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Max, Triumphant

Life was good. Or it should have been, anyway.

Max Richman’s fiancée Laura rode him as he rested on his back against a nest of pillows. His former teacher was gorgeous in the early morning light, her tousled auburn hair falling just so across her face, obscuring one of her eyes. She had her hands behind her head, her hips moving with fast flicks. Her moans came faster and faster, her smile widening as she approached her climax again. She still carried some of her baby weight after giving birth a few months prior, but she was slimming down and toning up.

On either side of Max were two of his other MILF sluts. Beautiful blonde Marie was pregnant again and not quite yet showing, although Max thought her already huge tits were getting even bigger. She had one of those big beautiful breasts pressed to his lips for his morning milk as she buzzed her pussy with a vibrator. The other woman, Isabella, had already fed him from her one of her big breasts, and like Marie, was playing with a toy, a dildo nearing Max’s own monstrous size that she drove in and out of herself as she watched their lover Laura ride him.

It should have been heaven, and it was for a long time. But now, Max realized something all successful warlords and conquerors came to realize.

He was fucking bored.

At nineteen, he had no need for a career. The fourth member of their foursome, Becky, made good money as an executive. The ex-husbands of the other three made sure their former wives were kept happy financially too out of a grudging deference to Max. Each of them had a reputation to uphold, though one of them, Laura’s ex-husband, was simply a pushover who still held a torch for his ex-wife, to Max’s dark delight. Those same ex-husbands watched over the three babies Max had fathered so far. The only exception was the child Becky had before she became Max’s slut. She was tending to that infant now,

“Ooh, Max, I’m coming again for you,” Laura cooed.

Max fought back a sigh and stopped sucking the sweet milk out of Marie’s tit. He reached down and gripped Laura’s waist, fucking back up into her, making her bounce on him even harder. She cried out and quivered around him.

When Marie came down, she crawled off him and all three women went for his dick as one, licking and sucking him with lots of giggling and kissing between themselves. The sight of them should have excited Max, and he did come, though his mind was adrift.

Suddenly, he had it. He knew what he needed. As the three women shared his creamy treat, he shot for the edge of the bed and leapt off it.

“What’s the matter?” Isabella asked.

Max grabbed his basketball shorts off the floor and yanked them on. Since he started fucking the four MILFs, he’d dropped nearly fifty pounds and had gained a lot of muscle tone. No longer was he the chubby giant he pretended to be for so many years. He went to the closet and grabbed a tee shirt.

“Max? Baby?” Laura asked. He used to get such pleasure from the idea he was marrying one of his teachers, that he’d given her a kid. He wondered how they could all still be so addicted to him without that sense of boredom he felt.

“MILFs,” he muttered, more to himself than them.

“What?” Marie asked.

“Need to get more MILFs,” Max said.

The three of them looked at each other, then all of them asked again as one, “What?”

Max grabbed his wallet, phone, and his keys off the dresser. He walked out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and out of the house, already licking his lips.

Back inside the house, Becky walked into the bedroom. Her cheerleader top was pulled up over her big pregnant belly and the skirt could do nothing to hide her juicy thighs or her big pregnant ass. “Okay, ready, sorry, I…” She looked around. “Where’s Max?”

Isabella frowned at the door. “I think… he went to get more MILFs?”

They all looked at each other, silent for a moment, then Laura said brightly, “Want to ride my face, Becky?”


Hope, or Southern Hospitality

Hope endured her husband’s pumping and grunting with well-practiced feigned enthusiasm. It was her wifely duty, she reminded herself, as she had hundreds of times before. Ron hadn’t tried to make it good for her since before they got married. When he won the prize, he stopped caring about the game.

“Ooh, yes, just like that,” she said, giving her hips a shimmy backwards.

“You like that, huh?” Ron asked. They were fucking doggy-style. When the sex was good, it used to be her favorite position because Ron could be so untamed that way. Now, having long since grown bored with his one minute of foreplay and nine minutes of frantic humping, she liked it because he couldn’t see her face. She could drift off and think about bills, or chores, or her hobbies.

Lately that meant a romance novel she was trying to write. It started off life as a sweet wintery tale about a man and a woman stranded in a small town in the mountains during a snowstorm. Her intent was to write a clean, cozy book, the sort she would have enjoyed reading when she was younger. She hadn’t intended on the characters even kissing until the last few pages, but early on into the book, the pair kissed in an unexpected moment that felt right. That had begun to snowball in frustrating ways. Now her characters were practically dry-humping each other on every page and it made her feel like she was being unfaithful to Ron.

But it was also undeniably hot to write about.

Sex with her husband gave her the perfect opportunity to think through the scenes ahead in her mind. More and more, though, fantasies began to intrude on her mind during sex. Sometimes like now, she imagined she was her lead character, Jo. In her head, her male lead protagonist Gerard Edgar was fumbling open the door and guiding her to the bed, his need taking him over as he yanked at his shirt and her clothes. Another few minutes and she might actually come, the first time her husband made her come in years and years. Hope’s moans threatened to turn into something real.

Close as she was, though, Ron grunted and released, his three or four spurts of come followed by a quick retreat and a pat on her ass. She fought back the urge to swear, and looked over her shoulder and smiled at him as he leaned down to kiss her.

“Thanks, babe. I really needed that,” he said.

Well… maybe next time, she told herself. “You betcha!” she chirped.

It was still early, so Hope showered and watched a movie in the living room while she got in a workout, trying to pretend to herself she wasn’t frustrated. Ron worked an early shift at a shipping facility so he went to bed earlier than her most nights. It was enough money to keep them in their doublewide in one of the nicer trailer parks in the city. That was always a part of the marriage she was okay with. More money would have eased a lot of their problems, true, especially with their two kids Billy and Ryder in college, but with her careful financial planning they weren’t exactly living paycheck to paycheck either.

Her workouts focused mostly on squats and lunges. Ever since giving birth, Hope tended towards a natural thickness. It used to be something she struggled with in her twenties, but in her thirties she came to realize she loved her body. That was the key to finding her true beauty and natural sexiness. She discovered when she didn’t treat working out and eating right like a battle, she did much better. Nowadays, she genuinely liked the swell to her hips and the softness to her belly. Of course, her husband and most guys seemed to think her best assets were her big breasts and her sweet soft-featured face, but she privately thought as of late her ass and juicy hips were looking pretty darned spectacular. The lunges and squats were really working for her.

Her phone rang as she neared the end of her workout. She finished the kick she was doing, popped to her feet, and grabbed her phone off the table just in time to catch Ryder before he hung up.

“Hey, honey!” she said.

“Hey Mom,” Ryder said. He sounded despondent.

“Is everything okay? Did something happen?” she asked, her good mood evaporating. This was why she hated her youngest son going to college as far away as Oregon. She felt panic rise in her chest.

“No, I’m fine, I-”

“Did you get in a wreck?”

“No, Mom-”

She lifted a hand to her lips. “Is it Rory? Did she break up with you?”

“Stop!” Ryder said. “Rory’s fine! I’m fine! Stop. Talking.”

“Well, you don’t need to be rude. I raised you better than that, Ryder.”

He let out a long, exasperated sigh. “Sorry. I… I need a favor. I can’t believe I’m doing this but…” His voice went quiet. “… mugheedsumwheresay.”

“What?” Hope asked. “Stop mumbling. I can barely hear you.”

“You can say no to this,” Ryder said.

“Say no to what? I couldn’t make out what you asked.”

He let out another sigh. “Max. He… he needs somewhere to stay. For a week or two.”

Max Richman. Hope froze thinking about him. He was one of Ryder’s best friends back in high school. They had a falling out towards the end of their last semester, something Ryder never talked about. It was strange then that he was asking for this favor, but none of that really entered her mind.

What froze Hope up was the last time she saw Max. Throughout most his high school years, she knew him as a gentle giant, an overweight and tall young man who spoke both slowly and rarely. People confused him for stupid, but that wasn’t the case, not really. But when she saw him last, Max had shed at least twenty or thirty pounds. He was surrounded by three drop-dead gorgeous friends of his mother, who she understood had been helping take care of him after his parents died in a car wreck. Only the women seemed closer to him than that. A lot closer.

Hope made some joking comment about them being his harem of girlfriends, thinking the whispers they spoke into Max’s ears and the delicate brushes of their fingers on his arms had been a prank of some kind. But Becky, the most gorgeous one of the three, told her that was exactly what they were – his girlfriends. The strange conversation was capped in a moment so surreal Hope still thought of it as vividly as when it happened. Max hugged her and whispered in her ear that they really were his harem.

And his hand went to Hope’s ass and squeezed.

The incident shocked her to her core. She should have slapped him, or cussed him out, or something. But instead, Hope floated away, looking back at them in disbelief. At first, she thought it was still all a joke or something, some silliness the women were playing to humor him at graduation. But over the summer, Hope heard whispers from friends of friends. She knew Max was staying with the three women and was in the process of selling his house. Ryder had told his mother that much. But she also heard each of the women were pregnant, including Laura, his teacher, and that the three married ones were all getting divorces. That was no coincidence.

That knowledge, and the moment when Max grabbed her ass, began to simmer in Hope’s mind. She didn’t acknowledge it, not at first, but there had come a hot summer night in bed with Ron when she imagined just for a moment that it was Max fucking her, not her husband. Just as soon as she had the fantasy, she banished it from her mind, horrified. After that, every now and then when she was in the mood, that memory crept in again. It was usually so easy to ignore but once, after a fight with her husband, the fantasy didn’t want to evaporate and she imagined it, Max behind her, his huge hands on her ass and her waist, grunting as he fucked her. It very nearly made her come, and it might have if Ron hadn’t finished as fast as he did.

Max was her son’s best friend. He was eighteen or nineteen, true, and that meant he was legal. But he was still half her age, not even old enough to drink, and besides, she was married. Happily married.

Mostly happily married.

“Mom?” Ryder asked.

“What, um, what’s wrong with Max? What happened?”

“He was living with a friend. Isabella. You remember her, right?”

A thought of the Latina with the big curvy ass filled Hope’s mind. She was a frequent guest at Max’s parents and often accompanied Max’s departed mother to some of the school events for the boys. A bright, cheerful woman, an actress, if Hope remembered correctly. And a MILF, just like her.

“Yes,” Hope said, trying to inject her voice was a sense of cheer. “I remember her.”

“I guess they had a falling out,” Ryder said. His voice was mechanical and toneless. “Now he needs a place to stay while he gets an apartment or something.”

Why doesn’t he stay with one of his other “harem?” she wondered. But Hope knew the answer to that, didn’t she? She thought of Max squeezing her ass and nearly gasped at the flush of warmth it gave her.

“It, um, it would be so cramped,” she said.

“Really, Mom, I can tell him he’s got to find somewhere else,” Ryder said, his voice much lighter. “I owe him one and all I told him was I’d ask. That was it. Favor repaid.”

“You owe him one? For what?”

“I… I can’t say. Something between us.”

“You’re being very weird about this, Ryder,” Hope said flatly.

“I know. I’m sorry.

She blew out a breath. “If you owe him a favor, then of course he can stay here for a while.”

“No, really, you don’t have to-”

“Enough. Tell him yes. He can sleep in your room. When is he coming?”

For some reason, Ryder half-sobbed, half-laughed at that. “T-tomorrow.”

“This is the last time I clean up your mess as an adult. It is time for you to start taking responsibility for your actions.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. His voice was so faint it was nearly a whisper. “I… I love you.”

“I love you too, sweetie. I’m going to go wash up your bedding and make the room up for him.”

“Okay. Goodbye, Mom.”

That was funny, she thought as she hung up. Not goodnight. But goodbye.

* * *

Ron was enthusiastic about the idea. He’d always liked Max. That struck her as odd. Ron was a cowboy and a man’s man, the kind of guy who didn’t just have a favorite bar but a favorite barstool and Lord have mercy if you put anything other than country on the jukebox. Max was none of that. He was a suburbanite teen who, much like Ryder, spent his time playing video games and watching anime.

It was mean but Hope suspected her husband liked Max because in comparison Max made Ryder seem like a winner. It really didn’t hurt that having Max and their other friend Davey around meant that Ron didn’t have to hang out with his own son, who he thought out loud sometimes was gay, or at the very least, impotent. It wasn’t that Ron didn’t like Ryder. It was that they were two very different creatures, Ron as down-home as his Southern wife, Ryder a product of the city.

Her husband’s words were simply, “Sure! Just let him know he’s got to handle some chores. And if he’s going to be here longer than a week, we’ll work out some rent. Okay?”

“That sounds more than reasonable,” Hope said, feeling strangely giddy. She kissed her husband and gripped his butt.

“Don’t start something we don’t have time to finish now,” he admonished, grinning at her.

He went off to work and she settled into the day’s writing. Occupying her time when their sons were still living at home was pretty easy for Hope. Between cleaning, cooking, errands, and school activities, she kept hopping. Now that the boys were in college, she found it harder to stay occupied. That was what drove her to start writing. She didn’t think she could actually make a career out of it, but as a hobby, it was fun. Who knew? Maybe someday she could get her book printed up like her friend Farrah and sell copies at craft fairs and book conventions or something.

She spent that day getting little things done and knocking out words. Again, the book kept trying to veer into steamier territory than she intended. She was starting to think maybe it needed a love triangle, a potential second lover to really spice it up. She was pondering this and taking notes when Max arrived, parking out at the curb.

Since it was a beautiful day and they had a screen door, the front door was open. She went to it and saw Max walking towards the house, grinning up at her. His appearance shocked her into silence. Gone was all his excess weight, save maybe a few pounds of extra softness to his gut. His tee shirt clung to his frame, which now packed some serious muscle to it. True, Hope hadn’t seen him in over a year, but this was like an entirely new man.

She remembered his hand on her plump ass, squeezing. “They really are my harem.”

A new man, yes, and a dangerous man.

“Hey, Hope,” he said. “Thanks for taking me in.”

“Hey, honey!” she said, her voice bright and surprisingly strong as she opened the screen door for him. “My gosh, look at you! Look at how fit you are!”

“You’re looking great too,” he said.

“If I go for a hug, are you going to try and grab my butt again?”

“Only if you want me to,” Max said. The smile he gave her wasn’t a smile at all. It was a smirk.

“I am a married woman and that was wildly inappropriate, young man. But one hug, a short one, and you keep those wandering hands to yourself, you hear?”

“I hear,” he said, and this time his grin shifted into something more honest. He hugged her, and they stepped inside. She was certain his eyes were on her ass in her jeans. But when she looked back, he was glancing around the house. Why did that disappoint her?

Did you really get all four of them pregnant, Max? she wondered.

She showed him to Ryder’s room and went over Ron’s request that Max take over some chores. “I’ll leave a list on the fridge each day. Do you have a job?”

“No. The money my parents left me and what I got from their house, I’ve been living off that.”

She shook her head. “That’s not going to last you forever, Maximus.”

“Thanks, Hopimus, I know,” he said. “I’m open to any ideas.”

“Something’s different about you and not just the weight loss,” she said. “You’re speaking faster. Different. More assured.”

“Time to grow up, I guess.”

“Mm hm. And what does your ‘harem’ think about you moving in with another hot mom?” Hope said, making air quotes with her fingers when she said “harem.”

“One of the hottest,” She blushed at that. “They’ll be fine with it. Or not.”

“What happened with them?”

“I got bored.”

“You got bored.”

“Yup,” he said. “And they really are my harem. You’ll see.”

“Mm hm. Well, bring in your things, and when you’re all set, I’ll show you where the mower is. You can start there.”

He came in for another hug, still keeping it brief and tame. “Thanks, Hope.”

Maybe this would be tamer than she feared, Hope thought. But damned if she didn’t have the oddest urge to run her fingers across his chest and find out if his muscles weren’t as defined as they looked.

* * *

Not only did Max mow, but he used the weed-eater to trim down the tall grass between their trailer and the next. It was supposed to be the job of the trailer park’s management but they were terrible about staying on top of it. Hope watched for a little while, then went back in and worked on her novel.

She decided the novel really did need that love triangle, or else there wasn’t going to be much of a conflict. It usually took a while to sink into the words, but that day, they flowed out of her the moment her fingers struck the keys. On some subconscious level she realized the third person she was writing about was based on Max, at least in loose details. He was tall, muscular, and maybe not traditionally handsome but he had character, just like the young man. But her conscious mind didn’t let her acknowledge that fact, keeping her focused on the plot and the steam threatening to envelope her lead characters.

By the time Hope looked up from the screen, an hour had passed. That startled her, but after a quick break to stretch and get a snack, she fell right back into the writing, going on another hour-long jag with her mixed nuts and slices of cheese forgotten about in the little dish beside her. A text message from a friend woke her out of her reverie this time, and she realized how late in the day it was becoming.

She needed to make a trip to the grocery store and forgot to shut down the computer. It wasn’t like what she was working on was a secret, but when she came back half an hour later to find Max seated at the computer reading her manuscript, she felt a whirlwind of emotions, from embarrassment to curiosity.

“I didn’t know you were working on a book,” he said, then seemed to notice she was carrying bags. He stood up and came to her. “Are there more outside?”

“Yes, in the trunk and back seat. How far did you, um, get?”

“Well, it looked like most the trailer park needed it so I did a circle around the block. You know a Karen Gibbons? She came out and paid me a twenty.”

“I mean the book but that was nice of you.” Hope felt a stab of jealousy. Karen Gibbons was a hot twenty-something, a doctoral candidate who would be moving on soon. She had a body made for bikinis and would make for a perfect match for Max.

“Almost done.”

“And?”

Max didn’t answer that. Instead, he gave her a knowing grin. A wolf’s lazy grin. He knew who that second man in the love triangle. He said nothing, but went to help fetch the groceries.

Ron came home an hour later, a case of beer under one arm. When he saw Max and Hope seated at the kitchen table playing cards, he stopped and whistled. “Max! My man! I know you were losing some weight around graduation, but look at you.”

“It’s good to see you too. Thanks for taking me in for a little while.”

“Hope told you about the chores?”

“Yeah. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of her.” Max shook his head. “Them. Freudian slip, I guess.”

Ron cocked his head at that, his smile cracking but not quite fading. He seemed about ready to say something else, but went to Hope instead, kissed her, and put the beer in the fridge. They talked some about dinner plans, and he set up shop in the living room, turning on the news and grumbling about politics and the government.

Hope tuned him out, glaring at Max. “You can’t say things like that when he’s right here,” she said softly.

“Implying I can say them when he’s not?”

“Max…”

But Hope didn’t tell him no, and she knew it. The truth was, she kind of liked Max’s attention on her. It made her feel wanted, and though Ron was good at pretending that, there were times when it felt routine. Max’s eyes on her were nakedly hungry for her curves and her sweet smile, and she blushed at his scrutiny now.

He didn’t tease her any further until they were making dinner together. Max volunteered to help out, getting a pleased beer can salute from Ron from his chair in front of the TV. The chair sat in front of a bar-style counter that divided the kitchen from the living room. Even if he turned around, he would need to partially stand up to see them.

Max kept to his workspace in the kitchen, cutting up vegetables for a salad while Hope prepared one of Ryder’s friends’ favorites, tater tot casserole. They talked some about Ryder and Billy. Billy was a junior and doing well in college, and was thinking about going for his Master’s when he graduated. Ryder was still pretty aimless, but at least knew he wanted to go into programming.

“He has a girlfriend now. Rory.”

“Really?”

“You didn’t know?” Hope asked, surprised.

“We don’t talk as much as we used to,” Max said.

Hope focused on browning the ground beef. “He said he owed you a favor and that’s why he asked me to let you stay.” She looked aside at him. “What was the favor, Max?”

He smiled and started to answer, but Ron stood up and came into the kitchen for another beer. When he cracked it open, he said cheerfully, “Did you know Hope’s trying to write a book?”

“I read what she has done,” Max said. “She’s got talent.”

Ron looked between them. “She hasn’t even let me read it yet.”

“You’ve never asked to,” Hope said.

“Ah, she didn’t have much of a choice,” Max said. “She left it open when she went to the store. I should have asked permission but when I finished up weed-eating, I saw the writing, I had to steal a look.”

Hope said, “Yes. You should have asked permission.” She swatted him with her free hand.

Again Ron looked between, the machinery in his head working. “Well, I’m looking forward to reading it too.”

That wasn’t about to happen. Ron picked up a book as frequently as Hope’s ninety-something grandmother jumped up and twerked it. The running joke was that he would wait for the movie adaptation.

Dinner was mellow but something was in the air. Not tension exactly but she could feel an ounce of unease from Ron. He knew something was up. When she saw him off to bed later, he undressed down to his boxers and said quietly, “That boy’s changed.”

“He’s grown up a lot since his parents died.”

“It’s more than that. The way he talks now, the weight loss, the muscles… I could swear every time he’s talking to me he’s laughing in his head.”

“It’s Max. Ryder’s best friend,” Hope said, not entirely sure why she was defending Max when her husband was absolutely correct.

“He was Ryder’s best friend. Something happened.”

“I think you’re being paranoid. Look at what he did for us and the neighbors today.”

“I guess,” Ron said. “I’m starting to wonder if this wasn’t a mistake. Is there somewhere else he could go?”

“What are we going to say? Sorry, Max, but you’ve cleaned up so nicely that it worries us?”

“I don’t know. Look, I’m obviously upsetting you. Just be careful when you’re alone with him.”

“He’s been nothing but kind all day,” she said.

You can’t say things like that when he’s right here.

Implying I can say them when he’s not?

Hope fought back a shiver of pleasure at the memory, hoping in the dull lights of the bedroom Ron couldn’t see the red in her cheeks. Because the truth was dawning on her, that she did want Max’s attention, that she was attracted to him. The best friend of their son. The dark, dangerous cancer now living in their midst.

“Come to bed with me,” Ron said.

“Let me just check on Max and get a glass of wine. I’ll be right back.”

Ron still looked uneasy, but slipped into bed as she walked out.

Max was in Ryder’s bedroom on his phone. “Call you right back,” he told whoever was on the other line, and he hung up. That lazy wolfish smile was back on his face, and this time, Hope couldn’t contain her shiver. He was so physically imposing now, so broad-shouldered and muscular and far more dangerous than she ever guessed he could be. She thought of his hand on her ass and wanted it back there.

“We’re going to bed. Both of us.”

“You and me?” Max asked.

Hope held up a hand in a stop gesture. She shook her head, but stopped shy of leaving. If he pressed his luck, if he had stepped in at that moment, would she have submitted to him? Maybe. Maybe just a kiss, or… a brush of skin or something.

“What was the deal you made with Ryder?” Hope asked, her voice low and thin.

“I’m not going to answer that,” Max said. “I didn’t hurt him.”

“Did you blackmail him?”

“No. He was not forced into this in any way. Neither are you. You tell me to go, I’ll go. Tell me to stop and I will.”

Hope took a deep breath and tried not to stare at the bulge in his shorts. “Are they… are they really your harem?”

Max smirked. “Good night, Hope.”

“Are they?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“Would you like proof? Because I have it. Pictures. Video.”

“No,” she said quckly.

He shrugged, still grinning. “Should I go, then?”

She thought about it. She really thought about it. It was a coin toss right up to the point where the words left her mouth. “You can stay.”

* * *

After five years of Ron’s early morning shift, Hope was immune to the bearish noises he made getting ready each morning. That day was no different, though she did wake when she heard the front door open and close again after he should have already left. She assumed he forgot something, probably his ID badge. She tried to burrow back under the covers, but her Zen was gone and ten or fifteen minutes later, groggily, she rose and headed for their bathroom.

Something reverberated through the trailer. Not so much a sound, but a vibration, rhythmic and thumping in nature. Not music, not exactly. She finished in the bathroom and dressed in sweats to find out what it was.

The trailer was good-sized but with the thin walls and silence of the morning, it was easy to hear anything happening from one end or the other. As Hope came out of her bedroom, she heard something now – moaning.

She gasped and turned right back around for the bedroom, closing the door behind her. Was Max having sex with someone? He was, she realized. That was what the door opening and closing had been. He let someone into the house. The house where he was a guest.

She wanted to march down there and tell them to take it somewhere else. But there was a part of her that was deathly curious, too. Was it one of his so-called harem? Did she really believe if she walked down there, one of those three beauties would be underneath him? Isabella and Becky and Marie?

No. Yes. Maybe. She didn’t know.

She sat on the edge of her bed, trying not to listen, but now that she knew what was going on, her ears were more attuned to it. Throaty laughter made her swallow hard. A sharp “fuck!” made her grab her phone with shaky hands and put on a video, any video. But even with earbuds in and the volume cranked, she could still feel the rhythmic shudders through the trailer’s walls. It was like a big empty tin can that way, and she nearly screamed in frustration from it.

And it just kept going.

Hope was so used to Ron’s ten-minute pumping that she forgot men could go longer. Little flashbulbs of fantasy blended with thoughts about staying true to Ron. Max, fucking that blonde Marie, her legs spread wide in a vee as he thrust inside her. You. Are. Married. Max taking Isabella from behind, that big juicy butt rippling back against him. Faithfulness is the pillar of your love. That big-titted Becky riding him, hands on her round bottom. End this. Go tell him to get out of your house. Love thy husband.

Or go down there and join in. Watch him take whoever it is.

She was unaware of her hand moving until she rested it right over her pussy through the sweats. She moaned, the images spinning faster and faster in her mind until she was falling back on the bed, fighting to control her urges. Just as she slid three fingers into her waistband, the vibrations stopped.

Hope jerked her hand out of her pants with a gasp. She sat bolt upright, eyes crazed, auburn hair mussed. Her lips were dry, her mouth tasting like cotton. She stood on shaky legs and went to the bedroom door, then out to the living room. Five minutes later, someone emerged from the back of the house, giggling and talking softly to Max. When Hope saw who it was, she gasped.

“Oh hi, Hope!” Laura Tucker said.

It wasn’t just one of the hot women on Max’s street. It was the most forbidden one. His teacher. The darkest rumor Hope had heard about Max was true. He was sleeping with a teacher. She was dressed in a teeny-tiny ruffled black skirt, with a white top tied off under her big breasts. Milk spots wetted the fabric, her nipples stiff peaks.

“Oh my God,” Hope whispered. “You…. you…”

Laura giggled. Max wrapped his arms around her from behind, sliding up the hem of her skirt and playing with her pussy through a pair of bikini briefs. “Show her your ring, baby,” he said, and buried his mouth against the brunette teacher’s neck.

Laura moaned and rocked back against him as she held up her hand. “We’re going to get married,” she said.

“He’s the one… he got you pregnant.” Hope remembered something then, that Becky and Marie and Isabella had all been pregnant over the last year too. “Did you… how long have all of you…?”

“Don’t worry,” Max said. “I didn’t start any of this until after my parents died. I was eighteen. Legal.”

“That doesn’t justify it morally!” Hope shouted. “My God, I… I…”

“I told you they were my harem,” Max said.

“You’re his teacher. How can you do this?”

For an answer to that, Laura turned and tugged down Max’s shorts. Hope gasped, not just at the brazenness of the gesture, but the sheer size of Max. He wasn’t just big. He was huge, and he wasn’t even hard, though it was heading that way.

Hope walked backwards until she hit a hutch, then wheeled for the living room and the couch. Max, amused, tugged back up his shorts. “Laura, I told you, she had to come to me.”

“I’m speeding up the process!” Laura protested.

Max went to Hope, who sat on the edge of the couch, trembling. “Now you know our secret. I want you too, Hope. But it has to be your decision. I’m not ever going to make you do anything you don’t want to. I want you to submit to me. To beg me to fuck you before I do it.”

“I love my husband,” Hope whispered.

“I know,” Max said, his tone almost gentle. “And I mean it. If you say no, if you tell me to leave, I will. But I’ve wanted you nearly as long as I’ve wanted them, so without touching you, I’m going to consume you until you’re desperate for it. You deserved to know the game we’re playing right up front.”

A thought hit Hope then as Laura came to Max. Ryder knew. This was why he and Max fought. This was why he was so desperate for her not to take him in. This was why he said goodbye on the phone and not goodnight like normal.

“Why do you hate Ryder this much?”

Max looked genuinely surprised and confused by the question. “Hate him?”

“He knew this would happen, didn’t he? That you would try to… to make me one of them.”

“I’m not making you do anything. That’s the fun of this. But no, Hope. I don’t hate him. I like Ryder. Hell, I like Ron. I like Laura’s husband too. He’s a sad little cuck but he’s a good father to my babies.” Max grinned at that and Hope felt dizzy, like she was tipping over a precipice. Laura’s husband was… he was raising Max’s babies. What the hell? “But you, Hope, you’re worth it. That fucking Southern thing, that beautiful face, this curvy body… you deserve someone who’s going to appreciate all that. Who’s going to fuck you for hours. Who’s going to give you another kid, two, three, four more, if you can have them.”

“Wh… wha…”

“He’s going to breed you, just like us,” Laura said. “Marie’s already pregnant again. Isabella and I will be soon too. And Becky’s about to have her first kid with him. You’ll be just like us, feeding him our milk in the mornings, making sure his every need is taken care of. And oh my God, Hope, he never gets tired of it.”

Hope jerked to her feet. Her hand raised to slap Max or his debaucherous bride. Instead, the hand went to her mouth, and she ran for her bedroom, slamming the door shut behind her and leaning against it, drawing deep breaths.

“Should I go then, Hope?” Max asked, and Laura giggled.

But Hope never answered. God help her, she already had her hand in her sweatpants, trying her damnedest not to play with herself as tears slipped down her face.

* * *

In the days that followed, it felt like the trailer was haunted and Max was their ghost. So many times, Hope came close to telling the young man he needed to leave, but she’d have a thought of him with Laura, Isabella, Marie, or Becky and the words would die on her lips.

He had more houseguests. Isabella came by the morning after Laura, and told a stunned Hope that he needed a special wake-up call every morning. She mentioned this while she was unbuttoning her top in the middle of the kitchen. Then she lifted one of her enormous breasts and sucked at her own nipple to get her milk flowing. “We’re all scheduled to have some implants done because he’s practically sucked us dry,” Isabella said, then twirled to head to Max’s room, her ass cheeks visible in her playful sailor skirt.

“Jesus, save me,” Hope whispered as she listened to Isabella coo good morning to Max.

When Becky showed up the next morning and dropped an overcoat to reveal herself in nothing more than straps covering her big tits, her thick pussy lips, and her curvy pregnant ass, Hope said, “That’s it. No more MILFs in the morning.”

“After today?” Becky whined. “I’m so full of milk it hurts.”

Hope’s face went in about seven different directions at once as she imagined the gorgeous pregnant beauty bouncing on Max. “After today!” she bellowed as Becky headed for Max’s room.

“Come join us if you want,” Becky called back. Max laughed.

“Fuck,” Hope said, then clapped a hand to her mouth. She was not a woman who swore often, and it made her feel guilty. She grabbed her shoes and left before the sex got loud.

It fascinated her that Max obeyed her rule. The next morning, none of his MILFs showed up. He emerged from his room sometime after ten, like he was a teenager again, yawned, and checked the fridge for the day’s chore list while Hope stared at him.

“What?” he finally asked.

“None of your harem today?”

“Nope. You said no MILFs, and I listened.”

“Huh.”

“How’s the book going?” he asked, pulling the milk from the fridge.

“Flying through the words,” Hope admitted.

Max took a drink from the jug of milk, and despite it being good for another week, he blanched. “I’m used to the human kind,” he muttered. That surprised a laugh out of Hope, and he grinned too.

He didn’t torture her those days, and that too was interesting. He mowed and cut down weeds for people around the trailer park, making pretty good money, not that he really needed it.  Ron relaxed some around the young man when Max gave him two hundred in cash for letting him stay, and promised the same the following week if he was still there. If, it went unsaid, he wasn’t fucking Hope with his MILF harem.

Thinking about the four women brought up memories, ones Hope tried for twenty years to erase. Before she was married, she flirted with bisexuality. In the summer before they split apart for their future lives, she even had a sapphic lover, a sweet high school friend who became something more. The sex had been something incredible but Hope was a good Christian girl in a deep red small town. She backed away from the relationship eventually but always wondered what might have been.

The idea of being a part of something with four other women and a man half her age was undeniably sexy, not to mention the taboo appeal of sleeping with one of her son’s friends, but it also went deeply against the grain of her upbringing and her personal beliefs. She believed in the sanctity of marriage, in a husband and wife supporting each other through sickness and in health, and in keeping to the solemn vows she made to Ron when she said “I do.”

So why, oh why, did she not kick Max out? Why was she slowly allowing herself to be swallowed up by the quicksand of his desires?

Hope truthfully had no idea. But she was slowly sinking, that was certain. She gave up any pretense of the novel being a clean romance and began to write scenes of growing heat held tenuously together by the thinnest of plot strings. When Max came in one morning after mowing a few yards, smelling like sweat and grass clippings, she wrote a scene about her main character rolling around in the sheets of the dangerous man she desired until the smell of him drove her to play with herself. When Max disappeared for nearly a day and told her bluntly he needed to drain his balls in Marie for the afternoon, she wrote a long scorcher of a scene about her main character being pinned up against a wall by the dangerous third man, jerking him off and making him come all over her belly.

The novel gave her some release from the building pressure of Max being in the same house. Ron, however, did not. She went with him to bed most every night, frantic for him. She tried not to allow Max into her fantasies as her husband moved inside her with his usual quick trigger, but it was impossible. She imagined Max was in the room, watching, laughing as Ron tried his best to please her and always coming up pathetically short. She imagined it was Max’s cock inside her, one of his harem beside them cooing them on. She imagined a dozen different things, her mind unable to push the images away any longer, and soon she sank into them, hating herself for it but incapable of denying herself the pleasure. Max was a dealer of sinful delights, and she was hooked after her first taste.

One night, Hope even found herself coming to Ron on her knees, grinning up at him as she nuzzled his hips and then his cock. He gave her a funny look, and she understood why. This was not a thing she generally liked to do for him. Well… no, that was a lie. She liked his penis in her mouth, but it wasn’t the good Christian thing to do now, was it? It made her feel wanton, borderline slutty, to give her man a blowjob. To have him spurting in her mouth or across her breasts or even defiling her face.  Of course, under normal circumstances, Ron would disagree, but it was her mouth, and he certainly didn’t like to reciprocate so he didn’t get much of a say in the matter.

Did Max use his tongue on his women? Hope wondered. Did he make them come? He must, to keep them all around like that, she decided.

Ron’s penis – his dick, as her characters called it – wasn’t small but as she sucked him with enthusiastic bobs of her head, she couldn’t help envisioning what it would be like to try and suck Max’s monster. Could she even manage it? How much of him could she take? And he shaved down there, as opposed to her husband’s great big graying bush. She resolved to herself to trim her own mound. She bet Max liked his women shaved clean.

The thought made her close her eyes and shiver. Why did she care what Max thought of his women’s pubic hair? It was like she had already agreed to sleep with him, wasn’t it? Hot tears threatened to fall from her eyes and she redoubled her efforts, sucking Ron with faster strokes, willing him to come, to give him his seed.

“Baby,” Ron warned, and Hope came off him, cupping one hand in front of his cock and jerking him quickly with the other. He came into her palm and she smiled up at him.

“Did you like that?” she asked as she leaned back on her legs.

Ron was silent for a minute as he studied. “Why tonight? Why now?”

“What do you mean?” Hope asked as she stood up. She still had the come on her hand and started for her side of the bed, where she kept a box of tissues on her nightstand.

“You know exactly what I mean,” Ron said.

She grabbed one of the tissues and said, “No, Ron, I really don’t.”

“Look at me when you say that.”

She did, and hated how easily it was to lie to him. “What are you talking about? I wanted to, to have some fun with you tonight. I felt playful. I am your wife, and I am devoted to you, Ron.”

He studied her for a moment, then looked away. “I thought-”

“You thought Max and I were doing something.”

“Yeah. I guess.”

“Well, I think you can sleep on the couch tonight.”

“Oh come on, Hope.”

“No. I’m not going to be told I might be thinking of betraying our vows.”

Aren’t you?

Weren’t you just imagining it was Max’s big dick you were sucking?

Isn’t it Max you want?

She didn’t fight her tears. She used them. Ron’s eyes widened as they began to fall and he stood up. “Baby…”

But Hope only pointed at the door. Sighing, Ron stopped only to throw on some briefs and a tee shirt before he grabbed one of the pillows and headed for the living room. She looked after him, the tears still falling, but feeling the maddest urge to laugh.

* * *

Ron’s suspicions didn’t end that night. He found every excuse at work to call Hope or text her, and she knew why. He knew who it was who had her attention. At home, he played a cold game with Max, who never gave a thing away to Ron. He was never impolite. He did the chores they left for him. He cleaned up after himself and helped around their trailer park community. He continued to be the model of a perfect houseguest.

But when Ron’s eyes turned away from him, Max burned with an impish glee. He would look at Hope and lick his lips. He would whisper in her ear as he passed what he’d done to one of his sluts that day. He’d stare at her butt when she bent over to get something from one of the lower cupboards. He’d drive her mad.

The loophole in her rule about Max not bringing any MILFs to the trailer was so obvious she wondered in retrospect if she hadn’t subconsciously realized she set it up deliberately. After a particularly hot scene in the book, she got up to take a walk, her mind skipping away from the words she just wrote. To think consciously about it was to acknowledge the cleaved wound that was her marriage. She hummed and smiled brightly at her neighbors and thought about Max’s big dick (his cock, her mind whispered, his big fucking cock, as big around as you arm) driving into her relentlessly until he filled her with his warmth and she waved to Wanda the mailwoman and she talked to Mrs. Baumgartner about her missing cat and she thought about being pregnant again with Max’s babies and riding him like that and how fucking good it would feel to have a woman’s tongue on her pussy again and wait no fucking and pussy were Bad Words and she was not a Bad Girl.

Hope was losing her mind.

The walk was not enough. She gathered up some workout clothes and decided to hit the gym. The place was doing good business for the late morning hour, busy but not packed. Hope thought she recognized one woman in her late thirties or early forties, but couldn’t place her as she got in a free weights workout, focusing on her core. Had they worked out together before? Was she from the area? Whoever it was, she was stunning. Shoulder-length black,, lustrous hair, big breasts in a sports bra and tank, tight athletic shorts that showed off a nice taut ass almost unfairly touched by time. It was the distinctive face that really drew Hope’s eye, with broad cheekbones, stormy dark eyes, and an angular jaw incongruous with her dainty chin. So familiar, and so serene until she caught Hope staring. The stranger held her gaze for a moment, her own mental wheels turning, and then she sneered. With that, Hope knew who she was. It was a splash of cold water to her soul and mind. The universe was telling her something, and she knew with a shiver of pleasure just what it was. But it would have to wait.

Hope came home to the trailer rocking from the fucking going on inside. It didn’t bother her as much as it once had. In fact, it sort of made her giggle, though it wasn’t a giggle at all. It was a broken noise, because if Max broke the rules she’d have to kick him out and she wasn’t sure any longer if that was what she really wanted. No. She wasn’t sure at all.

“Oh Max,” she said lightly to herself as she walked up the steps.

Inside, Hope marched straight to his room, clearing her throat and saying loudly, “Max, I told you, none of your MILFs in my house. You broke the rules, boyo.”

She came around the corner to a sight. Karen Gibbons scrambled off a languid Max, hurriedly going for the comforter and tugging it up around her. The blonde had a tight little ass, and Hope had just enough of a view to see her pussy lips were red and puffy from the fucking.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” Karen stammered.

“You said none of my MILFs,” Max said smugly. “Karen saw me coming back and I thought I’d have some fun with her, since she’s not a mom.”

“What are you talking about?” Karen asked.

“Never mind,” Max said, and squeezed her under the blanket. “Suck my cock now.”

Karen looked up at Hope. “But she’s watching.”

“Hope doesn’t mind. Do you, Hope?” He guided Karen under the cover. If Hope blinked she wasn’t aware of it. Her eyes might as well have been glued open. Karen gave a muffled grunting sound like a pig, and Max sighed. “She’s not used to the size of me. She’s trying but she’s not a good little cocksucker yet. Think you could do a better job, Hope? I think you could.”

“You asshole!” Karen said cheerfully, her voice muffled. There was an indignant “gwork!” from her and then a pleased moan deep from her throat.

Hope turned away from them. She walked on unsteady legs towards her computer and dropped onto the chair, a vacant look to her face. She started up the computer and dove immediately into her novel again as sex sounds filled the trailer.

The story began to twist at her fingertips again and for once Hope didn’t fight it. Slowly, the original man in the love triangle became background noise as the female main character fell for the darker man’s charms. Little details changed about her too. Her hair went from black to reddish auburn like Hope’s. Her body filled out, her curves more exaggerated. Hope never noticed when the character’s name changed twice, that she dropped her own name in place of her main character’s.

She wrote and she wrote, stopping only now and then when Karen got really loud. Her mind slipped away at those times, her hand resting on her sex, rubbing her pussy gently through the fabric. She would catch herself and shake it off, but each time the urge to get off grew and grew inside her until it was a need burning its way through the last of her resistance.

He just kept going, Karen’s words failing her as Hope listened, one hand on the keyboard, the other sliding into her shorts. Her mouth fell open and her eyes closed as her fractured consciousness tried to bring her back to her husband, to acknowledge maybe for the last time that this was wrong, that she was giving in to her son’s best friend. Only now, the taboo desire of that knowledge spurred her on instead of holding her back. She knew it was wrong. She wanted it to be wrong.

The fractures healed in the last moments before Hope came. She knew what she was doing. That was the knowledge that had broken her, that she always had the power to stop this and she was finally only now capable of admitting the blazing hot truth – she didn’t want to. She wanted this. She wanted Max.

“I’m going to come, Hope,” Max said. It was though he were speaking right in her ear. She shivered, imagining it was her he was fucking, spilling into, impregnating.

“Come,” she breathed. “Come for me, Max.”

He laughed throatily. In her imagination, in reality, it didn’t matter. Hope gave in, and as she came too, her eyes opened.

* * *

Ron finished his shift and came straight home. A sense of foreboding had been building inside him ever since Max came to live with them. Sure, the young man’s presence had been fine by him at first, but that was before Ron realized what monumental changes Max underwent. Gone was the fat, slow-speaking giant and in his place was a well-muscled teen who always seemed to be laughing on the inside.

Ron didn’t like it. Didn’t like him.

Something was changing inside his wife too, something Ron liked even less. He tolerated Hope writing that romance crap back when it was just the two of them because it gave her something to do now that Ryder and Billy were out of the house. Sure, it struck him as weird that his wife would want to write about some so-called “fictional” woman’s fantasies about another man, but she was still the same old Hope, cheerful and bright and the perfect model of what a good Christian wife should be, namely submissive and at home. So Ron indulged her playing at becoming a writer. If it kept her happy, what the fuck ever.

This thing with Max had changed his mind about a lot of things. Hope thought Ron didn’t see her give their houseguest looks, or that she’d blush and smile to herself when Max looked at her. They thought Ron was an idiot.

The only reason he hadn’t confronted Max yet was because he was fifty-fifty on Max knowing The Big Secret. Two years back, when Max and Ryder would have been seventeen or thereabouts, Ron liked to supposedly play poker with his buddies once a week. That was the story they came up with, and they stuck to it religiously. His friend Chad was a bachelor and they all kicked in to him to “host” every week, sometimes even actually playing a game or two at his house so they could take pictures to post on social media and keep the wives from guessing what was really going on. Not that Ron thought he was at fault, not really. Men had biological urges. Even the Bible said so. Sure, maybe the Bible didn’t mention much about running a regular train on Deke’s slutty secretary or one of Duane’s heifer-sized grocery clerks, but Ron figured he brought home the bacon, he deserved a second helping now and then.

One night, when he was jingling his keys in his hand on the sidewalk up to Duane’s, he saw a figure a block and a half away on a bike. Ron was nearly to the door before he thought the figure’s face was familiar, and turned to look again. He could never be quite sure, but it looked a hell of a lot like Max Richman, then tall and doughy and unkempt. But the bicyclist turned too soon for Ron to get a really good look and he was never sure afterward if his eyes played tricks on him or not. It was a big city and Duane’s place was nowhere near either the Richman household or Ron’s, where Max might be biking to visit Ryder. But what about their third friend, that big fat Black boy, Davey? Where did he live? Ron was never sure, but there had been no blowback, no sign from Max that he had seen anything out of the ordinary.

Ron let it go and almost forgot about the whole thing until Hope asked if Max could stay at their place. He thought he’d get big dopey Max aside and ask if he’d seen him coming down that street that day. It would be easy enough to laugh it off and say they were just playing poker. Now, though, after seeing this new Max, he wondered if that was a mistake. But did it really matter now? Hope already seemed to be slipping through his fingers, seduced by their fucking son’s friend, of all people. It was time to stop worrying about what Max might or might not know about Ron’s extracurricular activities and kick the arrogant teenager out.

So determined, he stormed into the trailer to find it empty. The dryer was running and both Max and Hope’s cars were outside. Close by, Ron thought, but not home. He walked by the computer nook on the way to the kitchen to get a beer and stopped. The computer was on and opened to Hope’s romance novel. Ron looked at the screen for a long moment, then at the fridge, then back at the computer. He dropped into the chair, watching the front door out of the corner of his eye as he jumped into his rarely-checked email. Never had Ron felt so clumsy and slow with a computer as in that moment as he composed a new email, addressed to himself. He attached a copy of the novel and sent it, then logged out of his email and left the computer screen back on the novel again.

He hurried out of the house to his truck, uneasy, unsure what he’d just felt or sensed inside his own house, but something had been different. Some change in the air, some sense being triggered he didn’t recognize on a conscious level.

The bar was a favorite of his, one of the last true dives left in America. Not some hipster dive, where people went to be ironic and drink overpriced IPAs out of goddamn mason jars, but a real bar, where half the pool balls were missing from the pool tables, the jukebox only had rock and country, and the drinks came from bottle, can, or a mug, like a fuckin’ man would want to drink out of. He recognized a few people bellying up to the bar, nodded to them, ordered a Pabst, and retreated to a well-worn booth to sit and read.

Ron took his time, skimming most of it. At first, he was relieved. It was boring nonsensical bullshit about some small town in the mountains and a couple who got stranded there. He almost gaslit himself into believing he’d been letting his imagination run away with him, but then the story changed sharply.. There was a third main character introduced into the story. A tall, sarcastic man, well-muscled and young.

Before he read any further, Ron went to the bar with wide, unseeing eyes and ordered a shot and another beer. He downed the shot right there and brought the beer back to the table to start reading again. Another twenty pages in, he fetched another couple of drinks, grinning a wide, humorless grin and never realizing he was doing it.

* * *

Hope blushed as Max leaned against the kitchen counter and stared at her ass. She felt happy and centered. Her mind was her own again. She knew the decision she was going to make. Max did too.

He came up behind her and moved a hand to either side of the countertop beside her own. He didn’t touch her, not quite, but he was so close to her he made her shiver. “You’re going to look so fucking beautiful on your knees for me, Hope.”

“I haven’t said yes yet,” she said, her voice nearly a moan.

“Yet,” he said, and she could feel him grinning without even having to look. “Your ass. Your pussy. Fuck, I’ve fantasized about you for so long.”

She twisted her head to look at him. “Who are you and what did you do to sweet Max?”

“Sweet Max is wondering what he’d find if he slipped his hand into your shorts. Would your pretty MILF cunt be wet for me, Hope?”

“C… c…” she stammered. Had he just called it…?

He leaned in and whispered it in her ear. “Your cunt, yes. Would it be wet if I sank my fingers inside you?”

They heard it at the same time. An engine. Hope turned, staring up at Max. She whispered, “Yes.”

“Yes to what?” he asked.

“Yes. I’d be wet.”

“Is that all you’re saying yes to?”

“No. To… to all of it.”

He loomed over her. “I told you, you’ll need to get on your knees and beg me for it.”

They heard thumps. Max backed off, still grinning, and Hope stared up at him. Tonight, she meant to say, but the screen door banged off the wall outside, making her jump and Max look sharply at the front door before it crashed inward.

Ron staggered in. He had an ugly sneer on his face and he wavered like he might fall at any moment. A bottle of liquor in his hands dropped to the carpet and he shouted, “You fucking whore.”

Hope gasped, and Max said quietly, “Get behind me and stay behind me.”

“I know your secrets,” Ron said. His country twang was even harsher drunk. “Your” became “yer” and “secret” became “secrit.” “You two have been fuckin’.”

“That’s not true, Ronald,” Max said, his voice calm. He started out of the kitchen, hands slightly up, as if to show he wasn’t armed or had anything in them. Hope wanted to pull him back but she was frozen in place. She’d never seen Ron this belligerently drunk before.

“Always fuckin’ laughing at me, aren’t you, Max? Well, I read what she wrote about you. Read the whole goddamn thing.” He spoke the word “goddamn” like “God damn,” and it almost made Hope laugh. “The whole last… last half is her fantasies. About you. Sucking you off. Making the good boyfriend watch outside their window. You cheating, lying bitch.”

“You can call me whatever you want,” Max said, “but you don’t dare talk to her that way.”

Ron chuckled wetly. “Fuck you, Maxie. I’ll call that bitch whatev-”

Max moved so fast that it stunned Hope. He dropped Ron with a hard right. Had Ron been sober he might have stood up and fought. Hope knew he could. He’d been in a few scraps and usually came out ahead. But now he crashed to the floor, cradled his head… and sobbed.

“Cheated on me!” he blubbered. “You broke our vows and you cheated on me! With… with our son’s friend! With a fucking teenager!”

“I didn’t cheat on you, Ron,” Hope said. She stepped out of the kitchen, hands folded in front of her. She felt giddy. Free. “At least not yet.”

Max looked at her and grinned. “On your knees, then.”

“Yes, Max,” she said, her throat thick with lust.

Max lifted Ron bodily and threw him at the couch. Ron toppled into it and crashed on his ass, staring between them, tears streaming down his face. Hope came to Max as he dug out his phone and slid slowly to her knees, drawing his shorts and boxers down with her as she went. Max’s big cock flopped out, and she shivered in anticipation.

“What the fuck…?” Ron asked.

“Here’s the deal, Ronald,” Max said as Hope took him in hand and kissed his shaft lovingly. “You don’t deserve to watch your slut wife finally get what she deserves. A real man’s cock in her hot MILF cunt.”

Hope giggled and took him deeper inside her mouth. He was hardening and so big that she was going to have trouble taking even half of him in her mouth. But she planned on getting lots and lots of practice.

Ron let out a moan and Max continued. “But I’m not going to let you leave either. I think you’ll spend the night in my old room while I fuck Hope in your bed all night long. Then you can get the fuck out. But you’re staying until then and you know why.” He held out the phone for emphasis. Hope never saw what was on it. Never cared. But Max had something big on her husband. “I’ve got pictures and video. You’re not touching her and you’re not interfering with this. Go on now. Go to your room.”

Ron tried to push off the couch but couldn’t keep his balance. He crashed to his knees, gasping, “Baby, no, don’t do this, don’t…” but he was already gone to Hope.

“There’s one other thing,” Max said as he reached down to stroke Hope’s cheek. “I’m going to be fucking your wife bareback. When I get her pregnant again, my kids with her are going to need somewhere to stay.” He glanced aside at a horrified Ron. “You don’t mind, do you, old buddy?”

Ron gasped and crawled across the floor even faster, Hope still ignoring him as she choked on Max’s cock. She cupped one of his enormous balls, marveling at the size of him, at the assuredness, and she sucked him harder, her pretty face moving up and down his shaft with growing eagerness. Max stroked her cheek and turned the phone on her.

“Going to get a picture now, Hope,” he said. “Give me a big smile.”

She did, and the camera app clicked. She came off him and nuzzled his monstrous cock’s tip with her lips and cheek, smiling as he took more pictures. “I’m yours, Max.”

“Beg.”

She worked at the button son her blouse, showing off inch by inch of her tanned skin to him along with her red bra. The underwire pushed her big breasts up, offering them to him as he snapped more pictures while she made out with his cock.

“Please,” she whispered. “Take me.”

“You can do better than that,” Max said.

She dropped the blouse behind her and reached behind her back for the clasp to the bra. It dropped, showing off her big MILF tits capped off by thick dark nipples. Breasts that would be full of milk again soon, she thought to herself, blushing.

“Fuck me, Max,” she said as he leaned down to drive his slick cock through the valley of her tits. She cupped them for him and squeezed them around his long cock. “Fuck my boobs, my mouth, and then fuck my… m-my…”

“Your what?” he asked.

“My pussy,” she whimpered. “My… my cunt.”

“And do what to it?” he asked, pumping steadily through her tits.

She spat on his big bulbous tip and looked back up at him. “Make me pregnant again.”

“Breed you.”

“Yessss,” she said as Ron moaned in Ryder’s old bedroom.

“Say it, Hope. Beg your son’s best friend to breed you.”

“Breed me. Give me a baby.” She rocked with the fantasy, fucking him with her tits as she stared up into her eyes. The words began to fall out faster and faster as she realized the fantasy could and would be reality. “Give me all the babies you want. We’ll make Ron raise them, but my body is yours, it’s yours, Max, use me, take me however you want, fuck me, breed me, please, I’m begging you.”

He quieted her by standing upright and driving his cock between her lips and deep into her mouth. She stared up at him as he swept his hand through her big blown-out hair and gripped a fistful of it. He fucked her face with hard, short thrusts, gagging her as he hit her tonsils.

“You’re one of mine now,” he said. “No other cock touches you but mine.”

“Ors!” she gasped around him, then made a “gluck!” sound as he filled her mouth again and again. “Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” Ron had never used her mouth like this. She loved it. Her hand shot to her shorts and she unzipped them to drive a hand into them and play with herself.

Her other hand went to his slick shaft and wrapped around it. Her wedding ring caught her eye and held her transfixed as it bobbed back and forth. The symbol of eternity, of the vows Hope held sacred until just days ago. Even if Ron hadn’t staggered through the door in a fit of rage, she still would have done this with Max. That bullet had been fired the moment she agreed to let Max stay at her house.

Max filled her mouth again and again with his dick as she stared at the glittering gold. Her marriage was over. Her life as a good wife was over. Now she was Max’s dark bride, or one of them, anyways. Now she was his for sin. Her soul was cracked, broken, and remade.

And she was happy.

She smiled up at him as he aimed the phone at her, filming a video now as he fucked her beautiful face. Her lipstick stained his first few inches and by now her mascara must be running from the tears brought on by the lack of oxygen every time he shoved deep inside her mouth. She wondered if his other sluts could suck his cock deeper than her. She wondered if they would teach her how.

“That’s it, Hope, that’s it, such a good cocksucker,” Max told her. “I’m going to come down your throat and then I’m taking you to bed.” He glanced all around him and sneered. “We’re not staying here, though. Fuck this little tin can. Your man should have been providing for you better than this years ago. You’ll move in with us. The others will love to have you on your knees every morning waking them up with your tongue in their cunts.”

“Glurk!” Hope agreed happily.

“Oh, you like that? Have you ever been with another woman?” Hope tried to nod as best she could. “Choke once for yes, twice for no.”

“URK!”

“Well, fuck,” Max said, and chuckled. “I didn’t have you pegged for the type.”

Oh, how she could tell him things. Later. She’d show him and the rest of his sluts – she was a slut now, she was his slut, oh God, oh this was crazy – just what she could do, fantasies she could make reality. She thought of Laura, the teacher, licking her pussy. Becky, the sexpot. Marie, the stay-at-home wife like her. Isabella, the actress. All of them drinking from her, licking her, taking her while Max watched.

She came for the first time that night, her body quivering, her eyes squeezing shut.

“Did you come?” Max asked.

“GLURT!” Hope choked out. He let her off him for a moment, and she gasped for air as spittle ran down her chin. “I came, I came for you…”

“Oh Ron,” Max called. “Your wife just came sucking my dick. Did she ever come when she was sucking yours?” He raised an eyebrow at Hope and smirked.

“Never. I didn’t like sucking his cock. It was dirty. It wasn’t the sort of things good girls do.”

Max leaned down and gripped her chin. He kissed her, his tongue diving into her mouth and then back out. He said, “In my house, good girls do all sorts of dirty things. Are you going to be my good MILF girl, Hope?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Say… oh… say, ‘Yes, Daddy, I’m going to be your good MILF girl.’”

Was this really Max? Her son’s sweet friend?

“Yes, Daddy,” she said, and slid her fingers back into her pussy again. “I’m going to be your good MILF girl.”

“Good slut,” Max said, and kissed her again. “Now suck my cock again and don’t stop until I’m filling that belly with come.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Hope whimpered.

She swallowed his length, staring up at him. He built up a rhythm again, taking her face with short, powerful thrusts that left her squirming in place. Her cheeks hollowed out and she was sure now her makeup was in ruins.

Her fingers played at her folds and her clit fast and hard. Never had Hope felt this turned on. It was like she’d been hit with the purest cocaine. She jacked his cock as she sucked him with loud slurps and gasps. From Ryder’s old bedroom she heard her husband moan again but she was beyond caring about him even in the slightest. She belonged heart and soul to Max.

“I’m coming now,” Max told her. “Take every drop and swallow it like the good girl you are.”

She stared up at him, eyes watery but determined. He pulled back to her lips, his hand joining hers, and they jacked him off together into her mouth, her eyes rolling up as the salty, bitter come filled her mouth. Swallowing for Ron always was the rarest treat, even rarer than anal, but with Max, she was desperate to do it for him, to drink down every drop. And she did, too, only a dollop escaping her lips when Max pulled out of her mouth. She scooped it up with her finger and licked it down, grinning up at him.

“Fuck,” Max moaned, and there, for just a second, was the teenager, astonished and goofy. It made her love him all the more.

He brought her to her feet, her shorts dropping along the way. He stared at her in her panties, then hurried out of his shirt. It was still such a strange transformation, seeing Max with muscles now, but she wasn’t so shocked that she didn’t lean in and run her tongue along the grooves. He finished dropping her panties, then turned her towards the master bedroom, his face against her neck as he walked her there. She moaned and arched upwards, feeling free, feeling dark and wild.

Max got her on the bed and followed her onto the mattress and to the pillows. He dropped and nuzzled her trimmed mound and her soaked pussy lips, fat and full for him. Her back arched as his tongue slid through her depths. Her son’s best friend was eating her out, she thought with mad glee. Whatever debris there would be from this, she didn’t care. Not any longer. This nineteen-year-old stud wanted her.

Max ate Hope with skilled precision, his eyes dancing when he looked up at her. By now he must have had lots of practice with his four sluts. Five now, Hope supposed, because she would do anything for Max to be a part of his dark circle.

“Anytime. Anywhere,” she said, putting voice to her thoughts. “I’m yours, Max, I’m yours, ohhhh, your tongue feels so good…”

He moved to her big hooded clit, his thumbs brushing it as his tongue worked her into a frenzy. Her back arched and she twisted side to side.

“Oh, ahhhh, oh, oh Max, mm, you’re ama… amazing at thiiis.”

He grinned and lashed her clit with his tongue. His big skilled fingers teased not just her sensitive button but the skin around it. Goosepimples rose on her skin as her lust built and built.

“Yes!” she wailed. “Lick my… my…”

“Your clit,” Max said against her skin. “Your pussy. Your cunt. Say it, Hope.”

“Lick my clit! Lick my c… my cunt! Agggh! Maaaax!”

An orgasm hit her so hard she bucked like she was riding a horse. She thrashed at the bedding around her before one hand latched onto Max’s hair and twisted it between her fingers.

“Oh God oh God aaaagh, ah ah, Maaaax!”

His tongue did such magic to her, the pleasure a constant rising tide within her core and spreading through the whole of her body. Every bit of her sparked to life as he licked, sucked, and teased her clit, from her pussy to her spine to her fingertips. Even the follicles of her hair seemed to be dancing a jig to Max’s skill.

“My son’s… friend…” she gurgled, her eyes rolling up and nearly crossing. “Ryder’s… friend… licking… my pussy… m-my c-cunt… ahh… ahhhh, Ron, he’s making me… making me… feel… so… good!”

She heard a sob from Ron as the orgasm hit her. Gone was her self-loathing at her betrayal. Now her husband’s pain was her pleasure and it only added to the wild sensations of the moment. Without pause, Max slipped his hands beneath her thick thighs and lifted her until she was resting on her back and her shoulders, his tongue sliding down across her pussy, across the sensitive flesh between it and her bud, and then he was licking her, licking what no other man had ever licked or kissed before.

“Lick… my butt! He’s licking my butt!”

“Your ass,” Max growled.

“My ass! My ass!”

“Your big perfect MILF ass.”

“My MILF ass! He’s li… lick… oh, FUCK!” Hope yelled. Max’s tongue speared her asshole, and the sensation was strange and wonderful and she never wanted this to end.

“I’m going to fuck this ass soon,” Max said, and licked her again.

“Yes! Nnnnngh! Yes! It’s yours. It’s your ass now, baby! Fuck! My! Ass!”

She thrashed as best she could as he tongued her deep and hard. Her legs kicked at the air, her hands shot to her big breasts and teased the nipples hard and fast. Max returned his mouth to her pussy and pleasure shattered her mind. She sailed on a sea of sensations, Max’s tongue, Max’s fingers, Max’s words.

She was only barely aware of him above her, his cock in his hand, her feet back on the mattress again. He gripped her cheeks and kissed her. “Are you with me, Hope?” he asked.

“I’m yours, I’m your slut now, I’m yours, I’m yours,” she chanted, tears of pleasure streaming down her cheeks. “Take me Max, oh my God, I need you so much…”

“Here it comes, then, Hope.” He pressed his cockhead to her entrance. “I’m going to fuck you, and I’m going to come inside you.”

“Do it, please, give me your baby, give me a baby, I want to be pregnant for you, oh, oh, ohhhh fuck!”

Hope could have counted the number of times she said “fuck” in her life with her fingers and toes but as Max sheathed himself inside her warm, welcoming embrace, the word spilled out of her, a staccato of swearing that would have sent her mother into fits.

“Nnnngh, fuck, fuck, so fucking big, so big, so fucking big, big inside me, going to make me pregnant, going to, ahhhh, going to fuck a baby into me, Ron, Ron he’s inside me, he’s fucking me so deeeeeep!”

Unlike the skill he’d shown with his tongue, Max let raw, savage need take over while he fucked Hope. He pounded into her with hard, fast strokes that slammed the headboard against the flimsy trailer walls. Her pussy accepted every inch of him, his skin slapping against hers. She clung to him like he might drive her through the wall and out into the grass beyond. Her hands linked behind his neck, her legs vined around his. All she could do was hang on and enjoy it.

His stamina was insane. Ron wouldn’t have lasted five minutes fucking her that intensely but it seemed like Max could go all night if he wanted. He drove into her again and again and again, slowing only to suck her tits into his mouth or kiss her. Those kisses were hot, hungry things, claiming her with his mouth as much as his cock.

The orgasms strung along like fireworks popping off inside her. She couldn’t count them. Her brain was so far gone that even basic addition seemed beyond her. She gasped as Max pulled out of her, thinking that was it, that he was going to come on her belly or her tits, but no, he was simply moving her, adjusting his MILF toy for the next round of hard fucking by taking her to the edge of the bed and throwing her legs over his shoulders. His pace was still so damn hard and fast, his cock jackhammering inside her, their bodies making such lewd noises.

“Max, oh, oh God, Max, I’m coming again, I’m coming again,” she whimpered. It was the extent of the noise she could make and the first rational words she’d been able to speak in minutes. Her voice was hoarse from her wails of pleasure and the earlier blowjob. She ached to have his cock in her mouth again. Ached for him to take her ass. Ached for him to come deep inside her.

He loomed over her, her young lover, the devil in her house. Only now was he beginning to show signs that he was close, his tremors building, his hands rough on her skin.

“Come for me, Max, come inside me, please,” she whispered.

His movements became erratic, his cock jerking inside her. “Hope. Fuck. Hope….”

“Yes, yes, make me one of them, make me one of yours, forever and ever, Max…”

“Mine,” he grunted happily.

“Yours,” she agreed.

* * *

Ron staggered out of the guest bathroom, his mouth gummy and tasting like shit, his head hurting so bad it blinded him. He hoped the visions from the night before, the wickedness, had all been a terrible nightmare, but right away, he saw the bottle of liquor on the floor.

And he heard something.

Like his wife had noticed before him, the whole trailer vibrated with the rhythm of sex. He hoped it was Hope exercising but he knew in his heart what he’d see as he moved one reluctant foot after the other.

The door was closed. He opened it to his wife on her side, facing the door. Max was behind her, arms wrapped around her, one hand squeezing one of her big tits, the other at her mound. His cock was buried in her cunt to the balls, spreading her pussy lips obscenely wide around him. She bulged with him inside her, and her thighs and face were caked with dried come.

The young man didn’t so much as look at Ron, but Hope did. Ron thought about going for the gun he kept in the bedroom closet. But he saw something that broke his spirit, then and forever. It sent him reeling backwards, his guts writhing.

Hope smiled.


Nico, or Bad Blood

While Becky bounced happily on Max, her big belly and tits bobbing with her every drop, an exhausted Hope told the four of them, “I know who Max should take next.”

“Dick, big dick, nnnnngh…” Becky moaned, ignoring all of them. Her milk had come in again and Max’s eyes were glued to the rivulets of it leaking down her big breasts.

“Are we adding more to the harem?” Isabella asked crossly.

“Laura, spank her,” Max said. “Hope, lick her ass when she’s done.”

“How is that a punishment?” Marie asked.

“Sh, I like it,” Isabella said, getting onto her knees and wiggling her ass for her two lovers.

While Laura gave her five lazy spankings, Max said to Hope, “Who?”

“C-cock feels… so much better… pregnant,” Becky stuttered out. She cupped one of her big tits and brought it to her lips, licking the dollop of milk that had beaded there.

Hope got on her knees too and massaged Isabella’s ass. The two had something of a friendly rivalry going on, since Hope’s ass was nearly as thick and juicy as Isabella’s. “Right before you and I hooked up,” she said, and leaned down for a long lick of Isabella’s bud. “Right before… right…”

“Focus,” Max said, smirking.

“Gonna come! Gonna com!” Becy bellowed.

“It’s a madhouse in here,” Marie said with dreamy delight.

Hope licked Isabella’s asshole again and peeked up over her backside. “Right. I was at the gym, the day before…” She licked Isabella again. Laura gently pulled her away and took her place so Hope could finish her story. “Um. The gym. I saw Nico Merlini working out there.”

“What?” Max asked.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, gonna be… a big… one!” Becky wailed. “Oh, FUCK!”

“I got her,” Marie said, and pulled a quaking Becky off Max to dive down and lap at her wet pussy. Hope jumped on the opening and grabbed Max’s cock before a scrambling Isabella could get to him. Hope settled onto him, riding him with long rolls of her thick hips.

“Nico Merlini,” Laura said. Then her eyes widened. As one, she and Max said, “Stephen Merlini’s mother.”

Hope nodded. “I wasn’t sure at first. Her hair’s a lot shorter. Still a perfect ten.” She glanced around, blushing. There was still a hint of innocence and abashedness to her. “Like all of you.”

“You too, babe,” Laura said.

“Who’s Stephen M…?” Isabella started to ask, then she remembered. “Wait. Your bully?”

“The guy I pretended to let bully me,” Max said. He considered that. “Okay, yeah, that’s splitting hairs. But that’s him.”

“Jesus,” Isabella said.

Everybody stopped fucking except Hope. Laura said softly, “She is crazy hot.”

“That nose,” Max said, grabbing Hope’s waist and fucking up into her harder. “On a shorter face, it wouldn’t work. But with those big eyes and those lips…”

“Fuck,” Laura said. “Okay. I’m in.”

“No more running out on us, though, Max,” Becky said. “You jerk.”

“I promise,” Max said. He thought about it, then amended, “Unless the MILF is really, really, ridiculously hot.”

“Max!” at least three of them exclaimed.

* * *

Nico Merlini knew a setup when she saw one. That was why when that good Southern mom Hope walked in with Max Richman, she was instantly on point.

Three times over the years Nico had to come into the principal’s office to deal with her son Stephen’s bullying of the enormous young man. Back then, Max was tall and overweight. Not grossly fat, but chubby. He was a slow speaker and played up the role of the victim, but Nico always thought there was something strange about Max. She could never pin down what, but if she could have spoken to Hope’s soon-to-be-ex-husband Ron, she would have realized what it was because he had the exact same feeling. It was like Max was laughing at the world behind his dopey exterior.

Beyond those meetings, she didn’t know much about hm, except that he was a favorite for Stephen’s tormenting. Nico didn’t like her son. That shamed her to admit but he was as vicious and ugly as her ex-husband Pietro. Not ugly in a physical sense, but a spiritual one. Once upon a time, she tried to raise her son right. Tried to make him into a good boy and a good man. But by age four, he was kicked out of every good preschool in the city for kicking and biting. By seven, no private school would take him for the same reason. Therapy didn’t work. Discipline bounced right off him. Slowly she sank into bribery – be good at Grandma’s and I’ll get you a new video game. Get Bs in class – he was never going to be an A student – and we’ll go to the amusement park with two or three of your friends.

By his preteens, Stephen was lost. Nico didn’t want to give up on her child, the only one they could have because her idiot husband got in a prison fight and was kicked in the dick so hard it broke something inside him. But Stephen ground Nico down, and anything left of the well-meaning, kindhearted teenager she might have been when she was eighteen and giving birth to him was gone now. She was a husk, a bitter woman running on wine and the hopes that someday Stephen might leave the roost. She hated herself for that, but she hated that Stephen became a bully and a vicious human being even more.

Now, finally, he was gone. Her ex-husband Pietro spent much of Stephen’s formative years running grifts and serving out the consequences. When Stephen turned eighteen, Pietro promised to show his boy the wonders of the white-collar world and all the suckers who inhabited it. No investment or banking firm in the world would hire Pietro on, but through his son, he could continue his legacy of get-rich quick schemes and criminal behavior. Nico gave Stephen a limp speech about being careful, that a con man was always going to be a con man, and that he had the world in front of him and could choose to do anything he wanted. He told her she was a bitch, and she couldn’t keep him from his father.

Nico saw him out the door, made a pitcher of margaritas, and called to have the locks changed on the house.

Now, here was a reminder of that life in Max Richman, and to a lesser extent, Hope. Nico felt both shame and anger. Sure, the shame was buried deep, deep, deep in the soot-covered walls of her heart and soul, but it was there, pricking at her. That in turn fueled her anger. Did they come to torture her? To make her right the wrongs of the demon that was her child? Well, fuck them. She wasn’t going anywhere. They could laugh or do whatever the hell they liked, but Nico Merlini would not give them the pleasure of dredging up her shitty mothering abilities.

Her intention of ignoring them lasted exactly as long as it took for Hope, the mother of one of Stephen’s classmates and a friend of Max’s, if Nico remembered correctly, to move behind him and take off his hoodie in a most unusual way. She wrapped her arms around him from behind and tugged down the zipper, her fingers trailed down his chest as she went. Nice blinked at that and then refocused on her treadmill. She heard Max say something and Hope laugh sultrily. Then they disappeared into the locker rooms and came back out dressed and ready to work out.

Hope looked incredible. Her exercise shorts stretched over her thick thighs and juicy ass, and her tank top and sports bra promised plenty of curves up top too. Nico admired the glow of her tanned skin. It looked natural. Nico had to use a spray-on. She burned far too easily to get a proper natural tan.

Hope had always been a delicious Southern treat from what Nico could remember from the days when she still tried to participate in the motherly school events. But Max’s transformation was nothing short of astonishing, and Nico couldn’t help but stare. Gone was all his extra weight. Not a bit of it was left, save maybe a little softness around his gut. He wasn’t shredded exactly, not like a bodybuilder, but it was readily apparent he’d been putting in some serious time in the gym. His face used to be too soft to be called handsome, but now it held a natural charm to it, sort of sweet but sexy all at once.

This was her son’s classmate, she thought. His victim most weeks. And she was ogling his biceps and his well-muscled ass in his basketball shorts.

Nico felt no particular guilt about her lust. Max was nineteen or twenty, legal and ripe for the plucking. It was an intriguing idea, fucking someone that young. When the divorce was finalized with Pietro in prison, she celebrated with a yummy grad student at the college where a friend’s husband taught. But that had been a decade ago. She deserved another young stud, she thought to herself.

Her mind and mood snapped back into place when she realized what was happening. The pair of them weren’t shy about glancing in Nico’s direction, smirking as they started their workouts together. They flirted often with each other and Nico watched it out of the corner of her eye, trying to decide if it was a show or if was real. If it was a show, they were good actors. If they weren’t and they made this a regular thing, that was going to be interesting.

Max and Hope definitely planned on making it a regular thing.

* * *

Home for Nico was not the palatial estate that Pietro once provided her with when he got her pregnant at eighteen and they married. He came from a nouveau riche family who came into their money during the dot com boom. It seemed at the time they would be set for life, but then had come the Great Recession and almost all their family money vanished overnight. Stil, on paper, Pietro’s income should have been more than enough to support them and little Stephen. Oh, how wrong she was.

Right about the time the bank not-so-politely asked for the keys was when Nico began to suspect something was rotten in the state of Denmark. That was about the same time that Pietro told her there would be some questions from the FBI about their financial affairs. At first she thought the claims were outrageous. She still loved Pietro then and believed in him. That didn’t last long.

By his second incarceration, she and Stephen downsized to a Cape Cod, still nice, still comfortable. By the third time Pietro landed in prison, the divorce was finalized and she came into what little alimony he could afford her. Nico further downsized to a shotgun shack in urban hell. She couldn’t take that, and set about the task of becoming an insurance agent, a process she was surprised to learn she liked. Her job was the brightest point of her day apart from her best friend Samantha, and she was a solid, if unspectacular, saleswoman. She saved money hand over fist, eventually buying a nicer home in suburbia. It wasn’t a mansion but it was enough for her and her son.

With Stephen gone, it was just her now. Thirty-eight and all alone in the world, partially of her own doing. She had family in distant New Bainbridge but they had shunned her a long time ago when Pietro talked them into a fifty-thousand-dollar investment opportunity that almost immediately took a bath.

There were friends, namely Samantha. She was a fellow hot mom and the stay-at-home wife of the local college’s vice-president. Unlike Nico, Samantha’s children were the picture of perfection, to the point where it was downright spooky. Of college age now, they were polite, mostly, had manners, had friends who didn’t like to set things on fire, and though they sparred with their parents verbally their blowups were disgustingly normal.

After her run-in with Max and Hope at the gym, Nico called Samantha on her way home to fill her in. Samantha was just putting some cookies in the oven. Her friend was so much a suburban mom cliché that it amused Nico in a dark way, but sometimes too she liked to imagine her life as that suburban mom, with a child or two or three.

Samantha listened, and said with genuine astonishment, “One of the young men Stephen bullied, and she’s…”

“A mother of their classmate, yes,” Nico said. “I think they were having some fun at my expense but the whole thing was weird.”

“Did you talk to them?”

“No, they didn’t say anything to me, and what was I going to say to them? Oh hello, good to see you, hope my demon spawn didn’t leave you with permanent emotional scars?”

“How bad did it get with him?”

Nico took a long breath and let it out slowly. “Well, what I know and what actually happened that I didn’t hear about are two different things, but a lot of verbal abuse. Calling him fat and stupid. Stephen couldn’t do much to him physically. Max was always a big boy, but I know he shoved him around, maybe hit him.”

“I’m…” Samantha trailed off.

“Sorry?” Nico asked, smiling bitterly. “Why apologize to me? I’m the mother of his monster.”

“Because I know how bad you had it too,” Samantha said quietly. “Maybe this is a chance to make amends.”

“Maybe. I don’t know. I just… needed to tell someone.”

“It’s not your fault, Nico.”

“It is though, isn’t it? I gave up on him. His victims are as much my fault as his.”

“I love you,” Samantha said, sniffing.

“You are so infuriatingly sappy. I’m hanging up. This got weird.”

She did just that, scowling. She didn’t call Samantha for sympathy. She called because she wanted to laugh at how weird the whole thing had been. She didn’t need sympathy.

Nico didn’t need anybody.

* * *

They were back the next time Nico came into the gym. Max was doing plank pull-throughs with some impressively heavy dumbbells, his shoulders flexing and releasing and drawing Nico’s eyes for a long minute. Hope was on her back doing glute bridge marches. The vee of her legs faced Nico, and she could see the distinct outline of Hope’s prominent sex against the fabric of her exercise shorts. It made Nico shiver.

She had never been with another woman. She and Samantha had come close to kissing a few times, especially when they had too much to drink. Sometimes, she thought – or maybe hoped – they were headed towards an illicit affair. Samantha’s husband Joshua, she knew, had a little trouble getting it up without a pill. Nico’s friend was usually okay with that, but it made spur of the moment sexual cravings an impossibility. She also had a way of implying sex with Joshua was good, but maybe a little vanilla, which was no surprise given the man played the part of the good Christian conservative to the letter. Nico bet sex with him was purely missionary style with the lights off. In any case, the way Samantha looked at Nico sometimesb like she was starving and Nico was her next meal, drove her wild. But Samantha was an otherwise happily married woman, so this thing with Hope was intriguing.

Nico thought about that view of Hope’s pussy through her shorts as she changed in the locker room. It was undeniably hot, and that irritated her more. She came out to Max having changed up his routine to doing curls. Doubtless this was for her benefit too. He smirked as she walked straight towards him and his friend’s mother.

“What are you two doing?” Nico snapped.

“Working out,” Max said. “Bicep curls, specifically.”

From the floor, Hope said, “He focuses too much on his shoulders and his arms.”

“They’re my best feature,” Max said.

“Oh honey, no,” Hope said. “That’s your ass.”

Max grinned and looked over his shoulder at the full-length mirror. “It’s really not bad, is it?”

“Noooope,” Hope said.

“I asked what you’re doing!” Nico said, nearly shouting. She realized they were drawing a lot of attention and blushed. Quieter, she added, “Are you here to torture me about Stephen? I’ve apologized for his behavior. I’ll apologize for it again. I’m sorry. He’s a bully and that’s on me. I get that.”

Hope stood up and smiled brightly as she ran a hand over Max’s ass. “Oh no. We’re not here to torture you, Nico.”

“We’re here because I want you,” Max said.

The words didn’t register. Nico was too busy staring at Hope’s hand on his ass for them to compute. Finally she looked up and said, “What? Want me? For what?”

Hope giggled. “You’ll figure it out.”

Nico’s eyes narrowed but she didn’t bother responding to that. Instead, she turned away from them, confused and angry. He wanted her? Like… he wanted her as in he found her sexy? Not a chance she would ever go for that. Ever.

Fuck, though, he did have a great ass now.

Nico made a point of avoiding them the rest of her workout, even going so far as to work out at stations that held no interest for her but which faced away from the pair. She caught a look at herself in a massive wall-mounted mirror and frowned even harder. In leggings and a sports bra, she looked good, especially given how much she’d been working her abs and butt lately. Her tits on her slim frame had always seemed much larger than they actually were, and their natural bounce still tended to draw every guy’s eyes even around women fifteen years younger than her. She liked her new hairstyle too. Nico had been worried that the shorter length would give her the “I’m a mom in my forties and I’ve given up” look that she remembered from her mother’s friends in her childhood. But the neck-length silkiness worked well for her. She looked as fierce as her soul.

Nico shook her head. Why the hell was she taking a self-inventory at that moment? Did she really care what the fuck Max Richman and Hope-whatever-her-name-was thought about her looks?

A guy came towards her, a huge shit-eating grin on his face as he watched her do goblet squats, and she snapped, “Fuck. Off.”

The guy whipped right back around. It lifted her spirits immeasurably.

When Nico was finished with her workout, she glanced around casually. Max and Hope were gone, but she hadn’t seen them leave. Getting dressed then. She gave it three or four minutes, but still didn’t see them. Maybe she just hadn’t noticed them sneaking out the door.

She headed for the women’s locker room, sweaty and exhausted. The workout had been intense, driven by her irritation with Max and Hope – and maybe being turned on by them was a factor too. She couldn’t push herself like that every time she got pissed off or else she’d hurt something.

The women’s locker room was devoid of people at first glance, but Hope’s workout gear was resting on one of the benches. In the shower, maybe. Nico didn’t care. She started to strip out of her bra before she heard it. A man’s voice. Max’s voice.

“Fuck.”

“Oh what the hell?” Nico asked.

She raced towards the showers. The curtains were open on all of them save one at the end. Nico hesitated, then yanked it open and got the shock of her life.

Hope was on her knees, wet auburn hair matted to her back, slurping on what was the biggest cock Nico had ever seen. Max’s cock. Max’s barely legal cock. Max’s very fucking huge barely legal cock. It looked like he was shoving a tall meaty soda can stretching Hope’s mouth wide..

“Jesus!” Nico shouted. Holy shit, she’d seen apples smaller than his shaven balls bouncing merrily back and forth.

Hope popped off his cock with a slurp and pointed it towards Nico. “Want a taste?”

“You… you… this is the women’s locker room! You can’t… you…”

Holy fucking shit that thing was a monster.

“You’re… you’re his classmate’s mom. He’s barely… barely…”

“Nineteen. And legal,” Hope said, and gave him a long lick.

Max grasped his cock and jerked it, aiming it back at Hope’s face. Nico yanked the curtain closed again, and shivered when Max called lazily, “Give me two minutes and I’ll glaze her face. And yours, if you want to join in.”

Nico grabbed her clothes out of her locker, slammed it shut, and ran out of there.

* * *

The image stuck with her. Max, her son’s favored victim, with his hand wrapped around his length, aiming it at beautiful Hope’s face. It invaded her every waking thought, and even her sleeping ones. She dreamed of Max, of Hope, of Max taking dumbbells from Nico’s hands and lifting her up to drop her on his cock right in the middle of the gym. She woke moaning to the idea.

Work made for a fine distraction. A small start-up in town was looking to insure their new building but the owners were new to small businesses and needed some step-by-step guidance. They were so pathetically eager to believe everything that came from Nico’s mouth. She could have upsold them on everything, and nearly did. But goddamn Max Richman wormed his way into her mind and she thought about a meeting a long time ago with his mother, a woman nearly as beaten down by her personal life as Nico.

How can you sit there and take pride in who your son is? Debra Richman asked.

Who do you think you are to judge me? Nico asked in response. But the question bit, and it bit hard. Deb’s words echoed in her head over and over again.

She heard about Debra and her husband – Andrew? – dying in a car accident. It was a tragic thing that had shocked even her, and she thought she was beyond all emotion. There had even been a long, crazy moment when she debated going to the funeral. They were not friends, not even close, but they had been linked. Nico had felt the seed of something. Guilt. Remorse. Something.

Now, that guilt, bolstered by her own conflicted feelings towards Stephen, broke through the earth and began to rise towards the sun.

“Give me one second,” Nico said to her would-be clients. She stood up and went to her office door to close it. What she was about to do was possibly firable. Goddamn Debra Richman. Goddamn Max Richman. Goddamn Hope. Goddamn her son. Goddamn Pietro.

And most of all, goddamn herself for a lifetime of fucking awful decisions.

She sat back behind her desk, sighed, and began to explain to her dazed clients that most of what she talked about wasn’t strictly necessary. She detailed what they would actually need and the extraneous insurances that she thought were a wise investment, though not necessary.

They looked at each other when she finished, then back at her. The woman said in disbelief, “You tried to lie to us.”

“At first,” Nico said, swallowing back the bile in her throat. “You’re… not wrong.”

“Why tell us the truth now?” the man said in his irritatingly whiny voice.

“I don’t know. I felt… guilty.” She said the word like it was poisonous, actually fighting back a grimace. True, once upon a time Nico did feel guilty about a lot of things, but now the word was as foreign to her as Nepalese cuisine.

“We’re taking our business elsewhere,” the man said, and stood to leave. They stormed out of there, slamming the door on the way out.

Nico dropped her head into her hands and was still rubbing her temples when her boss Arla walked in. “Nico? What was that about?”

“I bombed the sale.” On purpose, she almost added, gritting her teeth.

“Ohhh. Well. Want to talk about it?”

“Not really, Arla.”

“Okay, well, um, cheer up, huh? We’ll get the next one.”

Nico gave her boss a thumbs-up, and fought the urge to scream.

Once she got off work, she called Samantha to ask if she wanted to meet up for a drink. “Or ten,” she snarled.

“Oof. What happened?”

“I lost a slam-dunk new account.”

“Ohhh no. This weekend?”

Shit. Nico was hoping to get nice and hammered that night. “That works.”

“Does it? Now you sound pissed at me.”

“It’s fine,” Nico said.

“Nico-”

“I said it’s fine. I shouldn’t have…” She sighed. “It’s fine. Really.”

“You know you can talk to me. What’s-?”

“I need to go. I’ve got a call.”

“No you don’t.”

“Can we pretend that I do?” Nico asked.

“Fine. But we’re making it lunch and drinks. Carbs and alcohol.”

“Sure.”

“Don’t be surly, it’s not my fault.”

She was right and Nico knew it. “Sorry.”

There was a pause, and Samantha said, “What did you just say?”

“Aaaaagh.”

“You said you’re sorry.”

“And meant it. It was shitty of me to be grumpy with you. So I said… yeah, sorry. Don’t make me regret it.”

“My God. What happened to you?”

“I’m hanging up now.”

Nico did just that and wanted to throw her phone at the wall. It wasn’t fair to take out her anger on her best friend. She knew what she was doing when she called Samantha, though. She was looking for someone to take her aggression out on.

A flash of Hope on her knees with a mouthful of Max’s huge cock sprang to mind. Okay. Maybe she didn’t need to take her aggression out on someone. Maybe she just really, really, really needed to get laid.

“Fuck,” she muttered, and dropped the phone on her desk.

* * *

The next time Nico saw Max at the gym, it wasn’t Hope fawning all over him. It was an absolutely stunning blonde in skintight leggings and a strappy sports bra that nearly showed off the sides of her big breasts.

“Oh what the hell is this?” Nico groused to herself as she saw them doing slow, easy squats, passing off a medicine ball before each of them knelt.

Another person might have averted running into the pair in another locker room situation by dressing for the gym at home, but Nico was not going to let them have that victory. Nor was she going to dress down and avoid their attention. If anything, she dressed even sexier since Max started this game, in shorter shorts and a crop top that showed off her abs. It gave her a thrill of savage pleasure when Max glanced in her direction as she came out of the locker room and stared for a long moment before the blonde nudged his leg and grinned. Like Hope, she was a gorgeous woman, with an hourglass figure and a soft face emphasized by soulful doe eyes.

“Nico, right?” the blonde called as Nico stormed by on her way to the treadmills.

Nico ignored her and set about her workout. She knew she couldn’t work out with the same furious intensity as the last time, but it was tempting to simply crank up the speed and incline until her legs burned. Instead, she forced herself to warm up to a rock playlist on her phone, her eyes forward, irritation and lust swirling inside her.

When she switched to a rowing machine, she saw them doing goblet squats together. For once, they were unaware that Nico was watching, their eyes locked on each other, the blonde blushing. As she knelt with a dumbbell in hand, Nico realized something she hadn’t noticed at first. The woman was pregnant. It wasn’t obvious, just a general softness to her that might have been a little extra weight, but no, Nico didn’t think that was it at all. The woman glowed, and it was more than just the sheen of sweat on her skin or the blush. It was an aura, something indistinguishable to maybe anyone who wasn’t a mother, but Nico knew.

Had Max Richman actually got this woman pregnant? Then again, there were those rumors and she had walked in on Hope sucking his cock, so it wasn’t out of the realm of possibility, but still, what the hell was going on?

They looked in her direction finally and Nico looked away, blushing now herself and not sure why. She focused on her workout again, and soon she lost herself to the music playing through her earbuds, remembering a very stupid eighteen-year-old girl with a hand to her stomach as she looked at herself in the mirror, stars in her eyes and whispering, “I’m pregnant” over and over again.

Why were they torturing her like this? Nico was doing okay on her own, and now this asshole was popping up like a gopher every other day. He made her feel things again, like guilt at work and lust and all sorts of other gooey crap. “Goddamn it,” she said, and the nearest gym bro glanced her way. Nico gave him a death stare and he hurriedly looked away again.

She wasn’t going to be made to feel like this. She had apologized to the Richman family numerous times for Stephen’s behavior and she was through with it. But when Nico turned to find Max and the blonde and give them a tongue lashing like they’d never experienced before, they were gone. She frowned. Was he laying another sex trap in the locker room again?

Fuck it. She didn’t care.

Nico stormed that way, nearly running by the time she hit the women’s locker room. Sure enough, there was moaning again. This time, when she yanked open the shower curtain, Max had the blonde hoisted up against the wall, her legs wrapped around his. Max’s muscular ass flexed as he bobbed her up and down on his cock, staring into her eyes as she looked towards Nico, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted.

Nico thought about walking away again, but she was furious, or at least that was what she told herself. She couldn’t help notice little details. Max’s clean-shaven cock gleamed with the blonde’s pussy juices. A bead of milk had formed on the woman’s nipple and was slowly trailing down her skin. She had little hoop earrings and her nails were painted with red swirls that varied from a candy apple to a dark red.

“N-Nico-” the blonde started, then gasped as Max thrust into her again. “Sorry, he’s just… oh, God, I’m close… I’m Marie.”

“Yes, hi, Marie, pleasure to meet you,” Nico spat. “What is this? What you trying to do? Humiliate me?” She gestured at them. “How is you two screwing right in front of me doing that?”

“You don’t get it,” Max said. “All I want is to make you…” He shoved deep into Marie again, and the blonde’s nails raked his back and neck while her mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. “…ours.”

“Look, I get that my kid was a reaaaaal asshole to you. I’ve apologized.” Nico trailed off as Marie’s head tipped back and her hips quivered.

“Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Marie gasped. If she was faking the orgasm, she was a damn fine actress.

“I don’t care about Stephen. I told you that,” Max said, bouncing the blonde up and down on his cock. She hung on as he fucked her with hard, assured strokes. “I mean, it’d be pretty damn… ungh… funny but that’s a byproduct.”

“So you just want to fuck me then?”

“Now you get it,” Marie said breathlessly.

“Fine,” Nico said.

Both of them glanced at her sharply, equal expressions of confusion on their faces. “What?” Max asked.

“Move over,” Nico said.

They looked at each other. The blonde shrugged and Max let her down carefully. Nico yanked off her top and pulled up her sports bra. Unceremoniously, she dropped it all behind her back as Max stared at her tits. She jerked her shorts down just as fast, her unshaven pussy on full display to them.

“Are you two and that other slut clean?” Nico asked.

“Slut?” Marie asked, glowering at her.

For his part, Max bodily took Nico in hand and twisted her around. As he pushed her up against the wall, he said in her ear, “They are my sluts, but you don’t get to call them that until I’ve bred you and made you one of ours.”

“Bred me?” Nico asked, trying not to lick her lips. Was it possible he knew her fantasy, her favorite kink? No. Pietro did but she couldn’t make a connection between her ex-husband and Max.

“That’s right,” Marie said. “He’s going to come inside you. Four of us have had his babies. Or are going to. Hope will be pregnant soon too.”

Max began rubbing his cock through Nico’s asscheeks, his lips against her neck. “I don’t think I’ll come in your pussy this time. Not until you’ve come to me on your knees and begged to be the new bottom bitch in my harem.” He reached around her and cupped one of her tits, making her arch back against him. “And to answer your question, we’re all clean. Are you?”

“Yesss. It’s been… a while.”

“Then you need this, don’t you?” Marie asked, caressing Nico’s ass as Max slid his cock lower, between Nico’s thighs.

“Yes. Fuck me. Do it. Your little show got me wet.”

“Fuck,” Max breathed, and laughed. He slid his cock into her, and Nico’s eyes bulged. It was one thing to see that he was big. It was another thing altogether to be nearly split in half by him.

“Oh, oh Jesus, oh fuck!” she gasped.

“That’s it, that’s it, take every inch, slut,” Marie said, spitting out “slut.” She cupped one of her own tits and mewled, “This is going to be you. Pregnant with his baby. Milk dripping out of your tits for him.”

“Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” Nico gasped.

“Look at how much of him you’re taking, you cock-hungry bitch. Right to his balls.”

She really was. He filled her completely full, every inch of him lodged inside her cunt. When she looked down, she realized his humongous cock was bulging inside her so fucking lewdly she imagined she could almost see every vein of him. Surely she couldn’t and it was a trick of her lust, but it was an image that would drive her fantasies for weeks, months, years.

Max Richman, fat, stupid, Max Richman had his entire cock buried inside her greedy cunt and Nico loved it. Then the fucking really started.

He backed up and bucked into her so hard it shoved her face against the cool tile of the wall. Her hands tightened into fists as he slammed back and forth, not fast, but hilting himself to the balls hard with every thrust, making her stand up on her tiptoes each time. Her face was going to bruise from this but she didn’t care, she loved it, her pleasure so piercing and all-consuming she felt nothing else.

Nico came in less than a minute, and he was far from done.

Realizing he was on the verge of hurting her, he grabbed her arms and tugged them behind her back. He linked one of his own through hers as he turned with Nico to face Marie away from the walls. The blonde grinned at her and brought her tit up to her own mouth, sucking at the milk.

“Did you come, slut?” Marie asked in a sing-song voice. “Already? Fuck, you’re a desperate little needy bitch, aren’t you?”

“F-fuck you,” Nico tried to snarl, her head and body jerking as Max slammed deep inside her again and again. He fucked her so hard now he was lifting her off the ground each time, her quivering pussy clutching at him to keep him deep.

“Admit it,” Marie said, letting the tit fall and gripping her other one, squeezing it, kneading it. “Tell me how much you need his dick.”

“I… I… ohhh, oh shit!”

Nico couldn’t tear her eyes from Marie’s big nipples and the milk beading there. The other woman knew it and drew a finger through it, bringing it to her own lips and sucking. “Mm. Tastes good. Want to try it?” Nico gave a terse nod. “What was that?”

“Yes, oh!” she gasped as Max pounded her deep again. “I w-want to try it…”

Marie slid that same finger through another trickle of milk and started to hold it out. “Say, ‘I’m a greedy little cock-slut for Max and I want to try your milk.’” Nico did want it, but she held on, glaring instead. Marie fed her fingers to Max instead and whispered in Nico’s ear, “Don’t worry. It’s an open offer. Anytime you’re ready to beg for it.”

As good as Max was – and he was fucking incredible – this blonde bitch talking down to her made Nico just as gooey. Marie knew it too, smirking, her wide doe eyes alight. She reached up and gripped Nico’s chin before leaning in for a kiss. Nico’s eyes widened. She’d kissed other women, but never in this sense, never when she was getting fucked or so badly wanted the other woman on her knees licking her pussy as Max fucked her.

Marie’s insistent lips felt electric against Nico’s. She might have been shocked but it didn’t stop her from trying to chase Marie as she pulled back. But Max had her locked in place with his arm looped through hers, and she could only mewl and gasp as he bounced her back and forth on his cock.

“I’ve never…” Nico started to admit her sapphic inexperience, but she shut up fast. She didn’t owe them an explanation or an admission. This was a one and done thing. This Max would fuck her and be done with her, his need to get back at Stephen sated.

But Marie knew. Her face lit up with wicked delight. “You’ve never been with another woman, have you?”

“Shut up,” Nico said, blushing.

Max pulled back far enough to spank Nico. Her eyes bulged but the sudden sharp sting made her want to thrash on his cock. The pleasure and pain combined was so good.

“You don’t talk back to my sluts,” he said. “Answer her question.” Nico was too stunned to say anything, too turned on and lost to the pleasure of the moment. Max took it as defiance and spanked her again. “Tell her.”

“Oh, oh fuck, oh God,” Nico whimpered. “You… you spanked me.”

“She liked it, Max. Spank her again.”

Max chuckled and spanked Nico again. She said, “Nnngh, fuck, I’ve never… never been with a woman.”

Max began to drive into her again, her pleasure skyrocketing through her from her pussy all the way to the base of her neck. The pleasure was far beyond anything she’d ever felt and her mouth hung open, her eyes dazed as Marie took her chin again.

“You liked it, didn’t you? Getting kissed by me?”

“Y-yes…”

Someone outside in the locker room giggled, but all three of them ignored it. Marie said, “You want more?”

Nico hesitated, then nodded. But Marie didn’t grant her wish. Instead, she pulled back, grinning, and slid a hand down to her puffy lips. She played with herself as Max fucked Nico harder and harder, driving the breath out of her.

The sensations, seeing the beautiful blonde spread herself wide and play with her pink folds and the punch of Max’s cock so deep inside her she thought he must be rearranging her guts, that spurred her to cry out, the wordless noise filling the locker room and making their audience make an “ooh!” sound. Nico noticed none of it. Max didn’t relent, fucking her faster and faster as the orgasm spun Nico’s mind away, transforming her in its intensity.

“Do you want him again?” Marie asked.

“Y-yes!” Nico cried out.

“Do you want me? Hope?”

“Yes!” Max pulled out of Nico and she moaned in frustration. “What are you doing, what are you doing, finish inside me!”

Max spanked her again, and wrapped an arm around her neck, not choking her, but pulling her close to breathe in her ear as his cock drove against her back. “You do not tell us what to do. You want us, the next time you see us, you get on your hands and knees and you beg for everything we decide to give you.”

She gasped as his cock began to spurt, his warmth bathing her lower back. She so desperately wanted to collect it and shove it back inside her cunt, to be bred by this young man, her son’s greatest enemy.

Marie took her arm and pulled her out of the shower. “My man and I need to clean up, slut,” she said. “You can wear his come home, or wherever you’re going next.”

The curtain slid home again, and Max’s throaty chuckle followed Nico not just to the locker where she kept her clothes, but all the way home and for years to come.

* * *

“Jesus,” Samantha breathed. The fried pickle in her hand had been hovering near her mouth for nearly two minutes. She finally seemed to remember it existed, and shoved it into her mouth, her eyes wide. When she swallowed, she said, “That’s… the hottest thing I think I’ve ever heard. They didn’t… I mean… they didn’t force you?”

“No. No. The whole thing was my idea and I wanted every bit of it,” Nico said, pushing around the remains of her Cobb salad with her fork.

Her friend looked, as always, effortlessly beautiful. Samantha’s long naturally toffee-colored hair was blended into luscious golden blonde, not all that dissimilar from Marie, Max’s gym shower fuck buddy – or whatever they were. But where that woman’s face was soft, Samantha’s was all angles, the emphasis her strong jaw and cheekbones. Her powder-blue eyes belied her raw intelligence, further drawn out by dark, full lashes and brows.

Samantha had a body to kill for too, and every guy in the restaurant gave her either the side-eye or full-on leered when they entered. Truth was, if Nico wasn’t her friend, she would have drooledtoo. Tall, slim, with a big bust and a tight, almost flat ass, Samantha was a stunner, especially in her tight black slacks, white top, designer leather jacket, and chunky heels.

“Do you think that’s it, then?” Samantha asked.

“I don’t know. Marie said some things at the end that made me think they might have more in store for me.”

“And do we want that?” Samantha asked, an impish smile on her face.

“You’re saucy today.”

“Yes I am. And don’t skirt the subject.”

Nico shrugged uncomfortably. She stabbed a bite of egg and stuffed her face, chewing far longer than was necessary. When she swallowed, she said quietly, “I don’t know.”

“You don’t know? You just said the sex was incredible.”

“That, I definitely want again. But I don’t know what their angle is. Stephen was horrible to him when they were younger. This is all probably one big practical joke to get even.”

They each thought about that, and Samantha finally said, “But the sex…”

“But the sex!” Nico said, and speared another bite.

“I wonder how he landed those two.”

“I don’t know. The whole thing is weird. He used to be chubby and slow-speaking. But I always had this idea there was an act to him. Something fake. I guess this is who he really was but it’s still super weird. Dropping all that weight and now he’s got two hot older girlfriends.”

“Like you.”

“Samantha, they’re as beautiful as you are. As sexy.” Nico caught what she just said and fought down a blush. From the way Samantha eyed her, ,she didn’t think she was successful. “I’ve known Hope for the last ten or so years. She’s got that hot thick Southern mom thing going for her. And this Marie… I’m not kidding you, she could be famous if she ever decided to model online.”

“Like you,” Samantha said again, gently.

“Don’t tease me. I’m not in the mood.”

“I know, grumpy-pants. But I’m not teasing you. You’re hot. You know that. You’ve got the sexy, smoldering thing down. And the last few years, all the gains you’ve made in the gym, you’ve got a body twenty-year-olds would kill for.”

“Samantha…”

“Let me finish. You think there’s an angle here, but maybe it really is as straightforward as it seems. Max knew you were a hot mom. He has a thing for them, apparently. So he and his girlfriends decide they want to have some fun with you. It’s completely feasible.”

Hearing Samantha call her sexy and beautiful lit Nico up. They’d been friends a long time, and Samantha had to know by now that Nico wanted her. But this conversation felt new and charged somehow. Dangerous, in a delicious way. She crept a hand across the table and took Samantha’s, squeezing it.

“Thank you.”

“Okay. In the past week, you’ve said you’re sorry and thank you. Is this the return of the old Nico?”

“Oh, shut up,” Nico said, but smiled and squeezed her friend’s hand again.

“It’s good to see you smile.”

“Ugh, you’re being sappy again. It’s gross.” Nico took back her hand but Samantha caught it and held on.

“Stop, babe. You’re so close to coming out of your shell from the last ten years. I want you to be happy. More than anything else in the world, that’s what I want. My best friend, smiling again.” Samantha finally let her go and sat back. “If that’s with this nineteen-year-old stud and his girlfriends, that’s a pretty hot way of doing it.”

Nico remembered the milk beading on Marie’s nipple. She hadn’t brought that up, just that Marie was pregnant. For a crazy moment, she imagined it was Samantha with milk trickling down her breast, that it was her Nico wanted to suck dry.

She shivered, and Samantha’s smile widened. “It’s hot,” she said.

“If you knew what I just imagined…” Nico shook her head.

“What? What were you imagining?”

“Nothing.”

Samantha looked like she might say more, but she knew when Nico clammed up, nothing could drag the words out of her. Their waiter came by and dropped off their ticket. Nico snatched it up before Samantha could. If she didn’t, her blonde friend would pay every single time. Samantha stuck out her tongue, and Nico returned it.

“How’s it going at home? The kids doing okay?” Nico asked.

The “kids” were college-aged. It was weird to think of both of them being that old, though, and in Nico’s mind, Samantha’s children Timothy and Faye would always be the kids she wished she had, much as that made her feel guilty.

“They’re good. The college is thinking about cutting the communications program, though.”

“Not the end of the world,” Nico said. Samantha’s son had tentatively picked communications for his degree, counter to the advice of just about everyone in his life. Samantha’s husband Joshua rarely swore but Nico once overheard him mutter, “Might as well be pissing a hundred grand on the roulette table.” It was one of the rare times she and Joshua saw eye to eye. He was a bit… well, Quaker-ish.

Samantha chuckled. “We’re hoping he at least thinks about a teaching degree.”

“’We’ are?”

“You know the answer to that.” She meant, of course, Joshua, who had been a professor before becoming part of the college’s administration. Samantha looked out the window again, her smile faint and forced.

“What is it?” Nico asked.

Samantha’s eyes returned to her and this time her smile was more real. “Nothing.”

“Come on. I spent this whole time talking about my sex life. Talk to me, Sam.”

Their waiter came and collected Nico’s card and the receipt. When he was gone again, Nico waited expectantly. Finally, Samantha said, “Sometimes, like today, hearing your story… I wish there was passion in our lives again.”

“He’s not… taking care of you?”

Samantha shrugged. “I have toys. I don’t care if he gives me an orgasm or not. That’s not the point. But it’s like everything else in our life. It’s so… formulaic. Boring. He thinks now doing it any other way than missionary is gay, or makes him less of a man.”

“Christ. He’s really drinking the incel Kool-Aid.”

Samantha shrugged again. “It all ties in with how he thinks we ought to present ourselves. You know?”

Nico did, and nodded glumly. As the college’s vice-president, Joshua was anal about how their family looked and acted in public. How they dressed, how they talked, what they drove, it was all so controlled. She knew it drove Samantha crazy. It was getting worse lately, because Joshua had statewide political ambitions.

“Pretty funny, you living vicariously through me for a change,” Nico said, trying to lighten the mood.

“Yeah it is,” Samantha said.

Their waiter dropped off the card, and Nico plucked up one of the last fried pickles in the middle of the table. She nipped it in half, Maybe it was her oversexed imagination, but she could swear Samantha was staring at her lips. No. Had to be her imagination.

Right?

When she finished the bite, she asked quietly, “What would make you happy, Sam?”

Samantha held her eyes for a long moment, then looked back out the window again and said lightly, “We’re doing a dinner party soon. It’ll be some of Joshua’s friends. Come along.”

“I don’t-” Nico started.

Samantha cut her off by resting her chin in her folded hands and giving her the full blast of her long eyelashes fluttering. “For me?”

Again, the silence between them felt different somehow. Sexually charged. Nico almost blurted that she’d give Samantha anything she wanted, always. And not just because she wanted her, but because Samantha had been there for her through the worst of it with Stephen. She was the only person, friend or family, who never let it affect their friendship. That meant more than Nico could ever put to words. So instead, she grumbled, “Dressy or casual?”

“Dressy.”

“Fun dressy or Joshua dressy?”

“You can get away with fun dressy. Me, not so much.”

“All right, count me in.”

“Yay! Bring your new boyfriend and his girlfriends if you want.”

Nico laughed, and the tension between them fell away, just two old friends again. “I think that’d make Joshie’s head turn into a literal volcano.”

“Probably,” Samantha agreed. “Still tempting though.”

* * *

In retrospect, Nico should have known the name when her new potential client scheduled a meeting to discuss an upgrade to her house insurance, but Laura Tucker was a common enough name that it didn’t register who she was talking to until the next day when the office’s secretary Jeannie walked her back.

“Nico? Laura Tucker and a friend are here.”

Nico stood, smiling. “Terrific! Show them…”

Stephen’s high school English teacher walked through the door with a beaming Hope in tow.

“…in,” Nico said flatly. “Thank you, Jeannie.”

“Coffee? Tea? Something to nibble on?” Jeannie asked them, oblivious to Nico’s sudden change in tone.

“I’d love a cup of herbal tea, if you have it,” Laura said.

“Same for me,” Hope said. “We’re both trying to get pregnant.”

Jeannie clicked her tongue at that, smiling wide. “Well, isn’t that wonderful? Of course. I’ll be just a minute.”

When she was gone, Nico folded her arms and sat back in her chair, staring at them both. The English teacher was in a skirt and blouse, while Hope looked delectable in a simple tank and tan shorts combination that left a lot of her skin on display without being too lewd. “I take it you’re one of his too?”

“Yes,” Laura said. She held up her hand and her engagement ring. “Engaged to him, actually.”

“His teacher.”

“We never did anything until…” Laura looked back at the door. Nico stood and walked around the desk to shut it. Laura waited to continue until she was seated again. “We didn’t do anything until well after his parents died. None of us did. He was eighteen.”

“Oh, so it’s morally justified then. I see.”

“Of course it isn’t. But he was legal.”

“For the record,” Hope said, flashing her brilliant veneers, “I didn’t sleep with him until a few weeks ago.”

Laura had always been a beautiful woman from what Nico could recall of their few meetings at school functions when Nico still did those sorts of things. She had soft auburn hair and a girl-next-door appeal to her. And of course, busty as hell. Max definitely had a type. Nico studied her now and tried to imagine Max fucking her. It was a hell of a fantasy, and she parted her thighs, barely aware she was doing it.

“Max said you didn’t believe what’s going on, that you thought he was trying to get back at you for Stephen. So we’re here to talk to you and try to, mm, sway you to our side,” Laura said. “We’re the two who knew you, so… surprise, here we are. Marie, Isabella, and Becky wanted to come too but we figured the five of us would probably raise a lot of eyebrows.”

“Jesus. How many of you are there?”

“Just the five,” Laura said.

Hope added brightly, “Six if you join us.”

“’Just the five,’” Nico mimicked.

“You met Marie, of course,” Hope said. “Becky’s very, very pregnant. Huge eyes, dark hair, bustier than the rest of us and it’s not even close. And Isabella’s Latina with the most amazing butt you’ve ever seen. I mean, she’s really gorgeous too, but she’d be the first to tell you her butt is the showstopper.”

Nico rubbed her face. “I can’t believe this. Why me? After everything Stephen did to him, am I a fucking target?”

“In a way,” Laura said. Hope glanced at her sharply and she shrugged. “Look, I don’t think you’d be on his radar if Stephen wasn’t a top-tier asshole.”

“Watch your mouth. He’s still my son.”

“I know. But it doesn’t make it any less true.”

Nico sighed. Laura had a point. Jeannie knocked, opened the door, and stepped away to fetch two mugs of steaming herbal tea on saucers with biscotti. She was a smart woman and knew a closed door meant no chitchat, so she backed away with a smile and shut the door again with a quiet, “Let me know if you need anything else.”

While Laura took a moment to dip the biscotti in her tea and take a delicate bite, Hope jumped in. “When we talked about possibly bringing you in, we all agreed this wasn’t about Stephen. It’s about you. You’re incredibly hot, and in case you haven’t guessed, Max loves MILFs.” She smiled faintly. “But you deserve to know, we’re not good people, Nico. Don’t make that mistake. Max had me on my knees sucking his dick in front of my husband the first time we slept together. And then he made him stick around in the house while we fucked all night.”

“I wouldn’t have thought the word ‘fucked’ was in your vocabulary,” Nico said with a sneer, but her mind was dizzy with the idea. Max standing before this beautiful MILF, Hope looking up at him, sucking him while her husband watched. That was incredibly hot and incredibly dark.

Hope crossed one tanned leg over the other, showing off her thick thighs in a way that made Nico want to lick her lips and dive in for a taste. “A few weeks ago you wouldn’t have been wrong. I was a good girl. But now… Max has turned all of us into something new. We’re his good girls now. And his good girls do whatever he wants.”

Laura put a hand high on Hope’s thigh. Nico shivered despite herself, her gaze staying on the teacher’s digits as she slid them across Hope’s pussy through her shorts. Nico wasn’t sure why their brazenness still shocked her, but it did. Jeannie or her boss Arla could walk in at any moment, but she made no attempt to stop them. This was too hot.

“Tell me everything,” Nico croaked, finally tearing her eyes away from the teasing and looking into Laura’s eyes. Then she glanced at Hope too, her eyes feasting on the Southern MILF’s megawatt smile. “Start to finish. No bullshit.”

They did. The story took a while, and at times Nico couldn’t believe what she was hearing.  They told her about how when Max’s parents died in the car accident, Max came to live with Marie and slowly seduced her over a matter of days, and that he got off on breaking her up with her husband in the most outlandish of ways. Same with Isabella, Laura, and most recently Hope. Becky had been single when Max took her, but in the process, he corrupted her boss, who now took care of a lot of their daycare needs on the occasion that their ex-husbands couldn’t handle it.

“And you’re all okay just foisting your children off on these guys? You’re not worried they’ll come up…” Nico trailed off and looked at the wall over their shoulders.

“Like bullies?” Laura asked. Nico sighed and nodded. “Max… has a certain effect on you.”

“He broke all of us,” Hope said dreamily, her hand on Laura’s lap. Without a word, she slid off her chair and dropped between Laura’s legs. Laura smirked at Nico as she lifted her skirt and pulled aside a flimsy thong.

Nico stood, went to the door again, clicked the lock, and came around the pair to sit on the edge of her desk. This was crazy, but it was her kind of crazy. She slowly pulled her skirt up and over her taut thighs. Her bikini briefs were nothing fancy, but Laura gave a pleased “mm hm” at the sight of them.

“I’m not agreeing to anything,” Nico said.

“But it is hot, isn’t it?” Laura asked.

Nico permitted herself a smile. “Yeah. It is.”

Hope ignored all this, licking Laura with eager bobs of her head. She rested both her hands on Laura’s thighs, spreading them wider and pulling the other woman towards her. Laura slid down, one of her hands going to the back of Hope’s head. Nico thought she’d have to warn the two women to be quiet, but when Laura spoke, it was in a soft, practiced murmur. They must have had tons of practice doing things like this with Max and their other partners.

“He’ll fuck you for hours, Nico. That’s not an exaggeration. He’ll fuck you and us and he’ll never stop until he’s ready to.” Her fingers swept through Hope’s hair and pressed her tighter to her pussy. “That’s it, lick my clit, honey.”

Nico slid her panties to the side and slid two fingers down the length of her prominent pussy lips. She remained silent, her eyes wandering from Hope’s nice juicy ass to the sway of her head as she licked Laura with more and more fervor.

Laura continued. “He doesn’t get bored of it. Of us, maybe.” She smiled at that. “That’s why he went and seduced dear Hope here. And you, for that matter. His appetites are huge, and dark. If you come to us, you’ll be his to play with. And you’ll obey him like a good girl.”

Nico smirked, but the words had an undeniable effect on her, and she tested her big hooded clit. “His good girl.”

“That’s right.”

Nico shivered despite the smirk playing at her lips. She thought about being on her knees like this for him, being told that. You’re my good girl. Fuck. That was hot.

To Hope, Laura said in an almost sing-song cadence, “Oooh, I think she likes that.”

“Fuck off,” Nico said, but she slid her thumb across her clit and shivered again.

“A mouth like that will get you bottom bitch duty,” Laura said, rubbing Hope’s head and rocking her hips with a gentle sway. “You’ll be everyone’s slut. There to take care of all of us. You’ll lick our pussies. Our asses. When he’s done with us, you’ll make sure we’re clean with your tongue.”

Nico licked her lips and stroked her clit harder. Her other hand went to the waistband of Hope’s shorts. The other woman obliged her by undoing the button, and Nico slid them down to stare at a wispy pair of panties barely concealing Hope’s full pussy lips. Her ass was so big and curvy and it spurred Nico on.

“That’s as much touching as you get to do to us. At least until you come to him,” Laura said.

“Oh come on,” Nico said. Her pulse quickened as Hope began to rock back and forth, one of her free hands between her legs, playing with herself through the panties.

“You’ll obey every command from us, Nico. And that starts now. No touching.” Laura spread her legs wider, her hand at her mound now, playing with her clit as Hope licked her eagerly. “I’ve got half a mind to not let you even touch yourself.”

“Please. No. I need this too much,” Nico whispered.

“Don’t worry, pet. I’m a kind mistress.”

Nico gasped as the words reverberated in her head. “Pet…”

“Do you like that? Do you like the idea of being our pet?”

The words escaped Nico in a fevered acceptance of this. It was like some subservient part of her she’d never known existed was discovered in that moment. “Yes… Mistress.”

He broke all of us.

Broke them… or made them into something new?

Hope giggled sweetly and continued licking. Laura stroked her head absently. “Good Pet. Good girl.”

“Fuck,” Nico moaned. Her fingers mad a vee against her clit and she rubbed it from both sides fast and hard, her eyes going half-lidded. She couldn’t ever remember coming this fast, but then again, she’d never been in a situation so strange and hot as this one. She was watching two of the most beautiful women she’d ever seen – one of them her son’s teacher! – in her office. This was insane, but she knew it was only going to get wilder, because her mind was made up.

“I want this,” she said, low and throaty.

“You want what?”

“You know.”

“Tell us.”

“I want the two of you,” Nico said, rising on the tips of her toes as she approached her climax. “I want Marie. I want to meet your other two friends and be… be…”

“You don’t come until you tell me, Pet, or I will spank you so hard you won’t be able to sit the rest of the afternoon.”

“Oh fuck,” Nico gasped, trying to hold on. “I want… I want… all of you. I want Max… And I want his help… s-seducing…”

“Who?”

“A friend. S-Samantha… oh God, oh Samantha, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, but this is… it’s…”

“Come, Pet.”

Nico balled up a fist and jammed it against her mouth. She crested seconds later, eyes watering from the effort of keeping in her wail of pleasure. Her heel banged against the desk and the shoe came off as her foot wiggled without her even realizing her.

Laura’s grin spread. “Ours, now.”

“Yes,” Nico agreed.

“Yes what?”

Confused, Nico said, “I… I don’t…”

“You address me as Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Nico blushed even harder and the word she hated most in the English language fell from her lips, only this time, it felt… good. “Sorry, Mistress.”

With that, Laura clutched at the side of the chair. Her hips lurched upward and no less than a minute after Nico came, she found her own release. She gripped Hope’s face between her hands and guided her up to kiss her, their lips louder than any of their words up to that point had been. Laura’s hand went between Hope’s thick thighs and took over playing with her pussy while Hope rocked back and forth, tossing back her hair and looking over her shoulder at Nico. Her lipstick was smudged and her friend’s wetness stained her chin and cheeks. She looked wild. Free. Nico fought to not lunge forward and pull those panties down, to taste her bud, to kiss her, to join them.

Soon, she promised herself.

* * *

A package waited for her the next morning. “It was that nice Southern girl from yesterday,” Jeannie said. “I think they took a real shine to you.”

Nico blushed. “Um. Yes. They were very nice.”

She took the package to her office and opened it. Inside was a black box that she would learn was identical to one both Laura and Isabella received when Max seduced them. There was also a slim felt box and a card. She opened the card first. Inside was scribbled in gorgeous handwriting:

Good pets wear collars. And you’ll want to start using the other toys as soon as possible.

Can’t wait to see you again.

Inside the felt box was a thin-strapped leather choker with a diamond pendant in the shape of an M.

Max’s pet. Her bully son’s worst enemy.

There was no hesitation. She put the choker on, and someone gasped from the door. “That’s beautiful,” Jeannie said. “Did they…?”

“Yes.”

Jeannie shot forward. “What else did you get?”

“I don’t think-”

But snoopy Jeannie opened the box. They both looked inside and Jeannie began to ask, “What’s that?” but the words caught in her throat as she realized what she was seeing. It was a row of butt plugs of different sizes.

Nico held Jeannie’s eyes, trying to think of something to say. Finally Jeannie glanced back at the door and then at Nico again. “Sometimes my husband likes me to wear them to work too,” she said, low and quiet. “It makes me feel so sexy. It’s our little secret.”

Nico could have kissed her.

The plugs weren’t necessary. She had always been something of an anal queen and had several plugs and dildos at home that were nearly the size of the largest plug she’d been given. But they were undeniably sexy, so she practiced with the larger one, wearing it most evenings that week while she tried to walk the last steps towards the end of her old life.

It took her a few days to reach out to Laura. She knew she owed Stephen a call and that took courage and a lot of thought. When she finally did work up the nerve to make the call, she did it staring at a picture of the two of them on one of the last really great days they had together, a trip to a theme park when he was nine or ten. It was the last day she could remember without him sticking verbal needles in her. It was the last day she felt like a mother.

The conversation was brief. He was snippy right from the start, answering not with a “hello?” but a “what do you want, Nico?” Not Mom. Nico. It had always been that since he was twelve or so. It didn’t sting back then. She was already numb to his hatred. It hurt now, but it was a necessary hurt, one she hadn’t allowed in her life for a long, long time, and with it came something else. Maybe not self-forgiveness, but self-acceptance. Much as she hated herself for giving up on her son, it was right then that Nico let go. She told him she’d be seeing someone, that it would upset him. And when she told him who, that it would be Max, his bullied classmate, he laughed it off in disbelief.

She thought about telling him it was the truth. Instead, she said softly, “I’m sorry I ever gave up on you, Stepehen. You deserved someone who tried harder for you. I hope… I hope you’re happy with your dad.”

She was talking to a dead phone. He hung up when she said sorry, and she knew it. But still, the words tumbled out of her anyways. She talked for minutes to no one at all until she decided it was time to choose happiness.

* * *

Laura opened the door to Isabella’s home and lifted a finger to her lips. Nico nodded, smiling as she came up the walk. Laura stopped her at the door with a hand to her breast, and the two leaned in together to kiss softly.

Into Nico’s ear, Laura whispered, “I’m glad you came.”

“Me too,” Nico said, and winked. “Mistress.”

Inside, she slipped off her heels by the door. Laura helped her out of her overcoat and gave her bustier and panties an approving glance. Nico blushed under her scrutiny, feeling oddly virginal again. Appropriate, she guessed, considering she was about to be made into a new woman.

“When I stop you again, get on your hands and knees,” Laura said as she hung Nico’s coat in a closet by the door. Nico nodded.

From a room deeper within came laughter. Laura led the way there, her ass swaying in her tight pants for Nico’s benefit. She stopped just shy of an arched entrance to an informal living room. Nico knelt and got on her hands and knees, ass high. Laura trailed a hand along her taut backside and stepped into the living room.

“Max. We have a present for you. Come along, Pet.”

Nico crawled on her hands and knees into the room. She was expecting an orgy. Instead, what she got was a cozy Saturday game day, Max and all his sluts gathered around a big coffee table playing a board game. The pregnant one, Becky, sat on the couch with him while the others sat on the floor on cushions and pillows. They all looked over as one, and Max’s eyes widened.

“Nico,” he said, nearly sending the game flying.

“Ah, to us, her new name is Pet. Isn’t it?” Laura said, and spanked Nico’s ass.

“Yes, Mistress,” Nico said.

“Ooh. Mistress. I like that,” Becky said.

Max blinked. The others watched as he went to Nico and bent down, staring her in the eyes. “You’re sure about this? You have nothing to make up for.”

“I do. This isn’t about Stephen. I want this for me,” Nico said.

“She has a request, but I think you’ll like it,” Laura said.

“You will,” Hope said, nodding.

“What is it?” Max asked.

“Later,” Laura said. “For now… enjoy your latest MILF slut, baby.”

Max stood and went to her. He kissed her as he undid the button on his shorts. “Pet, huh?”

“Yours to do with whatever you want. She’s eager to be used. Aren’t you, Pet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nico said, blushing hard. Her eyes didn’t know where to settle. She knew Laura, Hope, and Marie were gorgeous of course, but she’d yet to meet Isabella and Becky and both of them were so stunning she couldn’t help but stare. In a field of gorgeous women, Becky in particular could have been a magazine model, and seeing her in what had to be her third trimester made Nico almost drool.

Max caught her attention again when his shorts dropped and his cock flopped out. He stood right in front of her, and she leaned in to kiss his shaft as she stared up at him. “Suck my cock,” he said calmly. “Drain it dry. Pet.”

“Yes, sir,” Nico said. A rush of something wildly new sent tingles down her spine. That giddiness she felt at the prospect of doing this, of becoming part of Max’s harem, transformed into something like full-bodied relief, except that wasn’t a big enough word to describe it. It was like her soul had been set free. She could be a new woman now. Even if this didn’t work out, if Max cast her aside, he gave her something she never thought possible. He showed her another way to be, and Nico would forever love him and his girlfriends for that.

She took his cock in her slim hands and eagerly sucked him into her mouth. Max’s hand on her shoulder went instead to her head. His grip tightened as he hardened fast. The others moved the coffee table and made ready for the day’s debaucher, but the two of them barely noticed anything happening around them. In Max’s eyes Nico saw a transformation. If werewolves actually existed she had to imagine it would look something like him in that moment as the feral beast inside him came out to play again. He gripped her head with both hands and pushed her down his length. She moaned appreciatively around him, backed up, and flicked his base with her tongue before he face-fucked her again.

For Nico and Max, there was no one else in that room for long minutes on end. His attention never wavered from the dark humor in her eyes. Never had she sucked a cock this big but her toys at home allowed her to practice, and she swallowed him down, his cock hitting the back of her throat and sliding deeper.

“Jesus,” he said. “We might have a new best cocksucker around here. Look at how much of me she’s taking.”

A thrill of pleasure ran through Nico at that. That’s right. She was the best in the group. Their Pet would be the best at everything, she decided. The best pussy licker. The best ass licker. The best cocksucker. The best at taking it up her tight little ass.

“What? That slut isn’t taking my crown,” Becky huffed.

We’ll have to see, Nico wanted to say but couldn’t, considering the amount of cock driving back and forth inside her well-used mouth.

When he realized he needed to hold nothing back, Max took her face, thrusting in and out of her mouth with wild abandon, her eyes dark slits in his skull. Nico hurried down the shoulders of her bustier and her big tits popped free as her head bobbed back and forth, spittle gleaming on his length and soon dripping off him and her chin in rivers.

“That’s it, slut take my cock, take it deep like the good little cock-hungry Pet you are,” Isabella cooed.

“HRRRRGH!” Nico gagged around him. In the back of her mind she was dimly aware of pictures being snapped on someone’s phone but she didn’t care in the slightest, except that she wanted it. Wanted all this. Wanted to be used and made into a pliable MILF fucktoy. Wanted to be owned by all these women and Max.

So when she came off Max, she turned her head just enough she could look at the phone, his big fuckstick resting against her forehead, his balls right against her lips, and she smiled.

“Stick your tongue out of the corner of your mouth,” Isabella said. “Now wink.” She took the picture and came in to kiss Nico. “Good Pet.”

“Good Pet. I’m a good Pet for all of you,” Nico whimpered, then she turned her head and swallowed Max back down, her hands roping around his length and jacking him fast and hard into her mouth.

Never had she hungered so much to blow a man like this. Not once, not even Pietro in the earliest days of their fiery relationship. But she loved every second of taking Max’s cock in her mouth, her throat. She loved the velvety feel of his clean-shaven cock, the smack of his balls against her chin, the grunts of need slipping out of his throat. And when he talked, oh fuck, did she love the dirty things he said.

“Take it, Nico. Take my fucking cock.”

“You’re my good slut now, aren’t you? Good fucking slut. Swallow it deep.”

“Look at how fucking hot you are. That tight little ass bouncing back and forth. You’re desperate for this come, aren’t you, Pet?”

“URK!” she responded to that last one. Her hand shot to her pussy through the fabric of her wispy panties and he yanked out of her mouth immediately.

“No touching yourself until I say you can. Becky. Come here and pin her hands behind her back.”

The stunning pregnant beauty had been getting a first class licking from Hope, and accepted the Southern MILF’s help in standing upright. She bounced her way to them, her thighs wet and dollops of milk trailing down her huge breasts. Only then did Nico realize all the women were completely naked and in the throes of passion themselves. Marie rode Laura’s face, while at their feet Isabella was licking and sucking Laura’s toes, one hand at the other woman’s cunt

That was all the time Nico had to look around before Becky dropped behind her and smacked her ass, hard. “Hands,” she ordered, but the word was softened by her gentle lips at Nico’s delicate neck. Her big belly pressed against Nico’s back, making her moan around Max’s cock. The woman was so soft and beautiful and ripe. Nico shivered and gave her hands willingly. Becky pinned them against her butt, and kissed her shoulder as Max thrust his cock back inside Nico’s mouth, getting wilder and wilder as he stared down at his two dark-haired beauties.

“You’re going to look so fucking beautiful pregnant like me,” Becky whispered into her ear.

“Urgh!” Nico agreed.

Max said, “When I come, you take care of Becky. Lick her pussy, her asshole, whatever she wants from you.”

“Mmmmmf!” Nico agreed.

Into her ear, Becky said, “I want your tongue on my cunt. Pet.”

Nico tried to gurgle a response but she was at their complete mercy, pinned between them like that. This was wilder than even her fantasies.

All around them rose moans of ecstasy. Soon Nico would be among them, bringing them all to the edge and beyond. Already she was fantasizing about her first taste of pussy. And when Samantha joined them, she would look so hot paired up with Marie. The thought of the two blondes together, maybe with Max in the middle, made her rub her thighs together, trying to scratch her itch.

A finger slid between her thighs and against her sex. “She’s wet for you, Max,” Becky said. “Your bully’s mother is wet for you.”

“Fuuuck,” he grunted, thrusting faster and deeper.

“I’m going to love making you scream my name,” Becky whispered to Nico, driving her belly against her back like she was humping Nico as she fingered her. “When he comes, I want a taste, Pet.”

“Urgh! Uck! Uuuck!”

Max snarled, “I’m close, Nico.”

Nico stared up at him as he pulled back to her lips. Everyone watched, cooing or laughing or in Becky’s case whispering into Nico’s ear to be a good slut, to save her a taste of him, and then Max was coming. Christ. The young man wasn’t a three-pump comer, that was certain. His cock shot bolt after bolt of cream across her tongue and against the back of her mouth. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working, and nearly forgetting Becky wanted to share, but the last few drops she saved on her tongue.

When Max pulled free, Nicco twisted around as fast as she could and nearly tackled Becky to the ground. Laura was there with pillows and cushions, expecting this, and helped guide Becky onto her back. Nico shared a kiss with the wildly pregnant woman, passing Max’s come with her tongue. Becky moaned, then jerked when Nico’s delicate hand brushed her naked sex.

“Gentle, gentle,” she chided.

Nico nodded and said hoarsely, “It’s my… my first time. With a woman.”

“Just imagine it as your pussy. You’ll figure out the rest.”

Nico glanced over her shoulder at Max, who watched this entire exchange with some of the old teenager in him, his eyes roaming her body with open wonder and dazed desire. It was a strange moment in the madness of all this, but it brought her so much closer to Max, made her feel wanted. He finally snapped out of it and nodded towards Becky.

As Nico slipped down Becky’s body, two of the others were there – Hope and Isabella. Nico had yet to introduce herself to Isabella but got a greeting she’d never forget as the Latina kissed her as though they were old lovers. “Just remember,” she said cheerfully, “nails hurt like a bitch.”

That broke some of the tension of the moment and Nico laughed softly. She turned to kiss Hope too. Then she stared down at Becky’s engorged pink folds, spread wide by the black-haired beauty. Imagining it was herself didn’t work, but for just a moment, it wasn’t Becky underneath her, but Samantha. A hundred of her fantasies sprang to mind and without any more hesitation, she dropped her mouth to Becky’s beautiful cunt, licking her with a deep flick of her tongue.

Hands fell on her, not just Isabella and Hope’s, but Marie and Laura too. Max sat on the edge of the couch, watching his harem move together with this new addition for the first time. It was a welcoming Nico had never thought she deserved, but here she was, her body being touched, teased, caressed. Her panties were slid off her with low murmurs to lift her legs, her bustier fully removed and tossed aside. Instinct took over as Nico realized she wasn’t going to be laughed at or cast out. She was welcome here as easily and wholly as Samantha had once decided to be her best friend despite Nico being… well, Nico.

“She likes your tongue, can you feel it?” Isabella asked Nico.

Nico nodded, because she realized she could. Becky’s tremors were from what Nico was doing, and building in intensity. Emboldened, she lapped at the other woman’s clit, as hard as she liked it, and Becky really liked that, wriggling back and forth and cupping one of her big tits to play with her leaking nipples. Someone kissed Nico’s lower back, and on the other side, another woman did the same. She didn’t look back to see who it was. Her shyness trickled out of her and away. It wasn’t entirely gone, but it was a start, and soon she found herself lost in the moment, enjoying Becky’s soft coos and cries when she did something just right.

The lips on her continued to explore, to play. Someone kissed one of her asscheeks, then dragged their tongue to her cleft and across her bud for a quick lap. Someone else stroked her pussy, making her jump, but it felt so good too, the touch experienced and gentle all at once.

Becky’s fingers played in Nico’s hair, her body rocking back and forth. Nico would find all the women’s reactions to her tongue hypnotic. Where Max’s responses were visceral, theirs were almost like a dance, with a rhythm to it timed to her questing tongue. The “oohs!” she drew out of Becky were just as entrancing, and the “like that, like that!” as she neared her climax made Nico feel empowered, emboldened. She was doing this, she was making one of the most beautiful women she’d ever met come. This was incredible.

When Becky came with a soft cry of, “Nico!” Marie and Isabella helped her to her feet and Laura took her place her place. “Mistress’s pussy,” Nico said, blushing furiously and thinking how awkward the words felt coming from her lips, but everyone seemed to like it, the fingers at her pussy sliding into her, Laura licking her lips beneath her.

“You’re a natural,” Becky said, back to playing with her full breasts again. If Nico had looked over in that moment she would have seen the pregnant woman lift one breast and suck at her own nipple, humming happily to herself.

“I love the taste of both of you,” Nico said against Laura’s pussy. “I want to do this to all of you forever.”

“Then stay with us, Nico,” Laura said, rocking her hips up to meet her eager tongue.

“Command me to,” Nico said, winking.

“You get no choice in the matter, Pet,” Laura said, stroking Nico’s head. “You’re coming to live with one of us. To be at our… ah… beck and call whenever w-we need someone… someone to lick our pussies.”

“Yes,” Nico moaned. “There… for all of you.”

As if on cue, something pressed against her sex. She hadn’t seen Max move or position himself on his knees behind her, but she felt it. She came up off Laura as his dick plunged inside her. “Oh, oh, Jesus, he’s so… nnngh… fucking h-huge!”

“Keep licking them, slut,” Max said, gripping one of her shoulders and guiding her back down to Laura, “and I keep fucking you.”

“Yes, y-yes, keep… uh huh, oh, oh fuck… keep… fucking me, M-Max!”

She dropped her head to Laura’s pussy. Max fucked her with such hard, savage strokes that she could barely keep her tongue on Laura’s folds, let alone do anything with a degree of accuracy. Her dark hair fell across her eyes and she stared up at Laura. The brunette teacher spread herself wider for her and tapped her clit. Nico smirked, and licked Laura faster and harder when her head wasn’t being rocked hard back and forth.

Max filled her so well, and from behind, angled like that, he was hitting her spot over and over and over again while his balls tapped her erogenous zones. There was no containing her first orgasm, not as wild and free as she felt in that moment. As her gasps became high yips and she began to come, all the women save Laura cheered. Her mistress, though, only looked down at a panting Nico with a challenging smile, as if to say to her, “Come take my crown.”

Nico responded in kind. Maybe someday she would. Maybe she would get tired of being the pet and make Laura walk beside her with a collar and a leash. But not soon, and never would she make a play like that out of spite. She thought for so long that Samantha was to be her only friend in this life and she was grateful for even that much. But now she had an army of women she was eager to call friends and lovers.

Nico took one of Laura’s hands as she was being rocked back and forth against the other woman’s pussy. Laura’s smile turned more quizzical, but when Nico squeezed her hand, it softened. And when Nico mouthed, “Thank you,” her mistress squeezed back.

* * *

Sated bodies sprawled everywhere in Isabella’s house. Hope and Marie spooned on the big comfy couch, Hope sleeping soundly, Marie watching TV with drooping eyes. Isabella and Becky cuddled in the bedroom Max used to stay in when he came to live with Isabella at first before he took over the master suite. Which was where he was in bed at the moment, Laura and Nico tucked in tight against him while he idly fondled their tits.

“It’s not why I wanted to do this, Max, but I want you to know, I really am sorry,” Nico said. “About Stephen, about me blowing off your parents when they would come in for the meetings with the principal… everything.”

He kissed the top of her head and squeezed her come-caked tit. So far, he’d come in her pussy twice, her mouth and ass once apiece and shot his fifth load over her face and tits while Isabella snapped more pictures.

“You wanted something from me. What was it?” he asked.

She kissed his pec and nuzzled against him even tighter. “I want your help seducing my friend Samantha. She’s not happy with her marriage and I think she wants me. No. I’m certain of it. She’s my best friend and the only one who’s stuck with me through everything. You’ll love her. She’s totally a high-class MILF. Former soccer mom and everything. And gorgeous. I can show you a picture.”

He nodded. She twisted and reached for her phone beside the bed, tapped away on it, and held it out to him. He stared at a picture of Samantha, and dropped a hand to his slowly hardening cock.

“Jesus. Again? Already?” Nico asked, amused.

“I think it might be a medical condition,” Max said, shrugging.

“MILFitis is not a medical condition,” Laura said, reaching down to idly stroke his cock with him. Max held out the phone for her benefit and she gave an exaggerated lick of her lips. “She is yummy. But we don’t know her.”

“You will. I think I know how and when we can seduce her.”

Laura and Max looked at each other with budding grins. Nico wondered if they had similar grins when they thought of seducing her. As Laura crawled on top of him and took his cock in her pussy, Max kept his attention on Nico.

“Tell me how we fuck her.”


Samantha, or Perfect Wife, Perfect Life

A scream welled up inside Samantha but she managed to hold it in. After all, she was used to the feeling.

She and Joshua sat together in a row near the front of the church. Her husband Joshua took his usual spot closest to the aisle, in a sleek blue suit, his steel gray and white hair crisp with gel, his beard trimmed with laser precision. Samantha was dressed prim and proper in a modest long-sleeved dress she thought made her look like a wife from the 1800ss. A couple years ago, to their left would have been their daughter Faye and their son Sammy, but they were off to college now.

The picture-perfect upper middle-class family. So why was Samantha so fucking miserable?

The service ran long. Pastor Evan was a genuinely nice man, but he had a tendency to ramble and he was in fine form that day. Even his wife looked like she was well on the road to falling asleep. Twice, Samantha was sure she saw the woman’s chin dip towards her chest.

But eventually the laborious speeches about the ills of judgment ended, and the prayers were had, and the hymns were sung. They stood with all the other parishioners, smiling and talking to their closest neighbors within the church about how nice the sermon was, how they were looking forward to getting out into the beautiful day, how the others should have a blessed week, every word of it was recycled from hundreds of days just like this one. Samantha glanced up at the cross towering over the gorgeous church and whispered a quick and silent prayer to be free of all this fake niceness.

Her husband hadn’t caught the religious bug until he was promoted to the college’s vice-presidency, at which point he was told it would be a good career move to be seen at a certain local church attended by highly prominent members of the community. Samantha hadn’t minded because she thought the church community would be good for the children. Nor had she been immune to the allure of Joshua’s aspirations, at least at the time.  That was years ago, and time had thrown an ice-cold bucket of water on her tolerance of the Sunday routine.

Now she accepted a hug from a city councilwoman, smiling blandly when she asked about the children and if they were having fun at college. This was about the seventeenth time she made such comments, as it was Samantha’s seventeenth time complimenting her lovely outfit, although she really did like the other woman’s sharp blazer.

Usually Samantha was more engaged but that day she couldn’t work up the mental energy. She made the same “such a lovely outfit!” comment at least six times as they talked their way out of the church and the lawn beyond. Joshua noticed, and gave her an exasperated look.

The drive home was a quiet one, but Joshua’s silence was telling. He was never a man to reach an outright boil, his anger more a simmer. She could feel that pot starting to warm. Since the kids left home, it felt like he was always irritated about something.

In their bedroom, Samantha hurried out of her dress and said, “Finally.”

“What?” Joshua asked from the walk-in as he hung up his suit jacket.

“That dress. I should burn the damn thing.”

“I like it.”

“It makes me look like I’m Amish.”

“You’re being dramatic.”

“Honey, I’m a bonnet away from churning butter and washing our clothes by hand.”

He sighed one of his lecturer sighs, and since he was out of sight, she turned her gaze heavenward.

“I know you think our public appearances make you look frumpy.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” Samantha said.

“Can you not be boorish for two minutes today?”

Can you not use words like boorish and sound like a real human being? Samantha wanted to ask, but didn’t. 

He came out of the walk-in shirtless. At fifty-two, nearly a decade older than her, he was still an extraordinarily handsome man, even more so with his carefully groomed gray and white hair. His body was his temple, so he liked to say, but like their appearance at church, his appearance was cultivated. Samantha wondered if his coworkers and peers knew if his form-fitting suits were the byproduct of men’s shapewear. What must he say to them when they invited him to come play pickleball or work out with them?

The thought nearly made her giggle, and Joshua must have sensed it. His frown deepened. “So what would you like to wear to church then?” he asked. “Perhaps the miniskirt you wore to the movies with your friend?”

He never referred to Nico by name in private. It was always “your friend,” as though he were reminding her she only had the one. Which wasn’t strictly true but no one was as close to Samantha as Nico, not even her husband. Her children, certainly, but in a different train car of her heart.

“Don’t be like that, Joshua,” she said, going for the walk-in herself.

“I’m sorry I request a modicum of decency,” he said.

She ignored that as she picked out a pair of slim bellbottoms that would emphasize her long legs. By the time she made up her mind on a top and cardigan to go with, Joshua was already done in the bathroom and was downstairs, the game on while he waited for her to ready herself for brunch with friends. His friends. It was almost always his friends.

Be happy with what you have, Samantha reminded herself. But for a moment she allowed herself to fantasize about that moment with Nico at the bar, nearly admitting her feelings. That Nico wanted her was the worst-kept secret of their friendship. That Samantha wanted Nico was the one most guarded, and one Samantha had intended on taking to her grave.

But Nico was changing. Or perhaps more appropriately, Nico was being changed, and by the oddest man possible – Max Richman, her son’s favorite victim to bully. A few days prior, Nico texted and told her that she was with Max and his harem now. Samantha hadn’t known how to respond. She wanted to know the details. Craved them. But most of all, she was happy her best friend was coming out of her shell again.

* * *

She met Nico on a blisteringly beautiful spring day. Nico had longer hair and a fuller figure then, a holdover from her birthweight she wouldn’t get under control until years later, when going to the gym provided her the escape she desperately needed in her personal life. Samantha was, as always, a bit of a top-heavy beanpole, even skinnier back then than she was now.

They met at a library. To try and bring Stephen’s grades in reading and writing up, Nico thought exposing him to the library might help. Samantha was an events coordinator for the city’s Arts Council. That particular day she was there to help with a meet-and-greet for a local writer, an event attended by a whopping dozen or so people, all regulars who were mostly there for the coffee and cookies.

Nico wandered over out of curiosity. She watched from the fringe while the author, Tom Kasich, fielded questions like, “Why write fantasy? Why not write true crime?” and “Have you ever read…?” By the end of it, Kasich was visibly fuming. Samantha tried to console him by saying that he did great and she was sure there would be more people the next time, even if she had zero intent on inviting Kasich and his sour grapes back to the library.

Kasich didn’t take to the words kindly. He slammed his hands down on the table and all but shouted at her that the turnout would have been fine if there had been proper advertising and signage. Nico, cool as ice, walked up and said, “She your publicist?”

“Excuse me?” Kasich asked.

“Your agent? Your publisher? Is she any of those things?”

“I’m the event coordinator,” Samantha said quietly. “We did do advertising across social media and the newspaper as well as flyers at the library and the sandwich boards outside.”

Nico said, “So there you go. She did her job. So what’s your excuse?”

Kasich sputtered, then threw all his remaining unsold books – which was all of them – into his briefcase. He stormed away, cursing none too quietly when the librarian on duty told him to have a good day.

Smantha couldn’t help a relieved chuckle, and Nico grinned too. “Nico,” she said, holding out a slim, delicate hand.

“Samantha. And thank you.”

“He was an asshole.”

“He really was.”

“Did the rest of his book stink as bad as the part he read?”

Samantha couldn’t stifle a giggle. “It’s… very dry.”

“So it was that bad. Need some help with the chairs?”

“Sure. If you don’t mind, that’d be great.”

They set about folding the chairs and placing them back on the rolling rack, striking up a light conversation, the getting-to-know-you stuff. When Samantha invited Nico for a coffee, she readily agreed, though as she said, she had her son with her and he could be a handful.

Nico was beautiful, Samantha thought often that day. She had flirted with bisexual fantasies before but had never acted on them. This woman, she knew, would find her way into her dreams for a long time to come.

They became friends that day but the men in their lives were soon to keep them hopping. Nico was about to see Pietro off to prison again and was starting to talk about a divorce. Joshua, an economics professor, would tell his wife soon that he was in the running for a promotion to the administrative side at the college. It would mean a lot of changes in their lives, some pleasant – the money was phenomenal – and some, like Joshua asking her to become a stay-at-home mom again, mixed, though she wanted to support her husband as she then naively thought he wanted what was best for their whole family.

Had Samantha acted on her desires with Nico back then, what might have happened? She wasn’t sure she could have tolerated Stephen more than she was forced to interact with him. Even at eight or nine he was a vicious, hateful child. But Nico back then had a vibrancy, an amused spark tinted with just a hint of a sharp edge. That spark began to fade as Samantha started to get to know her, and it was something she’d come to miss about her friend.

It was good to see it hadn’t been entirely extinguished.

* * *

Samantha’s days all ran together. Wake up, make breakfast, see Joshua off, hit the gym, run errands, and then back home to clean. Only, they had a once-a-week housekeeper for most of the cleaning, so apart from some tidying up and laundry, there really wasn’t much to do. Now that the kids were out of the house, she wanted to go back to work, but Joshua believed that having her home was vital to his career ambitions. She used to be okay with that. Hell, for years, she loved being able to stay at home and take care of the children when they needed it. But now Samantha spent most of her days bored and ready for something to happen. Anything.

That was part of the reason why she was so attached to Nico’s drama as of late. Yes, it was good to see her friend engaged with the world again. That was wonderful. But also Samantha was flat-out intrigued by this Max.  His arrogance sounded a little sexy, and for a guy to have a whole harem of hot MILFs… that was interesting.

She looked online at pictures of him on Bottlegenie, the social media site of the moment. His transformation was nothing short of incredible. Just two years prior were pictures of Max Richman as a chubby, tall young man whose mouth was always open in his photos, his eyes glassy. Nico told her the seductions came after the death of his parents. Samantha felt ghoulish looking through the pictures around that time so she skipped forward a few weeks, and already there was a difference to him. His weight loss wasn’t apparent yet but the set of his mouth and his sleepy eyes changed into something all at once harder and more amused. The pictures on his profile were of him with a bevy of beauties in non-suggestive poses. A curvy honey blonde, a Latina maybe in her early thirties with flared hips, even a picture of him smiling next to a sexy auburn-haired teacher with girl-next-door appeal. Samantha paused on her for a long moment. She wasn’t just part of Max’s harem, Nico told her, but his fiancée. That was wild. There was no way word of it wouldn’t get out, if it hadn’t already. It would wreck her career and her personal life, and that was just the beginning. But she said yes.

What kind of power did he have over these women? It couldn’t be just sexual. No one was that good in bed.

Without even realizing it, Samantha had just walked right into the same trap as Marie, Isabella, Laura, and Becky. Her curiosity won the battle for Max before a single shot had even been fired. Hell, before she even really knew she was in the fight.

She kept scrolling. Around his graduation a fourth woman appeared in the pictures, ridiculously busty with huge eyes and long, flowing hair so dark it was nearly black. The other women were incredible, all of them perfect tens. But this one was on another level. She was named Becky, and with her and the graduation pictures, his profile began to truly transform.

Samantha took her laptop into the informal living room so she could get more comfortable. Her mind drifted towards Nico as she rested on the couch, head on the arm. Nico would fit right in with all those women. She was slender but in incredible shape, her butt and trim abs the result of so many long hours in the gym. Her dark hair would’ve matched well with Becky’s too, though Nico was fairer skinned.

The pictures began to change in more obvious ways. Max lost more and more weight, evolving into a fit, broad-shouldered young man whose eyes seemed to peer right into Samantha’s. The question drifted through her mind again, and this time, it brought a delicious tingle in her core. What power did he have over these women? At several points she thought she heard him whisper her name, which was silly because she’d never even met him. But it was true. She felt a presence in that house she could only attribute to the dark-humored young man invariably standing nearby one of the four women.

No. Three, she realized. Laura dropped out of the shots entirely, but there could be little doubt as to who was holding the phone that took the pictures. Nothing was outwardly sexual about their poses with Max, and yet all three women looked at him in a way that brooked little doubt about their feelings. It was like they were taunting the world, daring them to find out the truth. That conceit, that willful fuck-you to society, was bolstered by the baby bumps that became more and more apparent as the summer’s pictures progressed. First the blonde, followed rapidly by the Latina. They were even more beautiful pregnant, glowing and laughing as their bodies blossomed. Without realizing it, Samantha’s hand had dipped to her slacks and she rubbed herself through them thinking about those pregnant bellies against her skin on either side of her. It was a familiar fantasy, one usually shoved to the back of her mind until she saw some beautiful young pregnant college student or a professor at a function with Joshua. Then she would tell her husband to take one of his pills and ride him until she couldn’t stand it anymore. He never figured out why she would get so horny sometimes, but she knew. She had a pregnancy kink.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

Would Max really get Nico pregnant? Half of her desperately hoped so. The thought of her closest friend and deepest-held crush would look so fucking amazing pregnant, her belly swollen, breasts enlarged, a little bit more weight to her butt. But the other half of her hoped Max wouldn’t because seeing Nico like that would be torture. It already clawed at her heart to see her best friend weekly and not be able to confess her feelings, to act out every wicked fantasy in her head.

What would Nico think if she knew Samantha was a freak? That she had such bad thoughts about her? She knew Nico wanted her but her friend had no idea the fantasies that played in her mind. As Samantha slowly scrolled through more of Max’s pictures, she fantasized she was in bed, kneeling over Nico, her friend on her stomach in the prone position looking over her shoulder while Samantha plunged a dildo in and out of her wet pussy. She’d slide the dildo out and trail it along Nico’s backside until she reached her friend’s little bud, and then she’d peg Nico, slow at first but faster and faster until Nico was crying out from it, clutching at the pillows and gasping Samantha’s name over and over and over again.

Saaaam. Samanthaaaaahh…

These other women played into the fantasy, surrounding them, urging them on. One of them, Laura, the teacher, would come to the bed and hook the side of Nico’s mouth, making her grin as Samantha fucked her ass with the dildo harder and harder. And one of the other women – Becky, maybe – would plunge another dildo into Nico’s pussy and all three of them would hold her as she came and came and came again and again.

And of course… Max. His big hands enveloped her shoulders and his breath tickled her ear as he laughed throatily, laughed and laughed as he shoved his cock inside her from behind, watching over her shoulder as she defiled her best friend. And in the corner was a man, her husband, and like the others’ husbands, he was broken and watching, hand at his mouth as his wife gave in to her deepest, darkest desires.

“Oh, FUCK!” Samantha wailed as she came in real life.

The word reverberated in the big empty house, seeming to echo. Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.

You love Joshua. You love your children. This is a good life.

It was her mantra any time she allowed herself the fantasy of Nico or another man aside from Joshua. The guilt usually carried her for weeks but this time felt different. The fantasy had felt so real. She could swear she felt Max’s breath on her skin, could smell the womanly sex and sweat in the room. Could hear Nico’s cries as she came, and could feel Max’s come flooding Samantha, breeding her like all the rest.

Her eyes opened and settled on the screen. The last picture she scrolled to was still up, a solo one of Max, hands in the pockets of a pair of basketball shorts, grinning at the camera, head cocked.

“Have you bred her yet?” Samantha asked aloud. Someone knocked, and she jumped, nearly tossing the laptop off her. She caught it before it could fall and closed out of the browser.

At the door was Eleanor Moore, her next-door neighbor, not quite elderly but definitely pushing past middle-aged and into that territory. She was a short, striking woman with a fan of gray hair and odd mismatched cheekbones.

“Hello, Eleanor, how are you?” Samantha asked, wishing the flush in her cheeks would subside.

“I’m fine but are you okay? I heard swearing.”

Samantha’s blush intensified. “Yes. I tripped over the carpet and spilled a glass of ice tea.”

“Tea?”

“Ah. Yes.”

“White vinegar, dish soap, and some hot water’ll get that right out.”

“Yes, thank you, I’ll try that.”

Eleanor was none too subtle about peeking deeper into the house. “You sure you’re okay?”

“Just fine. I appreciate you coming and checking on me.” Samantha realized why the other woman was so suspicious. She thought there was a man in there. That Samantha’s cry of passion was just that, but not by her own hand. She could have laughed and very nearly did. “Would you like to come in? I was just thinking about making lunch.”

Her neighbor thought about that and finally shook her head. “No, don’t let me keep you.” She gave Samantha a smile that showed off all the work she had done over the years. “You have a good afternoon. I’m just next door.”

“I know where to find you,” Samantha said, the playful note sounding as faked as it felt. The other woman gave the house one last look before Samantha shut the door on her.

* * *

A few days later, Samantha found herself craving boba tea. She decided on a place near the insurance office where Nico worked, and called her friend on the way.

“Hey you,” Nico said.

“Hey yourself,” Samantha said. “You sound cheerful.”

“I am. I’m really happy.” Nico laughed breathily. “I’m happy, Samantha.”

“I’m so glad to hear that,” Samantha said. “You and his… I can’t believe I’m saying the word, but… his harem. You got along okay?

“I’d say so,” Nico said, and again she laughed so easily, so free.

“You and they…”

“All weekend. Yes.”

“Wow” Samantha breathed. “I want to hear the details. Do you have some time this morning? I was going to get boba tea. Can I bring you one?”

“Oooh. Yes. Please. And I have time. I always do for you, babe.”

Samantha shivered at that despite the dorkiness. “Great. See you soon.”

She picked up the tea and drove to the insurance agency, her heart warming for her friend. Nico had the occasional date but Stephen made an actual dating life an impossibility. He scared off most any reasonably sane man, and those that stuck around were inevitably worse than he was. Sure, dating a nineteen-year-old with a harem full of MILFs wasn’t exactly the healthiest alternative but who was she to judge, especially given her intensifying fantasies?

Nico greeted her at the reception area and already looked like a new woman. Her makeup was brighter, cheerier, giving her smooth ageless face a warmth that generally wasn’t there. Her knee-length dress was much more playful than her usual gray or black ensembles for work. But most of all, there was something to her eyes and smile, a genuine sparkle that Samantha hadn’t seen in far too long.

“Hon, you look amazing,” Samantha said.

“I feel like a new woman,” Nico said.

Jeannie, their receptionist, said, “Isn’t she just glowing? We’re all so happy to see her in a nice relationship.”

Nico couldn’t contain her grin at that. She glanced over her shoulder and said, “Thank you Jeannie.”

In her office, she closed the door behind Samantha as the blonde settled the drinks on tissues on her desk. When she turned around, she hugged Nico, bringing her to her chest and holding her tight. Nico sniffed, and Samantha stroked her hair.

“I’m so happy you’re smiling again,” she said softly.

“Thanks for never giving up on me.”

“Not ever.”

They hugged a while longer, Samantha enjoying the berry scent of Nico’s hair. When they broke apart, Nico’s eyes glimmered and she chuckled self-consciously. She plucked another tissue from the box on her desk and dabbed at her eyes.

“Is he… are they good to you?” Samantha asked.

“Oh yes. We’ve been in bed all weekend. The other women there are all wonderful.”

“And you and them…?”

“Yes,” Nico said quietly.

“And Max?”

Nico squirmed, grinning slyly, and the words exploded out of her all at once. “Oh my God. Best sex of my life. No one has ever even come close.”

“Really? I want to hear every detail,” Samantha said.

“Do you?”

You love your husband. You love your kids.

“Maybe not… all the details. But enough to tease me.”

Nico fixed her gaze on Samantha for a long moment before she spoke again, her words soft and deadly. “Laura is their queen. Our queen. She had an idea for me to come to the house and surprise him. I got there and she told me to get on my hands and knees. That was where I stayed until I… took care of him, Becky, and Laura.”

Samantha’s lips parted and her cheeks flushed. “All at the… at the same time?”

“Kind of. Yes and no. At first just him and me. Then Becky came to me and started… toying with me. He told me to take care of her. Then Laura swapped in when I made Becky...”

“Orgasm,” Samantha said, her voice faint. Nico nodded. “And the others?”

“Were watching. By then my knees were hurting. We took things to the couch for a while, and then the bedroom. Samantha, it was… incredible. They took pictures. Video. And I should have said no or wanted to, but I didn’t. I loved it. I loved all of it. Being used. Being made to be their…” She smiled to herself. “Their pet. That’s my new nickname. Pet.”

“Pet,” Samantha whispered dazedly.

“And Laura’s my mistress. Mistress Laura.”

“Oh my God.”

“Max wants to impregnate me. I told you that, but it’s another thing to… to feel it. I think he must have, or if he hasn’t, it’s not for a lack of trying. Sam, he fucked me maybe five times that first day. It was even more the second.”

Samantha could say nothing. She focused on the boba tea so she had something to stare at other than Nico’s beautiful face. They drank their treat in silence, and finally Samantha stood.

“I should… I should let you get back to it.”

“Are we still on for that dinner you’re hosting?”

“The din… oh, right.” Samantha had nearly forgotten about that. It was coming up and quickly. “Yes, we still need to go shopping for that, don’t we?”

“We do. He’d like to come with.”

“Max?”

Married. You’re married. You’re happily married.

“Yes,” Nico said.

“W-why would he…?”

“Sam, you have to know.”

Samantha fought the urge to lick her lips. “I… I…”

“I asked him for a favor when I came to him. It was my…” Nico smiled to herself, her voice husky now. “My dowry, I guess.”

“What did you ask him for?”

“You,” Nico said. “I told him I want his help seducing you.”

“N-Nico…”

“You’ve had to have known I’ve wanted you for a while.”

Samantha’s throat was as dry as the desert as she whispered, “Yes. For years now.”

“Since the day I met you.”

“S-same, but…”

“You do want me?” Nico asked, genuinely surprised.

Samantha blushed. “Yes. But I’m married.”

“I know. So were Marie, Isabella, Laura, and Hope.”

“Why are you telling me all this?”

“Because he… we want you to know you can say no and we’ll back off. That’s the truth, especially from me. I love you, and that means wanting to see you happy. I want that to be with us but if it’s not, of course I’ll back off.”

She loves me. She loves me. She loves me.

Had three words ever sounded so sweet?

“He wants to make you one of us,” Nico said, fingering the pendant around her neck. “To breed you too.”

“Oh my God,” Samantha whimpered.

“Meet him first. Let him to come shopping with us. He says he won’t touch you, not until you beg him to. Like me. Like Hope. Like the others.”

“B-beg him…” Samantha stood on shaky legs. She forgot her boba tea on the desk and turned for the door, afraid Nico could hear her heart hammering in her chest. Everything she’d fantasized about, being with Nico, Max impregnating her, it was all right there for the taking. But she had to be the one to take it, and that, Samantha wasn’t ready for.

Not yet, anyways.

Before she left the office, she turned one final time, eyes huge and her thighs clamped together to try and contain the dizzying heat she felt. “He can come,” she whispered.

* * *

Something was up with Joshua.

The day before she was set to go clothes shopping with Nico and Max, he was buoyant on the phone with the kids. Faye had a new boyfriend she was gushing about, and Timothy was ebullient about a test he was completely unprepared for. He listened with a smile to Faye, and told Timothy – who considered a B to be failing – to not stress too much.

But with Samantha, he was cold and aloof. His usual low simmer of a temper was as close to a boil as she’d ever seen and the only reason she could think of was Max and Nico. He knew, she thought, but how? She’d never so much as mentioned Max to him. The shopping trip, yes, but that was in passing.

Maybe it wasn’t Nico and Max then, but what other reason would he have to be upset? Missed a bill? Forgotten something she was supposed to do for him? Neither of those would have set this off. They argued about stuff like that, sure, especially when it came to his archaic views of what a woman should be responsible for, but this was new. It had the air of danger to it.

Finally, that night, when they were undressing for bed, Samantha had enough. She asked, “Are you going to tell me what’s wrong or keep acting like a child?”

“A child?” Joshua snapped.

“Try to pretend right now that you’re not throwing an all-day temper tantrum. Go ahead. I’ll wait.”

He yanked his side of the covers down and dropped onto the bed. Talking in a low, furious voice the likes of which she’d never heard before from him, Joshua said, “I was paid a visit today at my office. By Eleanor. Wanting to know if you got the so-called tea stain out of our carpet.”

Samantha shook her head. “Oh. That.”

“Oh? That? She said she heard you shout ‘fuck’ like you were having sexual relations, Samantha.”

“You know, you can just call it sex.”

“Are you serious right now?”

“Very. I’d also accept ‘fucking’ as a reasonable substitute.” He glared at her and she shrugged. “You’re being an ass. I didn’t cheat on you.” Not yet, her mind whispered, as though she had already made up her mind.

“Then what were you doing?”

She saw no point in lying. “Masturbating.”

That took him by surprise. “What?”

“I. Was. Masturbating. I do it pretty often. Especially now that we have sex maybe once a month.”

“Is that what this is about? You want me humping your leg more often?”

“My pussy, but men have never really been all that great at navigating down there, have they?”

“Sarcasm does not become you.”

“Neither does being a jerk about this. I was masturbating, I had an intense orgasm, and Eleanor heard me. End of story.”

It wasn’t though, and Samantha knew it. “What were you masturbating to?” Joshua asked sullenly.

“Interracial porn. Two Black students taking a professor.”

“Jesus Christ, Samantha.”

“Careful. You don’t want lightning to strike the house, do you?”

“Is there some reason you’re being so flippant with me?”

“Apart from you accusing me of cheating? Gee, I wonder why that would make me mad, Joshua.”

But you are, aren’t you? At least in your mind. You’re already on your knees for him, licking his cock with Nico. Fingering your own M pendant.

Joshua said, “You have been acting out for weeks now. Months. I deserve to know why.”

“You don’t get an explanation. Not until you apologize.”

“I am not apologizing for our neighbor having heard you swear like that because you were pleasuring yourself.”

“You used to get off on me pleasuring myself. Before you became so uptight about literally everything.”

Abruptly, he stood up. He went to the dresser and pulled out an undershirt and a pair of briefs. “I’ll be sleeping in the guest bedroom,” he said.

“Stop, Josh. Us stewing about this isn’t going to help.”

But he was already tugging on the clothes. Before he left the room, he stopped and turned to her, a smirk on his face. “If I ever found out you were cheating, Samantha, what do you think would happen?”

“I told you, I’m not.”

“Maybe not. But let’s play that game. Who do you think every judge in this city is going to side with? Do you think you’d take a single cent from me?”

Just as quiet now, just as angry, Samantha said, “Do you think that’s even a threat to me by this point?”

“By this point? Is your life so terrible?”

“No. But it’s not my life, is it?” Samantha asked. “It’s yours. I’m the accessory. The piece of the puzzle you need to make the perfect bullshit picture for your career. That’s what I am to you.”

“You think I don’t care about you? Fine. Go get a job. Dress like a slut. Go be the center in an interracial gangbang if that’s what you really want.”

“Jesus Christ, I was being sarcastic about that,” she said, but he rolled right over her.

“You talk about me having a temper tantrum, but what is it you’re doing? You’re shitting all over years, decades of us rising to the top. This isn’t about me. It’s about us.”

“It has never been about us.”

“Keep telling yourself that,” he said. “And please, next time you see fit to debase yourself, make sure the windows are closed.”

He slammed the door shut. Samantha wanted to cry. Wanted to shout. Instead, she flopped down on the bed, grabbed her phone, and stared at a picture of her and Nico in swimsuits from a few years back until she fell asleep.

* * *

Nico, Max, and Isabella met Samantha at a trendy upscale shopping center on the outskirts of the suburbs. It was the sort of flash-in-a-pan upscale assortment of stores that would die out in a few years, only to pop up elsewhere as the city continued to expand, but for the moment, it was in vogue.

They waited in an SUV, and stepped out as Samantha pulled into the parking lot. It was her first time seeing both Max and Isabella. Max was as tall as his pictures made him out to be, broad-shouldered and muscular. He wore a simple pair of long basketball shorts and a baggy tee shirt, which seemed to be his outfit of choice.

Isabella was even more gorgeous in person, her wide hips and big juicy ass emphasized by tight leggings that were so daring Samantha wasn’t sure it was legal. She was busty too, and showed off some serious cleavage and a hint of her belly with a long-sleeved crimson top. From what Nico told her, Isabella had once been an actress, and it was obvious why. She was stunning.

And then there was Samantha’s best friend, and her transformation made Samantha whisper, “Oh my God.” It wasn’t that much had outwardly changed in the days since they last saw each other, but there was a glow to her Samantha had never seen, not even in their earliest days of friends. She came to Max and looped her arm through his with a shy, happy smile. He reached down and palmed her ass through her short denim cutoffs and she laughed and pinched his own ass. Nico, laughing and pinching a guy’s ass. A guy half her age.

It took Samantha about three seconds to make up her mind about what she wanted. She walked to them, her heart spinning in new, insane ways. Her speed picked up, and Nico let go of Max’s arm. She started towards Samantha too, and they collided, Samantha nodding and crying before she kissed Nico, her tongue plunging into the other woman’s mouth. Nico said her name throatily and kissed her back, her lips so soft, her breath hot. Max for once didn’t try to dominate things. He let them have their moment, that kiss that changed Samantha’s life forever.

“I don’t love him anymore,” she whispered against Nico’s lips. “I love you. Max can have me all he wants if it means I get to have you.”

“I love you too,” Nico whispered back. She laughed again, shakily, and stepped back. “But we can’t be together. Not yet.”

“What?” Samantha asked, more amused than concerned. The way Nico’s eyes sparkled, she knew her friend had a plan. Or rather, Max did.

Isabella strode forward, her chest bouncing with her every step. “Hi, Samantha. I’m Isabella.”

“Hi, Isabella,” Samantha said. She was surprised when Isabella leaned up and kissed the, lacking the force of Nico but the sensation nearly as welcome.

“You are as beautiful as your pictures,” Isabella said.

“Isabella, explain to her what’s going to happen,” Max said.

“We’re going to play this game out to its conclusion,” Isabella said.

“And what would that conclusion be?” Samantha asked.

Isabella grinned. “We’ll keep that secret for now. But it starts with your guest list for your dinner party. It just got a hell of a lot bigger.”

Samantha cocked her head, but she felt delight and a strange wickedness. She was falling without a net but this was not an unpleasant sensation, because however hard the fall, Nico would be there too.

“At least let me hold her hand,” Samantha said to Max.

“Pet, teach her how you properly ask for things,” Max said.

Nico knelt, and said breathily, “Max, may we hold hands?”

Samantha couldn’t help a giggle. Like she was drunk, she dropped to one knee too. “Yes, Max, can we hold hands?”

He gave them a dismissive wave of his hand. Nico and Samantha rose up, and before they got too far, Nico leaned over and pecked Samantha’s shoulder.

Samantha had every intention of buying yet another dowdy, conservative dress up until just days ago, but now she found a world of possibilities again. The store they went into was suggested by Isabella, who was, along with Becky, among the most fashionable of Max’s harem. It was trendy, sexy, and expensive, but worth every penny.

As they approached the store, four college-aged young women came out the door, popping on sunglasses and dangling bags off their fingertips. One of them, a tall, leggy brunette scoffed and said, “Oh no, the moms know about this place now.” Two of the girls tittered, but the fourth had the decency to hiss, “Maile!”

Max, without missing a beat, reached out a hand to Isabella to stop her, and looked over his shoulder at Nico and Samantha. “Flash them your tits.”

Samantha gaped, but Isabella and Nico both did as they were told, bringing up their tops up and over bare breasts, Nico in a gauzy blue bra, Isabella a playful white one. Isabella wiggled and pressed her elbows together, making her amazing tits swing freely.

“What the hell?” one of the college girls asked.

“Samantha,” Max said. “If you want to be with us, you need to make a choice.”

Samantha licked her lips and slowly unslung the shoulders of her dress to show off her own bra, one she thought was pretty sexy until she saw what the other two women were wearing. Max came up behind Nico and cupped her tits from behind. “In five years, all of you will wish you looked as good as any one of my sluts, and they’re twice your age,” he said calmly, “They belong in this store. You, you’re temporary.”

“Fuck you, asshole,” the haughty one said. Max grinned, and bared Nico’s tits to play with them for a moment before pulling her bra and top into place.

The college girls shot away towards a convertible, and Samantha said faintly. “He just… you just…”

“Yes,” Nico said. “Isn’t it wild?”

Samantha nodded. She didn’t think she’d ever blushed so hard in her life.

The store was brightly lit and cheery, the racks of outfits youthful and daring. The clerk was a vivacious blonde with a delicate face who couldn’t have been much older than Max, but he never so much as looked in her direction. His attention was solely on his girls, and much to Samantha’s surprise, as they shopped, he took up several outfits and held them up to Isabella or Nico. When he held up a pink vinyl minidress, Samantha thought it was perfect for Isabella, and indeed, Max told her he wanted to see her ass in that dress. Isabella giggled and picked out the right size before taking it to a rack by the dressing rooms to try on later.

That giggling was intriguing. Nico did it too. It wasn’t quite like they were his bimbos but they seemed drunk on him, which wasn’t so crazy when it came to Nico, since her relationship with Max and the others was still so fresh. But Isabella had been with him well over a year and change, had a kid by him, and still she acted breathless around him. No. Not acted. It was genuine.

Nico came to Samantha and reached for her hand again. It felt right, though the contact was brief. She figured something had happened between Samantha and Joshua, and slowly Samantha filled her in as they browsed. That drew Max’s attention, and he listened silently, something like anger coming off him.

“Uh oh,” Isabella said, amused. “Max is mad. And when he gets mad, he gets creative.”

Max ignored that. “Is he a danger to you?” he asked, low and with a grown to his voice.

“Not physically. But he’s right about one thing. He knows all the right people. If I cheat on him, I come to all of you with nothing.”

Max went to her, and shocking Samantha, he pressed a hand right to the vee of her legs. “You bring this,” he said. The clerk gasped at the counter, and everyone ignored her. “That’s what I want from you, Samantha. What I’ll demand from you. You will be mine to use however I want. But more importantly to you, you’ll be Nico’s, and she’ll be yours. Our pets.”

Could he feel the heat between her thighs? She didn’t think so, but if he kept his hand there for much longer, he was going to feel a puddle in her panties through the fabric of her dress.

“We have what we need to take care of ourselves,” Isabella added, coming to Samantha too and kissing her on the cheek. Max pulled his hand away, but studied every inch of Samantha, his eyes greedy. Isabella continued. “It’s a strange life but it’s a good one. You’ll never be unsatisfied.”

She led Max away, giving Nico and Samantha more time together, though they didn’t say much. Samantha’s head swam with Max’s brazenness, both out in front of the store and in it. He truly did not give a damn about anything except his pleasure. But to hear Nico tell it – or rather, whisper in her ear as she fingered a knee-length yellow dress – Max could and would fuck all of them for hours. He was insatiable. And all the women were in their sexual prime, taking as much as they gave, a never-ending parade of lust and love.

“And the children?” Samantha asked weakly as Nico plucked a black leather skirt off the rack.

“Raised by their ex-husbands. He has some kind of spell over them.”

“Oh my God.”

“I think I’d like to raise the ones he gives me, though. A second chance.”

“You deserve that.”

“Imagine it, Samantha,” Nico said dreamily. “The two of us, pregnant with his children.”

Blushing, Samantha said, “It’s… kind of hot.”

Nico raised an eyebrow. “Oh? You like that idea?”

“It’s one of my biggest kinks.”

Nico looked surprised and pleased. “You never said.”

“I was always afraid to tell you everything about me. Oh, Nico, I’ve got such… mm… wicked fantasies.”

Nico turned to her, cheeks just as red as Samantha’s. “Me too. And we can play them all out, with him, with the others, with each other.”

“I’ll get on my knees right now again and beg him.”

Nico laughed softly. “No. Not yet. You’ll like what he has planned.”

“And then we get to be together. I do love you, Nico.”

“I love you. And you’ll love the others too.”

“Pet,” Samantha said, tasting it on her tongue.

Nico giggled. “Pet One, Pet Two. Oooh. That gives me an idea.”

She grabbed Samantha’s hand and guided her around the store. First, she found a white dress for Samantha. Short with thin straps, it would emphasize both Samantha’s incredible breasts and her long, shapely calves. And for Nico, they found a red cocktail dress that nearly matched it, the length slightly longer but with a slit in the side that would nearly show off her panties.

“The angel. The devil,” Nico said, holding up each dress in turn.

“I love it. But we need heels to go with. My treat. On Joshua.”

Nico laughed at that. Only then did they realize they and the clerk were alone in the store proper, and the clerk was watching the dressing area with unbridled interest. Samantha, in a low voice only Nico could hear, said, “Are they…?”

“Probably. Like I said, insatiable.”

As if he heard them, Max called, “Pet!”

“Gotta go,” Nico said. She glanced towards the dressing room, then leaned up and kissed Samantha again. “I can’t wait for the party.”

“Me either,” Samantha said, feeling dizzy and giddy all at once.

She followed her friend. The clerk gave them a knowing smile, and hurried towards the front door to lock it and flip the OPEN sign.

There were two large dressing rooms, and both the doors stood slightly ajar. Nico slipped into the one where feet were visible in the gap under the paneling, smiling at Samantha as she closed it.

Isabella said, “Oooh, I like that dress.”

“Show me what it looks like on you,” Max said.

In the next room, Samantha set about stripping, listening to the rustle of clothes and Isabella’s soft giggle. She froze when one of the two women moaned softly, little more than an exhalation of breath. Nico said quietly, “No one else is in the store and the clerk locked up.”

“Good,” Max said. The low, throaty growl to his voice made Samantha shiver. She was down to her underwear now, her ear nearly pressed to the wall. Some soft sound reached her, something familiar but which she couldn’t identify for a long moment until it clicked. It was licking.

“Do you like her, sir?” Nico asked breathily.

“She’s beautiful.”

“Would you like her in here right now sucking your cock too? She’s ready for it.”

Samantha gasped, but there was no use denying it. She turned around and rested her butt against the wall between them, closing her eyes. Twenty years of marriage floated away on a breeze as she dipped her hands to her sex, rubbing herself slowly through her panties.

“Not yet, Pet. But she’ll have her mouth around my cock soon enough.”

Nico moaned, but it was muffled, and Samantha realized she must have a mouthful of his cock. “Oh my God,” she mouthed. This had just become real in a way she wasn’t prepared for. Just feet away, her best friend was on her knees, sucking a nineteen-year-old’s cock. A nineteen-year-old who just had Samantha out in front of the store flashing her breasts to college girls. Who would soon have her on her knees too.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered.

Isabella laughed throatily. “Isn’t it hot?”

“Y-yes,” Samantha said.

“You should see Nico. How much of him she’s sucking into her mouth. She and Becky are the best cocksuckers in our group.”

“She and…. B-Becky…”

“Do you like sucking cock, Samantha? You will. One of us wakes him up every morning with a blowjob.”

Samantha’s hand shot into her panties, fingers strumming her clit and her pussy lips. She banged her head back against the wall and her foot rose off the ground.

There was a slurp, and Nico asked, “Are you playing with yourself, Sam?” Her voice was so needy, so keening.

“Yessss.”

“I can’t wait to watch you do it. To help you with it. Oh Sam, we’re going to be together.”

“T-together… I love you, Nico, I love you so much…

“I love you, I love… URK.”

He had shoved his cock back inside Nico’s mouth. Her gagging was rhythmic as he must have been pounding his meat in and out of her mouth, her throat. Samantha’s mouth opened in a subconscious imitation, her eyes rolling up, her orgasm coming fast and hard. She whimpered as she came, her head bouncing back against the dividing wall again, foot stamping down. She fell blindly sideways and dropped onto the bench seat, her fingers slipping into her cunt as her other hand joined in, going to her clit. Her legs spread wide and she listed to one side, staring at nothing until the door opened. It was Isabella, clad only in panties, cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with good humor.

“Oh, Max, she’s on the bench, fingering herself so fast and so hard.”

Max grunted, Nico gagging out, “Mmmmf!” around him.

“Oh my God,” the clerk said from the hallway. “This is so fucking hot.”

Everyone ignored her. Isabella stepped into the dressing room, and the two women watched each other.

“You’re so ready for this, aren’t you, our newest sweet little slut?” Isabella asked.

“Yes,” Samantha said.

“Ready to cheat on your husband?”

Sorry, Joshua, Samantha thought, but nodded as her knees spread wide.

“No. Say it. Say you’re ready to cheat on your husband.”

“I’m ready… t-to cheat on my husband,” Samantha said softly.

“That’ you’re ready for Max.”

“I’m ready for Max. I want him… oh God, I want to be a part of this…”

Isabella came closer, leaning in until they were face to face. “That you’re ready to be bred by him.”

“Yes… yessss, mmm, ready to be bred…”

“His good little breeding slut.”

“His good… breeding…”

“Say it,” Isabella said, reaching out and pinching Samantha’s nipple between her fingers and twisting just sharply enough to hurt but not enough to cause serious pain.

“His breeding slut!” Samantha cried out. She heard a bang from the next room, and stared in that direction as Nico cried out.

“He’s fucking me, Sam, he’s fucking me against the wall, oh God, he’s so big and he’s so good…”

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck…” Samantha said, hips jumping as she fingered herself harder.

“You live for him now,” Isabella said. “His every whim, his every pleasure.”

“Yes,” Samantha agreed fervently. “His. I’m his.”

As the thumping next door grew faster and faster and Nico cried out, Isabella whispered into Samantha’s ear, “You’re going to look so fucking good on your knees licking each and every one of our pussies. That pretty makeup in ruins. That tight little belly full with hi kids.”

Nico and Samantha cried out as one. Samantha’s hand shot towards her friend even if she couldn’t see or reach her. Isabella pulled back and cupped one of her big breasts in hand. She lifted it and sucked at her own nipple. Samantha stared, lost in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss, as milk began to trickle out of the other woman’s nipple. She lunged forward to grab Isabella’s breast and suck, the milk warm and sweet on her tongue. Nico cried out again, and again, and again until finally her friend wailed that Max was coming inside her, that he was filling her up.

Samantha dropped to her knees, gasping, the milk wet on her lips and her chin. When she looked up again, Isabella was gone, and she was ready to be remade.

* * *

“That’s what you’re wearing tonight?” Joshua asked flatly, staring at Samantha’s white cocktail dress.

“Why, thank you for the compliment, sweetheart! It’s so very sweet to tell me how lovely you think I look,” Samantha said. She was seated in front of her vanity and applying her makeup. She felt giddy. Unstoppable. She didn’t care what her husband thought about her dress or the heavy makeup she was applying right at that moment. She did care about the conversation she had with the kids earlier, telling them that she loved them and was proud of them and that she always wanted them to be happy, but when it came to Joshua, she just didn’t give a damn anymore.

Her husband sighed with world-weary resignation. “This is as much about your future as mine. The wife of a state senator. Possibly a run at the governor’s office someday.”

“Mm hm,” she said. “By the way, Nico’s bringing some friends with her tonight. The guest list doubled.”

His frown deepened. “The caterers-”

“-have been notified. We’ll owe them extra for the late notice but you’ll like them. One of them is a corporate executive. Another was married into the Tucker family.”

Joshua’s frown lost its intensity. “As in…”

“Yes. Those Tuckers.”

“You said ‘was married.’”

“They had a falling out. She’s a teacher, so double the peacock points.”

That took the wind out of his sails. Having a teacher at the dinner could only bolster his appearance in the eyes of his peers who were coming that night, seeing as how most of them had backgrounds in college administration or were the sorts of elected officials who would love to be seen slumming it with teachers. But still Joshua looked troubled. Samantha didn’t care.

The caterers came before she was finished getting ready so Joshua took over the role of party host for the moment, directing them to lay out the buffet-style offerings in the formal dining room. Their guests would start to arrive in minutes, so Samantha finished with her makeup and stared at herself in the mirror, then looked around the bedroom, smiling faintly to herself. The night before would be her last sleeping in this room. There were good memories here, but she was ready to move on to a new, dangerous, and exciting phase of her life.

She was ready to be Max’s.

The guests were a who’s who of local movers and shakers, people not quite at the top echelons of local government but who would probably make up their ranks in the next five to ten years. There were two members of the college’s board of trustees, both of them belonging to wealthy families. The assistant mayor and a youthful judge showed up together with their beautiful wives. One of the city’s most prominent heiresses arrived and went straight for their minibar, eyeing Joshua like the night’s main course.

Standing next to him, Samantha muttered, “Good luck with him.”

Joshua gave her a sideways look, and she beamed at him.

Nico, Max, and the others were not the last to arrive but when they did show up, they sucked all the air out of the room. Nico led the way in her red dress, and Samantha’s breath caught in her throat at the sight of her friend. Her dark hair was tousled just so, crisp and giving her a hint of wildness and elegance all at once. The same could be said of her makeup. All the harem’s makeup, really, both elegant and a touch slutty, emphasizing eyes and lips in a way that drew every guy’s attention. And all of them, of course, were dressed to kill. Even Max had stepped up his game in black slacks, a dark blue button-down fitted just right to his muscles, and a black blazer.

Samantha floated across the formal living room to Nico. Her friend held a gift bag, her eyes locked on Samantha’s. Samantha could not help herself, and leaned down to gently kiss the corner of Nico’s mouth, holding it just a split-second longer than was appropriate.

When Samantha pulled away, she heard the heiress say with feigned delight, “And who might they be?”

“Max Richman,” Max said to the room at large. “And this my fiancée Laura.”

He introduced the rest of the harem, never actually mentioning they were his girlfriends too. When it was her turn, Nico’s eyes crinkled, and she nodded towards the kitchen. “I have a gift for the hostess,” she said. “I’ll bring her right back.”

While Max and the others were swarmed by curious guests, Nico and Samantha broke away and hurried to the kitchen. When they were alone, Samantha kissed Nico again, fighting back tears. “I can’t wait for this stupid dinner to be over,” she muttered.

“Me either,” Nico said, “but we don’t have much time.” She opened the bag and pulled out a C-shaped vibrator. She grinned as Samantha covered her mouth. “Slip this in. Quick.”

She also pulled out a bottle of lube and coated the tips of the vibrator fast. Samantha hiked up her dress. She reached for the vibrator, but Nico had another idea and did the work for her, the two of them grinning at each other as she slid the vibrator home into Samantha’s pussy and ass. It had been a long, long time since anyone had touched her delicate bud like that, and the sensation was like she was an anal virgin again, pleasant but strange. Before Nico tugged her panties up, she looked around and dropped to her knees. Samantha drew in a breath and moaned Nico’s name when her friend leaned forward and kissed her thick hooded clit.

“To be continued very soon,” Nico said, staring up at Samantha.

“I hope so,” Samantha said, dizzy with lust.

“Honey?” Joshua asked, coming into the kitchen. Nico tugged the dress down into place and stood up casually, bag in hand.

“I’m a klutz,” she said. “Thanks for having us tonight, Joshua. I know it’s a little strange, but…”

“A little… a little strange,” he said, and barked out a laugh. “Jesus Christ, Nico, your, your guy friend… is… is he even old enough to drink?”

“Nope.”

“And he’s marrying that… that teacher.”

“Yes,” Nico said. “Aren’t they the sweetest couple?”

Joshua clenched his jaw and started to say something else, but a couple guests came in hunting for ice for their drinks. While Joshua tended to them, Nico leaned in and whispered into Samantha’s ear, “Keep that in. There’s one more present for you inside the bag. But you don’t get to put it on until each of us have come to you. Then you’re ours, and the game’s done.”

She pulled back, smiling and going to the other guests. Samantha stared after her, cheeks blooming, and wildly curious what they had in store. She didn’t have long to wait.

Becky, the gorgeous pregnant one, came into the kitchen and gave Samantha a dazzling smile. She was even more beautiful in person, her dark hair spilling across one half of her face and her breasts and big belly emphasized in a ribbed blue dress ending just above her knees. She strode towards Samantha, her breasts bouncing merrily, nearly making Samantha laugh with a mixture of lust and amusement.

“Samantha! Hello! I’ve been so looking forward to meeting you!”

Becky held out her hand and Samantha took it in both of hers before coming in for a kiss to Becky’s cheek. Only, there was something in her hand, something small and discreet.

The vibrator buzzed, making Samantha yelp, and Becky’s smile turned devilish. Samantha’s hand nearly went to her pussy out of reflex. The pulse was a short one, just a few seconds, but it felt so damn good.

“It’s so lovely to meet you too. Becky, right?”

“That’s right,” Becky said, then quieter but no less cheerfully, “Two blasts for the right answer.”

Samantha clutched at the counter beside her as the vibrator buzzed twice more. “S-so,” she said, “Nico’s told me a little bit about you. An executive. And you have a little girl?”

“Four blasts!” Becky said, her finger working the remote control.

“Oh Jesus, oh… hi, Mrs. Williamson, please, help yourself to some ah-ice…”

Becky kept her finger on the button, the vibrator buzzing as the other guest cut in and asked how far she was along and if she had any other children. Becky answered all the questions in stride as Samantha leaned back against the counter, pressing her thighs together and suppressing a moan.

The woman’s husband called to her and she said brightly to Samantha, “You have some beautiful friends.”

“Aren’t they?” Samantha asked faintly.

“I’m sorry to take her away,” Becky said, “but Samantha, would you mind showing me to a bathroom?”

“Oh, of course,” Samantha said, and this time managed to not show any reaction when the vibrator buzzed.

She guided Becky through the house to the guest bathroom on the first floor. Most everyone was still gathered in the formal and informal living rooms, giving them some privacy, so Becky said, “Let me ask you…” stepping into the bathroom, and before Samantha knew it, she was being yanked inside and the door shut behind her.

“Ask me what?” she said breathlessly.

For a response, Becky leaned in and kissed her, her lips strangely gentle as she made the vibrator pulse. Samantha pressed her hands to the other woman’s belly, running her fingers over the ribbed material of her dress and moaning at the softness of her, the intense beauty of her pregnancy.

“Are you ready to be with all of us?” Becky asked softly.

“Yes,” Samantha said without hesitation.

“Good girl,” Becky said. “You’ll make a wonderful pet, right alongside Nico. You love her, don’t you?”

“With all my heart.”

Becky nodded, and lifted the hem of her dress up and up, grinning naughtily at Samantha. “Get on your knees, and give me a kiss to welcome me properly, slut.”

Samantha whispered, “Slut.” The word tasted fine on her tongue, and she licked her lips as she sank to her knees. The vibrator buzzed, a more constant sensation, and she gasped as it kept going and going. Becky spread her legs. With her belly, the position was awkward, but Samantha knee walked around behind her and gently pushed the other woman’s lower back until she was bent over slightly. It was Samantha’s first taste of a woman’s pussy. Becky tasted of soft femininity, flowery soap and something headier. Samantha savored it, even as her mind spun dizzily with the concept of what she was doing, what she was succumbing to. And all the while, the vibrator buzzed until she could take no more and came for the first time that night, shuddering and whimpering, “Becky… I…”

“Did you come?”

“Yes.”

“Before I did?” Becky asked.

“I… yes, I guess so.”

“Hmph.” With that, Becky turned and tugged her dress down into place. The vibrator stopped buzzing, and Samantha stood on shaky legs. Becky embraced her and kissed her. “I can’t wait to sit on that pretty face later and have you make it up to me.”

“I can’t either,” Samantha said. “You were my first, mm… woman I’ve tasted.”

“Really?” Becky asked, surprised.

“Mm hm. I’d like another.”

Becky pinched her butt. “Soon. Oh! I’m supposed to send a picture of you with your toy in. Hang on.” She slid up her dress, and from a garter, produced a phone. She positioned Samantha against the bathroom door, hoisted her dress up, and snapped a picture of the toy between her legs.

“I hope you don’t mind having pictures and video taken,” Becky said, pulling Samantha’s dress back down. “We love to record our fun together.”

“That sounds kind of hot,” Samantha admitted.

“Good.” Becky caressed one of Samantha’s breasts. “We all play at being wild, but honey, I want to emphasize anything you’re not comfortable with, you can say no at any time.”

“I want it all,” Samantha said. “Be as wild with me as you want.”

“That’s good… Pet.”

Someone knocked, and Becky slid the phone away. With Samantha behind her, she opened the door and smiled brightly at another guest. “Sorry! Didn’t mean to hog the bathroom.”

Neither of them offered an explanation as to why they were in the bathroom together, and they languidly strode out to rejoin the party. Samantha felt like she was a top that had just started twirling. Isabella came to them next, and Becky passed off the remote.

“It’s so lovely to see you again,” Isabella said, and gave Samantha a buzz.

“G-good to see you too!” Samantha said. The memory of being in that dressing room and lunging at the other woman to suck at her milky breasts came to mind again, and she shivered with delight. “Did Joshua show you to the drinks and appetizers?”

“No, not yet.”

“Well, let me sh-” Buzz! “-ohh you.”

They walked together through the kitchen, Samantha smiling and nodding at a few guests. Max, Joshua, and Laura were in a corner of the informal dining room. Joshua caught her eye and looked like he was about to try and break away, but Laura caught his arm. Samantha nearly did a bunny hop when the vibrator buzzed again.

“Oh, you’re all evil,” she said under her breath to Isabella.

“My love, you have no idea.”

“I can’t stop thinking ab-” Buzz! “-about y-your milk….”

Isabella grinned and held down the button, making Samantha clutch at the back of a chair. “All of the original four are milky for him. And each other. You’ll get to drink as much as you want. But that gives me an idea. Be right back.”

She gave Samantha no reprieve but changed the setting of the vibrator to something like a heartbeat. By now, Samantha was sure her face was as red as a tomato, and it was all she could do not to moan out loud. Isabella went first to the kitchen and disappeared for a long minute before coming back into view and heading for the minibar. She walked in such a way that emphasized the swish of her hips and her ass, drawing a few guys’ eyes, including Joshua, who was looking more and more put out.

The judge’s wife, Tabitha, called to Samantha. As Isabella approached, so did Tabitha. Isabella held out a cocktail to Samantha. “Taste that and tell me you don’t love it,” she said.

Samantha brought the drink, which looked like a White Russian, only slightly darker, nearly to her lips, then understood exactly what the cream in the drink must be. Had Isabella squeezed out her milk right there in the kitchen? This was insane, she thought, and sipped. This was so delightfully insane.

“What are we drinking, girls? Is that a white Russian?” Tabitha asked.

“My variation on it,” Isabella said cheerfully.

“Ooh, share, share!”

Isabella’s eyes crinkled. Samantha held out the drink furtively, expecting a blowup from Tabitha. Instead, the other woman fanned her face.

“Bit strong for me, but that’s so sweet and… bitter? Is that hazelnut?”

“Cream,” Samantha said quickly. “Hazelnut creamer.”

“I just love that outfit,” Tabitha said to Isabella, who was in a frilly pink cocktail dress.

“Oh, thank you! You’re very yummy yourself,” Isabella said, eyeing Tabitha up and down. The vibrator buzzed constantly again, and Samantha dropped a hand to the chair next to her steadying herself as she squeezed her hips together again and suppressed another moan.

Tabitha glanced down at her dress and looked back up with a wry smile. “That’s sweet of you to say, but this thing is so… boring, compared to how you and your friends are letting loose tonight. Color me jealous.”

“It took Nico and I to convince Samantha to show off what she’s got.” Isabella reached out and tweaked the fabric of Tabitha’s dress awfully close to her perky breasts. “You would look divine in something that showed off those legs and this figure. Don’t you think, Samantha?”

“Um, yes,” Samantha said, blushing hard. The sound of the vibrator was unnoticeable by the party at large, but surely Tabitha must have heard something. But the judge’s wife’s attention focused only on Isabella as the Latina trailed her fingers down Tabitha’s side.

“Yes. So yummy. I could just eat you right up,” Isabella purred.

“Um. Thank you. That’s… I should get another drink,” Tabitha said.

“Yes. Drinks are… drinks are…” Samantha’s eyes nearly rolled up in her head and she nodded towards the minibar and the kitchen as her second orgasm threatened to sweep her up. “They’re in there!” she managed to squeak out, fingernails raking at the chair’s fabric.

Tabitha excused herself, staring at them out of the corner of her eyes. With no one else looking at the moment, Isabella raised the back of Samantha’s dress, just a brief flash, and Tabitha’s eyes widened before Isabella dropped the dress back down.

“Oh my God,” Samantha said.

“And the night’s still young,” Isabella said, finally ending her sweet torture.

* * *

They intended for the meal to be informal and for everyone to get a plate when they were ready, but several people getting food and seating themselves attracted more guests, until there were roughly ten or so gathered around the formal tables, including Max, Joshua, Samantha, and Hope. Max sat next to Joshua, while Samantha sat between Hope and another guest. Samantha was disappointed but not surprised that Max didn’t sit next to her. She figured he was picking that spot deliberately to appease any suspicions Joshua might have about his presence at the party, though by that point, Samantha well and truly gave zero fucks about anything but her next orgasm. Her mind was feverish, her lust only swelling throughout the night as the teasing with the vibrator receded to occasional buzzes.

“This food is something else,” Hope said brightly. She was a cheerful Southern woman, thick and curvy but not fat. Oddly enough, it was her deep tan Samantha envied most. She had a decent tan going herself but Hope’s skin seemed to glow with hers. Samantha also adored the woman’s sparkling eyes and bright white veneers. Someone had done some wonderful work to her teeth. Her smile was as warm as a campfire. “I cannot get enough of this roast.”

“My wife and the caterers’ doing,” Joshua said. His smile had a strained edge to it. Impatience, maybe. He’d been expecting to be able to talk shop at this dinner with his other guests, but Max and his girlfriends kept interjecting themselves in ways that were discreet to anyone but Samantha.

“You’re the vice-president of the college, Samantha mentioned,” Max said.

“That’s right. Thinking of going to college yourself?” Joshua asked. “You’ve got to be about that age, right? Eighteen? Nineteen?”

“Nineteen. And maybe. You never know. A lot of beautiful older women around campus,” Max said. He cracked a grin. “Like my companions tonight.”

“So young to be engaged to someone so… mm… much older and in the public view like that,” Joshua said.

“Joshua,” Samantha said, her voice syrup sweet. A hand brushed her hip and settled onto it. She jerked as the vibrator started up again.

“Are you all right?” Irene, another guest, asked.

“Oh yes, just f-fine,” Samantha said as Hope’s hand brushed her sex and the vibrator inside her.

“Your own wife is only a few years older than Laura,” Max said mildly. “Are you calling her old?”

Joshua’s smile now showed teeth. “No. Of course not. But the age gap must be intimidating. When you’re her age, she’ll be in her sixties.”

“Your math is spot on,” Max said, and Samantha nearly choked on a laugh until Hope brushed her clit with her thumb. “So let me ask you a question in return.”

“Of course.”

“How much older are you than Samantha?” Max’s eyes flicked to her, and then back to Joshua.

“That’s a fair point,” Joshua admitted “But you are very young yet.”

“You’ve got two kids in college, right? How old was she when you got her pregnant?”

“Is that someone’s cell phone buzzing?” Irene asked, looking around the table.

“Not mine,” Hope said. “Nowhere to hide it with this dress.”

“Uh huh,” Samantha said, trying not to slide down in her chair, trying not to spread her hips wide, trying not to bite her hand.

“So how do the rest of you know Max and Laura?” Joshua asked Hope, clearly irritated with Max but smart enough to know when to drop the subject.

Hope brought the hand that had been holding the remote to her silverware and plucked up her fork. The vibrator was still on, pulsing inside Samantha’s pussy and ass as she worked the blonde’s clit with slow, easy circles. Despite being one of Max’s newest acquisitions, she was definitely skilled already, and Samantha had to fight to keep from crying out.

“Laura and I come from the same social circles,” Hope said. Now that was one way of putting it. “We’ve all become close friends.”

“Laura, Becky, Marie, and Isabella all took good care of me when my parents died,” Max explained. He launched into a sanitized version of what had happened, drawing in more listeners while Hope intensified the buzzing of the vibrator. Irene heard it again, looked around, and fixed on Samantha when she slumped down in her chair, eyes unfocused, lips parted.

“Are you sure you’re all ri…?” “All right” was clearly what she meant to say, but Irene didn’t finish the question. She blinked, trying to process something, then her eyes widened. Hope gave her a mischievous smile, and brought the remote up and showed it to the other woman.

Irene glanced all around… and winked.

“…and so now that the house is sold…” Max was saying, his eyes flicking back towards Samantha again as she grabbed her napkin and brought it up to her lips to hide her mouth falling open. The third orgasm of the night hit her long and hard, her body shaking from the effort of keeping it contained. She nearly fell sideways into Hope, then shot to her feet, her waves of pleasure still rocking her.

“D-does anyone need a refill?” she asked, and darted away, glass of wine in hand.

* * *

“I don’t like them. Him in particular,” Joshua said to her in a none-too-quiet voice.

“Oh stop, they’re fun,” Samantha said.

“He keeps staring at you like… like…”

“Like he wants me? Like I’m a desirable woman in my forties?”

“You know, I’ve about had it with your attitude. This whole night is going up in flames.”

“Really?” she asked. “Because I’m having the time of my life.”

Joshua held Samantha’s eyes a moment longer. His usual cool simmer of a temper was as close to a full-on boil as she’d ever seen from him, including their argument from earlier that week. She sipped her wine, smirking. From the living room came music. The record player pumped out one of Samantha’s favorites, a catchy pop rock song from six or seven years back. Samantha peeked out there and saw the gorgeous blonde Marie by the record player. Marie caught her eye, grinned, and curled a finger at her.

“All parties need a little dancing!” she called.

“Get. Them. Out. Of. Here,” Joshua snarled.

“No, Joshua. I won’t,” Samantha said dreamily. “I’m going to go dance with my friends.”

“You’re throwing our future away,” he said, far too loudly. Several people overheard, including Max, who eyed him unguardedly. Joshua stared right back at him, teeth bared. Samantha had no interest in their fight, implied or open, and strode to the living room.

Of all of them except maybe Nico, it was her private belief that in person, Marie was the single most stunning of Max’s harem. Her soft face, bright, dark eyes, and silky long blonde hair made for an incredibly sexy package, and the budding fullness of her belly with her second pregnancy gave her a vitality like Becky’s.

The two moved together easily, as though they’d scripted this. Their smiles sparkled as they stared into each other’s eyes. Nico tugged a laughing Laura into the room too, and to Samantha’s surprise, Irene was only half a minute longer, pulling her own bedazzled husband close. They never got quite as wild as Max’s crew but there was a fundamental change to them, something new Samantha had never seen from them at the twenty or so dinners or parties they’d attended together. She wasn’t the only one shedding her skin that night, and it made her heart soar.

Marie had control of the vibrator but only buzzed Samantha sporadically. She didn’t need it. They danced close enough to feel the heat of each other’s breath, Marie’s million-dollar smile never dimming. Hope took pictures of them together, and in them, they had their arms slung over each other’s shoulders, looking like they were on the cusps of orgasms just from the closeness of their bodies.

As the song changed, they moved again, Marie spinning Samantha and wrapping her arms around her waist from behind. The soft, barely noticeable bulge of her stomach against Samantha’s back excited her. It was, again, a promise of what was to come for her, pregnancy, birth, milk. In her periphery, she saw Joshua fetch the coats of two of their guests at the front door. The party was thinning, but not by much. To her surprise, when she looked around, more couples had joined them. Nico openly ground on Max, and Laura and Becky moved together, while other guests from outside Max’s crew watched and joined in far more awkwardly but with a growing sense of frivolity.

“Look at them,” Marie whispered in Samantha’s ear. “Look at how we’re changing them. Freeing them.”

Samantha looked over her shoulder, her lips parted. And right there, in front of the whole party, she kissed Marie. There were audible gasps at that, but she didn’t care, and neither did the blonde. The vibrator pulsed, but it was those kisses that spurred Samantha on. She ground harder against the other woman, their dancing turning into swaying, their bodies moving not to the music but their own beat. Nico would always be Samantha’s favorite of the group, even more than Max, but in that moment, as she was guided into the sweetest orgasm of the night, she fell a little bit in love with Marie too, and the two would always share a bond.

They kissed again as the orgasm swept through Samantha, and she twisted in the other woman’s arms again, crying, smiling, her heart and soul now completely unchained. Whatever came, she was committed, and she’d never felt lighter. Joshua stood feet away, fists clenched, fury in his eyes and scowl.

“I want a divorce,” she called to him, laughing and crying even harder.

“No fucking shit,” Joshua said, and stormed towards the minibar.

* * *

Joshua downed two fingers worth of good whiskey, his teeth clenched. How dare she? This was his career, their life, and she wasn’t so much burning down their house as pumping a tanker’s truck worth of gasoline into their home and setting it off with a flamethrower.

They would never recover from this, and why? Because he liked her in less whorish clothes? Because he talked her out of rejoining the working world for the sake of his – their – future? She was so fucking shortsighted. Couldn’t she see how far they could rise in this world?

He poured another finger of whiskey. Eamon Vincent laid a hand on his shoulder and told him he and his wife were going. Most of the party was, excepting a few couples still in Joshua’s living room, dancing the night away. Dancing in the fire and ash of his career. That they were also dancing at the end of his marriage never occurred to him.

It was that fucking Nico’s fault. Her, and that teenager, Max. He wasn’t sure how he knew that, but Joshua was no fool and he’d seen just about every woman at the party eye the young man, especially Samantha. The young piece of shit played it cool, pretending not to notice, but he knew what he was doing, morally corrupting the very fabric of these women’s minds and souls. Despite his attendance at church the last fifteen or sixteen years, Joshua had never actually much believed until he met that grinning devil. Now he did. Max was evil incarnate, and all the women with him were his demon brides.

“Not in my house,” Joshua said loudly. Two of the last guests not out there dancing eyed him at that and edged away. Joshua flipped off their backsides as they beelined it for the front door, feeling mean, feeling ugly. A little drunk, too.

He tossed back one last splash of whiskey and turned for the living room, intent on either confronting his wife or Max. He didn’t really care which, he just wanted a fight. For the first time in his adult life he well and truly lost his tight control over his temper, and it felt so fucking good.

But they were nowhere to be seen. Neither was Nico. Now that his marriage was shattered he wouldn’t mind a little piece of that raven-haired bitch’s tight little ass. The number of times he nutted inside his wife thinking about that haughty whore’s pussy were innumerable.

He searched the first floor. There was Max, coming out of the bathroom, phone in hand. He regarded Joshua with cold, intelligent, and alien eyes. Contempt rolled off him in waves, as it had when they ate dinner together earlier. It had been hidden under the thinnest veneer then, and now it was bare.

Joshua stormed right for him. “Get out of my house,” he snarled.

“Hm.”

That was it. That was Max’s entire response. Joshua balled up his fist and might have thrown a punch if David and Irene didn’t come down the hallway to tell him they were leaving. Irene was beet-red in the cheeks and the nose, and said with drunken cheer, “They are delightful. Please, invite them to more of these things. It’s nice to finally have some life at these parties.”

“I’ll do that,” Joshua said, trying not to clench his teeth.

When they were alone again, Max said mildly, “Follow me.”

“I told you, get out.”

Max sighed and tried to walk right past him. Joshua reached out and Max brushed him off. Furious, Joshua followed the young man to the doors leading out to the backyard. Outside, near the gazebo, were two figures, Laura, Max’s fiancée, and Samantha. And Samantha was on her knees, dress hiked up, her head bent forward.

“What the…?” Joshua whispered.

His wife, his formerly sweet, vanilla wife, appeared to be licking the other woman’s pussy.

Joshua snapped forward, but like he was a dog handling a puppy, Max grabbed the back of his neck, clenching hard and keeping Joshua in place. Joshua spun to swing at him, the blow hitting Max’s broad chest. It was like punching stone

“You loved her,” a voice said behind them. It was Nico. Her words were soft and dreamy, her eyes a million miles away as she stepped up beside them on the opposite side of Joshua. Her fingers reached out towards the door, trailing the glass as she smiled faintly. “I know you did, Joshua. I remember it.”

“Of course I fucking love her.”

“Maybe you still do. I don’t know. But she hasn’t felt that love in so long. You’ve caged her.”

“Caged her?” Joshua laughed. It was an ugly laugh, just short of a sob. “Look at this house. Look at her car. The vacations. The parties, the fundraisers. The kids in college.”

“Have you listened to her? About what she wants?”

“I have given her the perfect fucking life!” Joshua roared.

Outside, Samantha’s head twisted towards the house, but Laura gently brought her attention back to her pussy. Whatever she said soothed Samantha, and Joshua’s wife began to lick again, this time with more fervor.

“You’ve given her your idea of a perfect life,” Nico said. “But you’ve seen how miserable she is. She wants to go back to work. To be a mother again. She wants to be heard, and loved, and seen as an equal. That’s all she wants. It’s not too late to bring her back to you.”

“I’ve seen the way you look at her, your tongue practically hanging out. You love her, don’t you?” Joshua asked, sneering.

“Yes.”

“You really think she’d have a better life with you?”

“I hope so. With me. With Max. Laura. The others too. But it’s not about me, or even us. It’s about her happiness. If she decides that’s with us… I’ll love her forever.” She touched the glass again, a tear sliding down her cheek. “And if she chose you, I’d still love her forever. Could you say the same, Joshua?”

His fury turned cold and he no longer cared about propriety. He didn’t answer. Instead, he turned, his fist coming up, meaning to backhand Nico across the face. He knew people were watching, but his entire existence in that moment was centered on this self-righteous whore, the bitch he now saw had led his Samantha astray. People gasped. Hope lunged forward but she was far too late.

Max wasn’t.

He grabbed Joshua’s hand, and instead of spinning the other man or pinning the hand to Joshua, he pulled. And pulled. Joshua’s shoulder gave a pop, and his arm came out of the socket. His eyes bulged, and for a long moment, there was no sensation. Then the nerves caught up, a blazing ball of heat in his shoulder making him scream.

Max kicked him in the ass towards the onlookers as outside, Samantha shot to her feet and she and Laura started towards the house. “Someone get him the fuck out of here,” Max snarled.

Greg Colby stepped forward, looking disgusted. He nodded, not to Joshua, but to Max. When the other man’s hand went to his back, Joshua snarled, “Get the fuck off me, get off me!”

He strode through the crowd, tears of pain stinging his eyes. The back door opened and he spun. Samantha rushed inside, Laura right behind her. Joshua looked at his wife and spat on the carpet. He pushed someone out of the way, and he was gone.

* * *

Samantha lasted all of about two seconds before her eyes fell on Nico. She clutched at her best friend, seeing the tears in Nico’s eyes, feeling them burning her own. But they were good tears, happy tears, and she gasped, “I love you, I love you, let’s go be together, please.”

To the last dregs of Samantha and Joshua’s friends, Laura called cheerfully, “Party’s over, folks. Thanks for coming. Hey, take some food with you if you want.”

“The booze is Joshua’s,” Samantha added. “Take it all. My gift.”

There was laughter at that, and crazily enough, cheers. The guests disbursed, save for Max’s harem, but Samantha didn’t notice. All she cared about was Nico’s hand in hers as she led her through the house, to the stairs, and up to her bedroom.

They stripped in a hurry. Samantha felt shy revealing her body to Nico. She was thin by nature but age hadn’t been as kind to her as her friend, or so she thought. But when Nico came to her, the shyness fell away as her friend traced her shoulders, her arms, her breasts, her sides, her hips. It made Samantha feel wanted and desired for the first time in so long.

Nico pulled the vibrator free of Samantha’s pussy and ass, and licked her pussy juices still gleaming on its tip. It dropped from her hand, and Samantha bent to kiss her with all the love swelling inside her. Nico returned it and then some, wrapping her arms around her blonde friend and guiding her to the bed. Neither wanted to break contact with the other, but they had to, and crawled onto it quickly. Samantha meant to take care of her friend first, but Nico pushed her onto her back, laughing.

“We’ve teased you all night.”

“Oh God, I came so many times,” Samantha said, babbling as Nico gripped her thighs and spread them wide. “The batteries died on Laura and…” Nico’s lips went to her pussy, and Samantha clutched her dark hair. “Oh my God, oh Nico, this is happening, this is finally happening.”

“Yeah it is,” Nico said, and began.

Her tongue was precise, her every movement practiced, even if Nico was still relatively new to this. Samantha knew she was going to come embarrassingly fast, not just from the vibrator’s teasing and the building tension all night, but because this was her greatest fantasy fulfilled. She and Nico were together.

She clutched at Nico’s beautiful silky black hair and pressed her tighter to her pussy. “Ohhh, Nico… Nico…”

“I’ve wanted to hear you moan that for so long,” Nico said throatily.

It had been nearly a decade since Samantha was cared for like this. She felt desired, and not just by Nico either. The others filled the room, watching the pair, and despite everything she’d heard about Max, he did not make this part of it his show. Instead, when everyone had stripped, he wrapped his arms around Hope, clutching one of her breasts and sliding his hand against her cunt as his dark eyes watched Nico make love to Samantha. The others were not shy about coming to the bed and touching either Nico or Samantha, but they did not join them, at least not yet.

Instead, Samantha was left to Nico’s care, and care for her, Nico did. Her tongue moved slow and easy through Samantha’s pussy, against her big clit. Her dark hair was cut short enough to not fall over her eyes, and they stayed fixed on Samantha, her smile becoming playful as her speed and pressure increased, making Samantha clutch both at her and the bedspread.

At the foot of the bed, Hope twisted her head and kissed Max. Their tongues danced and he bent her slightly at the waist before pressing his cock inside her. She gasped as he began to thrust inside her, not gentle, no, but taking it slow. Laura and Becky paired off, Laura tugging Becky to an armchair and pulling her down on her lap. Isabella and Marie came together, hands all over each other, the blonde giggling as Isabella squeezed her ass.

All the while, Nico grinned at her friend. She slid a finger into Samantha, then two, and finally three, working them in and out with a rhythm timed to her licks of Samantha’s clit. There was no more teasing. Nico went for Samantha’s orgasm, sucking and licking her clit, fingers curling on occasion inside her, seeking out her spot and finding it with such ease that it shocked Samantha. It took months to train Joshua to find that spot, back when he still did such things, and Nico found it in minutes.

“Ohhh, oh, just like that, please, just like that,” Samantha begged.

Nico did just as she was told, her ass beginning to rock back and forth with her own budding need. She was so beautiful like that, naked in her lust. All around them, the tempo of the partners’ lovemaking grew and grew, Max’s hips slapping against Hope’s backside as he fucked her faster and faster, Becky’s low, throaty laugh as Laura sucked at her breasts, Isabella’s murmured, “Fuck!” driving Samantha wild as Marie knelt to lick the Latina’s pussy.

It was like they were all connected in debauchery in that moment. The moans, sighs, grunts, and sounds of skin against skin or tongue against pussy all served to amplify the experience for each one of them, Samantha especially. This was her first taste of what was about to become her life and she felt every noise like another tongue on her body. It was incredible, and though her contact with each woman to that point had only been minutes long in most cases, she felt a bond to all of them.

“Nico, I’m going to come f-for you,” she said, and Becky cheered, followed by most the others. They didn’t stop, not exactly, but they all watched as Nico brought their newest MILF to a back-arching panting orgasm. Her love, her true love, her greatest love, made her come.

“Kiss me, please, I need to have you with me,” Samantha begged, and Nico was there, wet lips against hers, her tongue seeking Samantha’s out. They wrapped their arms around each other, chest to chest, undulating with their love and lust until Samantha got her friend on her back, moving down her body with quick kisses to everything she promised herself she would explore in far more detail soon. But Samantha needed one thing above all else. She needed to taste her friend, and return the pleasure she’d just taken.

Her tongue was not skilled, not yet, but she was enthusiastic and she loved Nico and that was enough. Nico dropped both hands to Samantha’s long blonde hair, clutching fistfuls of it and pulling her head tight against her cunt.

“Oh fuck, Max, look at her ass, look at how beautiful her slim little ass is,” Hope cried out.

Max grunted his approval, and fucked Hope faster and harder until she nearly stumbled. He pushed her to the bed, his cock slipping free. She crawled on the bed, positioning herself behind Samantha and gripped the blonde’s ass to pull it up even higher. She dove in, the sweet Southern belle licking Samantha’s asshole with wild, untamed enthusiasm as Max sheathed himself back inside his former best friend’s mother.

“Nico… she’s licking my, mm…”

“Your ass,” Nico said, giving Samantha’s head a gentle squeeze.

“My ass, yesss….”

“You can be dirty with us, Sam. There’s no judgment. Ass… pussy… cunt…”

“My… my cunt,” Samantha said. In all her life, she couldn’t remember ever saying that word out loud. Somehow, the taboo of that word seemed even dirtier to her than the woman with her tongue lodged deep in her asshole. She blushed furiously. “Your c-cunt…. I’m licking… your pussy. Your cunt.”

“Yessss,” Nico gasped. “And your tongue feels so good inside me.”

“Am I doing it right?” Samantha asked.

“You’re a natural,” Laura said across the room.

“I want to be… so good… mmm… for all of you. Like Nico. Like your other pet.”

“You are, baby, you are,” Nico cooed. She cupped and squeezed her own breasts as Samantha started licking in earnest again, blonde hair falling across her eyes.

Isabella lifted Marie and dragged her to the bed, dropping her beside Samantha. The blondes stared at each other for a moment before Samantha started licking Nico again, cheeks burning bright. Isabella dropped her pussy on Marie’s face, riding her mouth hard with her hands on her big bubbly ass.

Across the room, Becky’s milk had come in force, and Laura’s face, chin, and breasts were soaked with it. She saw the other women move and told Becky, “Stand up and bend over the bed, baby,” and Becky hurried to do as she was told. Her big belly and breasts swung back and forth as Laura dropped to her knees behind her, licking her big puffy lips and spreading her cheeks wide to occasionally drive her tongue up to Becky’s bleached bud.

As unskilled as Samantha might be, her love and desire for Nico channeled itself through her questing tongue. The lust in the air didn’t hurt things either, and it wasn’t long before Nico was sliding back and forth, knees bending and relaxing, her feet curling. She brought her fist to her mouth, bit it, and gasped around her knuckles, “Saaaaam!”

“Come for her,” Becky said breathlessly, “come for your friend, oh fuck, the two of you are so beautiful together…”

“I love you,” Samantha said, and Nico wailed it right back, fingernails digging into Samantha’s scalp, her butt rising and falling as she came and came.

Hope was barely hanging on. Max’s fucking had reached a hard crescendo, driving in and out of her with wet slurps of her pussy around him. It wouldn’t be long, just days, before she took a test and found out she was the newest of his group to become pregnant, his seed taking root in his best friend’s mom and soon to make her huge with his kid, but for now, there was just happy panting and moaning as her body was rocked back and forth, her tongue everywhere on Samantha’s ass.

“I’m gong to come, I’m going to come,” she chanted, her Southern accent giving her words a musical cadence. She stuttered out a laugh and her head arched back. Max drove deep as she came around him to whoops and cheers from the other women around them.

Max pulled out of her, and as Hope collapsed sideways, he saw the tight lithe ass of Samantha high in the air. He moved without thinking. The plan had been to fuck her last, to make her beg for it by the time he was finished with the others, but the allure of the newest MILF in his harem was too great, even for Max’s self-control. He gripped her waist and brought his big cock to her entrance, driving deep into her tight MILF cunt bare.

Samantha’s head jerked up and she cried out, “Oh, oh God, he’s fucking me, he’s… fucking… me!”

Max grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and tugged her head back as her eyes went sightless and her mouth opened wide. There was no way she could take care of Nico like that, Max stuffing her pussy again and again and again.

Nico scrambled beside her friend and watch nearly cheek to cheek as Samantha was shoved back and forth by Max’s hard pounding. “Look, look at you, Sam, you’re taking every inch of him,” Nico cooed.

“He’s big, he’s so big, Nico, and he’s hitting my spot so good…”

“He’s going to come inside you. Make you pregnant.”

“We’re going to have his baaaaay-bies,” Samantha cooed, her mind going sideways, a delirious giggle escaping her.

“Yessss, and Laura’s ex-husband and the others will look out for them and we’ll be together…”

“It’s wrong, it’s so wrong, but I want it so much, mmmmm.”

“It’s yours, it’s all yours, we’re his now, Samantha, isn’t it wonderful?”

“I’m cheating, I’ve got another man’s, mm, penis…”

“His cock,” Nico urged her.

“His cock, his cock deep inside me, and oh fuck, I love it, I love it, oh my God, I’m coming, I’m coming already Nicoooo!”

By now, Samantha lost count of her orgasms and her body was incapable of keeping her upright. She collapsed, and Max speared her pussy harder, fucking her into the mattress as she gurgled and cooed. The only conscious thing she could do was reach out for Nico, who took her hand and squeezed it.

“Come in her, Max, don’t hold back, give her your come, I want to eat it out of her,” Nico begged. “Please, please give me that one thing and I’ll be your pet, I’ll do anything, but I need to see you come inside her, to breed her just like me…”

“Fuck!” Max roared, and he planted a hand on Smantha’s shoulder, driving deep into her one more time before his come shot out of him, coated her insides, filling her with blast after blast of him. When he was done, he yanked out of Samantha and flipped her over, so light in his hands. Her face was a visage of lust, eyes halfway rolled up, her mouth open, tongue poking at her lips. Nico wasted no time, diving in and lapping up the come drizzling out of her friend to Samantha’s weak coos.

“Nico… kiss me…” Samantha whimpered. “Let me… taste him on you.”

Nico lapped up more of the come and slid up her friend’s body to kiss her. She cupped Samantha’s cheeks and they shared as deep and passionate a kiss as Samantha could muster. With that, she was done for a while, especially when it came to Max. Ther was no way she could take a round two that evening, but the party for the rest of them was only getting started.

Max knee-walked to Isabella and presented his spent, slick cock for her to lick clean. Underneath her, Marie licked the Latina harder, her own legs kicking as she played with herself, one leg off the bed, the other drawing up and down as she pleasured herself.

On the other side of the bed, Becky was getting closer and closer, her dark hair spilling across one eye. It was her and Laura that Samantha watched while she recovered. The pregnant woman was the picture of Max’s dark lust fulfilled, her body so wonderfully ripe and beautiful. Her milk still dripped from her nipples and that drew her eye too.

Becky noticed the other woman’s attention and smiled at her as she rocked back and forth against Laura’s tongue. When she came, she crawled forward on the bed and positioned her big swinging breast right next to Samantha’s open mouth. Samantha mustered up just enough energy to flop onto her back. Becky pressed her thick nipple to Samantha’s hungry mouth and fed her milk, cooing.

Nico wormed her way through the pile of bodies and came to Laura. They collapsed together in a sixty-nine, lapping at each other’s pussies with eager abandon. “Your girl took good care of me out in the yard,” Laura said.

“Can we keep her?” Nico asked playfully.

“Oh yes. I think we have room for two pets.”

With that, their banter fell off as they lapped at each other’s pussies. On the other side of the bed, Max was hardening quickly thanks to Isabella’s attention and the gorgeous women around him going wild. He gripped her head and drove hard in and out of her mouth, fucking her face while Marie sucked and slurped at her clit. Isabella wasn’t going to last long. She loved being used like that, and teased her own clit and mound with her palm as she was licked and face-fucked.

“Oooh, Marie, Marie, I’m going to come…”

“Then I want you both sucking me,” Max said.

“Yessss,” Isabella gasped, and she ground hard on Marie’s mouth. She pulled free of Max’s cock and he slapped it against her nose and her forehead as she came and came, her mouth wide, eyes going momentarily sightless.

Marie pinched her ass, letting her know she needed air or to shift position. Isabella finally came to and quickly lifted a knee. Marie slid out and off the bed so they could reposition themselves. Max wound up standing on the rug beside the bed, stroking his two sluts’ heads as they rested on their hands and knees, licking the sides of his monstrous cock and meeting at the head for plenty of wet kisses.

Hope got back in the game, joining Samantha and Becky. She guided Becky onto her back on a pile of pillows, and they both sucked from her nipples, their fingers going to Becky’s pussy.

“Oooh, I’m so being spoiled today,” Becky said, wiggling her butt.

Max tired quickly of the blowjob and pulled away. Isabella saw an ass in the air, Nico’s, and crawled across the bed to drive her mouth against the other woman’s bud. Meanwhile, Max looked down at a grinning Marie and pushed her onto her back. He grinned right back and drove into her, making her legs kick up in a wide arc as she moaned his name.

“My MILF sluts,” he said happily.

“Yours,” most of the others chanted back. Nico and Samantha glanced at each other, grinning. “Yours,” they echoed.

Max knew the score between them. He wasn’t blind, or particularly cruel, at least not when it came to his women. He knew Samantha and Nico would probably move on from his harem but that was all right. There were plenty of other hot MILFs for the taking. Hell, there had been a couple at the party that night he would probably chase after soon.

But not yet. Tonight, Nico, Samantha, and the others were his, and he took them all. Marie came fast and hard, and wound up on top of him, bouncing to a rhythm only she could hear, her tits in his hand as she tossed back her blonde hair. She and Samantha wound up locked together, Samantha lapping at her pussy while Max took Nico as she still sixty-nined with Laura. When she came, it was Becky’s turn. She rocked on top of him with her hands on her big juicy ass. In just a matter of time she’d give him his latest child, with Laura’s broken, ex-husband waiting in the wings to take it off their hands and put in the care of his au pairs.

Still, Max held on, and in the end, with everyone nearly at the point of physical exhaustion, it was Laura he took last, his former teacher and his fiancée riding him with dark delight on her face as Samantha and Nico passed out together in the center of the bed, all wrapped up in each other’s arms. Max and Laura fucked on the armchair, Laura with her back to him, his arm around her, his other at her tit, massaging it. They kissed often, but their focus was on the chaos on the bed. Hope was the only one able to move, and she spilled off he bed and crawled across the floor to them, his best friend’s mom giggling with a wicked gleam to her eyes as she leaned in to lick and kiss the connection of their bodies.

“Are you mine, Hope?” he asked.

“For as long as you want me,” Hope said, and kept on licking them.

“Are you mine, Laura?” he asked her as Laura rocked even harder on him, his face against her neck, his fingers tweaking her nipple.

“Yours,” she breathed. “We’re all yours, your MILFs, your toys, your pets, your sluts…”

His.

And there were still so many to corrupt and conquer.

* * *

Thanks for reading. That’s the end for Max and his MILF harem (at least for now), but look for more dark cheating and MILF stories from me soon. Follow me on Twitter here for news about my latest releases.
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