the nearby table.

“Woo!” she breathed, composing herself as she reached for the paper towels, wiping her soaked hands and chin before she made her way to me. “Come here,” she smiled, tearing off a few sheets. “Let me clean you up a bit…”

“Is this part of your job description now, too?” I laughed as she wrapped the towel around my cock, massaging her way up and down as she stripped me of her saliva and strained the last of my load from me.

“Yes, it is,” she replied with a smirk as she looked up at me. “And don’t you go thinking about paying me any more money, young man. I won’t accept a single penny over what you already decided… This is one promotion that I do not require a raise for,” she said as she looked down at my cleaned cock in her nurturing hands. “I should be paying you.”

Fuck, if she keeps petting my dick like that I’m gonna be ready to fuck her face again…

“That won’t be necessary,” I laughed as I took control of my hardening cock and tilted it into my pants. “But, I really should be getting to work, I’ve got to finish two by tonight.”

“I know, I know,” she smiled as she tidied her clothes, her huge breast squishing into a flattening mound as she reached into her bra and retrieved my key. “There you go,” she said as she placed it on the table and turned to me with a mischievous glare. “I’ll be in the other room, I’ll try not to disturb you… But, should you need anything… Anything, at all… I’ll be ready…”

Fuck, do I really need to do this work? I could just—no! Stay strong! Don’t let her lead you around all day! Take control!

“… I’ll be sure to let you know if I need a hand with anything,” I replied, holding her gaze as she smiled and bit her lip.

“A hand, sure… or something else,” she teased as she slowly made her way around the table toward the door, the heels snapping a calm rhythm on the floor. “Whatever you want…”

My eyes followed her swaying ass out of the door before she turned to close it, giving me a playful wink as she vanished from my sight.

Well… Work just got a hell of a lot more interesting… I can’t believe how amazing she is at sucking dick! She just gulped down every drop like she was starving for it! And now she’s just waiting around for me to use whenever I get the urge?! And she loves it?! My sexy-as-fuck milf crush is just waiting for me to cum down her throat whenever I feel the need?! I mean, that could really be a problem, because I’m pretty sure I’ll feel that need a lot… Okay, I just need to keep my cool. If she wants to submit, I can’t be a pushover. She can’t just bat her eyelashes and I go running, she needs to be patient and wait for me to take the lead… But, fuck me, I think I’m getting the urge again already…

I struggled to get back to drawing, my hands feeling restless as visions of what Linda was doing in the other room distracted my attention from my work. I shook myself out of it as I shaded the curvature of the woman’s hanging breasts, my ears twitching at every slight movement I heard from down the hall, like they had been for hours.

Okay, well, she’s definitely being patient. I haven’t heard from her all afternoon, what time is it? … Four. It’s been like three hours… I wonder what she’s doing in there… Wait, is she… She’s coming down the hall…

I sat up straighter in my chair as her heels clacked down the hallway, stopping outside the door before her knuckles tapped delicately on the door. “… Come in,” I called, locking my eyes to my work as I continued with the shading, determined to seem uninterested.

“Sorry to disturb you, Sir,” she whispered, as if stepping into a library. “I just need to grab the paper towels…”

“Sure, no prob…lem,” I trailed as I glanced up, double-taking as the view slowed my brain to a halt and commanded my full attention.

“Thank you, Sir,” she replied earnestly, her bare breasts jiggling free and unhindered as she made her way to the table. Her top and skirt were nowhere to be seen, her panties also absent, a pair of black suspended stockings now the only thing that clothed her as she sauntered my way. “Will you be working late, tonight?” she asked, my eyes tearing away from her neatly shaven pussy to meet hers, a guarded smile on her lips. “I’m willing to go all night, if you need me…”

I guess her patience ran out… She wants to play…

“Later than usual, I would expect,” I replied, my cock swelling as I tried to keep my composure and returned to my work. “It depends on how often I’ll be interrupted…”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she replied in a worried tone. “I just really needed the paper towels, it’s getting a bit hot in there… I’m dripping wet…”

Oh, fuck me…

“Well, if you want to go home and take a shower, you’re more than welcome to,” I replied calmly, bolting my attention to my work to sell my feigned indifference to her nude teasing.

“To your home?” she asked in playful surprise. “Without you? No, I’d much rather wait for you to come with me…”

Fuck, does she actually want to come home with me? We can’t do that, can we?

“… Well, my shower isn’t really big enough for two,” I said, applying my finishing touches to the cowgirl piece as her bare curves begged me to peek.

“Oh, I’m sure I could squeeze you in,” she teased, “it’ll be a tight fit with the size of you, though, won’t it?”

Ha! She’s persistent…

I looked up from the drawing, finding her strangling a smirk as I raised a knowing brow. “Will that be all?”

“I don’t know,” she replied innocently as she slowly leant forward, her arms resting on the table as her breasts hung heavy and full. “Will it?”

Ha! Fuck me, she’s not giving up…

My mind wrestled with what to do as I shook my head with a smile and returned to my drawing, finding the resolve to keep control before I replied. “Yes… That will be all,” I said, looking up once more to find her unmoved. “Anyway, a client might be waiting… and you don’t appear to have the phone on you…” I traced my eyes briefly over the frill of the black stockings that tightly dressed her thick thighs, a hint of her pretty pussy hair capturing my attention before I tore it back and looked into her watchful eyes. “So, you should get back to it…”

She smiled in defeat as her tongue prodded the inside of her cheek, halting her desired words before she spoke her second thoughts. “… Yes, Sir,” she said, her juicy tits resting to her stomach as she stood up straight. “Whatever you say, just call me if you need me… I’m more than ready to help…” With that, she turned around, my gaze immediately falling to her plump ass as it jiggled, her bare cheeks tensing with each step she took away from me.

Oh, fuck me…

I had stared at this ass a thousand times before, I’d imagined what it would look like stripped of her pants and presented before me, and now it was.

Then why am I letting it walk away from me?!

I watched in a horny daze as she left the room, her slow strut telling me she knew she was taking my attention with her as she left the door open before continuing down the hall. I watched her bubbly buttocks tighten and jiggle away, my cock straining in my pants before she arrived at her office, glancing back with a sly smile as she slipped inside.

Okay, fuck this! I need that ass, I’ve waited too long to see it!

I dropped my work as I stood up from my chair, feeling my blood rush hot as I gave into my overwhelming desire and followed after her, making my way down the hall to her open door.

“Oh,” she chimed as she turned to me, “did you need something, Sir?”

I drank in the sight of her body, her tanned skin smooth and shimmering in the light as I traced her curves. “Yes… I need something,” I replied, feeling my lungs work faster as I perused her naked body.

“Oh,” she chimed again, standing still as she allowed me to study every inch of her. “Well…” She grinned expectantly as I looked back to her eyes, enticing me further as she slowly turned toward her desk and leaned over it, her asscheeks curving with temptation as she arched her back. Her bare breasts pooled heavy on the table as she offered herself to me, looking back over her shoulder as I stood in the doorway. “You better take it then…”

Take it? Okay, fuck it, it’s on…

I stepped towards her with purpose, my cock aching and restricted in my boxers as I reached for the juicy ass I had drooled over for so long, her flesh warm and soft before she tensed firm at my admiring touch. “I’ve wanted this ass so bad,” I confessed as I reached to free my begging cock, lurching heavy and rigid as I dropped my pants and took a hold of the base, slapping the length to her plump cheeks. “I’ve always wanted it…”

“Well, you can have my ass too, if you’d like,” she replied as she peered back over her shoulder. “But, why don’t you start with my pussy, I’ve been getting it ready for you for hours…”

I can fuck her ass?! But start with her pussy?! Ha! She recommended it like a waitress helping me decide what to order… Fuck me, I can’t believe my luck right now!

“You’ve been waiting for me?” I asked, slowly stroking the head of my cock up her inner thigh, feeling the heat emanating from her waiting pussy as she arched her back further.

“Yess!” she hissed, her ass tensing and jiggling as I teased up her thigh, the head of my cock patting at her pussy hair as she groaned with desire. “I’ve been so fucking horny, I’ve been touching myself while I waited… but I couldn’t wait any longer, I’m sorry! Oh, God…”

“Well, I’m here now,” I replied, enjoying her tortured reaction as I stroked the head of my cock across her clit, her pussy giving sloppy kisses to my throbbing shaft as I slowly teased at her labia. “Tell me what you want…”

“I want you in my pussy! I need you inside me!” she burst, flattening her face to the desk as she raised her humping ass higher. “I’m so fucking wet, please, give it to me!”

I wonder if her pussy can handle me like her throat can… Time to find out, I guess…

I teased at her pussy with my cock, patting gently at her swollen clit before sliding up and parting her labia, securing my beating shaft tighter in my grip as I began to thrust. “Oh, fuck, that’s it,” I groaned as the heat of her slick pussy enraptured me, her walls scorching the head of my cock as she tightened up.

“Oh, my God!” she squealed as my lunge found resistance, her head rising from the desk as she bent her back. “Fuck, you’re big!” she groaned as she tried to relax her shaking thighs, her pussy easing its grip on my cock before I pulled back and slowly plunged deeper. “Oh, wow! Holy shit!” she breathed as I delved firmer, her pussy spreading wide around my girth.

“You like that big dick?” I asked as I strengthened my hold of her shaking hip and shook my tensed cock in her hot, wet hole. “Huh? You like that big dick?” I repeated over her horny gurgling, feeling myself succumb to my instinctive aggression.

“Ughhhhh! Yesss!” she groaned as I stretched at her walls, hearing her pussy slosh and spit as I churned her with my cock.

“Say it!” I ordered, her loudening moans undulating as I jerked off inside her.

“I love that big dick!” she cried as her legs trembled, her heels shaking unsteady on the floor. “I fucking love it, Sir! Oh, fuuhuuhuuhuuuuuck!” she whined as I stirred her pussy again, her body seizing up once more as I thrust deeper. “Oh… FFFUCK!”

“Argh! Fuck, that’s deep!” I groaned in surprise as I finally reached her squelching limit, forcing the bubbling air from her pussy as I pressured her quivering cervix. I looked down as I collided with her juicy ass, the base of my cock straining strong as I held my thrust, deeper than I’d ever been before in my life.

“Uggghhhhhhh!” she gargled as she adjusted to the feeling, her walls squeezing at me over and over as she shook in her heels. “Ugghhhh! You’re stretching me out! I can feel you in my fucking stomach! Oh, FUCK!”

She wailed in shock as I pulled back an inch or two and lunged to her limit once more, her hair whipping to her back as her spine jolted. “Fuck, that’s a deep pussy!” I admired as I ground against the fleshy cushion of her juicy ass, feeling my shaft strain inside her as I leaned against her cervix. “Does your husband not fuck you this deep?” I asked, embracing my antagonist role as I probed the darkest depths of her mind and body.

“No!” she panted, her golden hair dancing down her back as she shook her head. “He could never fuck me this deep!”

“Well, I’ve never had a pussy swallow me up like this,” I groaned as I thrust again, slowly stuffing her full of my angry cock as I tensed and thudded inside her. I took a grip of her garter belt, wrapping it into my fist as I began to lunge with more purpose, her shrill gasp for breath followed by a loud vibrating buzz beside her.

Is that her phone?

“Ignore it,” she panted as we both looked to her purse, her ringing phone rattling inside. “Oh, fuck yes!” she groaned as I slowly bucked my hips, clapping to her ass to the rhythm of the vibrations before it stopped, sending me up a gear as I quickened my pace. “Ah! Ahhh! AHHH! Oh, my God!” she squealed, her nails rattling and scratching at the desk as her hands shifted with indecision.

“Come here,” I ordered as I made my mind up for her, taking a hold of her arms and folding them behind her back, her breasts pooling as I held her down on the desk. “That’s it, take that dick!”

“UGHHH! UGHHH! UGHHHUUHUUHUUUUH! FUCK YES!” she groaned as I pounded her hot pussy, her juicy ass rippling with each quaking collision as the phone buzzed again.

“Who will that be?” I teased as I held her forearms behind her back, slowly pulling out before slamming back to her depths.

“UGHHH! It’ll be… FRANK!” she cried, her head rocking as she looked to her purse, my cock ramming her pussy with force.

“Well, don’t you need to talk to your husband?” I asked with a horny grin, the phone rattling obnoxiously on the desk as I held her folded arms to her back.

“UGHHUHUUUH! NO!” she groaned coarsely from her raspy throat before she looked back to her purse with a dangerous thought that paused my stride. “But… maybe I should answer…”

What?

“… Maybe he should hear what you’re doing to his wife,” she continued in a taunting tone, her pooled breasts heaving on the desk as she bent over with her pussy stuffed to the brim. “Make him listen while you break me in with this huge fucking cock! ARGH!”

She growled and grimaced as her words sent my hips bucking once more, the phone finally silenced as I pound her pussy harder. “Is that what you want?” I growled as I leant forward to grab at her hair, tugging her head up from the desk as I fucked her with purpose. “You want your husband to hear you getting your back blown out by your young boss?!”

“YESSSS!” she cried through her strained throat. “I want him to listen! I want him to hear his wife screaming like a slut for your big dick! Oh, my… GUUHUUHUUHUUGHHHH!” she drawled as I pummelled her creaming pussy, her juices lathering my thumping shaft as I sustained my pounding rhythm.

Holy shit! This pussy is amazing! I feel like I can finally fuck for the first time! She takes my cock like a fucking dream! Arghhhh!

I clapped her ass at a furious pace, the sounds of her high-pitched wails echoing like an opera in the sweltering room as I fucked her like an untethered beast. Her screams rose to ear-bursting heights as a sudden sensation sprinkled across my thigh, a warm wetness dripping down to my knees before more followed.

Holy shit, is she—

“OH, MY GOD! I’M FUCKING… HNNNNNNNNNNGGGAAAAH!” she whined, her pussy squeezing on my cock as she seized up before releasing her volcanic tension. “ARGHHH! ARGHHHH! ARRRRGHHHHH!”

“Oh, fuck me!” I groaned in horny shock as I felt her pussy burst, her juices gushing and spitting in pulses from her squelching hole as I plowed her fast and deep, soaking my balls and splashing to the floor by her chattering heels. “That’s it, squirt on that fucking dick!” I encouraged her, determined to pump every last gush from her as I held her hair and arms tight, feeling her body quivering as I swiftly pulled out. “Have you got any more for me? … Yeaaaah, that’s it!” I jeered as I shook and slapped my cock to her horny clit, forcing another rush of her hot fluids as I strummed her nerves, gushing down my shaft and spilling to the growing pool on the floor.

“Oh, my f-fucking… Ughhhh,” she gurgled hazily as her weight collapsed to the desk, her legs jittery as her heels teetered for a wobbly footing in the puddles. “I have never… ever… been fucked like that,” she panted for breath as I released my grip of her arms, keeping them behind her back as her body spasmed and jiggled over and over. “You made me squirt so fucking hard… Holy fuck… You’re an animal!”

“I’m just breaking you in, like you said,” I replied with a slap of my cock to her tensing ass. “… And I’m not done with you yet.”

But as I began to rummage between her soaked labia, the phone rang again, Linda’s unrestrained arms finally leaving her back as she struggled to reach the purse. “He’s just going to keep ringing,” she groaned with annoyance as her shaking fingers prized her purse open, reaching in to retrieve her phone. “Yep, it’s him,” she said as she looked at the screen. “Fuck… Argh! You know what?”

No, what?

“… Hello?”

Oh, fuck! She actually answered!

“Well, it’s about time!”

Shit, she put him on speaker!

“I’m working!” she bit back, placing the phone on the desk before leaning back down beside it, reassuming her position as she brought her arms behind her back once more. “What do you want?” she asked impatiently, her hips conveying their own message to me as she wriggled her waiting ass in search of my cock.

Shit, does she actually want me to fuck her while he’s on the phone?

“Well, I’m sure you could have taken a couple of minutes to—”

“What do you want, Frank?” she interrupted him, her pussy finding what it searched for as she began to grind on my shaft. “I’m busy…”

Oh, fuck me… I’m going in…

“I need the car!” Frank shouted as he cut to the chase. “Can you come home?”

“No, I CAN’T!” Linda yelled in reply as I squeezed my way inside her hot pussy, holding her breath as I slowly fed my cock deeper. “I’m too… busy!”

“But, I need it!” Frank persisted as I bottomed out in his wife’s wet pussy.

“What… for?” she squeaked as she adjusted to my cock, dragging along the ridges of her squeezing walls as I pulled away before lunging back to her cervix.

Oh, fuck me! This pussy is too much!

“I’ve… I’ve got a job interview,” Frank replied, his voice a few octaves higher.

“Ugh!” she groaned as the next thrust broke her silence, gathering her composure before she spoke again. “Oh, really?” she doubted, her voice deepening as she tensed her body. “At this time?”

“Yeah… Well, I’d be working nights so… It makes sense,” Frank continued, pleading his case to his wife as I fucked her slow and deep. “Listen, you told me to get a job, so that’s what I’m trying to do…”

“Argh! I don’t fucking care what you do!” Linda burst angrily as I stuffed her creaming pussy, pinning her obedient arms to her back as I stroked and spread her jiggling asscheeks apart. “Just take a taxi!”

“Take a taxi?” he repeated with disdain over his wife’s strangled moans. “I can’t take a taxi, think about how that would look!”

“I don’t care how it looks!” she burst again as she released her held breath, panting heavier as I stretched her out slow and deep. “I’m working… Ughh! Fuck… This job is… important to me! Argh!”

“Yes, I know it—what… What are you doing?” he asked in annoyance, finally noticing her panting tone.

“I’m… I’m trying to… move my… desk!” she groaned with tensing effort as I stuffed her deep, my cock hard as iron as I panted and thrust behind her.

“Well, be careful, it’s probably too big for you,” Frank suggested, forcing me to pause as I controlled my sniggers.

“It’s not too big for me,” Linda replied, a devilish smirk on her lips as she peered back over her shoulder and blew the messy strands of hair from her flustered face. “I can handle it…”

Oh, fuck me, she is a naughty woman…

Her pussy swallowed and sucked on my cock as she began to back up into me, shaking her juicy ass firm against my thighs as she humped me deeper.

“Well, listen, I’m sure your new boss won’t mind you leaving a little early,” Frank continued, the tone of his reference to me piquing my attention.

“He is my boss,” she affirmed, her big round ass rotating slowly as I bottomed out inside her twitching pussy. “And I’m sure he would let me go if I asked… But, it’s a busy day for him… He needs me…”

Oh, I fucking need you alright!

“Well, I need you!” Frank whined down the line as her humping thrusts found a steady rhythm. “And I’m your husband…”

“Pah!” Linda burst, whipping her hair back as she giggled, her hips continuing to wriggle her pussy up and down my cock. “Unfortunately…”

“Linda, I… I know I’ve let you down… but, I’m trying to fix things,” he replied dejectedly, choosing his words thoughtfully as his wife fucked my dick like a dream. “Really… What if I just got a taxi to you?” he proposed, the suggestion halting Linda’s wide hips as we both looked to the phone. “I could take the car and you could just get a taxi home… Or get your oh, so understanding boss to give you a ride home.”

Hey, what’s his fucking problem? That’s the second time he’s referred to me in that sarcastic prick voice! You know what?

“Argh! Fuck!” Linda squealed as I thrust deep and hard into her squelching pussy, struggling to silence herself for the next as I began to lunge without guilt.

“What?” Frank called down the line as his wife bit her lip. “Did you hurt yourself?”

“Arggggh! Yesss!” Linda growled back as she took her pummelling, her clapping cheeks wobbling with each collision of our bodies.

“Well, I told you it was too big for you,” Frank droned condescendingly down the line.

“Fuck, it is too big… It’s so big! Argh! Fuck!” Linda growled, her grunts of painful pleasure enraging my cock further.

“Are you okay?” her husband asked down the line, Linda’s face turning bright red as she held her breath.

“Yesss… I’m okay… I just… pulled something,” she squeaked as she panted for air, trying to control her breathing.

“That’s right, just deep breaths and count to ten,” Frank suggested obliviously, Linda running with the idea as she counted my relentless thrusts.

“One… Two… Three… FOUR! Fuck!” she yelped as I pummelled the right nerve, leaning over her and squeezing at her squashed breast as I fucked her harder. “Five… S-six… Seven! EIGHT! N-nine! T-t-ten!”

“That’s it,” her husband soothed down the line as I held her shivering body down on the desk. “Just breathe…”

Ha! He’s calming her down for me…

“Hoooo-huh-hoooo-huh-hoooo!” she breathed and panted, releasing a portion of her jittery tension as she accepted my long and deep thrusts. “Fuck, it feels better…”

“Gooood,” Frank spoke calmly, “goooood, just let it flow through you…”

“Oh, God, I am,” she replied in a heavenly daze, her body relaxing to a euphoric state as her walls held lovingly to my thrusts.

Oh, fuck that feels so good… I feel like I could cum if I do this much more… Fuck, I want to blow my load right where I am, though, this pussy is incredible…

“That’s it,” Frank continued, matching his wife’s serene tones. “Just accept the feeling… It’ll pass…”

“Oh, God,” Linda breathed, “I’m accepting it… Oh, my God… Hooooooo… Hoooooo… Oh, God, thank you…”

“Wow, you sound delirious,” Frank chuckled, “I can hear the relief in your voice! You must’ve hurt yourself pretty bad…”

“Hoooo… Yeah, it’s just… a pretty big desk,” she replied, breathing slowly to my thrusting rhythm. “It’s a lot to handle…”

Fuck, this pussy is too much to handle… I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up, I can feel my balls twitching!

“You should’ve just had your boss shift it for you,” Frank scoffed, drawing my ire again as I looked to the phone. “I’m sure he could handle it…”

What the fuck?! This guy hates me… I mean, I am balls deep in his wife right now… but he doesn’t know that!

“Of course, he could handle it,” Linda bit back in my defense, “and much better than you could, too… He’s probably twice as strong as you!”

Oh, fuck me… She’s goading him… With me?!

“Ha! I’m sure he is,” Frank scoffed with condescension. “He’s a twenty-three year old boy! He’s got thirty years on me!”

“Oh, no, he’s a man,” she replied with a sultry assurance as she peered back over her shoulder, finding me stunned as I mindlessly thrusted into her tight pussy. “More of a man than you ever were…”

What the fuck is she doing?!

“Ha! Is he now?” Frank scoffed again. “And what sort of man leaves a lady to haul furniture around until they hurt themselves?” he asked, stoking my aggression once more as his wife leapt to my defense.

“He’s busy,” she replied as I thrust into her squelching pussy. “He’s handling his business… Like a real man should…”

“Pfft!” Frank laughed derisively, seeming to annoy his wife even more than me.

“You’re just jealous again, aren’t you?” she spoke confidently in reply.

“No… You’re trying to make me jealous,” Frank returned. “Acting like you’re going to fuck our son’s friend, I mean, c’mon, it’s fucking shameless! I’m embarrassed for you!”

Wait, what?!

“You’re embarrassed for me? HA! Okay then. But, that is what you’re scared of, isn’t it?” Linda replied without missing a beat, my raging cock halting inside her. “You’re scared he’s going to bend me over one day and fuck my brains out…”

What the fuck is happening right now?!

“No, that’s what you told me I was scared of,” Frank replied with subdued agitation. “And I—”

“You told me you don’t like the way he looks at me,” Linda revealed with glee as she backed up into me, taking me deeper. “That’s why you didn’t want me to work for him…”

“No, what I said was—”

“You said you never liked him! You said you’ve seen him looking at my ass and tits!” she interrupted, wiggling her hips and grinding her walls on my thumping cock.

Oops…

“Yeah, I did!” Frank admitted. “And so what did you do? Oh, yeah! You decide to dress up like a cheap slut for him!”

Holy shit! She meant to dress up like this?! Cheap slut’s a bit harsh, though…

“Yes, I did,” she confessed in return, “and I’ve been bending over in all the right ways so he can see what I have for him…”

Woah, woah, woah! What the—

“Linda, do you hear yourself?” Frank replied in dismay. “You’re not going to make me jealous by dressing up like a hooker and pretending to fuck our son’s friend… We both know you wouldn’t do that.”

“Oh, would I not?” she teased as I held firm inside her. “It’s just a matter of time, Frank, we both know that… One day, he’s going to see my ass wiggle just right for him… and then he’ll take me…”

Errr, well, yeah, pretty much, but what the fuck is going on?!

“Listen, Linda, I know you want to get back at me somehow, but please, for your own sake, try to keep your dignity.”

“I bet his cock is bigger than yours,” she goaded in reply, disregarding his condescending advice. “I bet he makes me fucking squirt all over it!”

Oh shit, she’s going for the jugular!

“Okay, that’s enough!” Frank bit, reaching the end of his tether.

“I bet his loads are bigger than yours, too,” she continued, the reminder reigniting my instincts as I began to thrust once more.

“Linda, please—”

“Just imagine him bending me over with my arms behind my back… with his big strong hands holding them tight… railing me with his big dick until he can’t hold it any more,” she groaned dreamily as I lunged slowly into her, taking a hold of her arms as I propelled the next. “I bet he’d shoot a huge load all over the ass he’s been wanting… I bet he’d cover it! Is that what you’re scared of?”

“No, I’m not sc—”

“You’re scared he’d fuck me better than you ever did, aren’t you?” she continued as I thrusts found more purpose, my balls beginning to tighten, aching for release. “Or are you scared that you’re so powerless, you can’t stop it from happening? Are you frightened he’d beat you up if you tried to stop him?”

Fuck, I can’t stop it from happening, either!

“No, Linda, I’m-”

“Or is it that you’re scared what would happen if you told anyone?” she interrupted again, her ominous tone gripping both of our attentions. But this time, her husband remained silent.

What the fuck does that mean?! Oh, fuck, I can’t hold it any longer!

“If you told someone my secrets, why wouldn’t I tell them yours?” Linda continued, sensing her advantage before I hauled my cock from her gaping pussy and began to furiously jerk myself to the threshold. “And that’s why you’re just gonna have to stand back, and let it happen,” she growled with gleeful anticipation as she waved her ass from side to side, peering back over her shoulder with a sadistic grin. “Just let him shoot his hot, creamy load all over your wife’s ass… like the good little bitch that you are…”

Oh, fuuuuuck!

I strained every fiber of my being as I prepared for release, her lathered juices slick and slippery on my aching cock as I stroked myself over the edge, trying to remain silent as my balls ignited.

“Arghhhhhh!” I burst with a stifled growl, Linda’s big beautiful ass jiggling as she hopped in surprise from the first spatter to her cheeks.

“Ooooh, fuck, I’m getting wet just thinking about it,” she teased as I painted her ass with my load, the next rope streaking up her back as I pumped like a madman. “All his thick, yummy cum dripping down my ass and thighs,” she oozed, describing exactly what I was seeing as I drained my balls onto her juicy rump. “And you know I’d just have to taste it…”

Oh, fuck me!

I watched in a static haze as she reached a hand down to her drenched ass, scooping a serving with her fingers before bringing it round to her waiting lips.

“Mmmmm!” she hummed as she slurped on her creamy fingers. “I bet he’s delicious… So young and fresh… Mmmmmm!”

I shuddered as I watched her suck on my load, still pumping my cock after my balls had emptied, wringing out every ounce of pleasure before her husband finally spoke again.

“Listen, I know that you’re still mad at me, and I’ve still got a long way to go to regain your trust—”

“And respect,” Linda interjected with a grin as she scooped another helping of my load to her hungry lips. “Don’t forget the respect…”

Yeah, she seems pretty disrespectful right now…

“… And respect,” Frank continued submissively. “Listen, why don’t you just come home and we’ll talk a bit before I leave… Or I’ll get a taxi there and we can drive back together? I mean, if you’ve hurt yourself, you should take the rest of the day—”

“Oh, I’ll bring the fucking car back, you weasel!” Linda bit as she finished sucking on her fingers. “You’re so fucking pathetic, pretending like you care about me hurting myself so you can go and do God knows what in my car!”

“I won’t do anything in your car!” Frank replied defensively. “I told you, I have a job interview!”

“Yeah, working nights, you said,” Linda scoffed, “if only it were true—I’d hardly have to see you at all then, would I?”

“It is true! I’m—”

“Yeah, whatever, I’ll see you at the house,” she interrupted, tapping at her screen to end the call before she struggled to her elbows and slowly turned around. “Well, then,” she smirked as she looked to me, carefully standing up before she surveyed the drenched floorboards. “Oh, God, look at this mess… We’re going to need more paper towels, aren’t we? But, first,” she said, making her careful way towards me, her legs quivering unsteady before she reached around my shoulders for stability, pulling me down to her lips and forcing her tongue into my mouth. “Mmmmmm! That was fucking amazing…”

I stood stunned by the turn of events, the horny haze drifting from my senses as I tried to process what had just happened, her natural calmness disturbing me the most as she parted from my lips and squatted low, gobbling up my still beating cock. “Sooo… are you gonna tell me what the fuck just happened?!” I finally asked as she stripped our juices from the head of my cock, making her giggle before she looked up at me.

“What?” she replied, feigning ignorance as she smiled up at me. “Did you not expect me to answer?”

“I didn’t expect any of that to happen!” I replied in shock. “You’ve been arguing about me? You told him you were going to fuck me?”

“I may have mentioned something like that being a possibility, yes,” she admitted, offering me a guilty frown to contrast her mischievous eyes. “And a certainty if I had my way…”

“What the… He fucking hates me!” I laughed as she coaxed me with soft kisses to the sensitive head of my cock.

“He didn’t like you looking at me,” she pouted as she batted her eyelashes. “He thought you wanted to fuck me… his poor old wife, with your big young cock… So, I told him I’d let you if you ever tried… I told him I’d bend over and give myself to you to use however you want… He didn’t believe me…”

“Yeah well, I don’t believe it, either!” I laughed as she made out with my cock, helping her to her feet as her thighs showed signs of falter. “What the hell am I supposed to say the next time I see him, now that I know all this?”

“Tell him you enjoyed using his wife’s pussy,” she giggled without care, “he won’t do anything, you’d kick his ass! He probably wouldn’t even say anything!”

“And why the fuck is that?” I asked as my frazzled mind moved onto the next urgent point. “What’s all this about secrets? You must have some pretty big dirt on him…”

Immediately, her own demeanour became more guarded as she stopped her giggles and looked away from my eyes. “Yeah, well… I shouldn’t really get into that,” she replied, reaching for the paper towels to clean herself up.

Shit, now I really want to know what it is…

“Is it the gambling?” I guessed tentatively, making her laugh as she wiped down her glazed ass.

“If only,” she giggled, double taking my disturbed expression before she leapt to ease my concern, wiping herself down all the while. “It’s nothing illegal, or whatever… But, I can assure you, it’s enough for him to keep my secrets very safe… He’d never tell Tom, if that’s what you’re worried about...”

“And you know that for sure?” I pressed as I tucked my cock back into my pants.

“Oh, one hundred percent,” she replied without a hint of doubt as she wiped off her thighs and reattached a dangling suspender strap. “I promise you, there’s nothing at all to worry about… Now, would it be okay if I left early, Sir? My husband needs to use my car…”

Fuck, she’s way more of a minx than I thought she was… She’s a fucking cougar!

“Yeah, that’s fine,” I laughed as I watched her begin to get dressed, standing bare-breasted as she adjusted her skirt, smirking as she enjoyed my eyes on her.

“Thank you,” she said, “I’ll make it up, somehow… Have you finished those commissions yet?”

“I’ve only finished one,” I replied, taking a rest on the desk as I thought of my waiting task.

“Are you going to finish the other tonight or…”

“I guess I should for an extra five hundred,” I shrugged. “I can get it done in a few hours… Now that I won’t have any distractions…”

“I do apologize, Sir,” she grinned as she reached for her bra, her tits wobbling as they hung and slapped to each other, “but, I appreciate all the attention you’ve given me…”

“Well, I like to help my staff settle in properly,” I replied as I crossed my arms and admired the final glimpses of her naked body.

She giggled as she wobbled her breasts into the cups of her bra, finding a comfortable fit before she gathered her top. “So… You’ll be working late then…”

“Yeah, looks like it,” I replied, resigned to my evening of hurried work.

“Well,” she said, pausing to slip her head into her top and swipe out her trapped hair, “maybe I could come back…”

Come back?

“Ha! Nah, there’s no point,” I replied, “and the work phone goes off at six, that was the rule, remember? There won’t be anything for you to do…”

“Oh, I’m sure you could find a use for me,” she teased, her eyes glinting as she came towards me, stepping her feet around mine as she leaned close and kissed me softly. “So, maybe I’ll see you later… I’ll message you if I can’t make it.”

“Okay,” I nodded, releasing my hold of her hips as she backed away.

“Okay, then,” she smiled with satisfaction, strutting her way to the door before she glanced back. “See ya, Boss,” she winked, blowing a kiss my way before she disappeared from view, leaving me stunned as I listened to her leave.

Well, fuck me sideways… What a fever dream of an afternoon that was! I just fucked her while her husband was on the phone! And she told him she was going to fuck me, does that mean she’s about to tell him she just did?! Shit… I mean, I know she seems sure he wouldn’t say anything to Tom if she did, but… What the fuck does she have on him that he’d let that slide? And why won’t she tell me?! It must be pretty bad… And what’s all this about her coming back? Is she for real? Well, if she is, I better be finished with my work by then…

The incentive to finish drove my urgency even more than the extra money as I rose from the desk I had just fucked my best friend’s mom on, making my way into the studio before sitting down and getting to work.

Okay… Anal sex!

* * *


Chapter Five

I sat in silence for the next couple of hours as I brought the filthy scene to life, finishing the detail on the lucky woman’s taut asshole as the huge, veiny cock spread her open. I tickled at her hole with the tip of my pen, touching up the texture as I imagined what it would be like to fuck Linda in the ass.

She told me I could… Was she actually serious? She has been about everything else…

My cock hardened at the thought as I imagined cramming my cock into her tightest hole, remembering how it looked winking up at me earlier, dripping in my load.

Fuuuck, I’d pound that ass so fucking good! I’d—

The sound of an encroaching car brought my horny thoughts to a hush, my ears pricking as I listened to the purr of the loudening engine.

Is that her? It must be, nobody ever comes down here…

A car door opened as it stopped outside, a familiar voice soon removing all doubt. “Okay, thank you very much! Have a good night!” Linda called, the clack of her heels hurrying closer before her key rattled in the door and she stepped inside. “Hello,” she beamed as she shut the door behind her, shivering as she stood in her draping fur coat. “Ooh, it’s still nice and warm in here… It’s so cold out there, tonight.”

“You’re back then,” I smiled as I returned to my work. “Well, I’m not finished yet… I’ll probably be done in about an hour?”

“Oh, that’s okay,” she chimed as she approached, her eyes peeking at my tablet as she arrived by my side. “I’ll wait for you to finish… Then you can put me to work… Ohohooo! Wow,” she giggled as she leaned in for a better look at the woman getting her ass fucked. “Lucky girl…”

I ignored her teasing as I switched the tablet screen off. “… Does your husband know you’ve come back here,” I asked as she looked down at me with a grin.

“I told him I was getting a taxi back, yes,” she replied freely, stroking her hands down her coat. “I wanted to make it up to you… For leaving early after we were so rudely interrupted…”

“So, I’m supposed to just take you home when I’m done here?” I asked, her reply coming swiftly.

“Oh, yes, please,” she said, her hands slowly reaching for the zip of her coat, “take me home with you… I want to show you what a hard worker I can be during my overtime shifts…”

Holy shit, is that what she wants?

I followed her zip down as her coat parted with it, revealing her bare flesh before a hint of lingerie caught my eye. She opened her fur wide, presenting me with her scantily covered body, barely clothed by a new set of sexy underwear.

“What do you think?” she asked as I tore my eyes away from her billowing tits to meet hers. “Am I dressed appropriately for what you might need?”

Aw man, she’s giving me femme fatale vibes right now… But, I’m actually fucking loving it!

“Give me an hour and we’ll get out of here,” I replied, making her bite her lip with satisfaction as she slowly wrapped herself back up.

“I’ll wait as long as you need,” she whispered as she leaned down to me, her attention on my lips before she closed her eyes and sank into them. “Mmmmm,” she moaned contently as she kissed me with slow passion, lingering for a moment before she tore herself away and opened her eyes. “I’ll be in the other room, I don’t want to distract you… But, I’m warning you now… When we get back to your place, I’m going to need a lot of training,” she teased as she walked away from me, turning to shut the door. “I think I need to understand my role a bit better…”

I smiled in disbelief as her dirty grin disappeared, her footsteps quieting with every step as my cock swelled in my pants at the prospect of a night with her all to myself.

Fuck, maybe I should just take her home now?

I teetered on the brink of surrender before I pulled myself back from the edge, determined to finish the drawing before I got up from my chair.

No, she needs to wait! I’ve already given in once today, it’s time to take control back… Shit, if she wants me to train her, I’ll need to train myself while I’m at it! Okay, just finish quickly and get out of here without seeming too desperate… Just clear your mind, and don’t think about her ass bouncing on your cock as soon as you get home… Don’t think about her choking on your dick and squirting all over your sheets… Don’t think about squeezing your cock into her fucking horny, puckering asshole! Argh! Fuck!

“Linda!”

I pulled up into my parking space, my cock hard as iron in her fondling grasp after she had rubbed and teased me the entire drive back from the studio.

“Home, sweet home,” she smiled as I looked to her, seeming pleased with herself as she ran her nails across my bulge.

“Get inside, right now,” I said, already long past the limit of my horny torment as I took a grasp of her wrist and returned her hand to her own lap.

“Lead the way, Sir,” she replied, reaching for her handle and hurrying to race me out of the car, waiting for me to take her by the arm and rush her to the door of my apartment building as she giggled giddily.

I guided her into the elevator, hitting the button to my floor impatiently as her hand found my bulge once more, her lips barraging me with kisses as the doors closed.

Fuck, I am going to annihilate her!

I squeezed at the soft fur of her coat, trying to get a hold of her curves before the doors opened again, grabbing her by the wrist and dragging her from the elevator toward my apartment as I rummaged for my keys.

“Ooh, you must have a lot for me to do,” she giggled as I hurried my key into the lock and pushed the door open, guiding her inside as she clutched her purse to her chest. “Ooh… AHHH!” she squealed excitedly as I swept her off her feet, carrying her in my arms to my open bedroom door. “Mmmm! You big, strong man! I hope you’re taking me to your bed…”

“That’s exactly where I’m taking you,” I replied as I turned to guide her head into the room, my unmade bed ready and waiting for me to toss her.

“AHHAHAHAA!” she squealed with delight as she bounced heavily on the mattress, barely settling before I gripped her giddy legs and spun them my way. “Oooh! You’re unwrapping me like a present!” she giggled as I reached for her zip, her legs dangling between mine as I stood over her by the edge of the bed. “Am I your new toy to play with?” she teased as I undressed her, spreading her coat apart to find her breasts pooled and heaving in her ornate bra, a hint of her pussy hair visible through the light fabric of her flimsy thong.

“Oh, I’m gonna play with you alright,” I warned her as I yanked her up from the bed, gathering her coat and tossing it to the floor before I pushed her back down with another heavy bounce.

“Mmmm! That’s it, baby, throw me around!” she growled with excitement as I loomed over her, making her squeal again as I gripped her by the waist. “Mmmm! What are you gonna do to me first?”

“I’m gonna eat this pussy!” I replied as I tore at her panties, pulling them down her wriggling legs as she giggled.

“Oh, really?” she smirked as I dropped her panties to the floor, climbing onto the bed and arranging her where I wanted. “Mmm! Is this the carrot before the stick?”

“You could say that,” I replied as I spread her thighs apart, her pretty pussy blooming for me as I leaned closer. “And you can expect a lot of stick…”

“Mmmmm! Oh, wow,” she breathed as I lapped gently at her horny clit, wetting my tongue to tease at her nerves. “Oooooh! Shhhit!” she squeaked as I slurped her up, her thighs twitching in my grip as I released my suction to begin again. “Ooh! Oh, baby, you’re so good at that! Ah! Ah! Oooohuhuh! Fuck!” she shivered with a pleasured giggle, reaching down to stroke at my head as I ate her pussy like a fine meal. “Oh, my God! What a hungry boy!”

Fuck, this pussy tastes so good! And her clit is working with me like crazy…

“Mmmmm!” she hummed at a high pitch as I slurped her up once again, sucking on her firing nerves as she held my head tighter. “Hohohoooo! Shhhit, baby, you are… Ughhhuhuhhhh! Yes! Yes! Yes! Keep doing that! Oooh, fuck yes! Keep doing that!”

I did as she desired and held to my technique, slurping over and over on her swollen clit as I teased her with the tip of my tongue, feeling her nails scratch and grip at my hair until she approached her yelling crescendo.

“Yes! Yes! Yes… Yeehuhuhuuuuus! Fuuhuuhuuuck! I’m cumming! Oh, my God! I’m fucking cumming!” she squealed as her body spasmed, her thighs sporadically tightening around my head as she rode out her quivering orgasm. “Ohohoo! Wow… Oh, baby… You are something special… Woo! Shit!” She stroked gratefully at my head before I knelt up between her spread legs, dragging my shirt over my head and throwing it away, Linda’s twinkling eyes wandering my torso.

“Well, I hope you enjoyed your carrot,” I smirked as I enjoyed the look of lust in her expression, “but, I think it’s time for the stick…”

“Mmmm, make it hurt,” she grinned as I stood up on the bed, her eyes falling to my crotch as I dropped my pants, closely following every bounce of my lurching cock as it catapulted free.

“Well, there won’t be any listening husbands slowing me down now,” I replied as I stripped naked before taking to my knees between her feet. “I never got to break you in properly…”

“No, you didn’t,” she agreed with a deep breath of anticipation as she kept her eyes on my swinging dick. “You’ll have to get rougher with me…”

“Oh, you want it rougher?” I asked as her breasts expanded with her breaths.

“Yes,” she whispered, taking a swift gulp as she finally tore her eyes from my cock to look up at me. “I want you to really break me in… I want you to fuck me like you don’t care about me… like I’m just a worthless old slut you use to get what you want.”

Holy shit, she’s horny as fuck…

“Well, if that’s what you want,” I replied as I gave my hardening cock a tug, slapping the length into my palm like a club before I climbed on top of her. “Then suck this dick, right now,” I ordered as my throbbing cock approached her face, taking a hold of the base as I reached to the back of her head.

“Yes, Sir,” she breathed before she opened wide, propping herself up on her elbows as I guided my cock past her lips and thrust. “AGGGGHHHHHH!”

“Yeah, that’s it,” I snarled as I fed my cock deep into her throat, “give me all that good spit! I know it’s back there.” I tugged her head back and forth as I stuffed and stirred my cock into her gullet, making her gag and splutter her saliva down my shaft before I hauled my cock from her throat. “That’s it, give it up…”

“Ptoo! Ptoo! Ptoo!” she spat and slobbered as I held my cock to her lips, her open mouth chasing the head of my cock as I slapped it across her.

“Take that bra off, let me see those big tits,” I ordered, still holding her head secure as I batted my cock across her cheek.

“Yes, Sir!” she replied, swift and alert as she struggled to get up.

“Don’t get up,” I snapped, holding her head where it was as she froze still. “I didn’t tell you to get up… I need you right here,” I said as I guided the head of my cock to her lips. “Take it off where you are.”

“Yes, Sir! Sorry, Sir!” she replied in earnest, opening her mouth wide as she leaned back into my palm, trusting me to hold her up as her hands reached behind her back. “AGGHHAGGHHAGGHHAGGHH!” she choked as I fucked her suspended head, her frantic fingers fiddling at her bra clasp before she reached to drag her straps loose. “GAAAAAHH!” she gasped for air as I dropped her weight, my drenched cock slipping from her drooling mouth as she fell back to the bed braless.

I wasted no time in slipping down her body as she breathed deep, her huge breasts wobbling around on her chest as I knelt between her legs. “Now, I’m gonna break you in,” I warned her as I took a firm hold of her ankles and lifted them, folding her in half until her pussy propped up just right.

“Oh, God, yes!” she breathed as she hooked her arms around her legs, surprising me with her flexibility as she spread them further. “Make me watch it go in!” she groaned with excitement as she struggled to lift her head to peer down to her pussy.

“You want to see?” I laughed as I gripped a strong handful of her hair and lifted her up, giving her a view of her waiting hole as I took a hold of my shaft and arranged my knees. “If you’re not shaking too much…” I slapped my slobbery cock to her engorged clit, making her thrust and jerk in her contorted state before I parted her labia with the head of my cock and thrust firm without delay.

“MmmmmmMMMMMAAARGH!” she cried and grimaced as I lodged myself deep inside her hot pussy, feeling her squeezing around me as her legs tensed. “Oh, fuck! Oh, my God! I can’t believe I can take it!” she gasped, wide-eyed in awe as she looked down to her spread pussy stuffed by my meaty cock.

“You can take more than that,” I groaned as I thrust firmer, making her squeal as I lunged another inch closer to her cervix, pulling back to thrust even further until I found her limit.

“WAAAAHFUCK!” she wailed at an ear-piercing pitch as I bottomed out inside her, her astonished eyes fixed to her pussy as I dragged my length out all the way to the tip before slamming back in. “AAARGH! OH, MY GOD!”

“Yeeeah, now you’re ready,” I smirked as her creamy juices smeared down my shaft, reaffirming my grip on her hair as I thrust in and out of her squelching hole. “Look at what I’m doing to that pussy… Fuuuck!”

“You’re stretching it open!” she whined as she stared in shock, squeezing on her shaking legs as she kept them spread for me to thrust firm and deep. “UGHHH! Oh, my God! UGGGHHHUHUUH! Yes, baby! YES! YESSS! UGHH! UGHH! UGHH! Fuck, yes! Burst that fucking pussy! UGHHHHHH!”

“Now, we’re fucking that pussy!” I growled as I plowed her firm and hard, my balls rocking against her asshole as her heavy tits bounced and slapped against her flesh. “What do you say?”

“GGGAAAARRRGH! Thank you, Sir!” she cried with urgency as she quivered on the bed with each forceful thrust.

I shook her head by her hair as she wailed and shrieked with each clap to her juicy ass. “Thank you for what?”

“Thank you for fucking my pussy, Sir!” she hurriedly replied as her glazed eyes darted up from her stuffed hole to meet mine. “Thank you for breaking me in!”

“Ha! You’re not broken in yet,” I replied as I wrapped her luscious hair into a fist. “It’s gonna be a long night for you…”

Her eyes twitched and rolled as I plunged into her wet pussy. “Oh, God, yes! Use me all night, Sir!” she breathed as I held strong and beating inside her. “Don’t let me leave this room until I’m fully trained…”

Fuck, she’s not backing down… I’ve never fucked someone this hard and deep before… Does she even have a limit?!

“You’ll be my little milf fuck toy by the morning,” I assured her as I prepared to up gear, making her wince and moan as I tugged on her hair and thrust.

“Ughhh! I already am!” she growled with painful lust as she matched my rising energy. “Argggh! Fuck yes! That’s it! Fuck my slutty little cunt! Arrrghhh!”

Fuck, she’s only getting wilder!

“Oh, I’m gonna fuck it!” I replied as I rose to her challenge, reaching to squeeze and paw on her tits as I let my instincts take over. “I’m gonna fuck it like it needs to be fucked!” I growled as I found my furious stride, railing her deep and fast as she shrieked and wailed like a banshee.

“AHHHH! AHHHH! WAAAAHOHMYGOD!” she screamed as I stuffed her pussy without mercy, watching as my rampaging cock disappeared into her guts over and over. “FUCK IT HARDER!” she growled angrily, her desperate tone acting like a whip to my behind, driving me on. “MAKE ME TAKE IT!”

Fuck me! She’s gone!

“Oh, you want to take it?” I snarled, shocking her senses as I launched a colossal thrust inside her, clapping her cheeks hard. “Fucking take it, then!”

Her shrill wails undulated with every plunging thrust as I fucked her in a frenzy, rocking her body with force and making her curves jiggle with every loud clap. She screamed her encouragement before her tone became more alert, suddenly sensing something within herself as I ransacked her tight pussy.

“OH, GOD! OH, GOD! OH, GOD!” she squealed with increasing anticipation, her body seizing up as she tensed with a low, guttural growl from her core, her flustered face turning bright red. “HNNNNNNGH! HNNNNNNNNNNGGGGAAAAHAAHAAHAAAAH! FUCK!” she screamed as her pussy tightened around me, forcing my cock out on the rampant backstroke as her pussy burst like a hydrant.

“Oh, fuck me,” I huffed as I watched her pussy gush, her hot fluids spraying and sprinkling into the air, drenching her shivering body. “Yeah, that’s it,” I encouraged her as I took a hold of my cock and strummed it across her pussy with vigour. “Give me some more of that… Yeeeeah, there we go!”

“UGHHHHUHUHH!” she moaned as she watched her pussy surrender its juices, her eyes rolling back into her skull as her dam broke, showering herself in her own pleasure. As the gush slowed to a sprinkle, she succumbed to shivers, her legs twitching uncontrollably in her grip as her lips shook out her long and dazed groans.

“Okay, you’ve seen enough,” I said, taking a deep breath as I finally released my hold of her hair, letting her fall back to the sheets as I took control of her legs.

“Th-thank you for letting me w-watch, S-Sir!” she groaned and jerked as her tired arms spread out on the sheets.

Fuck, she’s such a good little submissive!

“Shut up, slut,” I returned, lifting her legs up and resting them on my shoulders, rummaging at her soaked hole before jamming back inside. “Now, you’re really gonna get it…”

“Oh, yes! Give it to me, Sir!” she breathed undaunted, looking up at me with desperation in her eyes. “Give me all of it!” she begged as I planted my arms and loomed over her, my cock driving deeper into her hot pussy as I set my legs straight and prepared to plow her.

“Now, we’ll see what you’re made of,” I warned her as I thrust long and hard, colliding with her ass with a heavy smack.

“WAAAH!” she screamed in shock as I rang her cervix, her hazy eyes shooting wide open before I pulled back and slammed her again. “Oh, my God! Oh, my GOD! FUCK!” she shrieked as I plowed her deep and firm, her huge tits slapping to her chin with every forceful thrust. “UGGH! UGGH! UGGH! UGGGGHH! UGHHUHUHOHGOD! Fuck me with that… Huge… Fucking… DICK! ARGHHHHH!”

“This is how whores get fucked!” I goaded her as I rammed her pussy relentlessly, long strokes out before slamming her tanned ass over and over.

“Yes… SIR!” she cried, her outstretched hands tearing at the sheets as she took her pounding. “Fuck me like a filthy… fucking… WHORE! UGGHH! UGHH! OH FUUUHUUUHUUUCK MEEHEEHEEHEE!”

Holy shit, she looks like she’s about to—

“AHHH! I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING!” she screamed, shrill and raspy from her dry throat as her hands slapped repeatedly at the mattress, her legs tense and quivering on my shoulders as her pussy clamped and squeezed at my thumping cock. “Oh, f-fuck! I’m a whore! I’m a whore! I’m your filthy fucking whore!” she jittered with her eyes shut tight, blabbering mindlessly as her body trembled and twitched, waves of nerve twinging pleasure rippling through her.

Oh, fuck me, she’s lost it… She sounds like she’s short-circuiting…

“Shit, this pussy is strong!” I laughed as I caught my breath, feeling the burn in my planted arms as I took to my knees and spread her shaking legs wide. “Aw man, look at that,” I groaned in admiration as I looked down at her stuffed pussy, seeing it tense as her slick walls squeezed at my straining cock. “Play with that clit,” I ordered her as I slowly pulled out to the head before driving back to her limit, her pussy squelching as I forced the trapped air from her.

“Ugghhh! Yes, Sir! Thank you, Sir!” she breathed heavily as her hand reached for her clit, her jittery fingers stiffening as she rubbed. “Oh, God…” Her struggling neck gave up as her head fell back to the sheets, surrendering to the pleasure as she began to fiddle furiously with her clit, my cock fucking her creaming pussy below. “Oh, fuck… Oh, fuck, you’re gonna make me cum again…”

“I didn’t tell you to cum,” I scowled down at her, halting my thrusts as her pussy squeezed and sucked for more.

“Sorry, Sir!” she squeaked, her fingers pausing around her swollen clit as she looked up at me for instruction. “I won’t cum until you tell me to!”

“Good,” I replied, embracing my dominant role as I spread her thighs wider. “Now, spank that pussy.”

“Yes, Sir! I’m sorry, Sir!” she burst immediately, her stretched fingers swatting at her soaked clit without delay. “AHH! AHHH! AAHAHOOW!”

“That’s it, smack that naughty pussy!” I encouraged her as her slaps grew braver, her loosened tongue scolding herself.

“That’s a… Naughty… Fucking… Pussy!” she growled as she spanked at her clit, her body seizing with each swat as I fucked her faster.

“Good slut,” I growled as I stuffed her hole with purpose. “What are you?!”

“Ughhh! I’m a good slut!” she groaned in ecstasy as her eyes rolled back, her degradation kink becoming more and more clear as the words slipped from her tongue with airy relief. “I’m a slutty old whore for your big young cock to fuck!”

Shit, she looks like she’s in another dimension…

“You like that big dick?” I teased as her eyelids flickered, keeping my easy pace to allow her to linger where she was.

“Oh, God! I love that big dick!” she breathed, her hands squeezing firmly at her breasts as she tweaked her jutting nipples. “I love being your whore! I want to stay here forever!”

“Shit, you can stay as long as you want,” I huffed in horny defeat as I watched her fondle her breasts, consumed by the feel of her hot wet pussy as I slowly fucked her. “Now, play with that clit for me,” I whispered as if to wake her from a dream, overcome with a moment of mercy as she whined in moanful bliss.

“Yes, Sir!” she breathed, letting one of her breasts fall as she reached for her pussy, groaning with delight as she rubbed at her labia around my cock, stroking at the meaty shaft before rubbing on her clit. “Oh, thank you, Sir!”

“Cum for me,” I ordered, slowly picking up my pace as her fingers rubbed faster on her clit to match.

“Yes, Sir, I will!” she nodded as she looked up at me with a furrowed brow, her fingers a blur as she strummed herself. “Oh, God! Oh, my God!”

“That’s it, cum on that—”

“Call me a bitch!” she suddenly spat in desperation, surprising me as her breathing grew huskier. “Call me a fucking dirty old bitch!”

Woah! She’s really into this whole name-calling thing…

“Is that what you want to be?” I obliged as I reached to clasp her flushed face, focusing her rolling eyes on me. “You want to be my dirty old bitch?”

“Oh, God, yes!” she groaned with near orgasmic relief as her spine seemed to jolt, her face burning up in my grasp as she thrust back at my lunging cock. “I’m your dirty old bitch! Arrrrgh! Fuck! I’m a fucking filthy bitch!” she growled as her fingers became a blur on her horny clit, before her spine began to jerk again. “Oh, God…”

Shit, she’s about to blow!

“That’s it, cum on that fat cock, you dirty slut!” I encouraged her as she approached the edge, her bouncing tits catching my eye as I reached to squeeze them, pinning her to the bed as I fucked her faster. “Dressing up like a whore for your young boss—you were always gonna get fucked like this!”

“Oh, GOD!” she squealed, my words tipping her over the edge as she slammed her thick thighs shut, leaping from the length of my lathered cock as her pussy burst, her strumming fingers sprinkling her juices everywhere before she spanked at her leaking pussy. “Hohohoomy… GAAAHHUHUUUUHH!” she wailed as her body seemed to throw a restless tantrum, thrusting her dripping pussy into the air as her legs tensed and shook like a foal’s on the bed before she collapsed with a heavy bounce of erratic limbs.

Shit, she almost sounds like she’s in mourning… It’s turning me on like crazy!

I watched her writhe and whimper on the bed, my raging dick rocking with my pounding heartbeat as her heavy breasts wobbled this way and that. She slowly seemed to regain her senses, her lungs heaving as she spun her legs around in struggling stages until she collapsed to her front before me.

“Oh, thank you, Sir!” she breathed with almost tearful sincerity as she slowly propped herself up onto her elbows, coming face to face with my cock. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” she whimpered as she reached to steady my rocking shaft, opening wide to stuff me into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck me, you are welcome,” I groaned as she slurped lazily on my cock, her body still twitching as I watched her big beautiful ass tense and jiggle. “But, we’re still not done with you…” I held her down on my cock as I jerked into her throat, making her cough and choke as her ass tightened again. “You want to be fucked like a bitch, don’t you?” I teased as her legs kicked on the mattress, allowing her up for air as I yanked her off my cock and swiftly took to my feet and stepped over her. “Well, this is how bitches get fucked…”

She heaved for breath as I dropped to my knees behind her, taking a firm hold of her waist before propping up her juicy ass. “Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me like a bitch in heat!” she growled with excitement as her face squished to the sheets. “Make me fucking howl!”

“Oh, you’ll howl,” I assured her as I gripped my cock, stiff as iron in my hand as I pumped it in preparation. I teased at her pussy lips, stroking up to her clit and jangling it around.

“Mmmm! Fuck me like an animal, baby,” she purred as she rotated and thrust her hips, backing her juicy ass up into me as my cock tensed on her belly. “Don’t hold anything back… Just take all your frustrations out on me…”

Oh, fuck me, she’s driving me crazy! I’m not used to being asked for rougher! She’s just so—Argh!

Spurred on by her horny encouragement, I leaned forward and gripped a handful of her hair to tug her up from the sheets, positioning her on all fours before I spread her juicy ass and guided my cock to her soaking pussy. “I used to stare at this ass every time you turned around,” I said as I squeezed and jiggled her cheeks. “It’s no wonder your husband caught me looking…”

“AH!” she squeaked as I gave her a swift smack, making her curves jiggle as my cock pressured up and down her labia. “Mmm! That’s it, baby, spank my ass! It’s all yours, now, forget about him!”

“And what about this pussy?” I teased as I jerked the tip of my cock inside her.

“That pussy belongs to you, baby!” she replied, arching her back as she humped her lips around my glans.

“And what about this?” I continued, slipping my head from her sloshing pussy and tapping it repeatedly to her winking asshole.

“All of me belongs to you,” she replied unfazed as she strained her head back on her shoulders, moaning gently into the air as she kissed at my cock with her puckering hole. “You can do whatever you want with me…”

Holy shit, she’ll actually let me fuck her in the ass! Then that is definitely happening at some point! Not tonight, though…

“I’ll see to this one another time,” I decided, giving her asshole a teasing nudge with the head of my cock before guiding it down to her swollen pussy.

“Hoo! Hoo! Hoo! Hoo! Fuuuuck!” she huffed and whined as I squeezed inside her, arching her back as I tugged on her hair and used it as leverage to launch my thrusts. “Oh, my… God, that’s a big dick!” she cried as she gripped handfuls of the bedsheets, her breasts bouncing and slapping together as I found my powerful rhythm. “ARGH! FUCK YES! Fuck it, baby! Fuck it! FUCK YOUR WHORE!”

Aw man, I’m gone…

“Who’s pussy is this?!” I growled as I gave her wailing head a shake, spanking her rippling ass to attention as I drove deep into her hot wet hole.

“YOURS! THAT’S YOUR PUSSY!” she screamed obediently as she took her rough pounding, her arms beginning to shake before I released my hold of her hair and reached under her chest.

“Come here,” I groaned as I lifted her to her knees and held her secure to my chest, her asscheeks plumping up on my hips as her pussy tightened around my aching shaft. I wrapped my arms tight around her, squeezing hard on her huge bouncing tits as I clapped her cheeks at pace, drilling her pussy to its limit while she roared and whined in my grip. “Shut the fuck up,” I teased as her shrill screams filled the room, reaching to cover her mouth as I held her head to my shoulder. “We’re not supposed to have whores in here!”

“MMMMMM! MMMMM! MMMMMM!” she hummed into my palm as I pinched and pulled on her stiff nipples, spanking at her big swinging tits as I fucked her pussy in a horny rampage. “MMMMHMMHMMHMMMM!” she squealed, her pussy clamping on my cock with every swipe to her soft, jiggling flesh.

“Yeah, you like me smacking these big tits, don’t you, slut?” I goaded, spanking at her heavy knockers as I slipped my two middle fingers into her wailing mouth.

“AHHH! AHHHH! AHHLAAHLAAHLAAH!” she gurgled, lapping her tongue wildly as I fishhooked her cheek. “UGHHH!! UGHHH! YESSHH! FUCK MEHEEHEEHEE! AHHLAAHLAAHLAAH!”

Holy shit, she fucking loves that!

“You’ve got a filthy mouth!” I teased as I tugged on her cheek, feeling her overflow with saliva as she drooled and grunted like a horny beast. “You need to be taught some fucking manners!” I gave her marked tits one last spank each before I brought my other hand to her mouth, fish hooking both cheeks as I picked up my pace.

“UGHHYUUUGHHYUUUGHYUUUGH!” she groaned with exhaustive pleasure, waving her slobbery tongue between my hooked fingers as I fucked her hard and deep. She sounded possessed as she growled from her pummelled gut, growing more wild and raspy with every knock to her cervix before she began to howl in surrender. “OHH MAHH GAAAAAAAAAAAHH!” she gargled with a delirious whimper as her pussy burst, gushing around my rampant cock and drenching the sheets by our knees as I railed her into submission.

“That’s a… good… fucking… WHORE!” I growled as I launched one last slamming thrust to her cervix, the force sending her hopping from my cock as I released my control of her head. She collapsed to the bed in a pile of twinging nerves, my palm landing a firm smack to her jiggling ass making her seize up and twitch as she let out an orgasmic roar. “Holy shit!” I panted in recovery as I watched her flail and whimper, my hands on my hips as I caught my breath, my cock impatient as it tensed and lolloped repeatedly between my thighs.

Fuck, I really need to cum…

“Oh, God, you ruin me!” she breathed as she lay spread-eagled before me on her front, thrusting her soaked pussy sporadically at the drenched sheets. But just as I thought she was throwing in the towel, she flipped onto her back, her huge tits seeming to weigh her down as she failed to get up. “Ughhh! Fuck,” she groaned as she collapsed back to the bed, heaving for breath before she spread her shaking legs wide. “Oh, God, just take me!”

“Ha! You lazy bitch!” I huffed as I gripped her legs and pulled her closer, her hair and arms trailing behind her as I slapped my cock to her pussy. “You’re gonna need a lot more training if you’re tired already!”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” she gasped as her spine spasmed with each sloppy clap to her sensitive clit. “I’m just a lonely housewife… I’m not used to getting fucked like this…”

“Well, you will be soon,” I replied with a grin as I teased at her swollen labia, thinking of all the ways she could please me in the future. “You’ll be the perfect little milf slut in no time…”

“Thank you, Sir! I want to learn!” she whined in tortured ecstasy as I jerked my cock into her steaming hot entrance. “I want to be the best whore I can be for your big young DICK! ARGGGHHUHUHHH!” she growled as I drove deep into her, lodging my cock firmly against her cervix as I spread her thighs wide. “UGGHUHUHH! FUCK!” she cried as her hands tore at the sheets, her pooled breasts rocking to her chin as I found my rhythm. “It’s so fucking DEEP! Oh, GOD… You’re fucking my WOMB! ARGGHH!”

Her hands slapped to her bouncing tits as I rammed her pussy, squeezing hard as she clung to them through each seismic clash of our sweating bodies, shutting her eyes tight as I heard a familiar shriek of horny panic slip her panting lips. “That’s it! Squirt on that dick, you filthy old slut!” I growled in encouragement as her body began to tense, my order making her whine in surrender as I pummelled her squelching pussy harder.

“OH, GOD! OH, GOD!” she cried, before she grimaced and tensed for the incoming eruption. HNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGAAAHAHAHAAAHFUCK!” she screamed as her pussy began to spit down my shaft, the next thrust breaking her defenses entirely as she squirted a strong hot stream up to my chest.

“Holy shit!” I groaned in awe as her fluids splashed to my sternum, dripping down my abs as I hauled my cock from her and rubbed the head frantically against her pussy. “Argh! That’s so fucking hot!” I growled as she gave up the rest, gushing on my raging cock as the head strummed her clit. She shivered and whimpered on the bed as she thrust her leaking pussy over and over, her eyes shut tight as she tried to reclaim control of her senses. I took a deep breath as her orgasm rained down my body, overwhelmed by lust as I reached for her thighs and dragged her closer. “More! Play with your clit!”

“UGGHHHH!” she groaned as I squeezed back into her soaked pussy, grunting wildly with each thrust before she began to whine in resignation again, her fingers a blur on her engorged clit as I swiftly pulled out. “MMMMMAAAAGHHAAHAAAH!” she wailed as her tired pussy gushed against her rubbing fingers, having no time to settle as I squeezed back inside her twitching pussy. “UGHHH! OH, GOD! OH, GOD!”

“Fuck, you’re gonna make me bust!” I groaned as I thrust firm and fast into her gaping pussy, trying to build up her pressure to blowing point again. “I’ve always wanted a big-titted milf to squirt on my cock! Do it again, and I’m gonna cum all over you!”

“Oh, God, yes! I want it!” she burst with desire as she looked up at me with fiery eyes. “I want your hot cum to shoot all over my used up cunt! OH, GOD! FUCK! I want it! I want it! I want it!” she growled as she rubbed her clit like a maniac, making me pump her pussy faster until she began to whine and grimace again, her stomach tightening as she tensed up before letting out a long guttural wail from her raspy throat in release.

Oh, fuck me, that’ll do it!

Her pussy went off like a hydrant as her fingers parted around her clit and pulled on her puffed labia before strumming again, sprinkling her juices all over her thighs with each swift swipe back and forth. The sordid sight overwhelmed me as I jerked my cock with lustful fury, crashing through the threshold as I steadied her thrusting pussy and shot my load at her fiddling fingers.

“Oh, FFFUUUUUCK!”

“Yes! Cum for me!” she panted as she struggled to rest on her elbow for a view, her eyes wide and alert as she watched the next creamy rope splatter to her swollen labia. “Oh, fuck yes! Cum on your whore’s ruined cunt, baby!” she begged as her fingers spread her pussy apart, the next shot finding the bullseye with a splash to her clit that she couldn’t ignore. “Oh, my God! That’s so fucking hot!” she whined as she massaged my load all over her pussy, making it shine with both of our juices as I jerked my pulsing cock for every last drop. “Mmmmm! I’m a messy slut, aren’t I, baby?” she teased as she looked up at me with a devilish grin while she rubbed my load into her skin like a moisturizer.

“Yes, you are,” I laughed as I surveyed the soggy state of the drenched sheets, finally releasing my still raging cock as I collapsed back to the bed, my head finding my pillow as I huffed for breath. “Holy shit… I feel like… Like I actually just fucked for the first time…”

“Well, I’ve definitely never been fucked like that before!” she giggled breathily as I felt her bounce and shift on the bed by my feet, her hands finding my thigh. “I always knew you could give me what I need…” She crawled lazily up my body, her huge breasts swinging full  before she snuggled up beside me. “You can rail me like that any time you want, young man!”

I wrapped my arm around her, feeling her soft breasts squish firmly against me as her tickling fingernails made their way down my abs to run through my pubic hair, teasing at the base of my still beating cock as she kissed softly at my chest. “Fuck, this is crazy,” I groaned as I sank into bliss. “I don’t think I can ever sleep with younger women again after that…”

“Did I live up to your expectations?” she teased as she scratched repeatedly through my pubic hair, nibbling at my chest with her pearly whites.

“Oh, no, you exceeded them!” I laughed with assurance as I enjoyed the feel of her juicy curves rubbing on me. “I had thought about fucking you like that a million times, but I never dreamed it would ever happen… And that you’d actually want it rough like that!”

“Why? There’s plenty of women out there that want to get fucked rough! Young and old!” she giggled as she made her way up to my neck, planting soft smooches up to my ear. “You’ve just been unlucky you haven’t found one to suit your needs until now… You’ve wanted to let go like that for a long time, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied in a dream-like state, the sensual sound of her breathy voice in my ear making my cock jolt against her tickling fingers.

“You fucked me like a stallion, baby,” she whispered as she took a gentle hold of my cock, “that’s the best time I’ve ever had in my life!”

“What? Better than Frank?” I teased, making her giggle as she slowly tossed and teetered my cock.

“Oh, honey, you are safely ahead of that fool,” she assured me, “and you just gave me a lot to compare him to! I’ve been needing that more than I hope you ever know… Don’t ever marry a girl that doesn’t please you sexually, honey, just take it from me… It would be a crying shame for a cock as beautiful as this to go un-worshipped…”

“Well, I’ve got you now, haven’t I?” I teased as I enjoyed her nurturing attention.

“Oh, you definitely have me, baby,” she replied as she smooched and nibbled at my ear. “And I am gonna be very dedicated to worshipping this big meaty cock… But… When you finally find a suitable match your own age, I’ll just have to deal with it…”

“Ha! Well, maybe I’ll just marry you instead…”

“Don’t tease an old woman like that!” she giggled as she gave my cock a playful slap.

“What? I’d marry you in a heartbeat after today!” I laughed, her orgasmic screams replaying in my inner ear.

“Well, I wouldn’t let you do such a silly thing!” she insisted as she nudged me with her nose, making me turn to meet her eyes. “You’ll marry someone who isn’t old enough to be your mother! Someone you can start a family with… And when you do… I’ll be forced to step aside, won’t I?”

“I don’t know, will you?” I returned, looking into her eyes as she smirked in doubt before she replied.

“I’d certainly try my best to,” she said begrudgingly, “but, that’s a long way off, isn’t it?”

“Oh, yeah!” I agreed emphatically with a scrunch of my brow. “A long, long way…”

“Like years,” she said with a grin as she looked into my eyes. “I mean, you’re only twenty-three, you’ve got so much left to experience…”

“Oh, yeah, totally,” I replied with a sure nod as I enjoyed her quickening tugs on my cock. “And I’ll have to get all my affairs in order… I mean, you can’t just rush into something like that.”

“Right!” she agreed with a beaming smile. “And then you have to find the right one, and that’ll be a whole thing… But, then, after all that. Then, I’ll step aside.”

“Well, that will be—”

“Unless she’s okay with it!” she interrupted with urgency. “Maybe if I just asked her, pretty please, to borrow her husband’s big juicy cock… Maybe she’d be okay with it, right?”

“Oh, it’s a big red flag if she isn’t okay with that, surely!” I agreed, making her giggle as she leaned in to kiss me. “I’m getting bad vibes about her…”

“Me too,” she whispered, “you should stay away from her…” She closed her eyes as her lips met mine, kissing me with a slow passion as she jerked my hard cock with loving care. “Don’t worry, baby, we’ll find you someone else…”

“Well, let me tell you about this dude called Frank that I had in mind for you,” I teased as I broke from her smooching lips.

“I know him, he’s a prick,” she replied swiftly, leaning to kiss me some more before I broke free again.

“And where does that prick think you are, right now?” I asked, her eyes opening again as she grinned.

“Probably right here, actually,” she replied with a giggle as she jerked my cock faster. “Just before he left in the car, I told him that rather than you dropping me home after work… I was going to offer to come home with you instead.”

“Oh, did you?” I laughed in shock as she nodded giddily in reply. “But he still doesn’t know we’ve already fucked?”

“No, but I told him if I came back here with you then there’s no way I wouldn’t be covered in your cum by the morning…”

“You told him you were gonna stay the whole night?” I asked as she giggled and nodded with glee. “You can’t do that!”

“Why not? Do you not want me to?” she pouted, smooching gently at my flabbergasted lips. “I can do more for you, Sir, I promise… Whatever you want…”

“No, of course I want you to stay,” I laughed, “but you can’t? He’ll definitely know something happened if you stayed the night!”

“So, what? I want him to know,” she admitted freely. “I want to rub his face in it as much as I can!”

Shit, she really means it…

“Yeah, but—”

“Can I tell him?” she buzzed, her hand pausing on my cock as she awaited my reply. “Please, it would break him!”

“Shit, you really want to make him pay, huh?” I laughed as I looked at her anxiously, surprised by her ruthlessness.

“Oh, I am a woman scorned,” she assured me with a smirk. “I want his little balls beneath my heel… While I suck on these big ones,” she grinned as she cupped and fondled my heavy sack. “I want you to fuck me like you just did while he cries and begs me to stop enjoying it so much!”

Ha! What the fuck?!

“Well, yeah, I get why you’d feel that way if you wanted to get back at him… But, why would he just take it?” I asked in confusion, still unable to pass that particular hurdle as she kept her cards close. “He’s just gonna be fine with letting his wife get banged by his son’s friend?”

“Oh, he won’t be fine with it at all,” she corrected, “but he will let it happen.” The confidence in her assertion stumped me again, no hint of a bluff as she banked everything on her secret hand. “So… What do you say?”

“To what?” I laughed as she grinned in waiting.

“To letting me tell him!” she replied. “Please, honey, I know I’ve been kinda using you to make him jealous by saying I’m gonna fuck you, and blah blah, but I wouldn’t tell him we actually fucked without your permission…”

What the fuck is she asking me to—

“… Please, honey, I really need this,” she continued as she noticed my hesitation. “I need this as a wife—I need it as a woman! I want him to know what I could have been doing the whole time we’ve been married if I wasn’t a good wife… But a bad husband doesn’t deserve a good wife… So, I need to show him what a bad wife can do.”

Holy shit, she’s insane… And it’s making my dick rock hard!

“I dunno,” I replied as my mind raced, my cock throbbing in her hand. “I guess I’m just worried about Tom…”

“Don’t worry about anything,” she replied at a hush as she kissed at my cheek. “I swear to you, he won’t find out… But, even if he did, I wouldn’t stop letting you fuck my brains out. I’m already addicted to you!”

“So, now he might find out?” I laughed.

“Well, not from Frank, he won’t,” she replied with certainty, “and as long as we’re careful, he won’t find out from us, either…” She jerked my cock as she looked me over, seeming to search for her next angle before she spoke with a knowing smirk. “… You know he doesn’t like you?”

“Who?! Tom?!”

“No! Frank,” she giggled, squeezing on my cock as she looked into my eyes. “He’s never liked you… That just made me want you more!”

“What the fuck? Why doesn’t he like me?” I laughed as I struggled to think how I had wronged him, at least to his knowledge. “I’ve always been pretty cordial, haven’t I? Is it because he caught me looking at you?”

“Well, that’s part of it,” she replied, “but he just doesn’t like you… And you know what else?”

“What?” I asked, intrigued by her ominous tone.

“He calls your art, cartoons,” she replied with a smirk.

“Argh! I fucking hate that!” I growled as I imagined his smug face saying it. “That’s what dickheads always say when they want to demean random artists!”

“He’s said it like ten times so far!” she added with a disapproving shake of her head.

“Argh! It’s double annoying, because—”

“Because cartoons can be pretty awesome,” she intervened, “I know, I was listening… What can I tell you? He’s a prick… We should totally get back at him for that, don’t you think?”

Ha! She’s not giving up… Am I seriously considering this?

“Okay, so let me get this straight,” I began, deciding to run through my thought process aloud. “You want to tell your husband that we’re fucking, and there’s no way that he’d ever tell Tom or anyone else… and even if Tom somehow found out… we’d still fuck?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” she nodded with a grin as she shook my cock from side to side. “And I would be so grateful to you, Sir,” she whispered seductively, “I’d make sure to work extra hard to please you… The more you let me rub his face in it, the harder I’ll work…”

I can’t believe I’m about to agree to this…

“And if I say no?” I teased as she pouted her lips.

“Then I’d just have to work extra hard to convince you, instead,” she replied as she squeezed my cock firmer. “Either way, I’m gonna be very busy with you… But, I do really, really want you to say yes…”

Fuck, she really does want it…

“Well… I guess he does already hate me,” I replied against my better judgement, making her squeal with excitement as she jerked my cock. “And I just can’t let the cartoon thing go…”

“Oh, my God, I didn’t think I could get any more attracted to you,” she giggled as she pumped my cock with vigour. “You’re a fucking stud, baby!”

“Ha! Why?”

“Because you’re just gonna take another man’s wife like that, and have him know it,” she grinned as she bit at her lip. “How many times have you slept under his roof? Too many to count! And now you’re gonna fuck his wife of twenty-five years like she’s a worthless whore…”

Alright, well don’t make me feel too bad about—

“Mmmm! Fuck, baby! I really wasn’t sure you’d say yes!” she grinned as she shivered and squeezed my cock, visibly turned on as her eyes flared. “You are a very naughty boy!”

“Well, it’s a good job you like naughty boys then, isn’t it?” I replied confidently as I recalled her earlier remarks.

“Oh, I love naughty boys!” she replied at a whisper as she tugged me faster. “Naughty boys with big fat cocks like you… You’ve made me into such a horny slut… I want my shitty husband to see how much I really like to get fucked… He has no idea how much of a whore I can be…”

“Well, I think he has an idea by the way you suck dick,” I laughed, my mind flashing with images of her flushed face hungrily bobbing and gagging on my cock.

“Pah! I haven’t sucked his dick in about a decade!” she replied with a perplexed expression. “And I certainly never sucked it like I do for you!”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, I’m serious!” she asserted, surprised by my doubt. “He would just lie there moaning and twitching like a bitch while I placed his little dick in my mouth and I jacked him off with my fingers like this!” she giggled, showing me her technique as she pinched two fingers and a thumb to either side of my cock and rubbed up and down awkwardly. “He would cum after like a minute of that… The last time I did it, he came in my mouth after I told him not to. So, I said no more.”

Ha! What the fuck?!

“You banned him from blowjobs?!” I laughed in both shock and pity. “Because he came in your mouth?! I came down your throat before!”

“Argh! I know! That was amazing!” she grinned, squeezing on my cock as she lustfully reminisced. “I never realized how well I could control my gag reflex… I mean, I choke on my dildo sometimes, but your cock is so much thicker, it really fills my throat up like crazy, it’s totally different, and my jaw is so wide while you’re jamming it in there…”

Yeah, so why doesn’t she do that with her husb—wait, she chokes on her dildo?

My mind ventured to perverse thoughts of her lay on her bed at home, ramming a dildo down her throat as she squirted all over her strumming fingers.

Fuck! Snap out of it!

“… Yeah, so why don’t you choke on his dick then?” I persisted as she seemed to miss the point.

“Well, firstly, because I’m pretty sure his cock couldn’t even reach my throat, and secondly, I don’t fucking want to!” she giggled as she merrily jerked my dick like she was playing with it. “If it’s a gorgeous young man like you, slapping your big meaty cock against my cheek, commanding me to suck it—you better believe I’m gonna choke on that dick as long as you want! But when it’s a pathetic weasel with his little cock in his stubby hand, begging me to put it in my mouth for just a minute—I’m just not gonna be in the mood, unfortunately…”

Well shit…

“… Then lucky me, I guess,” I shrugged as I surrendered to the madness. “I’m gonna have to make sure to keep up my commanding role…”

“Oh, honey, you were perfect, I can still feel you pounding away in my guts!” she groaned as she thrust her cum-drenched pussy at my hip. “And that fish hook thing you did—wow! I fucking loved that! I’ve always wanted someone to do that to me!”

Ha! How does she even know about that?! I thought she was just a sweet little lady!

“Really?” I laughed as she purred with desire.

“It’s so fucking hot!” she groaned as she jerked my cock faster. “Just grabbing at my face and pulling on my cheeks while you pound my pussy like an animal! Argghh! It drove me fucking wild!”

“Shit, you’re driving me wild, right now!” I laughed as her hand grew more giddy on my cock.

“Fuck, me too… Are you hungry, baby?” she asked out of the blue, sitting up to her elbow to look at me as her hand continued to jerk. “You probably are if I am, do you want to get a pizza? My treat…”

“Ha! Yeah, I could go for a pizza, but I can get it…”

“No way!” she scoffed, her tits jiggling as she tossed me off. “You gave up all that extra money for me, it’s the least I could do… I wonder what the going rate is for an hour of pounding my poor pussy…”

“Five hundred seems about right, I guess,” I smirked as she strangled a grin.

“I dunno, I hear these things can get pretty pricey,” she replied, “even for a more mature lady like me… And I know I’d pay more than five hundred for an hour of this cock…” She looked to her jerking hand, squeezing firmer as she tugged before she caught herself. “Okay… You order the pizza, and I’ll message Frank to tell him I’m staying the night…”

Fuck, this is so crazy… But it feels like the train has already left the station…

“Pepperoni?” I suggested as she finally released my throbbing cock, watching her crawl naked and jiggling across the bed to scope out her purse.

“Sounds good, honey, whatever you want,” she groaned as she reached down to the floor, fiddling around before retrieving her phone and pulling herself back up. “Oh, God, these sheets are drenched,” she giggled in shock as she looked at her soaking mess. “Don’t worry, sweetie, I’ll wash them for you… Okay… Hmmmm…”

“What are you gonna say?” I asked as she seemed to deliberate, her thumbs paused at the ready as she looked down at her phone.

“Heeheehee! Okay, I’ll play the innocent wifey… Okay… Well, it looks like we’re too busy after all,” she began giddily, speaking aloud her typed words. “He thought it was a great idea when I suggested coming home with him to help him finish. I think it’s gonna be pretty rough, but don’t worry, honey—he promised not to work me too hard…”

“You’re not gonna send that,” I laughed in denial as her huge hanging tits jiggled with giggling excitement. “That’s too cruel!”

“… He offered to drive me home after, but I told him it would probably be better if I stayed the night,” she continued undeterred. “Just in case he needs help with something else… He said he’s sure he can think of something to keep me busy.”

“You can’t say that!” I chuckled as she looked up at me.

“Cartoons, though! I mean, c’mon,” she replied with a grin.

Hmmm…

“… Yeah, you’re right,” I conceded, “fuck him up.”

“Heehee! This will fuck him up!” she giggled as she looked back down to her phone. “Okay… We’re on our way back to his place now, I think it’s best if I turn my phone off. I don’t want anything to distract me from my work… Oh, and I hope the job interview went well! I’m really starting to see how fulfilling having a job can be, so I think it could be really good for you too, honey… Hopefully your new boss isn’t as demanding as mine, though…”

“Oh, fucking hell…”

“HeeHee! You can tell me all about it tomorrow, if I’m not too tired,” she continued with a sadistic grin, “because I think it’s gonna be a really long night… Sweet dreams, honey… mwah… Ha! That should do it… What do you think?”

“Oh, you’re done tormenting your husband now?” I laughed as she looked up at me for approval.

“Shall I send it?” she asked, practically shaking with anticipation as she held her phone ready, before she froze with a spark in her eye. “Actually… You send it.”

“Me, send it?” I laughed in shock. “Why? I mean, this kinda feels like a joint venture already anyway…”

“Well, I dunno, I’ve been worrying that I’m kinda dragging you into all this,” she winced in admission as she straddled my waist in frustration, her pussy kissing at my hard cock. “Here,” she said, handing me the phone, the message typed ready and waiting on the obscenely bright screen. “You decide… You don’t send it, and we keep fucking in secret… Frank will know anyway. How could he not? But, we could just keep denying it, I guess… Or,” she hinted, her nails scratching lightly at my chest as she slipped her hot pussy up my shaft. “… You send it… And we both go on the craziest ride of our lives…”

Fuck, this is insane…

I looked to the screen, feeling her grind and slide on my cock as she awaited my decision, my mind racing with possibilities as I halted at the horny crossroads. “… Well, shit, we better strap in then,” I laughed as I threw caution to the wind, hitting send as she gasped in disbelief, thrusting her pussy faster as she looked down at me with excitement.

“Oh, my God,” she breathed with a deep growl as she shut her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of my throbbing cock parting her pussy. “You are such a naughty… fucking… boy… Argh! You’re gonna make me your slave, baby, I just know it! Ughhuhuuuh!”

Woah, she’s so turned on by all this… Shit, so am I!

“Yeah, well, you might have told your husband that I wouldn’t work you too hard, but that was a lie,” I warned her with a raise of my brow, only serving to excite her more as her hips doubled their pace. “Because I’m gonna put his wife to work like he wouldn’t believe…”

“Oh, do it, Sir! Do it! Put me to work!” she whined with a pout, squeezing her big tits between her arms and plumping them up as she loomed over me, her hard nipples looking desperate to be sucked. “Argh, okay, I’m too hungry!” she burst with an impatient growl as her nipples evaded my reaching mouth, making her way down my body to settle between my legs. “I need to fill my stomach so bad,” she whimpered as she took a hold of my cock and tilted the head to her smooching lips. “You order the pizza… while I have my appetizer… Mmmmmmm!” she hummed with delight as she sucked on the head of my cock, slurping on it with slow and prolonged passion before letting it pop from her suctioned lips.

“Oh, fuck me…”

“Are you gonna fill my hungry tummy with your cum, baby?” she whispered with desire as she smooched at my flaring glans. “Come on, baby, fill my tummy with all that yummy cum… I’m so hungry, please, I need it!”

Fuck, she’s so kinky, I never would have guessed…

“You better work for it then, you greedy slut,” I replied as I enjoyed her begging, making her leap to action as I searched for the number. “And this place delivers fast, so you better not slouch…”

“No, Sir! I won’t!” she replied with an urgent shake of her head as she jerked my cock faster in her hands. “And I promise to work even harder after dinner… I’ll need more of your hot young cum for dessert, and then I’ll be ready for anything! Mmmmmm! AAAGGHHH!”

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned as she opened wide and squeezed my cock into her throat, my eyes rolling as she began to jerk me deeper with her squeezing hands. “You better keep that gagging down while I’m on the phone then,” I warned her as she looked up at me with her mouth stuffed, nodding slowly in reply before I dialled. “Show me how well you can control that reflex…”

“GAAAH! Ptoo! Ptoo!” she gasped and spat as she came up for air, jerking her slobber up and down my shaft. “Yes, Sir… I’ll try my best…”

“Good,” I smirked with satisfaction as she stuffed her mouth more carefully, her rolling eyes trying to keep focus on me as I called.

Fuck, look at her just letting it slide into her throat… And she looks like she fucking loves it! Her eyes are glazing… Shit, now she’s playing with her pussy! Aw man, it really is gonna be a long night…

* * *


Chapter Six

My ears twitched as I woke to the repetitive sound of slow and heavy breathing, my eyes wincing as I squinted at the warm light of the sun blinding me through the window. I turned toward the noise, finding Linda snoring loudly through her open mouth as she drooled on the sheets.

Ha! She’s totally out of it! I’m not surprised really, she was fucking exhausted by the end… And I can safely say she’s definitely trained now, she was fucking insane last night… Aw man, if my dick is aching, how must her pussy feel? Maybe I should just leave her to sleep it off some more… But what time is it? … Shit, it’s two in the afternoon! I should probably wake her up… And she did tell me how she wants to be woken if I’m up first… Did she mean it or was it just horny talk?

I deliberated over fulfilling her sordid request as I looked to her drooling lips squished on the sheets, my morning wood tensing at the sight.

Fuck it… There’s only one way to find out…

I slipped out from under the sheets and knelt beside her, slowly peeling them from her grip to reveal her naked curves. She continued to snore loudly, completely unmoved as she lay on her front with one leg raised, offering a hint of her well-used pussy. I took my cock by the base and slapped it to attention into my palm, edging closer to her before I nudged her shoulder.

“Wake up,” I ordered coldly, ready to put her resolve to the test as I nudged her again. “Wake up!”

“Whaaa?” she grumbled as she was rudely torn from her slumber, only a split second passing before she immediately remembered herself. “Yes, Master, I’m awake! Do you need me?” she asked with dutiful urgency, her lazy eyes struggling to open until she noticed my hard cock swinging an inch from her face.

“It’s time for your breakfast,” I replied as she stared at the rocking head pulsing by her lips. “Eat up, you’ve got another long day ahead of you…”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered, staring intently at every jolt of my impatient cock before she stretched her neck and opened wide, struggling to capture the head as she gargled, her tongue licking a taste with each near miss. “Feed it to me, Master! Feed me your hot morning load! I’m your good little cum-slave!”

Ha! I guess it wasn’t just horny talk…

She struggled to manoeuvre her neck for a better angle as she tried and failed to capture my cock before I held her head down to the pillow. “Just stay right there,” I said as she surrendered to my control, lying on her front with her face looking my way beneath my palm. “I know you had a long night so you can take a rest for now,” I teased as I guided the head of my cock to her lips.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered, opening wide and sticking her tongue out as I stuffed her mouth. “Aagghhhhh!” she gurgled contently, her hand reaching between her thighs to play with her pussy as I held my ground in her throat, before I began to have my way with her. “AAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGH!”

“That’s it, you just lie there and rest,” I smirked, stroking her head as I thrust into her struggling mouth. “You were such a good whore last night, you deserve a little lie-in…”

“AGGHHUUGHMAAGGHHAAGH!” she replied, her tongue flexing on my cock as she hummed her choked words from her core.

“What was that? I can’t hear you?” I teased as I remained lodged in her slobbering mouth.

“AAGGHUUUGHHMAAGGHAAAGH!” she struggled again, sending vibrations up my shaft as she gurgled bubbly saliva from her stretched lips.

“Stop speaking with your mouth full, you greedy whore,” I laughed as I hauled my cock from her throat, Linda gasping for breath as her slobber pooled on the pillow.

“Thank you, Master!” she groaned as she emptied her flooded mouth, her body jiggling as her hand rubbed frantically beneath her.

“You’re welcome,” I replied as I slapped my cock to her cheek, making her moan with pleasure as she fiddled more vigorously.  “But, break time is over…”

“Oh, God!” she groaned as I flipped her over onto her back, her heavy breasts clapping together before they settled to a delicious wobble. “Yes, Master! Put me to work!” she pleaded as I straddled her chest, battering my cock to her soft jiggling tits before propping her head up with the pillows and testing the reach of my lunge with a thrust to her lips.

“Perfect,” I smirked as her jaw eagerly fell open, taking my cock into her throat as her hands reached between my legs, one squeezing on my ass and pulling me deeper while the other tickled and squeezed at my hanging balls. “Shit, that’s a good slut,” I groaned in surprise as she did all the work for me, pecking her neck as she held me in her gargling throat, coughing saliva down my shaft each time she delved too deep. “Get those hands on that dick, let me see you jerk it into your throat,” I ordered, her hands rushing to comply as they gripped my shaft, tugging and twisting me deeper into her gullet.

“AAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHH!” she gagged, sniffing hard for air through her nostrils as she kept up her relentless efforts, thick strings of bubbling drool falling to her chest with every thrust into her throat.

Aw fuck me, look at those big tits dripping in her drool… I’m gonna have to do something about that…

“Hold those perfect tits up for me...”

Her hands released my cock as she continued to peck her head, gathering up her breasts and squeezing them together into enticingly plump mounds made for fucking.

“Now, spit on them...”

I hauled my cock from her flooding mouth, allowing her to comply as she dribbled and spat all over her breasts, her squeezing hands shaking them together to spread her slobber for me.

“That’s it, squeeze those perfect fucking tits around that dick,” I groaned as I thrust into the soft and slippery vice, feeling it tighten around my shaft as she held me secure.

“Oh, my God, I love that,” she groaned as she looked down at my cock fucking her big messy tits, licking for a taste of the head with every thrust before I paused to let her suck on it. “Mmmmmm!” she hummed as she slurped on the head, closing her eyes before letting my cock pop from her mouth to ask a spontaneous question. “Will you please take a picture of me?”

“What?” I laughed in surprise, looking down at her as her tide eyes widened with excitement.

“Take a picture of me,” she repeated with a grin, smooching at my cock. “Please, I want to see what I look like with your cock down my throat… And maybe,” she continued, a villainous glare in her eye, “we could send them to Frank…”

Ha! What the fuck?

“Are you serious?” I smirked, already knowing the answer as she giggled and nodded, squeezing her tits up and down my shaft. “You want your husband to see?”

“Uh-huh!” she replied, juggling her big heavy tits faster. “I want him to see what you’ve turned me into… And how you did it… I want to keep a whole catalog of photos and videos… I want my entire descent, from good wife to worthless whore, to be very well documented… We should have started yesterday!”

Holy shit, she’s wild… Well, I guess we’re already on the ride… Let’s see how fast it goes…

“If you want things documenting,” I said, leaning over to the bedside table to grab my phone, “then we’re gonna have to make sure you commit a lot of noteworthy acts…”

“Well, I think it’s safe to say that I’m truly broken in after last night,” she replied with a teasing smirk, “I’m expecting you to really put me through my paces, today…”

“Then get to work,” I ordered her as I slipped back into her slobbery cleavage, gripping a hold of her messy hair at the top of her head and thrusting into her eager mouth.

“AAAAGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!”

“Yeaaah, that’s it, get that deep in there,” I goaded as I strained my lunge, her lips struggling to fit around my girth as I crammed deeper into her throat. “I think that’s notable enough,” I laughed as I snapped pictures of her flushed face, her panicked eyes looking to the camera as she coughed and spluttered me back up. “That’s it, take a breath,” I teased, slapping my cock to her panting lips as she spat her flowing saliva, my thumb in overdrive as I snapped every motion.

“Ptoo! Thank you, Master!” she gasped, opening wide to receive me again as I thrust to her lips. “Feed me! AGGHHHHH!”

Oh, fuck me, life is good…

I fucked her throat without mercy for the next fifteen minutes, her tired arms never pausing as she squeezed her big juicy tits up and down my driving shaft, gobbling and choking on my cock until she was red in the face. I took picture after picture, every angle I could reach as I used her messy mouth and tits, restless to get to the grand finale as I swapped to video.

“We’re gonna need to record this bit,” I smirked as I hit record, Linda’s teary eyes looking up into the camera  as she gargled on my cock. “I’m gonna cum down that throat again,” I warned her, slipping my sloppy cock from her drooling lips as I tugged on her hair, filming the sordid scene with my other hand.

“Mmmm! Yes, Master! Shoot it down my throat!” she groaned, licking her lips as she looked up at me. “Feed your cum-slave a big hot load to start the day!”

“Well, since you were such a good whore last night, I thought I’d give you what you asked for,” I said as I took long slippery lunges into her puffed up tits. “Now take a deep breath, you’re gonna need it…”

“Yes, Master, give it to me,” she groaned with desire as she looked to my thrusting cock, taking a deep breath before opening wide.

“That’s it… Now let me just fuck that load into your stomach,” I snarled as I crammed my cock into her warm mouth, wasting no time as I rocked her head back and forth at pace.

“AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGH!” she choked and spluttered as she lay back and took her face-fucking, squeezing tighter around her rocking tits as I had my way with her throat.

“Fuuuck! Just a bit more! You stay right there! You take that fucking dick until it cums!” I ordered as she began to wretch and cough, her cheeks puffing as she sprayed saliva down my thumping shaft. “Fuck, that’s it! Argh! That’s it! Here it comes!” I growled in warning, her legs starting to kick on the bed as I held her head still and thrust deep into her gullet, igniting my thunderous orgasm as I bust straight down her throat. “AAARRGHHHH! FUCK, YES! EAT THAT FUCKING NUT!” I roared as I pumped my endless ropes into her stomach, hauling my cock from her throat and jerking off over her gasping face and wobbling tits until I was drained.

“Oh, my God!” she croaked as she heaved for breath, cum splattering to her panting face as she cleared her throat and remembered her manners. “Thank you, Master!” she groaned before flattening her tongue to her chin, lying still as I painted her face.

Oh, fuck me! She’s fucking perfect!

I looked down at her as I finally released my cock, in awe of her commitment to my lustful wants as I took in the sight of her. She had fucked all night long. Her hair looked like she had been dragged through a hedge. Her makeup was rubbed all around her eyes and lips, mascara streaks down her cheeks. And now she was covered in my morning load, her face and tits drenched and dripping as she looked up at me with the dirtiest grin of horny satisfaction.

“Mmmm! That’s the best breakfast I’ve ever had,” she whispered as she sucked on her cheeks, taking another heavy gulp before waving her tongue at the camera. “I’m all full up… I think I’m ready to get to work now…”

Ha! She’s a little performer!

“No, now it’s time to hose you down in the shower,” I  replied as I stopped recording and locked my phone, tossing to the side as she smiled up at me.

“Oh, God, yes!” she beamed with excitement.

“And then it’s time for my breakfast,” I continued, standing up on the bed as I looked down at her, “and I meant it when I said you’re in for a long day…”

Okay, let’s see how far she really wants to go with all this submissiveness…

I spent the rest of the afternoon putting her to good use. She scrubbed me from head to toe in the shower, paying extra attention to my cock as she knelt before me in the raining water. After that it was time for her to make breakfast, naked and bent over by the stove as I gave her pussy a constant reminder of what it was for. I didn’t cum, and I didn’t make her cum either. I just wanted to keep her on her toes. She ate her breakfast knelt on the floor beside my place at the table, looking up at me for approval of every bite. When she was finished, she did the dishes while I fucked her again. She broke neither plate nor character, and neither did I. She took to each degrading role with eagerness, her fiery eyes and lustful begging telling me she wanted more. And I gave it to her.

I took pictures throughout the afternoon, making a memento of each of her duties as they progressed toward the comical. At one point, she was a naked footrest while I drank my coffee, her weighty tits hanging low and heavy as she knelt on all fours in silence. But as the winter sun began to set, I decided to get serious, ordering her to crawl back to the bedroom for another lesson.

Fuck, look at that ass… I can’t believe how submissive she is, I’m pretty sure she’d do anything I asked…

I followed after her jiggling curves as she rushed toward the bedroom on her hands and knees, pushing the door wide open before kneeling up beside the bed, turning to me for permission to get on.

“Up,” I ordered as I followed naked behind, my cock tensing and rocking at the sight of her hopping up to the bed, turning to face me as she opened her legs.

“Master, can I ask you for something?” she pouted, batting her eyelids at me. “There’s something I really want you to do… Please, I’ve been so good, let me have a treat.”

“Ha! Well, that depends on what it is,” I replied, my imagination running away with depraved possibilities before she asked.

“Will you draw me?” she asked softly with a hopeful smile, halting my wayward mind. “Draw me lying on your bed… Like this…” She turned to arrange the bed, propping up the pillows before she turned to lie on them, elegance in her positioning as she raised a delicate hand to rest above her head. “I’ve been thinking about what I wanted you to draw… Well, this is it…”

Ha! Well, I can’t exactly say no to that, can I?

“Alright,” I nodded, making her beam as I looked for what I needed, “but just a sketch for now, though. I’ll make it more detailed another time… when we finally get back to the studio.”

“I’m sorry,” she pouted, finally breaking character, “I promise I won’t keep you from your work this much in the future!”

“Yeah, well, I can’t promise that I’ll be able to keep away from you…”

“No, I’ll stop teasing you at work, I promise,” she insisted, “it’s not fair… I’m sorry, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“Neither could I,” I laughed as I set up with a pencil and pad, taking a seat on my desk chair as she adjusted her desired position. “Okay, you comfortable?”

“Very… How do I look?” she asked, a shy smile on her lips as her eyes blinked slowly.

“You look fucking amazing,” I replied as I drank in the sight of her body. “The hottest nude model I’ve ever worked with…”

“Oh, so you’ve done this before?” she teased. “Do all your girlfriends ask you to draw them?”

“Yeah, sure,” I replied truthfully, “but they were nothing compared to you…” I looked over her body, her full breasts rising slowly with each breath she took, her hand resting with slight unease on her stomach as her thighs slowly teased apart to show me her pussy. “They were just stupid girls… But, you… You’re a real woman.”

Her legs spread even further, her hand slowly reaching down from her stomach as she looked at me with satisfaction. “Okay, now, I’m comfortable,” she whispered, holding still as I aimed my phone at her.

I took a few pictures for future reference before setting my phone down on the desk, sparking a memory in my mind. “Oh, shit, didn’t you turn your phone off? You haven’t even checked it yet!”

“I know,” she giggled, “he’ll be losing his mind!”

“Well… will he not come looking for you at the studio? Or here?”

“Does he know where you live?” she asked with doubt. “I did, but I don’t think he does… And he’s definitely not gonna ask Tom.”

“Well, what about the studio?” I persisted.

“He definitely doesn’t know where that is,” she replied with certainty. “I haven’t told him, and that was partly why I took the car back to him instead of him showing up there—I didn’t want him to know.”

“So, he’s just pacing around, having no idea where his wife is… but pretty sure she’s getting fucked?”

“Yeah!” she giggled again. “He’ll be losing his mind, he’s probably messaged like a million times… I bet the voicemails are hilarious! We’ll listen after you’re done making me look pretty…”

“Oh, you look a lot better than pretty,” I assured her as I smoothly guided the tip of my pencil across the paper, copying her shapely curves as my eyes looked back and forth to each. “Now, hold still…”

“Yes, Master,” she smirked, watching me closely as I roughly captured her pose, shifting to add shape to her head as she lay on the pillow. “Do you—”

“Silence, whore,” I returned with a grin, “I’m doing your face…”

“You’ve been doing that all day,” she teased, “but, I’ll be quiet and take it…”

“Good…”

We sat in electric silence for around ten minutes as I put her to paper, my pencil switching attention to detailing her breasts, my cock beginning to harden beneath my sketchpad.

“Oh, my God,” she whispered, her eyes not on mine when I looked back to her, instead gazing at my erection rise and grow with each throb. “Look at it… What are you drawing?”

“Your tits,” I smiled, making her gasp as I tensed strong for her viewing.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” she groaned, her fingers running through her pubic hair to rub on her clit. “Is that what’s been happening in your pants when I’ve been massaging you?”

“Pretty much,” I replied, tweaking her nipples with the tip of the pencil. “And every other time you’re within ten feet…”

“Fuck, I can’t stop looking at it,” she whispered as her fingers fiddled on her clit. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt this attractive in my life… With that big, juicy cock just throbbing for me… It’s making me so wet… I want to jump on it… Fuck, I want to ride it so bad, with it stood up strong like that… Argh! Can I ride you next? I’ll ride that big dick so good for you, baby, I swear…”

Shit, she sounds so desperate, she’s making me desperate… Fuck it, that’ll do.

“It’s about time you offered,” I replied as I dropped my pencil, standing up from my chair and taking the finished sketch to her, making her hop up giddily. “There you go…”

“Oooh! Let me see!” she cooed as she took the pad in hand, turning it around before she smiled from ear to ear. “I am not that busty!” she gasped as she looked over the drawing, cupping at her breasts as she compared.

“I think you’ll find you are,” I laughed, “I draw what I see… You’re probably just not used to seeing your tits from that angle or something… I’ve already looked at them from every angle, I could have probably drawn them from memory, to be honest.”

“Fuck, that turns me on so much… knowing that you were looking at me,” she whispered as she looked back down at the drawing. “I love it… Thank you, baby…”

“Well, wait for the finished product,” I replied, taking the pad back before tossing it to the side. “You’ll be able to see every hair… On your legs.”

“I shaved my legs yesterday morning, thank you very much!” she giggled in shock as I climbed onto the bed and lay down, rubbing at her shins as I settled into position. “They feel fine… but I plan on getting myself all dolled up for you later, anyway!”

“Why? What’s happening later?” I asked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye as she reached for her phone.

“We’ll just have to wait and see,” she grinned as she switched it on, the screen lighting up her face ominously as she awaited the barrage of messages, waiting giddily to collect her haul. “Ha! No way! One hundred and nine messages! And voicemails!”

“Yeah, well, no shit,” I laughed, “I’d be out hunting for my wife with hounds if she did this to me!”

“Let’s see the messages… What do you mean you’re staying over? You can’t do that… Please call me, please call me, blah, blah,” she droned as she skimmed through the messages aloud. “Ha! He said he knows I’m just staying the night at a hotel! He’ll come and pick me up if I just admit it! HA! Oh, God, we have to send him the pictures!”

“Fuck, you seriously want to do that?” I laughed as she knelt up straight and alert on the bed.

“Yes!” she replied without care as she reached for my phone. “Send me them… Let me pick which ones!” She lay down beside me as I took the phone from her, looking through the selection as she giddily chose each one she wanted, hopping back up to straddle me as she received them to her phone.

“Fuck, I’m so turned on,” she breathed as she looked through the pictures on her screen, “my heart’s racing!”

Shit, I’m turned on too! I can’t believe we’re actually doing this!

“… Okay, we’ll start with my wake up call, shall we?” she grinned as she looked to me for approval.

“If that’s what you want to start with,” I shrugged, trying to seem calm as my mind raced.

She’s about to send her husband a picture of me busting a nut down her throat! What the fuck is he gonna do when he sees it?! All doubt gone, just like that… Straight down his wife’s throat!

“… Fuck, I want you inside me when I send it!” she burst as her thumb floated in pause above the screen, her free hand reaching to steady my cock as she positioned her knees. “Thrust inside me, baby… That’s it, there you goooOOO! Argh! Fuck! That’s it, baby, get in that wet pussy!” she groaned as she wriggled her hips to take me deeper, my hard cock lodging firmly in her squeezing hot grasp. “Fuck, baby, your dick is so big!” she laughed deliriously as she blew the hair from her face and reached for her stomach. “You’re so fucking deep inside me, I can feel you right here,” she whined as she rubbed just below her navel. “Ooooh, right there… Can you feel that, baby? Can you feel me rubbing on the head of your huge cock through my tummy?”

Fuck, she’s so bad… But, it feels so good!

“Yeah, I feel it,” I groaned in awe as I watched her rubbing fingers try to pleasure my cock through her flesh, driving herself wild before she snapped out of her moaning trance.

“Fuck, that feels good… Okay, I’m gonna send it,” she huffed, stabilising herself with a hand to my abs as she looked to her phone. “I’m gonna send it while I’m stuffed full of your big fat cock… Are you ready?”

I don’t know? Am I? What the fuck is gonna happen next?

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I laughed as I tensed inside her, feeling her hot walls hold me close as she reciprocated my excitement.

“Well… There’s no going back, now,” she grinned, hitting send before she showed me the screen to prove it.

“I guess not,” I laughed with a shake of my head, still caught in a sense of disbelief as she began to rotate her thick hips.

“Now for an accompanying message,” she teased as she began to type. “He worked me so hard, honey. All night long! And he still needed more from me in the morning… As you can see, I was eager to start the day… Ha! That should do it…”

“You’re crazy…” I laughed as I noted her body shaking with adrenaline.

“I’m crazy turned on!” she growled as she scratched at my stomach, taking my cock for a hot spin as she realized her fantasies, her hand reaching to rub at her horny clit. “He’s gonna see… He’s gonna see what a slut I’ve been for you… Mmmmm! He’s gonna see his wife’s throat being fucking used by your big meaty dick! Fuck… If he calls… If he calls, I want you to bend me over and fuck the shit out of me! Don’t say anything… Just pound my pussy for all it’s worth! Spank me like a whore for my husband to hear! Make me fucking take it like a horny old slut! Oh, God…”

Holy shit, is she gonna cum already?

“Hoh, my God! Hoooh, my God!” she huffed as she rubbed furiously at her pussy, grinding with repetitive passion on my cock as her head rocked back on her shoulders. “Ughhhhhhhh! I’m cummiiing!” she gurgled toward the ceiling through her strained throat, her phone beginning to ding in her hand as she rode out her orgasm. “Ugghhhhuhuhuuuuh! Yeeessss!” she groaned as her hips bucked uncontrollably, her body jittering with ecstasy as her pussy twitched and squeezed on my throbbing cock.

Shit, is that him messaging?! Holy fuck he’s actually just seen me fuck his wife’s throat!

“Oh, fuck, it’s him!” she whined as she struggled to collect herself, holding onto my stomach once more as she began to read the flurry of messages. “Oh, my God!” she burst, her walls tightening around me as she cackled with delight. “He’s losing his mind!”

“Well, yeah, I’m sure he is!” I replied awkwardly, imagining him staring wide-eyed at the video. “He just saw you choking on my cock!”

“He still doesn’t believe it’s you!” she replied giddily as she read his messages. “He asked whose cock it was! He must be in denial or something!”

“Well, I can’t really blame him for not thinking straight right now…”

“Then, let’s see how he deals with these,” she grinned as she began to select more photos, presenting each of them to me before she sent them on their mind-fucking way. The first to go was her dripping wet, fresh out of the shower as she pleasured me on her knees. The next, she was cooking my breakfast with my cock in her stretched pussy, the one after that, I was eating said breakfast with my cock in her mouth. But by the time she was a naked footrest, her husband’s patience had clearly worn thin, her phone beginning to ring as she thrust her hips back and forth. “Ha! I’m not picking up the first call…”

“You’re fucking ruthless,” I laughed as she looked down at me with a fiendish grin.

“No, you’re ruthless!” she replied with a horny growl as she leaned down to kiss me, biting at my lip as she fucked my cock faster. “You bad boy… Fucking another man’s wife while he’s trying to call her… Are you gonna bend me over and take me? Huh? Are you gonna make him listen to his wife getting railed?”

“Yeah, I am,” I replied as I took a firm hold of her hips, lifting her from my towering cock as her pussy squeezed to keep me in, throwing her aside as I hurried to my knees. “I’m gonna show him the whore he married…”

“No, he married a good wife!” she insisted with a giggle as I positioned myself behind her and propped her ass up. “It’s you that’s made me a whore…”

“Oh, no, you always had it in you,” I replied, taking a firm hold of my cock by the shaft and squeezing it into her waiting pussy as her phone stopped ringing. “You gonna answer the next one?”

“Third,” she groaned as she surrendered to my invading cock, laying her head flat to the sheets as she held her phone at the ready. “I’ll answer the third one…”

Ha! She’s so calculated… Well, there’s the second…

The phone rang in her hand once more as I gave her easy strokes to her limit to warm her up for what was to come. “Well, when that phone stops ringing again,” I said, stretching my neck as I prepared my body, “you’re getting everything I have… So, you better hold onto it tight…”

“I will,” she breathed with an urgent nod, gulping with anticipation as I stretched at her walls with my long slow strokes, the two of us watching her phone blare in her hand. “Oh, God… Make me scream, baby… I want it to fucking hurt…”

“You’ll get what you’re given,” I teased as I looked to the phone in her hand, its silence my cue as I gripped her hips tight and thrust hard to set the tone.

“WAAAHFUCK!” she cried as I plunged deep to her quaking limit, her pussy squeezing tight as I pulled out and thrust again even harder. “ARGHHAHAAHFUCK!”

“That’s it, take that dick!” I growled as I pounded away, each clap to her juicy cheeks making her curves ripple as her phone began to ring again. “If you want me to be quiet, you better keep up with me… Listen to my spanks…”

“I will!” she screamed as she held the phone tight, taking each knock to her cervix with knee-shaking determination as I smacked her ass with my palm. “I’ll listen! I’ll be good!”

“You better answer then. He might not ring a fourth time…”

Ha! He definitely would…

“Okay!” she squealed, taking a deep breath as she brought her phone to her face and prepared to answer, her thumb hovering over the screen. “UGHHH!” she grunted as a forceful thrust sent her jolting, answering the call as she gripped the phone tighter.

Oh, fuck! She answered!

“… UGGHHUHUHH! FUCK!” she whined loudly as I pounded her again, her body hopping as she struggled to put him on speaker. “Oh, my God! Oh, my GOD! Fuuhuuhuuhuuck!” she wailed, her raspy cries undulating as I fucked her faster, her husband’s muffled voice finally becoming clear as she hit the right button.

“HELLO?!” he yelled impatiently. “HELLO?!”

“Hi, honey,” she groaned as I leant over to press my palm on her head, pushing her smushed face into the sheets. “What do you… want? I’m… working! UGHH! UGHH!”

“Working?!” he shrieked with incredulity. “What the fuck do you mean you’re working?!”

“I’m doing my job!” she replied as I kept up my rampant plunges to her squelching depths, feeling her creaming on my cock as I held her face down.

“It’s not your job to suck dick, Linda!” he shouted back in anger.

“UGHUHUHH! Yes, it is!” she groaned with horny acceptance as her fingers reached to rub at her clit. “It’s my job to make him CUM! UGHHHH! FUCK!”

Her husband spat his shocked disgust as he struggled to form the words. “Wha… What are you… What are you even fucking saying, right now?! Who are you with? Who’s in those pictures?!”

“UGHH! You know who it is!” she replied with a delirious giggle before I corrected her tone with a swift smack to her jiggling ass. “AHH! It’s my master!” she squealed, whimpering with regret as I gathered up her hair into my fist and yanked her head up from the sheets. “Argh! Fuck! He’s so rough with me, honey! I can hardly TAKE IT! ARGHHH! FUCK! I’m sorry, Master! I’m sorry! I’ll be a good whore, I promise! Just take what you need from MEEHEEHEEHEE!”

Holy shit, I’m gone! I’m not stopping until she cums!

“Master?!” Frank choked, his high pitched voice drowned out by his wife’s howls as I pounded her pussy into oblivion. “Master?!”

“UGHHUHHUUHHOOOHMYGAAAAAAAHHH!” she wailed as I fucked her into submission, tugging on her hair as I paddled her perfect ass, my cock thumping inside her as I railed her like a madman.

“Linda, are you okay?!” Frank called with a fearful tone. “Is he hurting you?!”

“YES!” she growled in reply as I tanned her plump backside. “He’s hurting me so fucking good—ARGGHAHAHAAAHYESSS! FUCK ME, MASTER!”

“Linda, stop it!” Frank shouted. “Just come home and we can—”

“OH, MY GOD! YES! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!” she begged from her core as I recognized the signs of her body, knowing she was about to succumb to my rampant thrusts as I reached to grab her face. “Oh, fuck yes!” she groaned as my fingers squeezed at her face, hooking into her open mouth as she cooperated eagerly with my intentions. “Ohhmaagaaaah!” she groaned with a lustful relief as I tugged on her cheek, tightening my muscles as I pounded her harder and faster than ever.

Yeah, that’ll do it…

“WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING, LINDA?!” Frank yelled, his voice cracking as the emotion burst from him.

“AHHLAAHLAAHLAAH!” she gargled as her tongue waves wildly on my fingers, drooling from her pried open mouth as I tugged on her hair and face. Her grunts were becoming desperate, more primal and urgent as I churned her guts just right, building the pressure inside her before she could take no more. “OHMY…. HNNNNNGAAAHAHAHAAAAHFUUUCK!”

There we go…

She squeezed tight to my cock as her pussy began to spit and gush, bursting into a hot stream as I gave her one last lingering thrust to her limit and hauled my cock from her tensing walls. I released my control of her, letting her collapse forward to the bed before spanking her jiggling ass hard, making her spine seize as she writhed around. Her red ass tightened and jiggled over and over as she thrust out her shivers on the bed, her hand desperately rubbing and patting at her clit as she recovered from her release.

“Oh, God… Th-Thank you, M-Master!” she jittered, whining and whimpering into the sheets as she caught her breath, her hand patting blindly for the phone as her husband called her name repeatedly. “Honey, I’m… I’m busy,” she panted as she brought the phone to her lips. “Just let me finish up here… And then I’ll be right home…”

“Finish up?!” Frank choked with impotent rage. “What do you mean fi—"

“Okay, I have to get back to it,” she interrupted without care. “If I do a good enough job, I should be home in an hour or two… Bye, honey… Mwah!”

“An hour or two?!” Frank repeated in a sorrowful rage. “No, you’ll come home right—”

“Okay, that’s enough rest, put it back in, Master,” she huffed before she disconnected the call and turned her phone off, looking back at me as I slapped my cock to her juicy ass. “I think he’s heard enough for now…”

“You are a bad woman,” I laughed as I shook my head at her mischievous grin.

“You’re a bad influence,” she returned as she jiggled her ass for me, squealing as I held her down and squeezed my cock back inside her. “Oh, fuck yes!” she cried as she surrendered to my control, lying down flat on her front as I pressed her groaning head into the sheets and thrust into her tight pussy. “Arrrrghhuuhuuh!”

“So, what do you have planned next?” I asked as I loomed over her, leaning closer to her ear as she panted on the sheets. “Huh? You naughty old whore… Argh!”

“AARRGHHH!” she groaned as I thrust deep inside her, spreading her legs between my knees. “I don’t know,” she whimpered before I thrust again, but firmer.  “ARRRGHHUHUHH! FUCK!”

“Yes, you do,” I replied in doubt as I pressed her head deeper into the mattress, “you’ve had a plan this whole time… So, what’s next on your naughty little checklist?”

“ARRRGHHMYGOD!” she screamed as I drove as deep as I could, filling her to her limit before she yelled in confession. “I want you to fuck me in front of my husband!”

Ha! I had a feeling that’s where this was going! Fuck me, can we actually take it that far?

“Oh, really?” I teased, pressuring her cervix as I held my lunge inside her squeezing pussy and humped on her thick ass. “So, he’s heard you being a whore, now you want him to see you?”

“Yesss!” she admitted with a breathy burst, her pretty face squished between my palm and the bed. “I want you to show him what his wife is good for!”

“Oh, and he’s just gonna come round here, is he?” I laughed in doubt. “He’ll just sit in the corner like a little bitch and watch me fuck his wife?”

“UGGHH! UGHH! UGGGHHHHH!” she grunted as I pounded her pussy, her cheeks clapping loudly with each pump to her cervix. “No, I want you to come to my house!”

What?!

“… And he’d just let me in would he?” I laughed, picturing him stepping aside in despair to allow me entry. “And then let me in his wife, too?!”

“He will!” she burst immediately. “He’ll do as he’s told!”

“Oh, are you gonna put your foot down?” I teased as her legs kicked on the bed behind me.

“I’ll put my foot down on his tiny balls!” she groaned as her hot walls held me tight. “He’ll probably get off on it, the little bitch! UGHHH!”

“He didn’t sound like he was getting off on the phone,” I laughed as his high-pitched shrieks of disbelief still rang sharply in my ears.

“I guarantee you he got hard when he saw those pictures!” she persisted, struggling beneath me on the bed before I reaffirmed my hold of her. “He won’t be able to help himself… He’s probably jerking his little cock right now while he watches you cum down my throat!”

Ha! What?! Frank jacking off over my cock in his wife’s mouth?! Eurgh… Is he actually into this? Or is she just getting off on the idea?

“So, you think he actually wants you to get fucked?” I asked in confusion, my throbbing cock halting ready inside her. “Why do you think that?”

“I’ve been married to the man for twenty-five years, I know how his perverted little mind works,” she laughed with assurance as she thrust back and forth on me. “He likes to be dominated almost as much as I do! He just won’t admit it to me…”

Just to her? Who else would he admit it to?

“Or maybe even himself… yet,” she continued with delight, bringing to heel my wandering mind with a tight squeeze on my raging cock. “So, what do you think, Master? Are you gonna help my poor, pathetic husband accept what he really is? Are you gonna make him watch while you fuck his horny wife like a real man? ARGGHHH!”

Her words prodded at the nerve of my competitive nature, sending my hips bucking as I gave her teasing pussy a forceful stuffing. “I’m not helping your husband find himself,” I snarled as I gripped a handful of her luscious hair. “But, I am gonna help myself to this pussy wherever it goes!” I settled into a rampant rhythm as I fucked her without mercy, the animalistic grunts from her strained throat only driving me wilder as I committed to the cause. “Whether your cuck husband is there or not!”

“ARGH! FUCK YES! YOU BAD FUCKING BOY!” she cried with torturous pleasure as I pounded her tight pussy. “Follow this pussy home, baby! Fuck it wherever you want! It’s all yours! It’s all… fucking… YOURS… AARRGHHHHFUCK!” she screamed as her body began to quiver beneath me, the twitching clamps of her hot wet pussy lighting my fuse as I bucked past the point of no return. “UUGGHHUHUHHOOHGAAAHAHAAAH!” she wailed, sounding as if she was in tears as I fucked through her quaking orgasm, approaching my own fast as I gave her one last forceful thrust before hauling my cock from her creamy pussy and kneeling up.

“Argh! You filthy fucking whore!” I growled as I smacked her big ass, prizing apart her juicy cheeks as I jerked and twisted her creamy juices up and down my shaft. Her swollen pussy dripped deliciously as I spread her open, gaping wide from good use as her pretty asshole winked up at me just above, stealing my attention. “I’m definitely gonna follow you home… And when I do… I’m gonna fuck this tight little asshole in front of your husband…”

“Oh, my God, yes!” she panted with desire as I pressed the head of my cock to her winking hole, jerking furiously as she reached to prize apart her thick cheeks for me. “Fuck my naughty little asshole in front of him! Make him watch as you shoot your hot load into my fucking bowels!”

Oh, fuck me… Holy fucking…

“Shiiiiit… ARGHHH!” I roared as I shot my load flush against her tight asshole, making her moan with delirious delight as each rope splattered between her spread cheeks.

“Oh, fuck yes, that’s it, baby! Paint those fucking holes!” she groaned with encouragement as she opened herself up for me, before one hand reached to rub at her clit. “Oh, that’s a good boy! You’re such a good fucking horny boy!” she growled as she pleasured herself, my thick load dripping down from her asshole to find her rubbing fingers. “Oh, you’ve made such a hot sticky mess of me, haven’t you?” she moaned at a whisper as I watched her tease and finger my load all over her pussy, draining the last drop from my tight balls before I took a deep breath and collapsed to my back.

“Oh, fuck me… That was… Fuck,” I heaved as I lay in tingling bliss, her soft moaning almost enough to lull me to sleep as she played contently with her drenched pussy. “I can’t believe how turned on you get me… I’m not used to being this tired after finishing… I feel so fucking satisfied…”

“Mmmm! That’s because you’re fucking properly now, baby,” she teased, her feet tickling at my legs before she began to shift on the bed. “You’re getting what you want… And I’m getting what I’ve needed for a long, long time…” Her flushed and smirking face appeared into my view as she crawled on top of me, her heavy breasts pooling to my chest before she snuggled into my neck and lay down.

Oh, fuck me… I’m completely spent…

As if reading the signs of my body and listening to her own, she took a deep breath, exhaling with exhaustion into my ear before she kissed softly at my lobe. “Let’s take a little nap, baby,” she whispered, her lips sending shivers across my skin, “just a little one before I go…” But before I could eagerly agree, a sudden thought seemed to jolt her from her impending slumber. “Wait… What time is it?”

“Errr, I dunno,” I replied lazily before she dragged herself from me. “Like six?”

“Shit, it’s six-thirty,” she groaned as she stretched to look at her phone. “I can probably still make it if I call a taxi now… I think it closes at eight.”

“Where?” I asked, still unmoved as she mumbled to herself.

“I just need to pick up a few things on my way home,” she replied with a guarded grin.

“Well, I could just drive you?” I suggested as her mischievous demeanour piqued my interest.

“No, I’m getting something for you,” she teased, “well, for us… And it’s a surprise…”

“Shit, you’re already full of surprises, I don’t think I can take any more,” I laughed as she leaned down to kiss me.

“I can take it for you,” she whispered as she smooched at my lips, my hands reaching instinctively to squeeze at her full hanging breasts, rubbing my thumbs across her hard nipples. “Mmmmm!” she moaned as she lingered with her kiss, her eyes rolling behind her softly shut eyelids before she caught herself. “Woah, woah, woah, I need to go!” she giggled as she pecked definitively at my lips and knelt up straight. “Are you gonna fall asleep?” she asked as she smiled down at me, her hands on her hips.

“Probably,” I laughed as I remained sprawled naked on the sheets.

“Well, are you gonna wake up? Or do these big balls need more time to restock?” she teased as she reached to tickle at my sack, cupping me delicately as she looked down with a grin. “We can do it tomorrow night instead, if you’d prefer?”

Wait…

“You wanted me to come over tonight?” I asked in surprise.

“Yeah! I told you to follow me home, didn’t I?” she giggled. “Not give me a day’s head-start…”

Holy shit, she’s insatiable…

“Is your pussy not aching like fuck, right now?” I asked bluntly, her hair whipping at her back as she tossed her head with a hearty cackle.

“Yes!” she admitted as she looked back to me with wide eyes. “It was worse this morning, I felt so bruised and broken in… But, I dunno, once you start fucking me again, pleasing your cock is all that matters to me… And besides—no pain, no gain… It makes me feel like I’ve done a good job…”

“Well, shit, you’ve definitely done a good job these past few days,” I laughed as she beamed with my approval and leant to kiss at my restless cock.

“Mmmmwah! Thank you, Master,” she teased as she smooched at the shaft, nuzzling her nose on my balls before giving them a long lap with her wet tongue and kneeling up, leaving me wanting more. “So, are you gonna put me to work again later? Or are you gonna leave me all alone with my whiny bitch husband all night?”

Fuck, I could probably use the rest, but how can I say no to her… I’d fuck her all year long if she asked me to…

“Fine, I’ll come over later,” I relented as she tickled at my balls with her long nails. “But, how the fuck is this gonna go down? He’s not gonna just let me in…”

“I’ll let you in,” she replied with a confident shrug. “It’s my house, too… But, I’m telling you, he will be getting off on it. Somewhere deep down in his crooked little mind, he knows what he is. He just needs the right nudge…”

“But, I don’t want him to get off on it!” I laughed as she giggled and played merrily with my balls.

“I do! It’ll be hilarious!” she said as she sat up to sell her vision. “Just imagine him shaking with nerves, guiltily jerking his little cock as he finally accepts what a whimpering bitch he is. Powerless to stop his screaming wife getting railed by a young stud on his own bed. And even worse, he likes it! Ha! I bet he cries!”

“Fuck me, you are brutal,” I laughed as I eyed her up with a wary grin.

“Don’t you feel sorry for him!” she warned me with a chastising slap to my thigh. “You have no idea what that man has put me through, this is a long time coming… You talk about surprises, I’ve had plenty already!”

“Well, why don’t you tell me about them,” I replied, nudging her ass with my knee.

“Oh, I’ll do you one better,” she replied with a mischievous smirk as she crawled to the edge of the bed and hopped off, my eyes following her jiggling curves. “I’ll have him tell you…”

“Oh, really?” I laughed as she bent to collect her strewn lingerie from the floor.

“Well, it wouldn’t be right for a wife to divulge her husband’s secrets to her boss, would it?” she replied coyly as she stepped into her thong, dragging it up her thick thighs to nestle against her cum-soaked holes. “Maybe if he unburdened himself, it would help him come to terms with what he’s done… I really hope your strong presence can help him through this difficult time…”

“Ha! I dunno,” I laughed, still struggling to envision what she seemed so certain of, “I just can’t see it going down the way you think it will… He’s a man. He’s not just gonna stand by and let his wife get banged before his eyes… What if he tries to attack me?”

“Pah! He wouldn’t dare, you’d kick his ass!” she scoffed at the suggestion. “And he’s not a man. He’s a bitch… And tonight, you’re gonna treat us both like one.”

“Ha! Well, I certainly won’t be treating him the same as I treat you…”

“Not exactly the same,” she smirked as she fastened her bra, swivelling it around her body to gather up her heavy breasts into the large cups. “But, I don’t want you to go easy on me. And don’t go easy on him, either. Tonight, that house is your property… and so am I.”

Fuck, this is crazy…

“So, I just walk through the door and order him to stand back while I fuck his wife?” I laughed, picturing him scurrying off with his tail between his legs.

“No, I’ll have dinner ready for when you arrive,” she smiled as she picked up her coat, slipping into it as she informed me of her plans. “We can all sit down and have a nice, friendly chat about our new situation… and then, you can take me upstairs and do whatever you want with me…” She slowly zipped up her coat as I stared at the last glimpse of her busting cleavage, imagining what awaited me the next time I would see her.

Shit, this is gonna be wild…

“Alright,” I shrugged as I tucked my hands behind my head, “but, if he tries something crazy, I’m not kicking his ass. I’m not catching a case. I’ll just leave… and take you with me. Either way, I’m fucking that ass later…”

“Mmmm! I’m banking on it, baby,” she purred as she approached the bed, bending down to kiss me as she scratched lightly at my chest. “But, you’ll be fucking it on my bed… You can doubt, but you’re about to see a whole other side of Frank tonight, baby… And of me when you stick that big fat cock in my ass!” She giggled as she reached for her phone, her voice as natural as my oldest memories of her as she ordered a taxi.

Damn, I can’t believe this is the same woman… I mean, she looks and sounds the same now, but she is totally different to how I thought she’d be behind closed bedroom doors… I thought she’d be all sweet and shy, but she’s a fucking demon in the sheets! What the hell is she gonna be like tonight if she has her way?

“Okay, honey, it’ll be here in five minutes,” she chimed as she hung up the call, perching on the edge of the bed beside me and stroking softly at my thigh. “Mmmm, just think… I’ll be walking around the store with nothing on underneath this coat, with my holes still dripping in your yummy cum… Fuck, that’s such a turn on!”

Like that! There’s no way I could have ever imagined Linda saying that! And now she’s just chewing on me!

“You’re not the woman I thought you were,” I laughed as she collapsed to my chest to nibble at my pecs.

“You’re exactly what I thought you were!” she growled before she slurped on my nipple. “A big, strong, sexy, young stud that could fuck me how I craved! Mmmm! I can’t get enough of you!” She reached for an urgent hold of my cock, squeezing on it as she began to jerk, only to be halted as I grabbed her wrist.

“Your taxi will be here soon,” I said, her eyes turning sad like a scolded puppy as she released her grip of my shaft. “You’ll just have to wait until later…”

“Okay,” she whined with a pout, leaning for a kiss before I gripped her face to halt her again.

“You said not to go easy on you,” I teased as I squished her cheeks. “You’re too hot… Go and wait outside to cool off.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied earnestly as she nodded in my grip. “Are you going to punish me later?”

“Oh, you’re in big trouble,” I assured her, much to her liking as she breathed deeper with desire. “Now, get out…”

“Yes, Master,” she nodded again before I threw her face away, her feet hurrying obediently toward the door. “I’ll have dinner ready for ten o’clock… I hope you like it.”

Fuck, I’m pretty hungry now, I wonder what she’ll make…

“Out!” I ordered again, staying firmly in character as I pondered her dinner selection.

Ten o’clock is a bit late, though…

“Yes, Master! Sorry, Master!” she giggled, her heels clacking on the floorboards as she made her way down the hall. “And remember now,” she called back as she approached the front door, “that’s your house, baby! I’ll be ready to welcome you home with open arms… If anyone leaves, it’ll be him!”

Ha! Fuck me, she’s crazy…

I remained silent as I heard her open the door, shutting shortly afterwards as she left to buy me presents and taunt her husband, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts.

Shit, maybe she’s right… Maybe he’ll just actually let it happen… I was wrong about her all this time, maybe I’m wrong about him, too… I mean, I never had him down as a big macho dude, but a little wimpy cuck bitch? Really? Frank? Boring old grumpy Frank? He must’ve done something insane to send Linda into this maddening spiral… Is she really gonna get him to tell me what he’s done? Or is he just gonna start swinging as soon as he sees me? If he does, I have to just leave, I’m not gonna beat his ass and fuck his wife, that’s too far… But, what if he calls the police? He can’t do that, can he? “Officer, help! There’s a young man fucking my wife—and she’s loving it!” Nah, no way… And it’s her house, too… If one wants me there and the other wants me gone… who decides? Me, I guess… Okay, I better get some rest, it’s gonna be another long night… And I’m not sure I’m ready for it…

* * *


Chapter Seven

I turned onto Linda’s street, half expecting a cordoned crime scene to await me as I crept slowly toward the house, not a person in view as suburbia settled down for another quiet night.

Okay, I’m five minutes early, I thought as I looked to the clock, pulling up outside before I took my phone out to message her. Or maybe I should just knock… I’m already in this, I might as well go bold from here on out. Whatever happens, happens. His wife is mine either way, whether he accepts it or not… Okay, fuck it. If she wants me to give him a hard time, that’s what I’m gonna do. I want to see how far she can take this if I play the part she wants…

I took a deep breath and stepped confidently out of the car, standing tall as I walked toward the house, wasting no time as I bashed my fist on the door like I had a warrant.

Was that too much? Ah, whatever, I’m about to be a hell of a lot more disrespectful than knocking too loudly…

“He’s not coming in, Linda!”

Ha! I knew it wasn’t gonna go as smoothly as she thought!

“Yes, he is,” Linda called back as I watched her silhouette approach the door, a loud rumble following after her as Frank rushed down the stairs.

“No, he isn’t!” he shouted, the shrill frustration in his voice becoming clearer as the door opened.

Here goes…

“Good evening, Sir!” Linda beamed as she stood in the doorway, her gorgeous smile distracting me momentarily before I noticed what she was wearing. Her white frilly skirt was so short, I couldn’t quite tell if it was lingerie at first glance, her stomach left bare as the matching top struggled enough covering her hefty breasts. “You’re right on time, dinner is almost ready.”

“Linda, don’t you dare let him into—”

“Shut the fuck up, Frank,” I bit coldly, keen to set the tone early as I stepped into the house. “Your wife invited me, and I’m hungry.”

Linda grinned with satisfaction as she looked my way, closing the door behind me while Frank stood stunned at the foot of the stairs. “That’s right,” she agreed firmly, “he’s more than welcome… but you’re welcome to leave, if you’d like…”

“I’m not going anywhere!” Frank choked at the suggestion. “This is my house!”

“Don’t shout at her,” I ordered calmly with a tut of disgust, my hands resting lazy in my pockets. “That’s your wife…”

Ha! Look at him! Shit, this is actually fun!

“Yes, she’s my wife! Mine!” he snapped back, his feet seemingly rooted to the spot as he seethed.

“Yes, I’m your wife,” Linda conceded, stepping in front of me to lean back against my chest, rubbing her juicy ass into my crotch. “But, I’m his whore… C’mon, baby, let me feed you…”

Oh, fuck me, she’s not playing around either… And he’s just taking it! How is he not attacking me right now?!

She took me by the arm and led me away, Frank flabbergasted by his wife’s seedy declaration as he stood frozen and speechless to the spot.

Holy shit, he’s just standing there! I walked into the house, now I’m walking into the kitchen… And he’s just standing there! Fuck me, was she actually right?

“Let’s all just sit down and enjoy a nice meal together,” Linda continued with an optimistic chirp as we entered the steamy room of tasty smells, suddenly turning to find her husband unmoved as she paused in the doorway. “… Frank, honey, are you coming?” she called expectantly, seeming to jolt him back into reality as he found his shaky voice.

“I’m not sharing a meal with him!” he replied like a petulant child, making Linda laugh as she perceived the same tone I had.

“Oh, grow up! Don’t be such a wimp!” she giggled, strutting towards me with a private grin as she continued to goad her husband. “Why don’t you come and show me what a big boy you are by eating all your dindins!”

Oh, wow, she’s really hitting his nerves…

“Perfect, baby! Just like that, don’t let up on him,” she whispered as she reached up to kiss me, her hand rubbing on my crotch before she broke from my lips and made her way toward the stove. “C’mon! Come and join us at the adult table!” she called back with a giggle, the comment enough to finally provoke movement.

“It’s my table!” Frank shouted back as he stormed closer, blustering his way into the room. “Linda, this is ridiculous! It’s disgusting! You’re both disgusting! How could you do this to your son?! And you! How could you do this to your friend?!”

Shit… I’ve barely thought about that…

“Well, y’know… His mom’s hot?” I shrugged, taking a seat at the head of the table. “I mean look at her…”

“Oh, stop it,” Linda blushed shyly as she tossed her pans, her slutty outfit contrasting sharply with her modest demeanour. “See, honey, I told you he’s a sweetheart! You were so wrong about him…”

“No, I was exactly right about him!” Frank corrected as he looked to me with a face like red hot thunder. “You know, I thought she was just trying to get at me. I thought there’s no way she would stoop so low as to fuck her son’s friend…”

“Well… you were wrong,” Linda giggled as she began to dish up the meal. “Sometimes you just want something so bad, you’ll risk anything for it… You of all people should know that feeling, right, honey?”

Ooh, is that a gambling jibe?

Frank scoffed as he bit his tongue and shook his head before speaking. “Listen, Linda… I know I’ve made mistakes, but this… This is deliberate… and cruel.”

“Ohhh,” Linda replied with feigned revelation, “so your mistakes were just happy little accidents or something—I see. Well… I guess I just prefer to do things out in the open instead of hiding it away like a coward. Now, sit down, I’m about to serve.”

“Fine!” Frank spat in defeat as he hurriedly took a seat at the opposite head of the table. “You want to do this—that’s fine… Let’s talk.” He stared at me as I held his gaze with a wry smirk, Linda approaching with a plate in hand for me.

“There you are, baby,” she chimed as she set my dinner down in front of me, “a nice big meal to feed those muscles!” She swooned as she rubbed and squeezed at my shoulder and bicep, stroking up to my neck as her husband tutted his wordless disgust. “Can I get you a drink?”

“I’ll just have an ice water,” I replied, my distracted eyes scanning the immaculate steak dinner that lay before me. “This looks amazing…”

“Thank you, Sir,” she cooed as she leant to kiss my cheek. “Sorry for making you eat so late, but I got you the biggest one in the store…”

Ah, so that’s what she was buying…

“You’re forgiven,” I replied as I picked up my knife and fork to tuck in, remembering my role as she walked away from the table.

“I’ll just fetch you that—OOH!” she squealed as my palm landed flush to her juicy rump, turning back to the table with a giddy giggle. “Sir… my husband is right there,” she teased with a loud whisper, “you’re so bad!”

“You don’t mind, do you, Frank?” I said as I cut into the steak, taking a bite as I looked to him.

“Yes, I do actually,” he replied with a narrowing of his eyelids.

“Oh, c’mon,” I laughed with my mouth full. “You must have smacked that beautiful ass a million times before…”

“Pah!” Linda scoffed in shock as she brought me my drink. “I’d never let him smack my ass! Would I, honey?”

“I would never even do that,” Frank replied with indignation as he looked to me, “it’s disrespectful… You won’t do it, again…”

Holy shit, is he challenging me? Is he actually fighting back? I better cut that shit out fast before he gets too brave…

“Oh, really?” I smiled, holding his vicious gaze as I placed my knife and fork down and stood up. “Linda, bend over…”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied immediately, stepping closer to the table between us before bending over and arching her back.

“You put too much ice in my drink,” I said, taking a step behind her as Frank looked on with shocked anticipation. I paddled her ass hard with my palm, a horny gasp escaping her lips as she hopped on her heels. “Take some out.”

“Yes, Sir, I will! Thank you, Sir!” she burst with eager obedience as she stood back up, hurrying back to the kitchen with the glass in hand.

Hmmmm, not enough…

“Use your mouth,” I added, making her pause and turn to face us. “Slurp the ice out, and spit it into your bra…”

“Okay, that’s enough,” Frank growled, “don’t listen to—”

“Yes, Sir,” Linda replied, immediately lifting the glass to her lips before slurping up a portion of the little cold chunks and peeling open the left cup of her bra.

“That’s it,” I encouraged her as she dribbled the ice messily, water spilling down between her tits and dripping down her stomach. “Now, the other one.”

“Yes, Sir,” she shivered as she raised the glass again, opening the right cup to fill it with a cool helping as water cascaded down her body to puddle on the floor between her heels.

“Good,” I smiled as I watched her breathe deeper, knowing she was getting turned on as she looked to me with a heightened sense of eagerness. “Now, fill it up and bring it back. I’m thirsty.”

“Yes, Sir, right away,” she breathed as she turned to refill the glass, Frank stunned by her obedience as she rushed back to present it to me, his brow furled with disturbance as he stared at the glass.

“Linda, what the hell are you—”

“I’m doing as I’m told,” she returned, as I took the glass in hand. “I like doing what he tells me to do… And we both know you can understand that, can’t you?”

Wait, what’s that supposed to mean?

Again, Frank was silenced by his wife’s carefully selected words, his eyes diverting away from ours as he looked to the table.

“Of course, you can,” Linda answered in his stead before she looked to me. “Shall I feed my husband, now? He gets a bit cranky when he’s hungry, and I’ve made him wait all night…”

Ha! She’s asking me if she can feed him?

“Yeah, you do seem a bit on edge, Frank,” I agreed with a strangled grin, recapturing his attention as he looked up from his lap. “Let him have his dinner.”

“Okay,” Linda giggled as she turned away, “I’ll just get it now… I already grabbed a little bite to eat while I was out, but when I promise a man a meal, I like to deliver, don’t I, Frank?” I tucked back into my steak as she rustled in the kitchen, making me do a double take as she closed the fridge. “Here, honey. Eat up,” she said, settling the plate down in front of him, carrying the saddest looking sandwich the world has ever known. “And don’t forget the crust.”

Oh, dear God, she’s given him a sandwich… Is there… Is there even anything on that thing?

Frank looked down at the sorry sandwich with a cold blank stare, subtly shaking his head as he looked to my delicious steak dinner. “… Is this a joke?” he said, looking to his wife as she took a seat between us and shuffled it closer to me. “You think that’s funny?”

“What?” she replied, playing dumb as she glanced at the bread on his plate. “I told you, we need to make cutbacks until the debts are paid off…”

“Oh, but you splash out on slutty outfits and steaks for your new boyfriend,” he snapped back, pushing the plate away.

“Boyfriend?” Linda repeated in surprise with a condescending smile. “Oh, honey, you’re obviously still a bit confused… I’m not his girlfriend… I’m his bitch…”

Oh, fuck me, this is wild…

“… And yes, I’ll buy him steaks and dress myself up for him, because his money paid for it,” she continued matter of factly, talking to him like a toddler. “In fact, it’s his money keeping a roof over your head, right now. You should be thanking him…”

Ha! Oh yeah, please, thank me…

I looked to Frank, his tortured gaze meeting mine before he looked back to his wife, her brow raising expectantly enough to shock us both.

Holy shit… Nooo, she’s not actually gonna get him to say it?!

“… Well?” said Linda. “Do you not like having a roof over your head? I mean, I know there are things you like much more, you’ve made that perfectly clear by putting us in this situation. But having a place to sleep seems pretty important to me. You should be grateful for him like I am… Say thank you.”

“I am not going to thank the person that’s fucking my wife,” Frank replied with a straightening of his brittle backbone.

Aw, shit… Well, good for you, Frank. I didn’t think you’d stoop that low.

Linda shook her head with annoyance as she looked to me. “I’m so sorry, Sir, my husband doesn’t have any manners. We both appreciate everything that you’ve done for us.”

“I don’t!” Frank objected, drawing his wife’s ire once more.

“Oh, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t!” he reaffirmed. “We could have gotten by just fine without him!”

“And how would we have done that?” Linda laughed.

“I could have got a job, I could have paid the debts off after—”

“Oh, like you got the job last night?” she asked with a derisive smirk. “Why don’t you tell us how you fucked it up…”

Frank averted his eyes as he spoke with a defensive tone. “They just went with someone else, that’s all.”

“Oh, they went with someone else?” she repeated. “Well, that would be more than understandable… if it were true.”

Oooooh!

I ate my delicious dinner as I observed them like I was watching a play, Frank’s tongue tied in knots as he let out an exasperated squeak. “It is true!” he insisted. “They just wanted someone with more experience!”

“We both know you didn’t go to a job interview,” Linda replied without care as she sat back, her stomach streaked with water as the ice melted on her hot tits. “It’s obvious where you went…”

What? Like the casino or something?

“Have you…” Frank paused, glancing at me with worry before looking back to his wife. “Have you told him?”

“I don’t know?” Linda shrugged. “Have I?”

“Have you?!” he persisted, freezing on the edge of his chair.

Wait… We’re talking about gambling, right? He’s getting a bit—

“HAVE YOU?!” Frank shrieked as Linda remained silent, seeming to hold back laughter before she spoke.

“Honey, I just thought that maybe it could help you to talk to another man about your problem,” she said innocently. “Maybe he’s into it, too?”

Cards, right? We’re talking about cards, right now…

“So, you’ve told him,” Frank whimpered as he shook his head, looking to me with a fearful anger. “I bet you both had a good laugh at my expense…”

Are cards funny? I mean… No?

“… Well,” I began in confusion as I looked to Linda for guidance, “I—”

“I wouldn’t expect you to understand,” he interrupted, “you’re too young, you don’t even know what pressure even is…”

“Okay,” I replied warily, looking to Linda once again as her eyes twinkled back at me with mischief.

“It’s a power thing!” he blurted, looking between us before returning his guilty gaze to his lap. “I was just under so much pressure… I just wanted someone else to take control for once! I don’t even really like it!”

What the fuck is he talking about?! A power thing?!

“Ohoho, no, you loved it,” Linda asserted as she kept her husband wriggling on her hook. “I can still remember the noises you were making…”

Noises?!

“You weren’t supposed to ever know!” Frank whined with regret, sounding almost on the verge of tears as he hid his face in his hands. “It was going to be the last time, I swear!”

“Yeah, sure, it was,” Linda scoffed.

“You were meant to be staying at your mom’s!” he muffled before he rubbed his face and stroked his hair back, despair in his eyes. “I didn’t want you to know… Not like you’re doing to me…”

“Well, you weren’t too secretive about it that night, were you?” she laughed. “In our own bed…”

Okay, yeah, we’re not talking about cards…

“It was the only time, I swear!” he insisted, pleading desperately for his wife to believe him as she pouted her lips and nodded sarcastically.

“Three hundred grand’s worth of experiences… Only once in our bed… Sure.”

Experiences? What the fuck was he doing?!

“I swear,” Frank sighed as he covered his face again. “I wanted to stop… I was just… getting everything out of my system!”

“One last hurrah?” Linda smirked, glancing at me as her husband hid from us. “So, what was last night? One for the road? Once more for luck, maybe?”

“No,” he whined as his wife twisted the knife.

Damn, so he was fucking someone? Who? … And how? It has to be hookers, right? Three hundred grand, though? Shit, who was he fucking? Celebrity hookers?

“So… you went into debt to fuck a bunch of hookers?” I laughed, trying to straighten the revealed tangle of madness as he looked up with confusion in his lowered brow. “Is that it?”

“Oh, no,” Linda smirked as she looked to her husband. “He wasn’t fucking them…”

Huh?

“You hadn’t told him?” Frank asked at a whisper, his eyes shutting slowly as his wife smiled in reply. “For fuck’s sake…”

“What do you mean he wasn’t fucking them?” I asked as I tried to keep up. “Are we talking about dudes? Are you gay or something?”

“No!” Frank burst. “I’m not gay, it was women!”

“Oh, those poor, poor women,” Linda giggled as she looked to my confused expression. “Just tell him, Frank… Tell him what you put your family in debt for.”

“Oh, you just tell him! I know you’re desperate to!” Frank snapped as he avoided my eyes. “You’ll just tell him anyway, I’m shocked that you haven’t already!”

“Alright, well, as long as I have your permission,” she smiled contently as she kept her sadistic glare on her distressed husband. “Well, let me set the scene for you… I had just had my car taken away. That’s odd, there must be some terrible mistake, I thought. Where’s my husband? He isn’t answering his phone. But, this is urgent… I guess I’ll just have to go to his office…”

Oops…

“And he wasn’t there?” I laughed, Linda shaking her head with a grin.

“Nope,” she said with a pop of her pretty red lips. “They said he hadn’t worked there in nearly a year…”

“Fuck, so you didn’t even tell her yourself?” I laughed as I looked to Frank, finding only a cold blank stare of shameful acceptance.

“No, he didn’t have the guts to,” Linda replied in his stead, “he had been pretending to go to work for ten whole months… Just think of the commitment and dedication that would require…”

“I know, what the fuck?!” I laughed in disbelief. “You could’ve just got a new job with all that effort!”

“Oh, but he didn’t want to work anymore,” Linda pouted, “he wanted to have some fun, didn’t you, honey?”

“So, then what happened?” I asked, polishing off my dinner as I looked between them with excitement.

“Well, it was then that he finally admitted what a mess he had gotten us into,” Linda replied, her eyes still on her dejected husband. “Three hundred grand… gambled away, apparently.”

“I was gambling, as well,” Frank groaned meekly, his sad eyes fixed to the somehow sadder sandwich.

“Well, I know you were never great at it,” Linda scoffed, “but three hundred grand… That’s a lot of losing hands, isn’t it? I guess he just really sucks at poker. If only he was addicted to something else, instead, I remember wishing that night… And my wish definitely came true, didn’t it?”

“I’m not addicted!” Frank whined in protest. “I just… couldn’t stop…”

“Okay,” I laughed, “so, then what?”

“Well, a few weeks go by, and I’m staying at my mom’s house for the night,” she said casually, “it’s just something we do every month, a little mother-daughter time. It’s lovely. I’m having a nice relaxing night, when I realize my phone is dead, and would you believe it? I left my charger in my bedroom… Well, it’s not too far, I might as well go home and grab it. I had some things I really needed to show my mom anyway, so I borrow her car and head home—I’d be half an hour at most…”

“Uh-oh,” I smirked as I looked Frank’s way, his gaze still low as he knew better than anyone what was coming.

“So, I get home and open the door, and—what’s that I hear?” she paused, tilting her head in recreation. “Is that… Frank? Is that coming from the bedroom? What the hell is going on here?! So, I sneak up the stairs…”

“Ooh, shit! Here we go!” I grinned as I looked to her smirk with anticipation.

“… I walk down the hall, with his revolting noises getting louder and louder, when I finally hear a woman’s voice,” she said with surprise before getting into character. “Yeah, you just take it, you wimpy little bitch!”

“What?!” I laughed in shock, Frank appearing on the verge of a breakdown as he shut his eyes and sighed.

“Yeah, you’re my good little fuck-pig, aren’t you?” Linda continued with a giggle as she looked to me. “Yes, ma’am, he cried back. So, now I’m just out of my mind—what the fuck is going on in there?! So, I open the door, and what do I see? Well… I see my husband of twenty-five years on his hands and knees… getting fucked by a truly stunning young woman wearing a rather fetching leather outfit… and a strap-on.”

Ha! What?!

“Shut the fuck up,” I said in shock, imagining the eye-bleaching scene as Linda giggled hysterically.

“I’m serious, this thing was almost as big as you!” she laughed, reaching for a hold of my arm to sell her tale. “I couldn’t believe my eyes when he shot off the damn thing like a rocket!”

“Holy shit,” I gasped as I looked to Frank, his gaze still low as his lip trembled.

“Oh, no, wait—it gets worse!” Linda continued with glee. “Why don’t you tell him what you were wearing, honey?”

Frank remained silent for a moment, taking a deep breath before he mumbled something indistinguishable.

“Speak up!” Linda ordered, her tone a little sharper before her husband complied.

“Your nightgown,” he whimpered, closing his eyes again as he succumbed to his shame. “I was wearing your nightgown.”

Oh, what the fuck? That is some Freud shit, right there… I don’t even know how to analyze what that means…

“My favorite nightgown!” she repeated as she looked to me with a shake of her head. “I had to throw it away…”

“Shit, Frank,” I laughed, “what the fuck were you wearing her gown for? … And why were you getting fucked in the ass?”

“I told you, it’s a power thing!” he bit defensively. “When you spend so much time in a position of power—”

“Oh, shut up, Frank,” Linda snapped at the end of her tether. “You were the head of a small department, you weren’t CEO of the fucking world! You did it because you’re a wimpy little bitch, just like you had that poor young woman call you! Just accept it, for God’s sake—I have!”

“Linda, we can still come back from this!” Frank whined as his eyes began to tear up. “This can all just end here, you’ve got your payback… I’ll… I’ll get a job, and we can just move on and forget this ever happened… Yeah? Please, Linda, you’re my wife… I love you…”

“Well, I don’t love you,” she replied with a certain smile. “But, I do need to thank you for giving me the nudge I needed to do what I’ve always wanted…”

“And what’s that?” Frank snarled as he looked my way. “Fuck your son’s friend?!”

“Not just fuck him,” she replied with swift correction as she looked into her husband’s crying eyes. “I want to submit to him entirely… I want him to own me… I want to obey his every command… I’m going to be the good little bitch that you wish you were...”

Well shit…

“Linda, stop it,” Frank whimpered as he looked to his wife in desperation, “this isn’t you…”

“Oh, but it is me,” she replied with assurance, “it always has been. You’re not the only one with dirty little fantasies, you know? And for years, I’ve been lay beside you wishing you were someone else… Someone that can give me what I needed, instead of a whiny little wimp with a tiny cock!”

Frank burst into tears as his shoulders sank, lowering his head in defeat as he succumbed to the sting of his wife’s words.

Holy shit… I feel kinda bad for the guy… Or is he actually into this? Does he actually have a humiliation kink or something? I mean, it sounds like he does… But, he’s definitely crying right now… Does he like crying? I’m so fucking lost…

“You know, apart from being disgusted by what I saw,” she continued with flowing spite, “I think what pissed me off the most was the fact that I was jealous of you… I mean, there I was, repressing my urges like a good little wife, while you were out spending our money to play cards and get pounded like a slut! It should’ve been me! I should have left you years ago and gone and got what I wanted!”

“Please, Linda,” he whimpered, “I’m sorry… Just let me put things right… Don’t divorce me, I’m begging you!”

“Oh, you’re worried that I’m going to divorce you?” she said with a brief giggle as she looked into his eyes. “I’m not going to divorce you, silly… I’ll tell you what’s going to happen… You’re going to get a job, and you’re going to work and work and work until you fix this mess you’ve got us into. Then you’re going to work and work and work some more until you’ve built up a nice big retirement fund… and then I’m going to divorce you. Okay?”

“No,” he whined with a fearful sniffle, “please, don’t divorce me! You can have every penny I make, just don’t leave me!”

“Well, right now, you don’t make any pennies, do you?” she coldly reminded him. “So, you better get looking for a job…”

“I will! I will!” he nodded as he looked to her with a glimmer of hope in his weary eyes. “I promise you!”

“Good,” she smiled contently before she burst his growing bubble, “but, once I’ve decided that you’ve made enough, I will divorce you and take it for myself… That is going to happen.”

“No,” Frank shook with denial, “I’ll make it up to you. We can fix this. I can fix this.”

“No. You can’t,” she replied, “it’s too late for that, I’m afraid. I already belong to somebody else, anyways.”

“Linda, you can’t be serious! He’s half your age!” Frank cried with an appeal to reason, before his wife returned in kind.

“And how old was the young lady hanging out of your asshole, Frank? We want what we want, don’t we? And believe me,” she said, reaching to my bicep and giving it a squeeze, “I’ve wanted this young man for a long time…”

“Oh, just stop it,” he pleaded in desperation as he looked to her groping hand. “Please…”

“Stop? Oh, I’m just getting started,” she assured him, dragging her nails down my arm. “But, let me just make sure you understand how it’s gonna be from now on—”

“Linda, please…”

“From now on,” she repeated louder as she clutched my arm, “this is my master. This is his property, and he can come and go as he pleases… He is the man of this house, do you understand?”

“Linda!”

“Do. You. Understand?!” she snapped, silencing his blubbering before he burst.

“Yes!” he cried, looking down in defeat as he wept.

Holy shit, he said it!

“Good!” she said firmly as she laid down the law. “And while he’s here, you stay the fuck out of his way. You don’t speak unless you’re spoken to… But, if he says move, you move. If he says fetch, you fetch. And if he says jump, you ask how fucking high? Do you understand?”

“Linda, please—”

“Do you understand?!” she shouted, making him flinch in his chair as he surrendered again.

“Yes! I understand!” he cried as he looked down to his lap in defeat.

Holy shit, he said it again! Is he… excited right now or something? He can’t be, can he? How could he possibly be enjoying this?!

“Good,” Linda said as she calmed her voice, “you’re finally starting to accept what you are. That’s good… Now, there’s going to be a lot of changes around here that you’re just going to have to get used to. This isn’t about you anymore, this is about his big cock and which of my holes he wants to put it in, okay? So, you’re going to have to get used to the noise—and I’m a lot louder than you were, I can assure you… Not that you’d know, of course, you never made me scream like he does…”

Aw man, she’s breaking him down bit by bit… Why isn’t he just walking away at the very least? Maybe I can get him to…

“Did you never make your wife cum?” I asked boldly, Frank remaining silent as he whimpered.

“Erm, excuse me?” Linda chimed with a snap of her fingers in his direction. “Were you not just spoken to?”

“I don’t know,” he answered belatedly as he shifted awkwardly in his seat. “She never wants to have sex…”

“With you,” she corrected, “I’ve been watching fucking porn and fucking myself silly with my dildo every other day for the past decade!”

She’s been watching porn? So, that’s where she learnt to choke on a dick like that… Ha! We probably watch the same stuff!

“… And to clarify—no, he never made me cum,” Linda continued as she looked to me with a grin. “I just used to lay back and put up with it for however long he could manage… Which was never very long, thank God. But, I would be turned off for weeks afterwards.”

“… You could have taught me,” he mumbled with self-pity. “I could have tried to… please you better if… if you’d have just told me what you wanted…”

“You’re supposed to be a man, I don’t want to teach you,” she snarled as she squeezed my arm once again. “I haven’t needed to teach him anything at all—he teaches me! And it’s not like you told me what you really wanted, is it? Huh?”

“You never would have done that,” he replied meekly as I tried to escape the visions of him on all fours.

“Done what? Fucked you with a strap-on and call you a bitch?” she laughed in shock. “No, I fucking wouldn’t! I told you—I want to be the bitch… Which reminds me…” She stood up from her chair, squeezing my arm once more before she made her way to the kitchen counter where a bag sat waiting, rummaging inside before she raised her hands to her neck.

Oh, fuck me… Is that what I think it is?

She turned around as she fastened what appeared to be a collar, adjusting the black leather around her tanned skin as she smirked my way, her hand capturing my attention as she raised the accompanying lead to her mouth and bit down on it before slowly taking to her knees.

Oh, my God…

“Oh, my God,” Frank whimpered as he watched his wife crawl towards me, growling with horniness through her pearly white teeth as she looked up at me and dropped the lead into my lap. “Linda, what the fuck are you—”

“Shut the fuck up, Frank!” I snapped as he ruined my horny moment, his wife panting on her knees for me as she looked up and wiggled her ass.

“I have more fun things in the bag,” she teased with a whisper as she enjoyed the effect she was having on me.

“So, that’s what you were shopping for,” I smirked as I took up the lead, tugging her up to her knees as I leant to kiss her.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded before she sank into my lips, her tongue wasting no time as it delved for a taste of mine, her hands reaching to squeeze on my thighs as she knelt between my legs. “I bought lots of new toys for you… But, I’ve already been playing with one of them…”

“Oh, really?” I asked with a curious smile as she spoke with soft remorse.

“Uh-huh,” she nodded again as she rubbed her nose on mine. “… Do you want to see?”

Shit, what’s this gonna be?

“Alright,” I replied, Frank notably silent as he watched on with radiating tension while his wife kissed me.

“I just wanted to make sure I was ready for you,” she said with a pout, giving me one last smooch before she lowered herself back to her hands and knees and slowly began to turn around. “It’s been up there for hours now,” she whined as she slowly lifted her little skirt, revealing her bare pussy before a sparkle caught my eye.

Oh, fuck me…

She bent over further, prostrating herself low as she spread her juicy cheeks, a large silver gem glinting where her asshole should be.

“You’ve had that up your ass this whole time?” I laughed as her husband stared wide-eyed and silent at the teasing spectacle of her butt-plugged hole.

“Uh-huh,” she replied as she peered back over her shoulder, slowly wiggling her ass from side to side. “Are you gonna spank me for starting without you?”

“I am, now,” I said as I leaned forward and swiped at her big beautiful ass, rippling her bubbly buttocks as she squealed with delight. “Shit, come here!”

“Mmmmm! Yes, Master!” she purred as I tugged on her leash, turning her around and patting on my lap for her to sit on. “Oooh, did that get you excited?” she asked as her plugged up ass settled on my bulging crotch, her hips gently thrusting as she began to grind on me. “Oh, God, I can feel that thing moving around inside me… I’m so ready for you to fuck my ass, baby! Can you take me upstairs, now, please?”

“Linda, please,” Frank murmured as he reluctantly watched his wife grind her plugged ass on my lap.

“Oh, shut the fuck up, Frank, I’m busy,” she replied with tired annoyance as she rubbed her rump on my growing cock. “Oh, my God… I feel you getting harder!”

“Linda…”

“Shut up, you fucking wimp!” she snapped, silencing his protest as he sat impotently in his chair at the opposite end of the table. “Listen, let me just make things crystal clear for you… I am not going to tell anybody else about you getting fucked in the ass by every hooker in town—okay? I don’t want to embarrass our son like that… Or myself, for that matter… If you want to tell him what I’ve been doing, then you go right ahead, see how that works for you… But, this… This is happening whether you like it or not… I’ve told you my plans. So, either you divorce me now… or you shut your fucking mouth and let me do my job!”

Frank closed his eyes as they leaked tears of sorrowful acceptance, looking back down to his lap as he whimpered his reply. “… Okay.”

What the fuck? How is he taking this?

“Wow, Frank,” I said in awe as I watched him break down. “… I had no idea you were such a fucking pussy!”

“I told you, didn’t I? I’ve known it for a long time,” Linda giggled as she rubbed her ass on my crotch, Frank remaining silent as he slumped in his seat.

“Why are you putting up with this?” I asked, my bemusement enough to distract me from the perfect ass grinding on my growing bulge. “Your marriage is clearly fucked man, just leave… Have some dignity.”

“It isn’t fucked,” he whimpered, his eyes still avoiding us as he looked to his empty lap.

“Frank… Your wife is grinding on my cock, right now,” I spoke plainly, “she’s been choking on it for like two days straight, she’s barely fucking breathed… It’s over.”

“He’s right, honey,” Linda agreed, “it is over.”

“No,” Frank whimpered as he shook his head, “it isn’t over. It can’t be!”

“I’m holding her fucking leash, Frank!” I laughed as I tugged on Linda’s collar, making her gasp and giggle as she tossed her head back. “I’m in your house, with your wife rubbing her plugged up ass all over my dick… And you’re just gonna sit there and take it?”

“I’m taking it because she’s my wife,” Frank replied as he finally raised his weary gaze to Linda. “I’d take anything for her…”

“What? Like a dildo in the ass?” Linda giggled hysterically, her husband’s gaze returning to his lap. “Don’t worry, I’ll be sure to call on you if I ever need to be repulsed again!”

Ha! Holy shit, I can’t believe what I’m seeing… She was totally right about him… Hang on…

“Okay, Frank, you know what? I’m gonna level with you,” I began, selecting my words carefully as Linda froze on my crotch with anticipation. “I’m not gonna tell anyone about your little… hobby. Okay? If you want to get fucked in the ass by a bunch of whores, I don’t really give a shit. It’s funny. But, whatever. That’s between you and your wife… As for me… It’s selfish, but I’m actually pretty fucking glad you’re such a freak, because I seem to be the winner in all this!”

“Oh, no, I’ve hit the jackpot,” Linda smirked as she leaned back against me and rested her arm over my shoulder. “I was mad at first, but now? It’s the best money we ever spent as far as I’m concerned…”

“Well, whatever way we look at it, you’re the obvious loser here, Frank,” I said as I looked to him, the pitiful slouch in his shoulders prodding at my conscience as I gave him one last chance to salvage some self-respect. “Why don’t you just leave?”

“I’m not leaving my own house, you little bastard!” He suddenly snapped, looking up at me with seething anger in his teary glare.

“What did you just call him?!” Linda snapped back, practically pouncing like a lioness in my defense, her paws slamming to the table.

“Woahohooh! There, he is!” I laughed in shock as I held his intense gaze. “There’s the Frank I know! The big man, who barely reaches my little shoulders…”

“I’m so sorry, Master,” Linda whispered with sincerity as she turned on my lap to kiss softly at my cheek, before looking back to scold her husband. “Don’t you ever talk to him like that, again! Do you hear me?!”

“But, Linda, I can’t just—”

“Apologize to him, right now!” she ordered as the anger in his expression turned to regret, remaining silent as he averted his eyes once more to his fiddling fingers. “Now!”

“I can’t!” he burst with a pathetic whine as he struggled to contain his battling emotions.

“Oh, you can’t?” Linda repeated in a mocking tone. “Fine… then I’ll apologize for you…” Her plumped up cheeks slid from my lap as I loosened my grip of her leash, allowing her to take to her knees in front of me.

“Oh, God, what are you doing?” Frank whimpered as his wife began to slowly rub her face on my bulge, reaching up to tuck her fingers into the waist of my pants.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” Linda replied as she teased my pants down, leaning forward to nuzzle her nose in my pubic hair as she kissed at the base of my hard cock. “I’m apologizing…”

Ha! Oh, fuck me, this is crazy! Is she about to take my cock out? Right here at the dinner table?!

“… I’m so sorry about my husband, Master,” she whispered as she smooched at my cock and sniffed at my scent. “Let me make it up to you…”

Well, I did give him a chance… I guess it's time to pull out the big guns…

“Your husband just got you into a lot of trouble,” I replied, looking to him with a goading smirk as I placed my hand on his wife’s head.

“I’m sorry, Master,” she replied with earnest worry in her voice, “just punish me whenever he steps out of line… He needs to learn how to behave, like I did… Mwah… Mwah… Mwah…”

“Linda, stop it!” Frank begged with a whimper, watching in pain as she kissed my cock.

“No, Linda, carry on,” I smiled as I held her head in place, drawing his tortured attention back to me. “There must be consequences for speaking that way to me…”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered as she continued to kiss at the base of my straining cock. “I’ll make it right, I promise…”

“Stop calling him that!” Frank snapped again, looking to his wife with a mix of disgust and desperation in his wince. “Please!”

“Chill out, Frank… it’s just a power thing,” I grinned as he trembled in his seat. “And stop shouting… He still isn’t getting it, is he?”

“No, Master, he isn’t,” she replied as she looked up to me with a smirk, “can I make him understand some more?”

“I think you better had,” I replied, glancing back at Frank as she began to tease my pants down further, inching down my shaft before I sprung loose.

“Ow!” she squeaked as my cock slapped her with an uppercut, making her giggle as she lowered my pants to my knees and took it into her hands. “Your big dick just nearly knocked me out!” she laughed as she began to slowly jerk me off. “Was that part of my punishment? Shall I slap this big juicy cock to my face every time my husband raises his voice?”

“That sounds like a great idea,” I agreed as she began to beat my meaty shaft across her face, horny growls escaping from her lips as she took each blow with lustful delight.

“Linda, stop, please!” Frank whined again, a little too loud for her liking as she doubled the aggression in each slap to her cheeks.

“Oh, you are getting me into so much trouble, honey,” she groaned as she closed her eyes and batted my cock to her face repeatedly. “… Keep going!” she giggled as she opened her eyes and looked up at me with the fiery glare of a woman that was getting what she wanted.

I can’t believe this has even gotten this far… Why hasn’t he just left? I guess she was right, he’s a little cuck pussy… But I don’t want him to enjoy this, though… Let me test him again…

“You know what? I don’t think your husband can really see from there,” I said as I gave her leash a shake. “Move back… He needs to see you take your punishment, doesn’t he?”

“Yes, Master, he does,” she nodded with glee as she spun on her knees and crawled a few feet away, turning about as I dragged my chair into his clear view. “Can you see from there, honey?” she asked as she peered at her husband, her hand reaching for the base of my shaft. “Can you see how big he is in your wife’s little hand?” Frank kept his eyes fixed to his lap as Linda teetered my hard cock from side to side. “I can jerk it with both hands, too—look!”

“Alright, stop playing and start sucking,” I ordered as she continued to goad her husband, tugging on her leash to bring her lips closer.

“Yes, Master, I’m sorry,” she breathed as she immediately lapped her warm tongue up the length of my cock and gobbled up the head, Frank unable to look away any longer as he stole a peek at his wife’s slurping lips.

“Oh, God!” he whined as he looked away again, covering his face with his hands as he lowered his head.

Why is he still here?! What’s this guy’s deal?! There’s a really easy method to not seeing your wife sucking another man’s cock, you just fucking get up and walk away!

“I said stop playing,” I snapped, aggravated by her husband’s strange behaviour as I reached for her head to raise the stakes. “Give me that throat, you fucking slut!” I growled as I pushed her head down on my cock, stuffing her throat as her heels kicked on the floor.

“Don’t call her that!” Frank shouted as he looked up in anger, his raging eyes melting to pain as he found his wife’s struggling mouth halfway down my shaft.

“AGGGGHHHHHHHHH!” she choked as I held her down, her tongue tensing as she waved it as well as she could before I yanked her back up. “Oh, God,” she gasped, slobber stringing from her lips as she caught her breath, “but, I am a slut, honey… I’m a dirty old slut for his huge young cock! Mmmmm!” she hummed as she leant to slurp me back up, opening wide and taking me into her gurgling throat. “AAAAGHHHHHHH!”

“You’re still playing!” I snapped again as I gripped a handful of her hair and ragged her head up and down on my cock. “Are you too shy to suck dick properly with your husband watching, is that it?”

“Stop it! You’re choking her!” Frank cried as he watched me use his wife’s throat without mercy, the sight of her spluttering down my shaft enough to force his protest. But not enough to leave his chair.

“Oh, shit, am I?” I asked in feigned surprise as I yanked his wife’s head back up, letting her spit the overflowing drool from mouth to alleviate her husband’s worries.

“Ptoo! Ptoo! He’s so rough with me, honey,” she whimpered as she looked to her troubled husband. “He makes me take it so deep… But, it’s good… This is how I please him… AAAAAGHHHAGHHAGHHAGHH!”

“Yeah, that’s it,” I groaned as she bobbed without assistance, jamming the head of my cock into her gullet over and over as I held her jangling leash loose. “Show your bitch husband what a good whore you are for me… Come here,” I ordered, tilting her face toward Frank as I thrust the head of my cock at the inside of her cheek, her mouth prized wide open as she dribbled down my shaft. “Tell him what you are…”

“AWAAWHOORE!” she groaned as she looked to him with my cock lodged in her cheek, her tongue lapping wildly at my beating shaft as I held her head secure and skewered. “AWAAWHOORE! AWAWHOOOORE!” she gurgled as she held her husband’s tortured gaze, saliva drooling from her stuffed mouth before I relieved her face by stuffing her throat once again. “AGGGHHHH!”

“Argh! I can’t watch this!” Frank suddenly burst as his wife gagged on my cock once more, the heat finally getting to him as he stood up from his chair and rushed from the kitchen.

Oh, shit! I broke him! Ha! It’s about time!

“Yeah, get out of here, you little pussy!” I laughed as his footsteps hurried through the hall, expecting to hear the front door next before the stairs began to rumble. “Hey, I said get out of here, not go upstairs!” I shouted towards the door as I brought Linda up for air. “This is my house now, bitch!”

“Honey?! Where are you going?!” Linda shouted with a breathy giggle, turning back to me with a giddy grin of satisfaction as a door slammed upstairs. “You scared my husband away,” she pouted as she jerked her slobber up and down my shaft. “You’re such a bully…”

“I was trying to find his limit!” I laughed as she smooched at the head of my cock. “How the hell did it take him so long to just fuck off?”

“Because he likes it!” Linda replied at a whisper. “I told you, he’s getting off on it deep down! Why else would he just sit there like that?!”

“Yeah, well, it seems like seeing his wife choking on a cock was enough to put an end to that,” I laughed, the devastated look on his face replaying in my mind.

“Oh, no, we can break him down far more than that,” she replied with confidence, “he didn’t leave the house, did he? He only went upstairs…”

“Yeah, I know, what the fuck? … But does he even have anywhere to go?”

“Does that matter?” she returned with a giggle. “If your wife was getting her face fucked, would you really care where you went? Just get as far away as possible, surely?”

“I don’t fucking know,” I laughed, “I wouldn’t be going anywhere! If my wife was getting face-fucked in the kitchen, I’d be kicking the guy’s ass and throwing them both out!”

“Yeah, that’s you, but not him,” she giggled as she jerked my cock onto her smooching lips. “Trust me, he’s not done embarrassing himself yet… Take me upstairs.”

“Ha! Seriously?” I laughed as I looked to her naughty smirk.

“Seriously,” she replied as she reached to tickle at my balls, “take me to my room, I want you to ruin me on my bed… And don’t forget your bag of presents…”

I looked down at her expectant grin before she leaned forward, keeping her eyes on me as she slowly lapped her drooling tongue up my tensing shaft. “Fine, we’ll go upstairs,” I relented as she teased the tip of her tongue at the underside of my glans, making her squeal with excitement as I took back control of my cock and stood up. “C’mon, then.” I gave her leash a tug as I tucked my cock back into my pants and walked toward the kitchen counter, grabbing her back of tricks before nodding her attention to the door. “Move…”

“Mmmm, yes, Master,” she grinned as she crawled ahead of me on her hands and knees, her rising skirt betraying a hint of her pussy as I followed after her.

Fuck, this is crazy… But, she looks so fucking hot like this, I’d follow her anywhere…

She crawled ahead slowly, mesmerising me with the sway of her hips while I stared at her tensing cheeks and thighs, making her careful way towards the stairs before she looked back at me with a horny bite of her lip.

“Up,” I ordered with a shake of her leash, watching closely as she placed her hand to the first step and began her sexy ascent.

“Yes, Master…”

Aw man, this is gonna be crazy… He’s gonna be just down the hall, listening to his wife getting fucked like never before… And what does she have in this bag? It all feels pretty heavy, whatever it is… Well, I’m about to find out, I guess… And I’m about to find out just how much of a cuck her husband really is, too… If her sucking my dick was enough to get him to leave the kitchen, I bet he’ll be running out of the house by the time I take that butt-plug out!

* * *


Chapter Eight

I stepped into the master bedroom, taking a good look around the room of the house that I was least familiar with, smelling the mixed scents of her sweet creams and perfumes on the nearby dressing table as I stopped to close the door.

“Leave it open,” she grinned with mischief as she turned around at the foot of the bed, her knees settling more comfortably on the fluffy carpet as she looked up at me.

“Okay,” I laughed with a shake of my head as she began to crawl around me, rubbing up against my leg as she circled and nudging her head into the bag hanging by my side.

“Why don’t you reach inside and pull something out?” she teased, continuing her sexy prowl until she knelt in front of me again, looking up with palpable excitement.

“Alright, let’s see what we’ve got,” I replied as I reached inside, pulling out the first thing that I felt. “Ha! What’s this? A blindfold?”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded with glee as I let it dangle from my fingers, “just in case you didn’t want me to see what you’re doing to me…”

“And if I do want you to see?”

“Then we don’t have to use it,” she giggled, “these are all optional—entirely up to you… I just wanted to give you some tools to work with, should you so desire them… I can buy more if you can think of anything else you want to try…”

Ha! Well, if she bought them, she must want to use them…

“Okay, I’ll bear that in mind,” I smirked as I tossed the blindfold to the bed behind her and delved back into the bag, grasping the cooler touch of metal. “Ha! Handcuffs?” I laughed as I pulled out the rattling set, polished and shimmering as I held them in the light. “You’re a bad lady…”

“Oh, I’ve been very naughty,” she whispered as she wiggled her ass for me. “Cuff me and punish me, baby! Teach me a lesson!”

“You better hope there’s a key in here,” I teased as I threw the cuffs to the bed and dipped back into the bag, feeling something small and metal. “Is this it?” I asked as I pulled, surprised by the feel of trailing weight as I looked down. “What the fuck is… Are these… nipple clamps or something?”

“Yep,” she nodded with a horny glare, biting her lip as she looked to them, “they attach to my collar, too… I like to have my nipples pinched, I’ve always wanted to try them…”

“Well, you should have said, I could have pinched your nipples a lot more,” I laughed as I looked up and down the thin silver chain that connected the two peg-like clamps. “Ha! You kinky bitch!”

“Oh, you have no idea,” she grinned as I rustled in the bag once more, this time grabbing the key as I brushed up against something leathery.

“Okay, well, I better keep this safe,” I said as I tucked the key to the cuffs safely into my pocket and reached back into the bag to clasp what I had just felt. “Ha! Is this… a gag?” I laughed, looking to the black leather harness in my palm, adorned with a bone-shaped piece of rubber to bite down on. “Shit, you really are a dirty bitch, aren’t you?”

“Filthy,” she smirked as she let her tongue hang to her chin, panting fast as she looked up at me and wagged her ass.

“Well… It looks like that’s it?” I said as I peered inside the bag for any sneaky surprises. “Unless you have something other than the butt-plug shoved up your ass?”

“Not yet,” she teased, her impatient hands reaching to untie my shoes, “but, I have something in mind…”

I watched her remove my shoes, hurrying to take my socks off before she reached to tug my pants down, my hard cock still glazed with her slobber as it sprung loose. “Ah! Ah! Ah!” I stopped her as her hands pumped on my shaft, the pair falling to her lap immediately as she looked up. “Wait right there,” I said, walking around her and reaching for the blindfold. “Let’s play with this one first…”

“Mmmm,” she hummed with excitement as the dark fabric covered her eyes, kneeling patiently with her back to me as I tied the knot secure to her head. “Fuck, this is so hot…”

“Stand up,” I ordered as I took a seat on the bed, removing my top and throwing it to the floor as I watched her obey.

“Yes, Master,” she replied at a whisper as she took to her feet, her hands instinctively linking behind her back as she awaited her next command.

“Strip.”

“Yes, Master…” I watched as she hurried to remove her top, dragging it over her head before she fiddled with the clasp of her bra, discarding it in a hurry before she tucked her thumbs into the waist of her slutty skirt and bent over.

Oh, fuck me, look at that ass…

She dropped her skirt before kicking it away, standing up straight as I scanned her curves. I remained silent for a few moments, admiring the natural beauty of her womanly form as she waited with anticipation, her breathing heavy as I finally took to my feet. “This body was made for taking dick…” I whispered in her ear as I stroked my palm softly over her tensing buttock, letting it relax in my grasp before I spanked it firmly.

“Yes, Master, it was!” she squeaked as her toes wriggled on the carpet, clasping her hands together in front of her pussy as I stroked the other cheek. “It was made to please you—AH!”

“It’s fucking perfect,” I asserted as I slowly squeezed on her untrusting asscheeks, watching them tense as I withdrew my touch for a moment. “This big, beautiful ass,” I continued, stroking her cheeks once more, “just waiting all this time to get clapped by a younger man…”

“AHH!” she squealed as I spanked her again, hopping on her heels as I made my way around to her front. “Yes, Master! I’ve been waiting so long!”

“You must have known all this time what this body did to me,” I said as I stood before her, her ears following my voice as she raised her face to me.

“Yes, Master, I did,” she nodded, her heavy breasts rising with her deep breaths as she confessed. “I wanted you to look at me…”

“Why?” I asked as I slowly reached for her rigid nipple, still cold and damp from the ice as I brushed my fingertip across it.

“Oh, God,” she groaned as her stomach tensed at my sudden touch, “because I wanted you to want me…”

“You wanted your son’s friend to want you?” I asked with cold judgment, gently trapping her teased nipple between my finger and thumb.

“Yes!” she nodded, her muscles twitching as I tweaked and teased. “I wanted you to jerk off to me… I wanted you to shoot your hot young cum all over your abs while you thought about me! Ah! Ah! AAH!” she squealed and winced as I pinched her nipple harder, twisting a little as I leaned closer.

“You naughty little milf,” I teased as I released her, letting her breast fall with a delicious wobble before shifting my attention to the other. “I shot so many loads for you, I can’t even begin to count them…”

“Oh, God, I wish I could have licked them all up!” she whined with regret as I tapped ominously on her other nipple. “I used to touch myself while I thought of you, too… Whenever you stayed the night, I used to get so horny… I’d imagine sneaking into the guest room to suck your cock while you slept…”

“Fuck, you are a bad woman…”

“Arghh!” she growled as I spanked her big tit, making it jiggle as she settled to a sorry whimper.

“What would you have done if I woke up?”

“I’d have kept sucking!” she burst as she shook at my teasing touch to her firm nipples. “I’d have looked into your eyes while I swallowed every last drop of your delicious young cum!”

Oh, fuck me, I really wish she’d have done that!

My cock throbbed with impatience as I played with her nipples, her confessed fantasies coming alive in my mind as she stood quivering before me. “You’re a bad lady,” I declared with warning as I slowly moved behind her, grasping her arm firmly and wrapping the metal of the first cuff around her wrist. “You clearly can’t be trusted to keep these hands to yourself…”

She took a sharp breath as the cool cuff clicked tight to her warm skin, her toes wriggling in the fluffy carpet as I reached for a hold of her other arm. “Oh, my God,” she groaned with horny defeat as I secured her arms together and cuffed her remaining wrist, testing the sturdy chain that bound her with a swift tug. “Mmmm, please, Sir, there must be some mistake…”

Ha! She’s such a little role-player…

“Oh, no, there’s no mistake,” I grinned as she whimpered with teasing vulnerability. “I know a whore when I see one…”

“But, I’m a good whore, I promise,” she replied with a pleading pout, “please, Sir, I’ll do anything…”

The taunting curve in her lips goaded me to action as I reached for her hard nipple, her smirk disappearing as I clamped with my finger and thumb and tugged on her breast with a wobble. “You think this is funny?” I asked as she squeaked and shivered, her curves jiggling as she withstood the pleasurable torment.

“No, Sir, I don’t!” she burst as her body jerked involuntarily, her cuffs jangling and grinding behind her back. “I’m sorry, Sir! Ah! AH! Arrrgh! Fuck!”

I clamped harder before setting her pinched nipple free, following with a swift smack to her hanging tit as it wobbled back to her stomach. “Come here!” I ordered as I took a firm grip of her arms and spun her around, bending her over the bed and kicking her giddy legs apart. “I fucking knew it,” I announced as my probing fingers found her spread pussy, “you’re soaking wet, you horny old slut.”

“I’m sorry, Sir, I can’t help it!” she whined, her cuffed hands straining to prize her ass open for me. “My body wants your hard young cock! It needs it! Plea—Argh!” she cried as I gave her rippling thigh a spank, keeping her on her toes as she bit her lip to a whimpering silence.

“You’re not getting anything until you’ve been punished,” I said, giving her thigh another slap, her big ass clenching as she whimpered into the sheets. “I think you need a good spanking…”

“But, Sir, my husband is just down the hall,” she replied with worry, clearly enjoying her role as she jiggled her ass in preparation for my palm. “He’ll hear you smacking his poor, helpless wife’s ass…”

Ha! She’s really leaning into this…

“Well, I could always shut the door?” I asked, her head turning quickly to show me her grin.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” she warned before I spanked her unprepared rump, making her hop on her toes with a groaning giggle.

“Thought so,” I said as I dropped my pants, stepping out of them in a hurry as my cock practically dragged me toward her, taking all my willpower to stop short of her waiting holes as her butt-plug shimmered. “You better be quiet then…”

“ARRRRGHHHHHH!” she screamed dramatically at  a high pitch, shocking me more than my spanking palm did her. “HONEY, HELP! HE’S SPANKING ME!”

Ha!

“Shut up!” I chuckled as she turned her blindfolded face toward the door, giving her reddening ass another spank.

“HE’S SO ROUGH, HONEY!” she cried undeterred. “HE’S SMACKING ME SO HARD! OH, GOD!”

“Ha! Alright, fine, I know what’ll shut you up,” I laughed, reaching for the gag beside her on the bed and climbing on top of her.

“If you think putting that gag on me will make me shut up, you better think again, young man,” she grinned before I fed the bone-shaped bit between her pearly teeth, fastening the straps behind her head as she groaned and huffed through her nose.

“Oh, no, it’s you that’ll be thinking again—once I’m ramming this tight little asshole,” I replied as I climbed from her, making her moan as I pressed and pressured her butt-plug repeatedly with my thumb. “But, for now, your husband needs to hear what happens when he speaks to me the wrong way…”

“ARRRGGGGHHHHHH!” she growled as my palm landed flush to her ass, her body seizing up in anticipation as my fingertips stroked at her anxious cheeks.

“All you need to do is drop to your knees when you think he’s learnt his lesson,” I said, showing her the out as I took a firm hold of the base of my shaft and stroked the head of my cock up her inner thigh. “Understand?”

“Uh-huh!” she nodded slowly in reply, whimpering with desire as my cock teased closer to her pussy, the engorged head tapping gently at her wet hole before she hopped from my surprise spank. “ARGHHUHUHHH!”

“Not yet, you greedy slut,” I laughed as I smacked her again, “I told you, no cock until your punishment is through!”

“AAHH! ARGHHH! UGHHHUHUHHHH!” she growled as my palm landed flush to her hot flesh, alternating between her cheeks and thighs, keeping her guessing where the next would land as her legs began to quiver.

“Has he had enough already?” I laughed as her knees threatened to buckle, watching as she tried to gather her composure and set her legs firmer. “Oh, you want him to hear some more…” But, as I raised my palm to give her what she wanted, my attention was captured by a metallic click in my ear, my eyes darting to the open door. I stood still, waiting for the pauses in Linda’s gurgles and groans as I listened closely for any movement.

Was that him? He’s not actually gonna come in, right? Maybe he’s getting ready to leave?

My eyes fixed with intent to the door before Linda grew impatient, forcing my attention back to her as she shook her ass and thrust her wet pussy on the edge of the bed. “ARRGGH! UHUH! UHUH!” she growled and begged, shaking her ass for more before I obliged with a furious flurry. “NNNNGHHHUHUHHH!”

Okay, what was that?! Was that a floorboard creaking?! Is he fucking sneaking down the hall?!

I stared at the open doorway as my hand went into autopilot, spanking at her bouncing ass repeatedly to keep her entertained while I remained vigilant. And then there he was, his beady little eye peeking inside before he found me waiting, floorboards waning loudly as he hurried out of view once more.

“AAAAAHAHAHAHAHA!” I burst, doubling over with laughter as Linda turned her blind eyes toward the door. “Did you really think you’d get away with that?!” I called to her peeping husband, making her giggle as she rested over the bed. I walked over to the door, my hard cock swaying free as I leapt into the frame. “Boo!”

“Aaah!” Frank squealed, hitting the wall as he backed away in a hurry, his eyes filled with a mixture of fright and shame as I stood my ground before him. “I’m sorry!”

“Ha! Fuck off, you little pervert!” I laughed, instinctively stepping back into the bedroom and slamming the door shut.

Ah, shit! She wants the door open… But, I really don’t want him to look at me with those beady eyes…

Linda giggled on the bed, whimpering with obvious disappointment before struggling to talk with her mouth stuffed.

“What?!” I laughed defensively as I returned to her, giving her ass a swift spank before climbing on top of her to untie the gag. “He just tried to peek inside!”

“I’m sure he was just checking on me,” she posed with mischief as the bit dropped from her drooling mouth. “Isn’t that right, honey?” she called to the door with a smirk, but no reply came.

“Ha! We know you’re still there, you fucking creep!” I laughed, trying to provoke him.

“Don’t be so mean, he’s scared,” Linda said with glee, “he’s never heard his wife screaming like that before… Why don’t you open the door so he can see that I’m alright…”

Ha! Shit, she really wants this…

“No, he doesn’t deserve to see anything!” I replied uncaringly, slapping my impatient cock to her soaked pussy. “If he’s not even man enough to knock on the door and ask first, then he can listen from outside! Now, give me this pussy!”

“Oh, God! Yes, Sir! You’re in charge!” she complied as I gripped her hips and roughly positioned her where I needed, taking a firm hold of the base of my cock and rummaging at her sopping lips. “Oooh! Oooh! Oh, fuuuuck! That’s it, baby, get in that pu-SSY!” she whined as I breached her defenses, her back arching as the swollen head of my cock popped inside.

“Fuuuck, that’s it,” I groaned as her heat swallowed me up, gripping her elbows before launching a sturdy thrust deep inside her to set the tone.

“OHMYGOD!” she squealed as I held firm inside her, grinding on her squeezing walls as I pulled back slowly before burying deeper with force. “ARGHHH! Yes, Master, ram it! Fucking ram it home! ARGH! ARGH! ARGHHHUGGHHHUUUGHH! YES! That’s where that dick belongs, Master! That’s where it belongs! Deep in my horny fucking cunt! UGHHHH! YES! YES! YES!”

Oh, fuck me, she’s wild…

I was so lost in her fevered encouragement that I almost forgot where I was, the head of my raging cock knocking on her cervix before the next thrust was accompanied by a hurried knock on the door.

Oh, my God! This fucking guy…

“It’s okay, honey!” Linda called to her husband, dangling in my grip as I held firm deep inside her clenching pussy. “Just let my boss take what he needs and I’ll be right with you, okay?”

Ha! Man, she’s crazy… but this pussy is insane! Holy shit!

“Can…” came the timid call from behind the door, halting my impending thrust to his wife’s limit as he mustered his guilty bravery. “Can I… come in?”

Oh, fuck me, this guy is actually shameless…

Linda stifled a grin as she peered back blindly over her shoulder. “Oh, I don’t know, honey,” she called with a regretful tone, “I think it might be best if you just wait outside… You’ll just get in the way.”

The door remained silent as I looked to it, a few seconds passing by before I prepared to thrust again, his whimpering plea stopping me in my tracks once more. “… Please.”

Oh, dear God… he’s actually a real life cuck… just out here in the wild… they actually exist…

Linda tensed and shook in my grip as she quelled her laughter before she spoke. “Well, it’s not really up to me, honey,” she called as she kept her glee under control. “You’ll have to ask, Master.”

“What?!” I whispered to her as she pouted desperately, the two of us awaiting his response.

“… Can I come in, please?” Frank whimpered again.

“I told you—ask, Master,” Linda replied. “Say, Master, may I please come in…”

“Oh, fucking hell,” I whispered in despair as her stifled giggles squeaked and sniggered through her nose.

“Master, may I please come in?” Frank replied with mumbling urgency, as if saying it fast would make it less shameful.

“I cannot believe you married this guy,” I said in astonishment, loud enough for the wretch to hear.

“Oh, but he loves me, don’t you, honey?” Linda replied with dripping condescension. “He just wants to stay by my side… Please, Master, let him in. I’ll make sure I’m on my best behaviour for you, I promise…”

Damn, I do want to see that… Well, fine, I guess I did already agree to this… I don’t want to let her down now…

“… Please, Master,” she whimpered as she began to grind slow and sensual on my cock. “I’ll do whatever you want, however you want…”

“Fine,” I relented, making her squeal giddily with a smack to her thigh. “Come in then, you fucking pervert!”

Barely a second passed before the bedroom door peeled open, Frank visibly trembling as he cautiously entered, his frightful eyes finding his cuffed and blindfolded wife grinning on the end of my cock.

“Don’t just stand there, close the door!” I shouted, jolting him into action as he quickly obeyed.

“S-Sorry!” he stuttered as he hurriedly shut the door and leant back against it, his attention returning to his wife as she shook her hips.

“Master, may I please see my husband for a second?” she asked sweetly as she tried to look back at me. “I’d very much like to see how pathetic he looks, right now…”

“Yeah, I think you should,” I laughed as I obliged, untying her blindfold and tossing it to the bed before collecting her hair from her face.

“Thank you, Master,” she said as her hair draped down her right shoulder, allowing her a view of her shivering husband. “Awww! Are you cold, honey?” she teased with a pout. “Don’t worry, it’ll be like a sauna in here once he gets going. Trust me.”

“I’m not cold,” Frank replied defensively as he averted his gaze from his wife’s eyes.

“Oh, you’re not?” she chimed with feigned relief. “Good. Then take your clothes off…”

Woah, woah, woah! What?

“T-take my clothes off?” Frank stuttered, raising his worried attention from the floor.

“Yes, take your clothes off,” Linda nodded matter of factly. “If you want to be in here, you’ll do as you're told… And that goes double for whatever Master orders, do you understand?”

Frank looked to me briefly as I pretended not to be as surprised as he was, his frightened gaze returning to his expectant wife. “I…”

“Frank, if you don’t want to be here then just get the fuck—"

“No, I do!” Frank burst as Linda’s patience wore thin, his trembling hands reaching for the button on his pants, the sound of his zipper making me look away.

“Oh, God, this is gonna be so gross,” I groaned as I turned my head, my reaction seeming to spark a sudden worry in Linda.

“I’m sorry, Master!” she squealed as she hopped from my cock, spinning and taking to her knees with urgency. “Don’t look at him,” she urged as she demanded my attention, leaning to lick up my throbbing shaft. “I want you to look at me… He doesn’t deserve to have you look at him…” She smooched and licked at my cock with slow passion before her gaze darted toward her struggling husband. “Hurry up!” she shouted, making Frank leap out of his pants and drag his sweater over his head.

“I’m sorry!” he squeaked as he stood awkwardly in his boxers, a concession that Linda was unwilling to allow.

“Drop them or get out—your choice,” she said curtly, keeping her eyes on him as she lapped another lick up my beating shaft.

“O-Okay,” Frank conceded as he reached for his waist, my morbid curiosity getting the better of me as I watched his stout and infirm body try to bend over with his grip.

Oh, dear God… How the hell did I get here?

He stood back up, his lacking spine seeming to struggle with the shame of it all as his little cock jutted and twitched from his unruly bramble of pubic hair.

“That’s it, honey,” Linda chimed with encouragement as she chased the head of my swaying cock with her kisses. “Oh, and your little winky is awake too! Yay!”

Fucking hell, his ‘winky’? Ha! This woman is a total savage…

Frank’s shaking hands reached for his junk as he closed his eyes with a deepening frown, but his wife wasn’t pleased.

“What are you hiding it for?” Linda giggled. “And you definitely don’t need both hands to cover it, honey, so just relax… Y’know, I always told him that size doesn’t matter,” she said as she looked up at me, licking the length of my cock to reach the head. “He’d never believe me… AAAGHHHHH!” she gargled as she opened wide to stuff me into her hot mouth, leaning hard against my straining shaft to take me deeper, her hands still contently cuffed behind her back.

“Yeah, size isn’t everything,” I grinned as I placed a palm on top of her head and gripped a handful of her hair, thrusting firmer until my cock lodged in her gullet.

“AAGGGGHHHHHH!” she gagged as her cuffs rattled, her wide eyes beginning to water as she looked up at me. “AAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHHAAAGHH!” she  gurgled as I began to slowly fuck her throat to its limit, thick saliva spraying down my thumping shaft as she began to cough and struggle.

“That’s it,” I groaned as I slowly pulled out, Linda gasping for breath as she cleared her flooding mouth, her tongue refusing to take a break as my sloppy cock slapped to her flushed face. “I’m sure your wife would’ve done this for you if—Hey! Stop jerking it!” I snapped as I looked up to find his stubby hand trembling on his cock, his belly fat wobbling with his guilty vigour before he bolted his hands to his sides.

“I’m sorry!” he winced as he looked away, appearing on the verge of tears.

“Ughh! You’re fucking gross, man!” I spat with a grimace, Linda giggling as she shook her drooling tongue on my hanging balls. “Jerking your little dick while your wife chokes on mine—you’re fucking pathetic!”

“He is pathetic, isn’t he, Master?” Linda beamed as she paused her licks. “Tell Master how pathetic you are, honey!”

“I’m pathetic!” Frank cried in confession immediately as the tears began to flow. “I’m so pathetic!”

“Nah, you’re worse than pathetic,” I said, offended by the sight of him crying and shivering by the door. “Y’know what? Look!” I ordered, taking a hold of Linda’s leash and wrapping it around my hand, tugging her up onto her knees. “Watch what I do to your wife—look!”

Okay, now I want to teach this worm a lesson. I’ll give her what she wants…

“Mmmm! Show him, Master!” Linda growled with encouragement as she looked up at me with anticipation.

“Quiet, slut! Open your mouth!” I ordered in reply as her jaw opened wide, her tongue waving me inside.

“AAAGHHHHHHH!”

“That’s it, you greedy whore,” I snarled as I buried by cock deep in her gullet, tugging on her leash as I turned my sadistic gaze to her husband. “Look! Look at your wife choking on this big dick! Are you not gonna do anything about it?! Look!”

“AAAGHHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGH!”

“She can’t get enough of it!” I laughed as she shook her face from side to side, trying her best to go deeper as she heaved and spluttered. “You’re just gonna let your wife act like a dirty slut for a man half your age?!”

“AAAAGHHAAGHHHHHH! AAGHAAGHAAGH!”

“Yes,” Frank whimpered as he looked away from his wife’s struggling mouth.

“You’re just gonna let me use your wife like a fucking sex doll?!” I doubled down in disbelief, the deepening scorn in my brow matching my increased roughness. “Look at her!” I ordered, his teary eyes raising from the ground as I hauled my cock from his wife’s gasping throat. “Look what a hungry whore she is!”

“AALAAHAALAAHLAAAAH!” she gurgled and licked at my drenched cock as I turned her head to face him directly. “I’m so fucking hungry for your big young cock, Master! MMMMMMMMMM!” she hummed as she slurped up and down my shaft like she was playing a harmonica, her goading eyes fixed to her husband.

“You’re just gonna allow this?!” I laughed as she dribbled and spat her thick juices at my cock before slurping it back up and repeating. “Look at her! She doesn’t care that she looks fucking insane right now! Ha! She doesn’t care one bit how messy she gets when she’s pleasing this dick…. Look!” I ordered as I tilted her flushed face to look at me, spitting at her cheek as she opened wide and gurgled with desire.

“Mmmm! Thank you, Master!” she groaned with satisfaction as my spit mixed with the plentiful drool on her chin. “More, please!”

“Shut up, whore, I’m talking to your husband! Make a mess of that dick!” I snapped, tilting her face back to my cock.

“Yes, Master!” she burst as she hurriedly returned to her slobbery task, my glare fixing to her trembling husband once again.

“You’re just gonna stand there like a pussy?!” I barked, making him flinch on the spot. “Go and stand in the corner then, where the cucks belong!”

“Okay,” he whimpered as he stepped daintily across the soft carpet towards the corner of the room.

“Okay, what?” Linda insisted, pausing momentarily from her slurping.

“Okay, Master,” Frank replied without a fight as his conflicted tears began to flow harder.

Ugh, I really don’t know how I feel about him calling me that… But, having his wife submit to me like this is definitely making my cock hard! Maybe it’s a ‘power-thing’…

“Good, honey,” Linda praised, “now, don’t let me catch you slipping again… You just stand right there and watch like a good little bitch, okay?”

“Okay,” he nodded with tearful acceptance as his hands remained by his side, his little pecker twitching as violently as it could muster.

Ugh! He’s so weak, it’s actually repulsive… Let me see how far he’ll go…

“Come here!” I ordered, briefly drawing his eyes to me before he looked back to his wife for clarification.

“Don’t look at me,” Linda dismissed with a surprised giggle. “If I tell you to do something and Master tells you otherwise—you listen to Master! It goes, Master, me, then you, okay?”

“Simple,” I grinned as she explained the new pecking order, slapping my cock across her forehead. “Now, come here. Help your whore wife sit on the edge of my new bed…” I gave Linda one last bat with my cock before I took a step back, allowing him plenty of room as his little cock twitched closer.

“Thank you, honey, that’s so sweet of you,” Linda smiled, casting an approving glance my way as her husband bent to take a delicate hold of her bound arm. He assisted her to her feet, his gaze low as he guided her to take a seat on the foot of the bed.

“Now, do you see those nipple-clamps?” I asked, the two of them looking to me, each with a very different expression.

Frank looked away toward the bed before nodding. “… Yes.”

“Yes, Master!” Linda snapped, making her husband jump out of his skin. “What did I just fucking tell you?! This is your problem, Frank, you never fucking listen! You know what? Just get out! You’re fucking useless! Even at this!”

“I’m sorry! Yes, Master! I’m sorry, Master!” Frank hurriedly whimpered at the threat of ejection. “I see the nipple-clamps, Master!”

“If I catch you one more time, you’re out! Do you hear me?” Linda warned. “If you want to be here, you need to make an effort!”

“Yes, Master!” Frank replied urgently, making Linda burst with laughter.

“I’m not Master! That hulking young man over there with the big swinging cock is Master! You can call me honey, like I call you… I’m your little honeybun, remember? In fact, that’s what you call me from now on, okay? Just like you always used to.”

“Yes, honeybun,” Frank nodded meekly.

Aw, man. He’s broken… but, his dick isn’t. It’s still wriggling around in its thicket… I can’t believe he actually likes this… Surely he has a limit?

“Pick up the nipple clamps and put them on your wife,” I ordered, testing his obedience in the hope that he would refuse. But, he didn’t.

“Yes, Master,” he said immediately, reaching to grab the chain that connected the two clamps.

“Now, attach them to your wife’s perfect nipples,” I said, Linda glancing my way with a devilish grin.

“Yes, Master,” he said, avoiding Linda’s eyes as he pinched a clamp open and reached toward her rigid right nipple.

“Wait!” Linda protested, forcing his eyes to hers. “You need to feed the chain through the ring on my collar first, silly.”

“Yes, honeybun,” Frank nodded, reaching for the dangling metal ring on her collar as she lifted her jaw. His shaking hands made it more difficult than necessary as the metal clinked together repeatedly, finally fed through the ring before he attached the first clamp.

“Ah!” Linda squeaked, looking my way with a heightened eagerness in her glare as her husband moved to attach the other clamp.

“Did you know your wife likes her nipples pinched?” I asked, enjoying her increasing frustration.

“No, Master,” he replied as he struggled to make the second clamp reach, her right breast hauled higher by her captured nipple. “She told me they were too sensitive to touch…”

“Ooooh, they are!” she moaned with a frown as she watched her pinched nipple take the weight of her heavy tit, her husband trying to alleviate the torment as he realized the clamp wouldn’t reach without lifting her free breast. “No! Stop!” Linda shouted, halting her husband’s hand as it reached for a hold. “Please don’t let him touch me again, Master! I only want you to touch me!”

“You heard your wife—get away!” I shouted without pause, taking a step toward the bed as he scurried away to the corner.

“Thank you, Master,” she pouted, looking up at me with gratitude before her expression swiftly changed. “Ah! AH! Owwwwwww!” she whimpered as I lifted her free breast unceremoniously, clamping her nipple secure before letting it fall to a torturous suspension. “Thank you, Master,” she breathed as she looked down at her hanging breasts, testing the tautness of the chain as she sat up straighter and looked me in the eye. “Can I have a kiss, please?” she asked sweetly, mascara streaked down her cheeks to meet her slobbery mess.

“No,” I replied coldly, reaching for her leash and tugging her from the bed to her knees before me. “I don’t kiss whores, I use them. Open your mouth.”

“Okay, Master, use your whore,” she nodded with urgent understanding, opening her jaw wide for my incoming cock. “AAGHHHHHHHH!” she gurgled as I lodged myself deep in her throat, rocking her head back and forth as she fought and struggled with her gag reflex, looking up at me as she seemed to master it.

“That’s it, good whore!” I praised with a grin. “Maybe I’ll kiss you after if you keep impressing me…”

“AGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHAGHHH!” she choked and gagged immediately, bobbing her head furiously without direction, her watering eyes looking up at me, pleading for more praise.

“Shit, she really wants that kiss, doesn’t she?” I laughed, looking to her husband as he watched on from the corner. “What do you think, Frank? Does she deserve one?”

“Y-Yes, Master,” Frank nodded, his eyes transfixed to his wife’s bulging throat.

“Ha! Well, you’re easily impressed, aren’t you?” I smirked, finally hauling the length of my cock from her struggling gullet, batting his wife around the face with the sloppy shaft as she gasped for air. “I need to see more.” I placed my palms into her sweating armpits and lifted her back to her feet, her nipple clamps rattling as I spanked her wobbling tit and turned her around in a hurry. “Ha! I keep forgetting you’ve got that in there!”

“Oooooh!” she moaned, arching her back as I tapped and teased at her shimmering butt-plug. “I haven’t forgotten, Master! The lube is on the dresser, whenever you need it!”

I looked over to the dresser by her husband as he did the same, the two of us spotting the bottle together before looking to one another. “I’ll get your husband to bring it to me when I’m ready,” I smirked, holding his defeated gaze until he looked away towards his stubby feet. “But, I don’t need any lube for this pussy…”

“No, Master, you don’t!” she huffed as I bent her over the bed and took up a fistful of her hair. “Oh, God! It’s always ready for your young cock! Please, give it to me!” she begged, her cuffed hands struggling to spread her asscheeks to entice me. But, I didn’t need any more encouragement. “Yes! Yes! Yes! YES!” she screamed as I slipped inside, blowing the bubbling air from her soaked pussy as I buried deep inside her.

“Now, let’s show your husband what a hard worker you are…”

“UGHHHHH!” she grunted loudly from her core as I launched a colossal thrust to her limit, her legs quivering as I held my ground before thrusting again and again. “UGHHH! UGHHH! UGHHHUHUHHHH! Oh, my GOD! FUCK MEEYEEYEEYEEE!” she wailed as she dangled in my rough grip, her clamps and cuffs rattling as her juicy curves rippled under my forceful plowing. I fucked her liked a madman that needed to be somewhere, pounding her relentlessly until her screams became more shrill and urgent. “Oh, fuck! I’m gonna cum! UGHHH! UGHHH! AHHHH! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum! AARRRRGHHHH! I’m gonna cum on your cock, Master! Oh, my fucking…… GAAARRRRRGHH!”

Her pussy squeezed and twitched on my cock as I held firm inside her, taking her over the glorious edge as her body began to jerk and shiver in orgasm, guttural shrieks raking through her strained throat as she withstood the waves of intense pleasure.

“Now, you’re warmed up,” I laughed as my throbbing cock began to pull back against the squeeze of her hot grip, sliding from her slick grasp before I slapped it to her horny clit.

“Ughhhhh, my God! That feels so fucking good, Master! Thank you!” she groaned as I strummed and jangled her nerves with the head of my cock, her spine curving as I squeezed back inside her. “HOOOH, FUCK!” she screamed as I picked up where I was before her orgasm rudely interrupted, plowing her fast and hard as I spanked at her jiggling ass. But, it wasn’t long before she intervened again. This time, warning me of what was to come. “ARGHH! ARGHH! ARGH! I’m gonna squirt! Oh, God! I’m gonna fucking squirt on your cock!”

“Do it!” I ordered with a smack to her thigh, dropping her hair to yank on her leash as I kept up my furious pace. “Show your husband what that pussy can do!”

“Fuuhuuhuuck!” she croaked from her raspy dry throat as I tugged on her leash, the chain to her clamps pulling just as taut before something had to give. “ARGHHH!” she yelped as one of the clamps slipped from her bouncing tit, the exquisite pain seeming to tip her over the edge as her squelching pussy burst. “HOLY FUCKING SHIIHIIHIIHIIHIIIT!” she wailed as her hot juices gushed, streaming forcefully as she tensed and squeezed her shaking body.

“Yeeeeah, that’s it!” I encouraged her as I hauled my cock from her gushing hole, battering her clit to force every last drop from her. “You see that, Frank?” I laughed, peeling my eyes away from her dripping pussy to look at him, finding his face red with a strenuous effort. “What the fuck are you doing?!” I yelled as I noticed his hand beating his sorry meat, dropping his shivering wife to the bed. “I said no jerking it!”

“I’m sorry, Master!” he winced as he regretfully let go of his little pecker, heaving for breath almost as heavily as his wife.

“Stop… touching… yourself,” Linda panted as she raised her heavy head from the sheets. “Listen to Master… or get out…”

“Why are you jerking it, anyway?!” I asked with revulsion and confusion in equal measure.

“Because I like it!” he sobbed in confession as he looked to the ceiling. “I like it! I like it!”

“Well, you shouldn’t like it, you pervert!” I shouted back over his pathetic balling. “You shouldn’t like seeing your wife getting her back blown out by another man! Turn around!”

“Yes, Master,” he sniffled as he turned, showing us his droopy ass as he cried to the wall in frustrated shame.

“Did you see how much he made me squirt, honey?” Linda called to him as she twisted the knife. “Are you proud of me?”

“Y-Yes, honeybun,” he replied with slumped shoulders, his unloved love-handles wobbling with his weeping.

“Thank you, honey,” she beamed, her eyes fixed to his back like a prowling predator. “Are you proud of Master, too? I’m proud of him.”

“Yes, honeybun…”

“Tell him,” she insisted as she glanced back at me. “Tell Master how proud you are of him for fucking your wife so well…”

Oh, fucking hell, he’s not gonna say that, is he?

“I’m… I’m so proud of you, Master,” he wept in obedience.

“What for?” Linda pressed with delight.

“For fucking my wife so well…”

“Good,” she smiled contently. “Maybe if you keep behaving, I’ll squirt on your miserable face while Master fucks me. Would you like that?”

“Yes, honeybun!” he replied with desperate urgency for the dangled carrot.

Well, I wouldn’t like it…

Linda read my disturbed brow perfectly well as she held back her sniggers, composing herself before she spoke again. “Well, you’ll just have to wait and see…”

“Are you done talking to that worm yet?” I asked expectantly, not waiting for the answer before I switched into gear. “Y’know what? Those cuffs are making you lazy…”

“I’m sorry, Master!” Linda squealed as my palm landed flush to her ass before I went to fetch my strewn pants, delving into the pocket for the key. “I’ll work harder, I promise!”

“You better,” I replied as I slipped the key into the first cuff, twisting her hand free before moving to the other, dropping her toys to the floor before she hurriedly spun around and took to her feet.

“Mmmmmm,” she hummed as she immediately put her free hands to use, stroking up my arms before tracing down my body to hold my cock. “Why don’t you lie down, Master… I’ll work so hard for you,” she whispered, leaning to kiss and lick at my chest before sucking hard on my nipple with a longing growl.

“It’s about time I received some hospitality,” I replied with a grin as she took me by the arm and guided me to the side of the bed, her dainty hands giving my ass an excitable squeeze as she giddily hurried after me.

“I’m sorry, Master,” she pouted as I turned to lay down on my back, watching her slowly crawl on top of me and make her way to my lips. “Let me take care of you properly…”

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” I stopped her, squeezing her face in my grip to halt her encroachment. “No kissing until you’ve done your job…”

She whined and whimpered as she batted her eyelashes at me. “Yes, Master,” she nodded slowly, holding still as I reached for her dangling nipple clamp. “MmmmmmMMMM!” she hummed to a high squeak as I tugged on the clamp chain to reattach it to her rigid nipple. “Thank you, Master,” she breathed as she adjusted to the pinching pain, shifting her weight with a juicy wobble as I smacked her thigh. “Ahh!”

“C’mon then, get to work!”

“Yes, Master! Sorry, Master!” she burst as she knelt up straight, taking a hold of my beating cock and raising it like a pulsing tower toward her wet pussy. “I’ll sit on this big dick for you,” she groaned as she cocked a leg, rubbing the head across her horny clit before guiding it to her waiting hole. “Oh, God! That’s it, Master, let me take care of it for you… mmmmMMM!”

“P-Please, can I watch?” Frank dared to mutter as his wife impaled herself.

“No! Face the wall, bitch!” I shouted back, his head hanging low with rejection as I felt my cock get swallowed up. “And don’t let me catch you jerking it, again!”

“Oh, my God!” Linda groaned as she slipped her tight squeeze further down my widening shaft, her eyes rolling back as she braced herself with her hands on my chest. “You stretch me out so much, it drives me crazy… Thank you, Master… Oh, God, thank you, I needed this so badly! ARGH!”

“I don’t care what you need,” I reminded her with a firm thrust up into her squelching pussy. “I’m not your husband. So, you better work that dick before I leave you alone with him…”

“No, please!” she burst at the threat, quickly leaning back into a crab position and setting her feet firm. “Please, don’t leave me alone with him, Master! I’ll work that dick just right for you… UGHH!” she growled with determination as she slipped her pussy firmly down my shaft, raising her thrusting hips without pause before she began to bounce with purpose. “UGHH! UGHH! UGHH! UGHHHH! Don’t leave me, Master! Don’t leave me! UGH! UGHHH! UGHHHHUHUHH! FUCK! I’ll be good for you, Master! I promise! UGHH! UGHHH! UGHHHH!”

Holy fucking shit that feels good!

I rested my head back on the pillow as my own eyes began to roll, tensing my cock strong as her hot pussy squelched and squeezed up and down, over and over. Her breathing was heavy as she bounced with strenuous effort, each pant turning into a growl of determination as she lifted and plunged herself repeatedly. But soon, the growls turned to anxious sounding whines, her thrusts more vigorous as I looked back to find her unclamped breasts bouncing free, her face a blushing grimace before she threw her head back, looking to the ceiling in acceptance.

“Oh, my fucking… GAAAARGHAHAHAAAARGHH!” she screamed at the top of her tired lungs as she thrust her hips strong, her swollen pussy popping from the head of my cock as it burst.

“Woahohoo!” I groaned as the rush of hot fluid dashed up my abs, watching in awe as she collapsed to her back into a pile of shivering nerves. “Ha! You felt that one, didn’t you?” I laughed as she jittered and twitched between my legs, her indecisive hands clasping at my foot.

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my GOD!” she mumbled and jittered as she coiled her limbs around my leg, pressing her face to my foot like a pillow as she tried to calm herself. “Thank you, Master! Mmmmmm!” she moaned as she kissed at my ankle, lapping her tongue up my sole. “Thank you, so much! Ahhhhh!” she whispered before opening wide and sucking on my big toe just as fervently as she did everything else.

Shit, nobody’s ever sucked my toe before… it feels pretty fucking good!

I sank into the feeling of her filthy appreciation, allowing her a moment's rest before I put her back to work. But, the picture of serenity was swiftly disturbed by the wimpy elephant in the room.

“Hey!” I shouted, startling the both of them as I noticed her quivering husband peeking over his shoulder, his rapidly shaking arm clearly breaking another rule. “You’re looking and jerking off!”

“I’m sorry, Master! I’m sorry!” he whimpered as he turned back around. “I can’t help it!”

“Then, we’ll just have to assist you, won’t we?” I returned at the end of my tether, struck by an idea. “Here!” I shouted, reaching for the discarded blindfold that lay beside Linda. She remained in a groaning world of her own with only my foot for company as I tossed the blindfold her husband’s way. “Put that on! I don’t want to see you looking anymore!”

Linda breathed a delirious giggle on my toes, clearly happy with the new order as she finally opened her eyes again, finding her naked husband bending to pick up the blindfold. “This is what happens when you don’t follow the rules,” she grinned, her butt-plug shining my way as she held tight to my leg. “You can’t be trusted.”

“Yes, honeybun,” he whimpered as he defeatedly tied the blindfold behind his head, his cock still twitching in his bramble as he turned back around.

“Nah, you can’t just keep breaking the rules over and over,” I said, unsatisfied. “You need to be tested, now… Bring me the lube so I can ruin your wife’s ass...”

His blind eyes looked back over his shoulder towards me before settling in the general direction of the nearby dresser. “Yes, Master,” he said as he made towards it, halting in his tracks as I spoke again.

“But, if you knock over a single thing, you’re out,” I added with a grin, Linda finally mustering the strength to sit up.

“Ooh! A game!” she cooed as she lazed across my thigh, taking my drenched cock in hand as she watched her husband’s thoughtful pause. She lathered her cream up and down my shaft before looking to me, lapping gently on the flaring head. “But, he knows where it is. You should make him spin around first…”

“Good idea,” I smiled as I looked back to her still husband. “You heard your wife… Spin around until she says stop.”

“Yes, Master,” he nodded before he began to slowly turn.

“Faster!” his wife ordered with glee as she pumped on my cock.

“Yes, honeybun!”

“Faster!” she cackled as her hand sped up, watching with anticipation as her husband’s jiggling body grew more and more unsteady with each rotation.

“Yes… honeybun!”

Ha! He’s gonna fall over…

“Make sure you don’t fall into the dresser!” I warned him as his arms reached for balance.

“Faster!” Linda insisted without care, but it seemed the threat of being ejected overruled the fear of letting his wife down once again. “Oh, you fucking pussy!” she scoffed as he dropped to his knees facing the door.

“I’m sorry, honeybun!” he called as he fought the vertigo on his hands and knees with a teetering lean. “I couldn’t…”

“Oh, I know you can’t,” Linda laughed, “faster, harder, deeper—you could never do any of them! Just do me a favor and bring the lube to someone who can, okay?”

“Yes, honeybun,” he whimpered, slowly turning around to face what he thought was the dresser. “Is this… the right way?”

“Oh, c’mon, it hasn’t been that long since you’ve been in here, has it?” Linda laughed. “I’ll tell you what, I’ll keep choking on Master’s cock so you always know where the bed is… But that’s all the help you’re getting. Knock something over and you’re out… AAGHHHH!”

“Oh, fuck me,” I groaned as she besieged my cock, her sideways angle showing me an unfamiliar pleasure as she pecked and gobbled with gusto. “Take your time, Frank!”

She spluttered and giggled as she looked to me, tilting my cock so she could watch the pleasure on my face, gulping me deeper as she stared into my eyes, her husband’s hand slowly reaching out for the dresser. “AAAGHAAAGHAAAGHAAAGH!”

“Careful now, Frank,” I teased as his fingertips brushed the leg of the dresser, his knees tucking closer as he prepared to search amongst the ocean of scattered oils, creams and perfumes. “Some of them are pretty tall, it won’t take much to knock them down… How much do you want to be in the room while I pound your wife’s asshole?”

“Badly, Master,” he whimpered as he held firm to the leg of the dresser, his shaking fingers slowly making their way upward.

“Ha! You’re fucking pathetic!” I laughed with disgust as he paused once more on the edge. “Look at you… I bet this is the most care you’ve ever shown in your entire marriage! Just bring me the lube, pussy!”

“GAAAAH! Do it, now!” Linda screamed as she came up for air, making her husband pull his hands away from the dresser in fright. “I want this dick in my ass whether you’re here or not! You’ve got thirty seconds! One! Two!”

“Okay, okay!” Frank nodded, fumbling to action as his impatient wife continued counting, his hands reaching for the leg before swiftly making his way to the top and inching forward.

“Five! Six! Seven!”

His trembling fingers seemed to stroke at the air before he felt the touch of plastic, clasping it carefully before lifting it slowly and holding it above his head. “Here!” he said as he clutched it to his chest, stroking at its shape in his hands with relief. “I have it!”

Ha! Nope!

“That isn’t the lube, you idiot!” Linda cackled with delight. “That’s the moisturizing cream from the set you bought me for my birthday. Don’t you remember? You said it smelt nice… Now, put it back and bring me the lube! I need this dick in my ass so bad, honey! Please! Hurry!” she whined as she jerked my sloppy cock with increasing desire.

“Yes, honeybun!” he replied as he set himself to task, rising with more determination than I had seen from him, before he rested the moisturizer on the edge of the dresser and reached out again. “Am I… Am I close?”

“Oh, fuck this!” I groaned as I rolled his wife from me, hopping from the bed with a loud thud that knocked over the deodorant with a clank by his reaching arm. “Time’s up! Move!” I yelled as I approached him, his swiftly retreating arm sending more bottles tumbling along with the lube as he backed away in a hurry.

“I’m sorry, Master! I’m sorry!” he squealed as he scurried to the corner. “Please, let me stay! I’ll be good!”

“Eurch!” I grimaced with revulsion as he begged me on his knees, looking to Linda for permission to kick him out. “I mean, what the fuck? C’mon!” I laughed as I stood aside to present her with Frank’s pleading posture.

She giggled as she looked to him, trying her best to compose herself before she spoke. “Honey… Why don’t you just—pffft!” she burst as the image of her husband tickled her too much. “Why don’t… Why don’t you just get out? Huh?”

“No, please!” Frank protested meekly. “I want to stay!”

“But, you’re embarrassing me in front of Master!” she giggled as she looked at him with derision. “He thinks less of me now because he’s seen what I married…”

I mean… A little bit, yeah…

“Don’t blame yourself,” I insisted, sparing her the truth as I picked up the lube from the scattered mess. “He got this pathetic all by himself… Tell your wife it’s not her fault you’re a spineless worm…”

“It’s not your fault, honeybun,” he whimpered immediately. “I don’t deserve you…”

“Well, I don’t deserve Master,” she said with a grin as she looked to me, dragging herself to the edge of the bed and taking to her knees on the floor. “That’s why I work so hard for him… And I won’t stop working hard like you did—oh, no,” she insisted as she crawled towards me, her leash trailing behind as she arrived at my feet. “I’ll do whatever I can to please him… I’m going to let him fill all my holes up with his hot creamy loads until the day he’s bored of me… And then, he’ll see what begging really looks like…”

Okay, now I think higher of her!

“Well, there’s only one hole I haven’t filled up yet,” I grinned as she kissed gently at my balls, her eyes smiling up at me before she turned her attention to her husband.

“Honey, Master’s going to fuck me in the ass now, okay?” she warned gently. “But, you can’t be trusted at all anymore, can you? Not after showing us what an untrustworthy worm you are… When you hear me screaming so loud, you’re going to be too desperate to check on me… and your little winky, apparently.”

“I won’t, honeybun, I promise!” he whimpered as his blind eyes followed her voice.

“But, honey, your promises mean less than dirt to me, remember?” she replied with glee. “So, if you want to stay… I’m going to have to handcuff you.”

Ha! Wait a minute… Did she buy these things for herself or for him?!

“I swear, if you put those nipple clamps on him, I’m out of here!” I laughed as her devious plan seemed to illuminate down a dark path in my mind.

“Ha! No chance—they’re staying on me,” she grinned. “Or at least they would if I could keep my tits still while you're pounding me!”

“Well, don’t count on me going any gentler…”

“See, honey?” she giggled as she turned to her husband. “He’s going to be so rough with your wife’s poor little asshole, there’s just no way you won’t try and peek… I can’t take the chance of you ruining the special moment for me like that, okay? So, it’s handcuffs or you’re out, I’m afraid…”

“Okay, honeybun,” Frank replied with a dejected nod.

“Okay, what?” she persisted. “You want me to put the handcuffs on you? Or do you want to leave?”

“I want you to handcuff me, honeybun,” he replied with a whimper. “I don’t want to leave…”

Oh, my God… Surely, this dude is like one in a billion? It’s too depressing to think that there’s more of him lurking around… One for each continent is all the world could handle, surely?

“Okay, well, you better turn around and put your hands behind your back,” Linda replied, pursing a grin as she looked up at me before hurrying to fetch the cuffs from the foot of the bed.

“Yes, honeybun,” Frank nodded before he slowly scrambled to his feet, placing his hand on the wall for balance before turning to face it.

“Hands,” Linda chimed as she prepared the cuffs with a giddy jangle. “Good worm,” she smiled as he complied, quickly tightening the metal around one wrist before roughly grabbing the other to secure. “There… Now, turn around and sit down against the wall.”

“Yes, honeybun…” He turned around slowly before leaning back, sliding down the wall like a slug until he plopped down onto his ass, his little cock more alive than ever as it stood rigid and dripping with pre-cum.

Oh, fucking hell…

I grimaced in revolt as I looked away, bending to grab Linda’s leash to guide her back to the bed, before she stopped me.

“Fuck me right here on the floor, Master,” she requested with a smirk. “Pound me like a horny bitch on my hands and knees in front of my pathetic husband…”

Ha! Oh, whatever, just give her what she wants…

“You owe me for this,” I chuckled in resignation as I tugged her leash downward, sending her to her knees with a giddy giggle. “Turn around, bitch…”

“Mmmm! Yes, Master,” she complied as she slowly turned to face her husband, shaking her big juicy ass for me as she prostrated low.

I stood firm for a moment, admiring the ass I had coveted for so long before I flicked the lid of the lube bottle and began to pour generously. “Keep shaking that ass for me, slut…”

“Yes, Master,” she groaned as the clear oil cascaded across her flesh, trickling down her ass and thighs as she jiggled for me.

“Now, let’s see if we can get this thing out,” I said as I finally took to my knees behind her on the fluffy carpet, pouring the lube down the crack of her ass to meet her butt-plugged hole.

“Mmmmmmm!” she hummed as I took a grip of the plug, teasing it in and out of her tight hole slowly, slicking her rim with lube before gently tugging and twisting on the handle. “Oooooooh!” she whined as her hole dilated around the swell of shiny metal, her pitch rising high as her rim slowly curved over the width of the plug. “Ughhhhh!” she groaned with relief as the plug popped loose, leaving her ass winking repeatedly as it searched for something to hold. “God, that felt good! I feel so empty now, though…”

“Not for long,” I warned her as I poured the lube again, coating her ass before massaging her prepared hole with my finger, slipping inside to test the resistance.

“Oooooh! That’s it, Master! Finger that tight hole!” she oozed as she lowered her cheek to the floor and enjoyed my probing with blissful breaths.

“It’s not gonna be this easy, though, is it?” I teased as I swiftly added another finger, slipping inside as her tight slick hole gave way.

“Mmmmm! I don’t want it easy, I want it hard,” she purred as she took the second finger in her stride, goading me with a wiggle of her hips. “Give me that big dick, Master… I’m your filthy anal whore, I can take it, I promise… Please…”

I guess there’s only one way to find out if that’s true…

I poured the lube plentifully up and down my beating shaft, a streak of pre-cum leaking from the flaring head as I slapped the length to her slippy asscheek repeatedly. Her husband whined and wriggled with his hands tied behind his back as I leant forward to grab a handful of Linda’s luscious mane, tugging her head up to look at him. “Look at what you married,” I ordered, guiding the head of my cock to her hole and tickling it with the tip. “Tell him how it feels…”

“Mmmmm! It feels so good, honey!” she whined in my grip as I teased her winking hole. “I’m kissing the head of his cock with my asshole… Mmmmm! Oh, God! My ass adores him already… It’s kissing him with more love than I ever kissed you…”

“Fuck yes, keep kissing me with that ass,” I ordered as I held my cock firm at the base, enjoying her filthy affection with each sloppy pucker of her hole to the tip before I couldn’t resist the urge to give back.

“Oooooooh!” she whined as I lunged slow and steady, her back arching as her pressured rim slipped around the ridge of my head, gripping tight to my shaft as I halted. “Ughhh! Oh, God! It’s in!” she gasped as her body froze in position, not daring to move a muscle as she grew accustomed to the feeling. “It’s in, honey, it’s in! His big fat cock-head is stuffed in my ass! Oh, fuuuuuck!” she groaned as I slowly pulled out again, tugging on her hole before I slipped free of her tight slick grip, leaving her gaping. “No, no, no! More please, Master! More! More! Give me more! Please! Please! Please!”

Ha! Well, I can’t just go ramming it home yet, I’ll fucking break her!

“You’ll get what you’re given,” I replied as I swiftly squeezed back inside her with little resistance, giving her another half inch as her tight hole squeezed eagerly down the shaft. “That’s it, let me in…”

“Hooooh, my God!” she breathed as she tried to loosen up, taking my lunge deeper before I began to pull out again. “Ughhhhhh!” she groaned from her core as her toes curled and stretched, feeling the tug as I slipped out again. “Oh, God, I love it! I fucking love it!” she confessed with a delirious huff as she let her head lollop low. “My holes are yours, Master… Use them however you want…”

“Don’t get too comfortable,” I warned her as I crammed back inside, shocking her system as I delved to new depths with a firmer thrust, her ass tensing around my thumping shaft as I gave her thigh a swift spank.

“AHH!” she squealed as she bent lower, propping her ass up higher as she began to hurriedly fiddle with her nipple clamps. “I won’t get too comfortable, Master… Your pleasure will always come before my comfort…”

Ha! Did she have that line prepared? Shit, she’s even more submissive than her husband… Is there something in the water around here or something?

“Pleasure me, then,” I returned boldly, smacking her juicy ass as I held firm a few inches deep. “Show me what you can do for me…”

“Yes, Master, I’ll show you!” she groaned with enthusiasm as she slowly rotated her hips, leaning back into me as she massaged my cock with her tight hole, taking me deeper. “I can pleasure you… I can—Ughhhhh, my God… Fuck!” she whined as her thighs quivered, her ass parting further around the thickening girth of my shaft with each daring grind.

Oh, fuck me, that feels good… I can’t believe she’s actually taking it this well…

“You’re about halfway,” I said, holding my raging cock steady by the base as she slowly fucked it deeper.

“Only halfway?!” she gasped in surprise as she tried to look back over her shoulder, her messy hair shielding her view before she gave up. “Fuck, baby, your dick is so big,” she giggled breathily as she held still for a moment, seeming to deliberate her next move as she shook her head in resignation.

“You’re not throwing in the towel, are you?” I teased, tracing my tickling fingertips up her reddened thigh as I goaded her. “Your husband took more than this, I bet,” I laughed, looking to the pitiful wretch as he squirmed before us. “You’re just gonna let him upstage you like that?”

“No!” she burst immediately, her hair whipping at her back as she swiftly raised her head, setting her knees firmer with determination. “I can take more than him!” she insisted, her tone tinged with venom as she looked to her subdued husband. “Give it to me, Master! Ram that giant dick in my ass as deep as it can go! I want it all!”

“Ughhhuhuhh! Honeybun!” Frank whined, his jutting cock twitching as he seemed to involuntarily hump at the air.

“Shut up!” Linda shouted, quickly gathering the juices in her mouth and spitting the wad at her husband, splatting to his sweaty chest. “You worthless little pussy!” But, that only seemed to encourage him further, the feel of his wife’s disgust dribbling down his body increasing his whimpering moans of pleasure. “Ew! Look at your disgusting little penis wriggling around!” she continued with spite. “You’re loving this, aren’t you?!”

“Yes, honeybun!” he replied at a squeak, his spine jerking as he sat before her blind, bound and frustrated.

“You’re disgusting!” she asserted with a judgemental glare, spitting at him again. “I’ll never let you touch me ever again! I don’t even want you to look at me! All you get is the sound of a real man handling your wife like you never could… That’s your life now… You just get to listen while I scream for my new Master…”

I guess that’s my cue…

I gripped a handful of her hair and twisted it into a fist, making her squeal before thrusting my impatient cock as deep as I could go.

“HooooWAAAAAAAH!” she sang like an opera, her pitch so high it threatened the window panes as I buried my length in her bowels. “Hoooh, my God!” she panicked as I held firm, giving her a moment before I pulled back and plunged her pipe again even firmer. “WAAAAAHAHAAAAH! FUCK!” she screamed, the shock in her system buzzing through her quivering body before she surrendered to my next thrust.

“That’s it, you can take it,” I growled as I drove deep and firm, clapping her ass hard as she grunted and shrieked like a wild animal. “You’re taking it all…”

“UUUGHHHUHUHUUUUH! It’s so big, Master!” she croaked through her strained throat, whining in my grip as I elongated my backstroke before sliding back to the hilt with slick purpose. “OooooOOOHOHOOOOOH! FUCK!” she sang to a crescendo as I filled her up to the brim, grinding my hips on her big bubble-butt cheeks as I bottomed out inside her. “UGHHHHH! Master, I love it!” she confessed with a grimacing growl. “You’re so deep in my fucking guts! I love it so much! UGHHHH!”

Ughhhhh, shit! I love it, too! Man, I really need to cum! Any more of this and I’ll be there…

I raised a knee, setting my foot strong as I reasserted my grip on her hair, gathering her leash in my free hand as I set myself to task. “Now, you’re really gonna get it,” I warned her, tugging her leash taut as I prepared to shift gear. “I’m gonna rail this ass until I’m done with you, do you understand?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped and groaned as she squeezed and tensed around my beating cock. “I’m ready! Fuck your young hot load deep inside my dirty little hole! Ughhhh! Feed your slutty old cum-slave through her ass!”

Ha! Oh, yeah, she’s definitely ready…

“Ohoho, God,” Frank whimpered at the sound of his wife’s filthy plea, his cuffs rattling as his head hit the wall with his frustrated fidgeting.

“Thanks for your wife’s holes, Frank,” I laughed as he whined and thrust his guilty hips. “I think I might like this one the best…”

“Oh, God! Fuck her!” he suddenly groaned in a fit of desperation. “Fuck my wife in the ass!”

“You don’t tell me what to do, you little worm,” I scowled, “I do what I fucking WANT!”

“ARRRRGHHH!” Linda screamed as I bucked my hips, her nipple clamps rattling under the force as I picked up the pace. “Oh, GOD, YES! FUCK ME, MASTER!”

The shrill urgency in her begging drove my thrusts faster as I tugged on her hair and leash, arching her back further until I could see her flushed face, her eyes rolled back in her skull as I plowed her hard and deep. “Give me that pretty little fucking face!” I growled as I dropped her leash to paw at her cheek, hooking my fingers roughly into her mouth and tugging on her cheek the way I know she likes. “Yeeeeah, that’s it! You just fucking take it, you old slut!”

“OHHMAAAGAAAAAAAAAAAARGH!” she screamed with a burst of glorious relief, gurgling into the air as I manhandled her, the wild animalistic wails from her gut growing more desperate before she succumbed to the intense pleasure. “UGHH! UGHH! HNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGAHAHAAAAARGH!” she wailed, tensing hard around my cock as her pussy gushed, pulsing over and over as I pummelled her without mercy.

“Honeybun!” her husband suddenly screamed as her juices sprinkled and trickled down her thighs, his frustration building with each loud clap of his wife’s cheeks. “Oh, God! Honeybun! I’m gonna cum!”

What?! How did he get his hands loose?!

Linda didn’t seem to take any notice of his outburst as her knees rattled on the floor, her body a shivering mess in my grip as she wailed her worst, my angry scowl directing toward her husband, expecting to find his stubby fist at work. But, it wasn’t. His hands were still cuffed behind his back as his belly fat jiggled, his spine jerking as his little cock began to spurt and drool without assistance.

“What the fuck?!” I grimaced, knocking me off my stride as I looked away from the disgusting spectacle. “How the hell are you cumming?! You’re not even touching it?!”

But I received no answer. From either of them. They were both in a wailing world of their own, Linda spasming on the end of my cock as Frank dirtied himself in his own mess, leaving me alone with the squeezing asshole that hugged my every move. I decided to give it my full attention in return as I picked up the pace, slamming her harder until my loins began to burn with an all too familiar need.

“Oh, fuck!” I groaned as I felt the tide turn within me, my jaw grinding as I grabbed and tugged and pawed at her hair and face, determined to rock the clamps off her big swinging tits as I rutted her in a primal rage. “Give me that fucking—ARGHHH!”

“YES, MASTER! GIVE IT TO MEEHEEHEEHEE!” she begged, her cries undulating with each pounding thrust as the clamps snapped and jangled free, the sound of her fiddling fingers smacking at her horny clit tipping me over the wondrous edge as I buried my cock as deep as I could. “WAAAHHHH!”

“FUUUUUCK!” I roared at the top of my lungs as my body tensed for the impending explosion, feeling like my entire life-force was being fired from my cock like a cannon as I blew my load inside her bowels.

“UGHH! UGHHH! UGHHHHUHUHH!” she grunted as I pawed at her face and thrust angrily against the juicy cushion of her rump, wave after wave of pleasure consuming the both of us as endless pumps of hot cum roped up her ass. “UGHHH! God, I feel it! I can feel your load throbbing into me, Master! Oh, thank you, Master! Thank you! UGHHHH! That’s it, Master! Drain those big balls into my fucking guts!”

“Fuck! That’s a good! Fucking! Whore!” I growled with each overwhelming thrust, my cock lurching hard inside her with every pulse before I gave her one last clap to her cheeks and hauled the angry length from her hole.

“Oh, my God… Uuughhhhh!” she groaned as I slipped from her slick grip, her thoroughly used asshole left gaping as I slapped my sloppy cock to her clit. “Thank you, Master!”

“You… are fucking… welcome,” I panted in recovery as I watched her filled hole shrink with every contraction of her twitching muscles, taking to my feet and filling my lungs. “Fuck, it’s hot in here!”

I surveyed the scene as my chest doubled, Linda’s arms sprawled wide as she knelt with her huffing face on the floor and her winking ass in the air, her husband sobbing to himself as his spent cock twitched in its thicket.

“Oh, my God! I can still feel you fucking me!” Linda groaned as she remained prostrated. “I can feel you pounding inside me! Fuck, I want to feel this forever!”

“Maybe, you will,” I laughed, lazily taking a seat on the edge of the bed as I watched her fingers claw at the carpet, my moment of bliss interrupted once more by her husband’s whimpering. “Eurch, right! Can we get rid of this worm, now?”

Linda giggled breathily as she finally dragged her heavy head from the floor to look up at her husband. “Oh, honey… Did you make a mess on yourself?”

“He came without even jerking it!” I laughed as he remained slumped and silent against the wall.

“I’m just surprised his little balls didn’t pop sooner,” she giggled as she turned to look at me before returning her attention to her husband. “He’s such a weepy little cuck, all he needed was to hear it… Isn’t that right, honey?”

“Yes, honeybun,” he finally replied, still unmoved.

“Now, thank Master for letting you stay,” she ordered sweetly.

“Thank you for letting me stay, Master,” he obeyed, his voice sounding as defeated as his posture appeared.

“Good worm,” she smiled with malice. “You make Master feel sick, so it was very gracious of him to let me teach you a lesson like this… Don’t worry, I’ll be thanking Master privately for putting up with you.”

Ha! Is this her little cuckold debrief or something?

I excused myself from their maddening marriage as I lay back on the bed and stretched out, leaving her to torment her husband as I recovered.

“Now, what have we learned about ourselves?” she asked with optimism. “Let’s start with me. What have you learned about your wife, tonight? Tell me what I am…”

“You’re… You’re,” Frank struggled, clearly fretting about saying the wrong thing before his wife encouraged him.

“Say it, c’mon!” she cooed. “I’m a…”

“A… A whore,” Frank trembled, whimpering his guess.

“That’s right!” Linda chirped with praise. “And whose whore am I?”

“Master’s whore…”

“That’s right, very good!”

Ha! Fucking hell! I need to see this…

“And what are you?” she continued as I sat up to watch her teasing, her attention fixed to her dejected husband.

“I’m… a worm,” he replied obediently.

“That’s right!” she chimed. “Master was so clever to call you that, wasn’t he? It’s perfect for you! You’re my little sissy cuckold worm, aren’t you?”

“Yes, honeybun…”

“Yes, you are… You’d like to do this again, wouldn’t you, worm?”

Woah, woah, woah…

“Yes, honeybun!” he swiftly replied, finally showing some life as he nodded, Linda turning to look at me with a grin.

“Well, maybe if you’re a very good worm from now on, we’ll think about it, okay?” she giggled. “I’ll have to work very hard to convince Master, though, because you repulse him so much… But, he doesn’t know you like I do, honey… Not even you knew you like I did! That’s why I had to teach you this lesson, okay? To show you what you are…”

“Yes, honeybun,” Frank nodded. “Thank you, honeybun.”

“Oh! You’re very welcome, worm,” she replied with a pout before she finally knelt up. “Now… I think you deserve a treat, don’t you?”

“No, honeybun,” Frank replied with shame. “I don’t deserve anything…”

“Ohhh, don’t be so hard on yourself, worm!” Linda grinned as she struggled to stand, her leash and nipple clamps dangling as her curves jiggled to a standstill. She looked at me with an ominous smirk, heightening my anticipation. “You’ve had quite the awakening tonight… Let me help you understand a little more before I send you to bed… Lie down on your back for me, there’s a good worm…”

Wait, what’s she doing?

“Yes, honeybun,” Frank complied as he shuffled on his pudgy ass, turning around before lying back on his cuffed hands.

“Now…” she said, slowly stepping a leg over him, planting her feet either side of his head as she looked to me. “I’m going to squirt all over your face while I dump Master’s thick load on your little worm head… Would you like that?”

Oh, fucking hell! Surely, he’s not gonna—

“Yes, honeybun,” he nodded with a frowning grimace. “Whatever you say, honeybun…”

Linda looked to me as she stifled her giggles, clearly amused by the disturbed look on my face before she slowly lowered herself to a squat and reached a hand between her spread thighs. “Now, don’t you move a muscle,” she said, “if you touch me, even once, it’s over…”

“Yes, honeyb—”

“Shut up, worm!” she growled as she looked down at him, rubbing on her clit as her brow turned to scorn. “I’m talking now! You just lie there and listen!”

Woah, she’s getting a little—

“You disgusting little pig!” she continued with a vicious tone as she rubbed herself, seeming to tense and squeeze as she looked down at her target. “After all the years I wasted on you, this is how you repay me!”

“I’m sorry!”

“Shut up!” she spat, slipping her fingers into her soaked pussy and sloshing them up and down at pace. “You think you can cheat on me and get away with it?! You think you can just load me with three hundred grand of debt?! Just so you can get fucked in the ass?! You fucking bastard! Well, how’s this for a load?! Hnnnnnnnnnghhhh!” she squeezed with all her might as she fingered herself with fury, draining my cum from her puckering hole onto her husband’s sorry head. “Yeaaaah, that’s it! Look at you, now!” she goaded victoriously as the pearly globs poured across the black blindfold. “A pathetic little cuck getting drenched in the cum of his wife’s new master… You’re the lowest of the fucking low!”

“I’m so sorry, honeybun!” he cried as he took his punishment.

“Hnnnnnnghhh!” she squeezed again, smacking at her clit with her fingers before delving back into her pussy, fingering her spot as her hole sloshed louder. “I don’t care if you’re sorry! I don’t care about you, at all! I just want to cum while I put you in your fucking place! Arghhhhhhuhuhhhh! Fuck!” she burst as she hurriedly dragged her fiddling fingers from her pussy, spreading her puffy lips as she thrust her gushing flow across her husband’s face. “Arghhh! That’s it! Taste your wife’s squirt! It’s the only time you’re ever gonna get it!” she growled as she rubbed on her clit and shook out her pleasure, grinning with satisfaction before she finally looked back to me.

Ha! Man, she’s crazy…

I shook my head in smirking dismay as she giggled manically, looking back down at the mess she had made on her husband before carefully standing back up, swiping at her pussy like she was washing her hands of him. “Now, get the fuck out of my room,” she said before stepping over his soaked and wriggling body, her eyes darting around the floor by the bed until she spotted the key to the cuffs. “Here,” she said plainly, bending to pick it up before tossing it his way, “unlock them yourself.” The key bounced off his belly to the carpet, Frank lying still but for his cock, which had clearly been reinvigorated by his wife’s punishment.

Fuck, this guy has no limit…

I watched Linda take a deep breath as she looked to the ceiling, smiling at me from the corner of her eye before she headed toward her private bathroom, disappearing from view.

Well, now what? Does Frank even remember I’m here? How’s he gonna get himself loose? He’s not even trying… Ew, I can’t look at him anymore…

I turned away from his disgusting display as the sound of running water rushed from the bathroom, plentiful splashes gushing in my ear before the sound of a filling glass piqued my interest.

Fuck, I’m thirsty!

Linda soon appeared into view, returning fresh-faced and dripping with a glass of water in hand, smiling beautifully as she made her way to me. “Here you go, baby,” she smiled as she seemed to ignore her husband entirely, handing me the glass before she suddenly shouted. “Get out, Frank! Now!”

“Yes, honeybun!” Frank replied, finally wriggling to action as he rolled onto his side and patted behind him in search of the key.

Fucking hell, what a wretch…

I gulped down the water before placing the glass on the bedside table and reaching for a hold of Linda’s hips. “Fuck! Come here…”

“Mmmmm! Do I get my kisses, now?” she grinned as I pulled her on top of me, her huge tits jiggling before they flattened and puffed up against me.

“I think so,” I smiled as I reached for her neck and brought her lips to mine, her cool watered tongue delving urgently into my mouth as she moaned her delight. “Let’s get this collar off you…”

“Mmmm… Thank you, Master,” she whispered as she kissed me again, her eyes closing gently as she savored my tongue, holding still as I unbuckled her collar and tossed it away with her leash and clamps. “I’m still your little cum-slave without it, though, aren’t I?” she pouted as she batted her eyelashes.

“Ha! Always!”

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned with satisfaction as she kissed me again, grinding her pussy on my cock before a  sudden click stole our attention.

Holy shit, has he done it?!

She sat up, straddling me as I rose to my elbows to find Frank rolling over onto his belly, his hands now unbound as the cuffs dangled from one wrist.

“Ha! How the fuck did he just do that so quick?” I laughed as we watched him unsteadily take to his knees. “Wait… I bet that’s not the first time he’s been handcuffed, is it?”

“Oh, God! You’re probably right!” she gasped with revelation before letting out a shiver of disgust. “Eurgh, I don’t even want to know…”

“It… it’s not really that hard to—”

“Oh, whatever, Frank,” Linda interrupted before he could explain his suspicious talent. “Just take everything you’ve touched and get out.”

“Yes, honeybun,” he replied meekly as his wife returned her attention to me, her hefty breasts piling up onto my chest once again as she collapsed on top of me to attack my lips.

“I want to fall asleep kissing you,” she purred as she stroked her fingernails through my hair and smooched with loving passion, her husband busy scurrying around to collect his clothes behind her back. “And in the morning I want to give you a bath… Will you let me?”

“Ha! If you want,” I replied, my mind slipping away with thoughts of steamy suds as my hands explored her hot curves.

“I do want,” she insisted with a twinkle in her eye as she kissed me again. “I want to lick and scrub you from head to toe…”

“Fine by me,” I laughed, readily agreeing to my scheduled pampering as her husband’s movements fell quiet, drawing my attention away from her lips.

“Are you done?” Linda called without turning back, unwilling to leave mine alone as she continued smooching.

“Yes, honeybun,” he replied, still clearly standing still as he watched his wife drown me with her love.

“Then get out,” she ordered coldly between her barrage of kisses. “And don’t you dare disturb us, again…”

“… Yes, honeybun,” he replied belatedly, wallowing in his wife’s inattention before finally creeping towards the exit with the cum-drenched blindfold raised to his forehead.

What the fuck?! He didn’t even take it off?! Eurch, this guy…

“And I better hear those feet stamping down the hall so I know you’re not just lurking outside my door!” Linda warned him as he paused in his tracks.

“Yes, honeybun,” he replied as he turned away again. “Thank you…”

“Get out,” Linda replied coldly before warmly kissing me again, sinking into her flow of passion as her husband opened the door. “Mmmmm! Fuck! I could kiss you forever, you sexy young stud! I can’t get enough of you! Mmmmm!”

Ha! I’m feeling so used right now, but I don’t even care!

She kept my attention on her giving tongue as the door eventually shut, the floorboards soon banging slowly down the hall as he obediently marched his way to his room, Linda’s eyes soon opening as his own door shut firmly.

“See… Now, wasn’t that fun?” she beamed as she looked to me, giggling as I shook my head.

“That was fucking insane…”

“One second, let me lock the door,” she said as she giddily took to her knees, hopping from the bed to secure the perimeter before hurrying back. “Heeheehee!” she squealed with excitement as she bounced back next to me, taking me by the arm and guiding me to lie down properly. “Come here, baby…”

“Don’t mind if I do,” I groaned with my last shred of effort as I turned to lie my head down on the cool crispness of the pillows.

“Mmmmm, our first night sleeping together in our house,” she purred as she snuggled up to me, her fingers guiding me by the jaw back to her needy lips.

“Yeah, it’s our first night for a lot of things!” I laughed as my mind flashed with an array of images that were certain to embed in my brain.

“Did you have as much fun as I did?” she asked, almost hopefully as she paused her kisses to look into my eyes.

“I had fun with you,” I replied with assurance, “but are you gonna want to do this a lot? In front of him, I mean.”

“No, I don’t think so,” she said with a scrunch of her face. “If we gave him more after that, it would be like a reward for him or something—you saw how much he liked it! I just wanted to show him what he was and put him in his place. I think that’s done, now.”

“Well, yeah, I think your little finale definitely achieved that,” I laughed with a raise of my brow.

“Yeah, I might have got a little carried away,” she grinned without a hint of regret.

“I’ve never seen someone cum so angrily before,” I teased, remembering the scowl on her face as she looked down at her degraded husband.

“What?!” she cackled in shock. “How about you like five minutes before that?!”

Errr, yeah, fair enough…

“Me?” I replied with feigned confusion. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. That was a very measured and gentle orgasm…”

She giggled as she snuggled tighter, her fingers traipsing down my body to find my cock. “Well, I need to see you when you aren’t so measured then… That would be quite the sight… And the feeling…” Her nails teased and scratched at my drained balls as she settled her head down on my shoulder, kissing softly at my chest. “Are you tired, baby?”

“I’m fucking exhausted,” I groaned as my eyelids began to flicker, sinking into the bliss of her tender affection.

“Me too,” she breathed softly as she kept up her gentle smooches. “Go to sleep, baby… Tomorrow, I’ll kick him out of the house for the day so I can take good care of you… Every way I can…”

“Sounds perfect,” I replied in a dreamy haze, the touch of her nails and lips lulling me to sleep in spite of my racing mind.

“Mmmmmm… Sweet dreams, baby…”

* * *

Fuck, I’m still so tired…

I forced my eyes open, my body aching as I stretched out, rolling over to reach for my phone to silence my alarm before collapsing back to my front, my early afternoon wood aching down my thigh.

Thank fuck for Linda’s mom, I don’t think I’d have survived last night if she hadn’t gone to see her… I needed a break, she’s fucking insatiable… She makes me feel like I’m the older one…

It had been the craziest three weeks of my life. An endless blur of sucking and fucking and spanking and tugging and humping and bucking and cumming and cumming and cumming some more. It was like she was trying to fit twenty-five years of missed opportunities into just a few weeks, her libido was an unquenchable flame that burnt me alive every night and waited for me every morning to roast me again. She was a woman possessed. A hornier being has never existed, on this planet or any other. It was amazing.

I wonder if she’ll stay with her mom for the day, too? I should probably just take the chance to get some work done while I can… Fuck going to the studio, though…

I dragged myself out of bed, took a brisk shower and grabbed a bite to eat, finally settling down on the couch and starting the latest commission. But as I had barely begun, my phone rang beside me, drawing a chuckle of resignation from me as my mind was pulled straight back to her.

Here we go… guess she isn’t staying with her mom for the day…

But, to my surprise, it wasn’t her. In fact, to my guilty shame, it was her son. My good friend, Tom.

Shit… Well, I better answer. I’ve been avoiding his calls for too long. He might get suspicious… Ugh…

“Hey, man,” I answered, trying to sound as natural as possible.

“Hey, how’s it going? I’ve not heard from you in a while,” he said, my mind leaping for answers.

“Yeah, I’ve been pretty busy,” I replied, scratching my head. “You know, work and stuff.”

Mainly the stuff…

“Ha! Yeah, my mom said you’ve been working crazy hard,” he laughed, pricking my ears.

“Ah, have you just spoken to her or something?” I asked, wondering what she might have said.

“Yeah, this morning, she was just on the way home from my grandma’s place… She goes to spend the night with her like once a month or whatever.”

“Ah, yeah, I think she mentioned that,” I said, trying to seem nonchalant. “So, did she say anything else? About work or whatever… I mean, she’s probably more likely to tell you if she hated it…”

“Ha! Hated it?” he laughed in surprise. “Nah, she says she loves it! That’s actually the reason I’m calling now—to thank you!”

Oh, God, don’t thank me… Your dad does that enough…

“Ha! You don’t have to thank me,” I said, guilt rising in my gut.

“No, I do,” he insisted. “Seriously man, it’s weird, but I don’t think I’ve seen my mom this happy, like maybe ever. Like she finally has a purpose again or whatever… That’s what she says anyway.”

“Ha! She actually said that?” I asked, a little touched by the sentiment.

“Yeah! I had to remind her that she was talking to her son, and her purpose was being my mother!” he laughed. “But, no, seriously, it was good to hear her so happy, so thanks man.”

Oh, dear God, stop thanking me…

“Well, yeah, no worries, I guess,” I replied, unsure of what else to say. “She’s been great, so…”

“Has she?” he asked, a hint of worry in his tone. “Like, really? You’re not just saying that?”

“Ha! Nah, honestly, she’s been awesome… A huge help.”

“Okay, sweet,” he said with some relief. “I was just stressing a bit, y’know? Like, what if she’s not up to the job? Would he feel awkward about sacking her, or whatever… You know what I mean?”

“Ha! Nah, I get you,” I replied, “but, seriously, there’s no need to stress—she’s more than up to the job. It’s hers for as long as she wants it.”

“Well, who knows? She might not even need it for much longer—my dad’s finally got a new job, now.”

Yeah, I know, I thought privately, remembering Frank rushing into the house to tell us the news as Linda rode my cock on the couch. He was allowed to listen from outside the door that night…

“Ah, that’s great,” I replied with enthusiasm, trying my best to sound surprised.

“Yeah, it’s about time, but still,” he said with optimism. “He sounded a hell of a lot happier, too, when I spoke to him. I think him seeing my mom get out there again probably pushed him to actually do something… Seriously, man, I think you might have actually saved my parent’s marriage in a roundabout way!”

Errr, I wouldn’t say that…

“Ha! Shut up,” I deflected, shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

“I’m not even joking, I think you actually have!” he laughed, before suddenly quieting himself. “Ah, Shit. My boss just got here… he’s gonna want to talk to me, so I better go. I was just calling quick to thank you, anyway.”

“Ah, well, yeah, no worries,” I said, grasping for the chance to get off the phone. “You go, before you get fired… I can’t afford to hire you, as well! Ha!”

“You’d just have to sack my mom and hire me instead!”

“Ha! Yeah!”

Yeah, that’s not happening…

“Alright, well, I’ll talk to you later,” he chuckled. “I’ll probably be back in a month or so. I’ll message you.”

“Okay, cool. See ya, man.”

“Later.”

I hung up the phone, feeling pretty disgusted with myself before I began to take his words to heart.

I mean… what if he’s right? I definitely haven’t saved their marriage, that is extremely over. But what would’ve happened if I didn’t hire her? Linda would’ve been nervous as hell in some new job she hated, while Frank would’ve been doing God knows what… And I wouldn’t have mind-blowing sex on tap… On balance, it seems pretty fucking good… As long as Tom never finds out…

I held tight to the charitable logic as I buried my guilt and picked up my pencil once more, intent on distracting myself with work.

But, hang on a minute… If she left her mom’s this morning, why hasn’t she called me yet? That isn’t like—

A buzz at the door jolted my neck as I looked towards the intercom, the face I was just thinking about smiling beautifully at the camera as I hopped up to let her in.

Ha! She’s got the coat on, too… What’s she wearing this time?

I unlocked the door and headed back to the couch, waiting a minute or so for her to finally walk in, her scheming eyes settling on me.

“Room service,” she grinned as she shut the door behind her, heels clacking slowly my way before she halted before me.

“I’m surprised you’re here,” I replied, acting aloof as I picked up my pencil and pad. “It’s your day off…”

“Well, last time I was here, I made a bit of a mess on your kitchen floor, didn’t I?” she said, my mind flashing with images of her gushing pussy.

“You make a bit of a mess everywhere,” I replied, glancing up at her smirk as I continued to draw.

“I know, it’s terrible,” she said with a pout, “which is why I think it’s only fair that I should clean up after myself…” Her hand drew my attention as it rose to the zip of her long coat, parting her fur slowly to reveal a french maid costume, her cleavage busting obscenely as she pulled out the accompanying feather duster from her pocket and threw the coat away. “So, what do you say?” she asked, slowly making her way towards me before bending to dust seductively at my crotch. “Do you think you could use a maid?”

Fucking hell, look at those tits…

“Oh, I could definitely use a maid… Knees.”

She smirked as her eyes lit up with desire, letting me know I was in for another long afternoon. “Mmmm… Yes, Master…”
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