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***

Debbie threw her head back and rolled it on her neck, grinding her hips round as she pushed her dripping cunt against my raging hard on.

“Fuck me daddy!” She begged again. “Please let me fuck you!”

“Permission granted.” I growled the words while nibbling at her nipple softly. Debbie’s eyes burned into my own with a spark of wonder. She lifted her petite frame off my own for a moment, her tiny hand clamped around my shaft and steered it towards her pussy.

“John always makes me use a condom.” Debbie spat with disdain. “But I want to feel you cum in my pussy.” She purred. “I want the whole neighborhood to know that my cunt stinks of your dick.”

“That’s right.” I growled, squeezing my hands around her waspish waist. We both groaned in unison as Debbie squatted down, wrapping her wet folds around the bulbous head of my cock. Her pussy opened, her wet lips parted and she sank down the length of my shaft, moaning out loud all the while.

“Yes master!” She crowed. “Yes, yes! Own my little cunt! Fuck me, fill my little slut hole with your seed!”

My cock was rigid with her dirty talk. I sank my fingers into her tiny waist and thrust up inside of her, filling her tiny little cunt completely with my thick and throbbing shaft. She was hot and tight, like a molten vice made of flesh. Her pink walls quivered around me and her breath shook. Mrs. Jones started bouncing up and down the full length of my shaft, her voice screaming across the house as she did.

“Fuck me baby!” She mewed, “Fuck my cum hole!”

I fell back, opened my legs and started hammering my cock up inside of her cunt. Debbie rolled her breasts in her hands, squeezing them hypnotically as she flung her pussy up and down the steel of my shaft.

“Yes daddy, yes!”

She bounced like that for minutes, until the first orgasm hit her, and it hit her hard. Her cunt squeezed around my cock like a vice, and I burst as she hit the top of her orgasm, her fingers scratching against my chest as she held herself tight, pushing herself down onto my cock as far as she possibly could.

***


***

“And another thing. If that dog of yours barks one more time I’m going to get the fucking exterminator to come over her and poison him.”

“Very pleasant of you Mrs. Jones.” I smirked. “Was there anything else?”

The fury on legs that was Mrs. Jones scrunched up her face and screamed on my porch. “Fuck you buddy!”

“Blow me!”

“Argh!”

I flipped the beautiful yet infuriating woman the bird, my eyes glued to her deliciously fat ass as she stormed down the street back to her mini mansion. I slammed the door shut and went back inside my house, turning my guitar amp off as I entered the front room once more. Hank, my dog, ran up to me and started licking my hands.

“I know boy. She definitely wants to fuck. I don’t know what her hang up is. Maybe I should go to one of those stupid home owner’s meetings and spike her drink.”

Hank grumbled as if to indicate that was a bad idea.

“You’re right, I’m just bored out of my mind. I need to find something to do around here.”

Hank walked back across the room, sinking into his doggie bed. I looked around the vacant cookie cutter mansion I called home and sighed. Since I’d lost my job, I’d run out of ways to entertain myself during the day time. Sure, job hunting was at the forefront of my mind, but after sending off applications in the first couple of hours of a day, I’d start getting bored and needed to find ways to entertain myself.

Cut to me antagonizing the local super milf and queen of rage, Debbie Jones.

Living in suburbia is hell, take it from someone who has lived here for the last three years. I only ended up moving out here in the first place because my dumb ass girlfriend at the time insisted we moved in together. Two weeks after I chained myself to a mortgage for life, I found the dumb ass slut in the back of a van blowing my drummer.

So that was how I lost my girl and my band in one night, and it’s also how I ended up stuck here. I broke up with Nikki right away and kicked her ass to the curb, but it meant I was stuck paying mortgage payments. I had to can the band and get a job rearranging spreadsheets for a living.

Now don’t get me wrong, the money was good, but fuck me, life had lost it’s shine.

In a stroke of fortune, the company I worked for got shut down for embezzling millions in tax payer dollars. Cue to me being unemployed and looking for a new job. Lucky for me I got a decent enough pay out that I don’t have to worry for a decent chunk of time. Unlucky for me, every other SOB that got canned along with my ass is looking for a job too. You might say that the market is a little flooded at the moment.

So I’m sitting around most of the day jacking it to Internet porn or playing video games. It might sound like heaven, but trust me, it gets a little boring after a while. In the last week I’ve started to develop a little ritual, my own little ‘fuck you’ to the home owner’s association that puts a stake in my ass every time my grass is over 2 inches high. Everyday at 3pm I crank my amp all the way up to 11 and do my worst rendition of Slayer’s Raining Blood, until the stupid bitch over the way comes over and starts barking at me.

Mostly I do it just so I get a chance to look at her big fake tits up close. I don’t know what her husband does, but he must be pretty flush with cash. Not only do the Jones’ have the biggest house on the block, he certainly is one ugly motherfucker. He must be worth a pretty penny to afford the super milf. As annoying as that cunt is, I can’t deny - she sure is hot. What I wouldn’t give to drag my tongue up her palates sculpted cunt and fuck her ass from behind.

Oh well. I guess a guy can dream.

*

Debbie Jones isn’t the only thorn in my side on the block. She’s part of a gaggle of other soccer moms on the block who think it’s alright to start drinking at 3pm. There’s Tiffany Chang, the young Asian bitch who is definitely sleeping with her pool boy. There’s Veronica Stine, owner of the biggest SUV on the block, and there’s Debbie’s best friend and right hand bitch, Steph Harper.

All of the above also happen to be representatives of our local home owner’s association and they run the pretty little gated community that is Summer Meadow Falls, with a well manicured, iron fist.

What I wouldn’t give to shove an iron fist into the asses of each and every ass of one of those harlots.

I was three wank sessions into Monday morning when there was a knock on my door. I let out a moan when I saw Debbie standing on my door with a bitchy look on her face. It was to my cock’s delight that she was wearing that skimpy little tennis dress she always wore before she went to play tennis on Mondays with Veronica Stine.

“Good Morning Mr. Rourke.”

“Debbie, I told you a thousand times just call me Tom. We’ve been neighbors for three god damn years now. Lighten up.”

Any other person would have considered smiling. Debbie simply pulled her botox injected lips into a tight line on her face.

“Hm. Well. I actually came over here to tell you something.”

“What’s the problem now? Is my fence not white enough? Do my roses have too many thorns?”

The bitch actually looked over her shoulder at this point as if to study my garden for critique then she looked back at me and laughed.

“Ha. No Mr. Rourke, just a notice from the association to say that the power will be down from 12-5 this afternoon. A power company is doing work on our local supply box.”

“Bit late notice, but alright. Whatever.”

Before bitch-zilla could utter another word I moved to slam the door in her face. The damned harlot actually put her foot in the door, causing it to bounce open again.

“One more thing. I trust there won’t be any more guitar playing today?”

“Well if the power is out then-”

I was halfway through answering her blatantly obvious question when it hit me. This bitch had actually turned off the power for the entire block just to spite my passive aggressive guitar playing. A mocking smile twisted across her barbie doll face as she saw me figure it out.

“That’s what I thought. Have a good day, you unemployed loser!”

Bitch-zilla span on her heels, causing her short tennis skirt to lift, revealing a glorious plastic surgery packed ass underneath. No panties. I stepped onto the porch and hurled abuse at Mrs. Jones as she sauntered down the path.

“Blow me bitch!”

“You wish asshole, you wish.”

I stood on the street for a moment in my dressing gown, cursing the earth that Little Miss Plastic walked upon. I had planned on dedicating this week to watching every last anal video on the internet, but it was clear to me now that there was purpose with which to fill my days.

I was going to start a war with Debbie Jones.

*

Several things happened after my morning run in with Debbie. First things first, I got dressed and fired up my van. With the perfectly painted gates to Summer Meadow Falls closing behind me, I pulled my truck out onto the road and set sail for the town center, my destination clear in my mind: Vaughn’s Junk Shop.

Vaughn’s was a Junk shop on the seedier side of town. It was the place that I went to blow money on dumb ass shit when I was a little flush with cash. The owner and proprietor was Vaughn Spice, a weird old dude that did way too much LSD back in the 70s. I first met Vaughn through one of my high school buddies, and we’d had a weird friendship ever since.

“Morning Tom! Been a while since I saw your face. What’s the occasion? Those gals causing you trouble again?”

I walked across the cramped yet empty shop, settling my elbows on the front desk as I watched Vaughn clean out an antique musket of some sort with a cloth.

“You don’t know the half of it.” I sighed, looking around the shop to see if there were any new gadgets for me to waste my money on.

“How’s that amp treating them? I told you it’s the loudest box this side of the equator.”

“Oh it’s a fucking treat.” I laughed. “But the she-devil herself has put me into check mate, and I need to strike back.”

“This is the Debbie chick right?”

“That’s the one. She’s cut the fucking power to the entire block. So I’m thinking I work around her plans…”

A smile spread across Vaughn’s face and he placed the gun he was cleaning onto the side.

“Say no more. You’re after a generator.”

“Bingo!”

“Follow me, just had some new ones come in the other week.”

I followed Vaughn across the shop to a shelf with three generators on it, each more expensive than the last.

“I’ll be honest with you Vaughn, I don’t know the first fucking thing about generators, any advice?”

“For something as easy an amp, you don’t need much power. But…”

Vaughn looked around the shop, which was empty save for us and placed a hand on my shoulder, whispering as he finished his thought. “Follow me, I got something to show you in the back.”

We went into the back of the shop, Vaughn locking the front door as we did so. He walked over to a computer desk that was straining under the weight of paper work and an ancient CRT monitor.

“Old chinese fella came in here the other day.” Vaughn said in a low voice. “He pawned this. Said it was worth a lot of money.”

Vaughn pulled the chair from the desk, revealing a large black box on top of it. The box looked like one of the generators that had been out front, but it looked different somehow. It looked alien, it looked -

“Looks out of this world right?”

“What the fuck is this thing Vaughn? It looks like a bad movie prop?”

As a matter of fact it didn’t look like a movie prop at all. It looked real. It looked very real. The box was matte black, with green strip lights running up and down it, along the edges and across the face in these weird concentric patterns. Just looking at the thing filled me with a sense of curiosity, and I felt the desire to touch it growing…

“Fuck if I know. He said he’d be coming back for it in a few months, but I figure it’s anyone else’s until then. I tried to play with the thing and figure it out. But I had no luck. Why don’t you give it a go? Take it home with you and see if you can get it to sing. The old asian guy said it contained great power. Maybe you can use it with the generator?”

I picked the box up, and found it was surprisingly light. I turned it over in my hands, each side was smooth and featureless.

“Alright I’ll bite.” It wasn’t like I had anything else to do. “I’ll still need a generator though.”

“Sure thing. Come on, I’ll go ring one up for ya.”

*

After running a few more errands in town, I got home and unpacked the crap I’d grabbed from Vaughn’s. I set the generator up in my garage, keeping the door open so not to kill myself with the fumes. Not only did the generator mean I could play my guitar at full volume, I could add to the noise with a loud ass diesel generator.

Debbie Jones had no idea what was coming.

It was a few hours until my scheduled guitar playing was set to take place, so I kicked back and played video games a for a few hours, until my stomach started rumbling in protest. Relenting, I headed down stairs from the man cave to make myself some food, it was upon entering the kitchen that I was met with an odd sight.

“What the fuck?!”

Sitting in the middle of the kitchen counter, plugged into the wall was the mysterious black box that I had grabbed from the back of Vaughn’s. This would have all been well and good if I had put the box there, but I hadn’t. I’d left the box in the back of my truck.

I walked over to the box, instantly forgetting my quest for food.

“Haroo?”

I looked over my shoulder to see my dog Hank. Hank seemed less bothered about the mysterious box that had plugged itself in, and more curious about where his lunch was.

“That’s a very valid point Hank. This thing definitely didn’t have a cable running out of it before.”

I got eye level with the box, placing my hands flat against the counter as I stared the machine down suspiciously. I still felt a strange pulling power from the device, as if some voice was whispering for me to come nearer and touch it.

Something scratched at the back of my leg. I turned and saw it was Hank begging for food.

“Alright chill, I’ll feed you now. God.”

I took one last look at the box before turning from it. I don’t know why but it was incredibly hard to pull my eyes from it. All the faces were still smooth and featureless apart from the cable that was now running from the rear side to the wall. The green strip lights on the edge and faces seemed to brighten and dim with a mysterious rhythm.

After pouring out a bowl of kibble for Hank, I made my way back into the kitchen and stood frozen as I looked at the black box once again. The box was in the exact same position, but the front face had changed. There was now a smooth white button at the top of the face and a small space to put a glass. Had this thing turned into some sort of juicer?

“Alright I’ll bite.” I said to no one in particular. I grabbed a glass from the cupboard and set it into the space under the white button. “This is what you want me to do right?” I spoke as if the machine could hear me. I pressed the button and a second later, a fountain of gold liquid trickled from the machine down into the glass.

After it had finished pouring I held the glass up, studying the mysterious contents as they sparkled under the light. The liquid smelled strange, yet somehow inviting. Considering that the power was out, it was equally fucking impressive that this weird thing was working.

“Fuck it.”

I knocked the glass back and finished the contents in one. It tasted good, like warm cinnamon and honey. A strange and soothing glow seemed to fill my body and then - nothing happened. Vaughn was going to be really disappointed that the strange box was just a weird juicer.

“Fuck!”

I looked at my watch and realized it was only ten minutes until I was supposed to be setting up my amp and blasting an out of tune solo in the direction of Debbie’s house. I’d have to throw together a quick sandwich and then, it was time to let carnage rain.

*

I set my guitar back down into it’s stand upon hearing Debbie’s fist banging at my front door.

“Open this fucking door you cock sucker, what the fuck are you doing?!”

I ran to the front door, almost giddy with excitement and threw it open to see Debbie standing there on my front porch, fury etched across her silicone face. She was wearing a tiny white mini-skirt and a bikini top, which was barely restraining her massive bolted on tits. My dick stood on end instantly at the sight of her.

“Just what the fuck do you think you’re doing?! The power is out!”

Debbie had to shout to make herself heard over the sound of the generator, and her face was nearly turning pink at the height of her fury. I stopped to wonder for a second if it went a similar color when her husband was blasting her pussy. I hit the switch for the generator, plunging the quiet black streets of Summer Meadow Falls back into relative silence.

“Huh?”

“Just what the fuck do you think you are doing?! I cut the - I mean - the company cut the power!”

“Oh. That.” I laughed. “I got a generator. I got a new juicer too. You want to see it?”

Debbie had no verbal response left to give, and simply scrunched her face up in a tight ball of fury. She had tied her long blonde hair into two pigtails, and she was wearing a large pair of reflective shades. She’d clearly been in the back garden sunbathing by her pool when my solo disturbed her. Perfect.

“I don’t want to see your fucking juicer you queer! I want you to stop playing your god damn guitar so loud, is that so hard to understand! It’s people like you that ruin this neighborhood!”

People like me? Jesus Christ.

“Oh shut the fuck up and blow me.”

It was my go to insult to use when dealing with Mrs. Jones. I’d lost count of the numerous times I’d told her to blow me in the last few years, needless to say it was in the hundreds and she’d never been polite enough to take me up on the offer. Until now that is.

“Yes sir!”

Wait a minute. What the fuck?

Before I could process what was happening, soccer mom Debbie had stormed through the front door of my house and slammed it shut behind her. It was just us in the hallway, and she’d dropped down onto her knees immediately. I stood frozen as the blonde milf spread her knees and unfastened my dressing gown with the speed and efficiency of a porn star. Two seconds later, she had my boxer briefs down around my ankles and my fat cock stuffed all the way to the back of her throat. My cock was rigid and burning like a column of marble.

Debbie threw one hand up and down my shaft while her head bobbed forward on my cock, plunging the top to the back of her throat each time.

I stepped back, pulling my cock out of her mouth in shock. “Debbie what the fuck are you doing!”

“You told me to blow you master. And you also told me to shut the fuck up!” Debbie mimed zipping her mouth closed and scrambled across my hall floor on all fours, shoving my cock back into her mouth again. My back slammed against the wall, I had run out of room to back away.

I looked down in shock, not sure whether to run with this or intervene. What the fuck was happening exactly? Debbie pumped her head back and forth feverishly, worshiping my cock like it was some sort of god.

“Debbie stop, stop!”

I pushed my hand against Debbie’s forehead and she eventually conceded, with much regret.

“Yes master. Instantly!”

Debbie rose to her feet and stood before me in blank expectation, her eyes looking even more glazed over than usual. I don’t know if Debbie was doing this as some sort of power play to show that she had control over me whenever she liked, but it was fucking weird.

“What the fuck is going on here Debbie? Why the fuck did you just do that?”

“Because you told me to master!” Debbie practically sang the words. “Was it not good?”

“No, it was good.” It had been better than good, it had been fucking great. I was nearly seconds away from blowing my loud in her little slut mouth in fact.

“Yay!” Debbie jumped up and down clapping her hands, her large tits bouncing hypnotically.

Just then my phone started ringing.

“Just wait here.” I held a hand out, not wanting to take my eyes off Debbie while she was acting so strange.

“Okay master! Should I clean?”

“Clean?” The phone rang again. “Do whatever you want you fucking weirdo.”

“Yay!”

I ran into the front room and grabbed the phone.

“Tom it’s Vaughn.”

“Vaughn now really isn’t a good time.”

“It’s about the box you took. Have you figured out what it does yet?”

“I’m starting to get a few ideas.” I lied. “Why? Did you need it back? Is the asian dude back?”

“As a matter of fact he came back this morning. But he didn’t seem bothered about the box. He just asked me if I was having a good time with it, but I had no idea what he meant. He just kept talking about it’s immense power.”

“I’ll look into it Vaughn. Still haven’t unpacked it from my truck to be honest. I’ll keep you updated.”

“Make sure you do.”

I placed the phone back down and went back into the hall. There in the hall, bitch of suburbia Debbie Jones, was on her hands and feet, naked, licking the laminate flooring. I’m a little ashamed to admit my cock hard again instantly. She looked up at me as she dragged her tongue across the laminate, a huge and dumb smile plastered across her face.

“Debbie stop that now.”

Sure enough she stopped instantly and knelt on her calves to face me.

“What the fuck is going on? Why are you licking the floor?”

Debbie rolled a blonde pigtail through her fingers. I couldn’t help but drag my eyes down the naked perfection that was her body - her massive tits, her bald pussy, her tiny waist. She looked great for her age.

“Well, you told me to clean master, but I couldn’t find the cleaning supplies. I didn’t want to make you mad, so I thought I’d use my tongue.”

“Right…” My cock twitched at her subservience. Whatever was going on here it was clear this wasn’t a joke. Debbie was following my every word for some reason. My mind flashed back to the black box in the kitchen. I don’t know how, but I knew this had something to do with the mysterious machine.

…Immense power…

I didn’t have time to question it or investigate further, I had complete control over bitch of the block and mega milf, Debbie Jones, I was going to use that to my advantage.

“Forget about cleaning.” I ordered. “Stand up and turn around for me.”

Debbie did as I said and I sank my teeth into my lip as I admired the full figure of her body.

“Fuck me Debbie, you might be a real cunt, but you’ve got a great body, do you know that?”

“Thank you master. I work out a lot, and John pays for a lot of surgery. He’s got a real small dick though, so we don’t fuck too much.”

“I bet.” I laughed. “You must be horny all the time. In fact, you must be feeling really fucking horny right now.”

“Oh you bet!” Debbie dragged her hands up and down her body, her voice turning into silken ash, her eyes drooping as she stared at me in lust. She squeezed her bolted on tits and dragged a hand up between her long slender legs, pushing a finger into her hairless pussy.

“I need your big fat cock inside of me master.” Debbie begged as she fingered herself in my hallway. “I need your big fat cock inside my pussy and my ass!”

Jesus H. Christ.

“Come with me.”

I ripped my dressing gown from my body, grabbed Debbie by the hand and pulled her up stairs. Once inside my bedroom I threw her onto the bed and jumped on after her, landing on my back. Debbie threw her body on top of me in an instant, crushing the wet line of her perfect cunt against my raging hard on. I wrapped my hands around her fast and pulled the super model blonde tight against my body. Her torso came down, crushing her huge bolted on tits against my chest. Our lips met in a flurry of passion and fury. I pulled her ass cheeks apart, gliding one hand over the tight hole of her ass and the other hand over her pussy. Debbie mewed in pleasure as she humped the hard edge of my cock, spreading her legs, her whole body begging for me to be inside of her.

“Fuck me daddy! Fuck my tiny cunt with your big dick!”

My cock sprang with tension at her pleading. I buried my mouth in the crook of her neck, kissing her throat and working down her body, pushing her back until she was sitting up right. I wrapped my lips around her nipple and sucked at it freely, palming her tits with both my hands all the while.

Debbie threw her head back and rolled it on her neck, grinding her hips round as she pushed her dripping cunt against my raging hard on.

“Fuck me daddy!” She begged again. “Please let me fuck you!”

“Permission granted.” I growled the words while nibbling at her nipple softly. Debbie’s eyes burned into my own with a spark of wonder. She lifted her petite frame off my own for a moment, her tiny hand clamped around my shaft and steered it towards her pussy.

“John always makes me use a condom.” Debbie spat with disdain. “But I want to feel you cum in my pussy.” She purred. “I want the whole neighborhood to know that my cunt stinks of your dick.”

“That’s right.” I growled, squeezing my hands around her waspish waist. We both groaned in unison as Debbie squatted down, wrapping her wet folds around the bulbous head of my cock. Her pussy opened, her wet lips parted and she sank down the length of my shaft, moaning out loud all the while.

“Yes master!” She crowed. “Yes, yes! Own my little cunt! Fuck me, fill my little slut hole with your seed!”

My cock was rigid with her dirty talk. I sank my fingers into her tiny waist and thrust up inside of her, filling her tiny little cunt completely with my thick and throbbing shaft. She was hot and tight, like a molten vice made of flesh. Her pink walls quivered around me and her breath shook. Mrs. Jones started bouncing up and down the full length of my shaft, her voice screaming across the house as she did.

“Fuck me baby!” She mewed, “Fuck my cum hole!”

I fell back, opened my legs and started hammering my cock up inside of her cunt. Debbie rolled her breasts in her hands, squeezing them hypnotically as she flung her pussy up and down the steel of my shaft.

“Yes daddy, yes!”

She bounced like that for minutes, until the first orgasm hit her, and it hit her hard. Her cunt squeezed around my cock like a vice, and I burst as she hit the top of her orgasm, her fingers scratching against my chest as she held herself tight, pushing herself down onto my cock as far as she possibly could.

My head erupted, firing dozens of thick strings of cum into the tight vice of her pussy. Her pink walls quivered around me, clamping in spasm with each hot spurt of cum. Her pussy throbbed, almost seeming like it was milking the cum from my cock itself.

A minute later Debbie was beside me on the bed, and we lay there that like with out breath heaving until we’d both made a full recovery.

“I liked that Daddy.” Debbie mewed. “I liked that a lot. My cunt hasn’t been fucked like that since I was on the cheer team.”

“Do you still have your outfit?” I asked.

Debbie nodded and her pupils flooded in excitement. “Yes!” She nodded eagerly. “Do you want me to go get it?”

I nodded slowly. “Throw your clothes on and grab it. Hurry back, don’t take long.”

*

Debbie’s costume change took ten minutes all in all. While she was gone I remained on the bed, chuckling to myself. Not only had I just destroyed Debbie Jones’s pussy, but she was now running across the neighborhood, grabbing her cheer uniform so I could fuck her all over again. When she returned to my room, I was far from disappointed. I sat up on the bed immediately, my cock as rigid as steel. Debbie stood in the doorway, her hips cock in sultry fashion. She was wearing a tiny yellow mini-skirt, complete with the top half of the uniform, a tight yellow top that finished above her midriff, and showed off her ample cleavage. She lifted her skirt over her hip momentarily to reveal her bare pussy once more.

“Daddy like?”

“Very much.” I said. “Get over here and worship my cock with your mouth slut.”

“Straight away sir!”

Debbie wasted no time, and skipped across the room, plunging her mouth onto my cock once more. Her lips brushed against my balls as the tip of my cock squeezed into the back of her throat. She threw her head up and down my cock with great enthusiasm, pushing her own fingers into her cunt as she did so. She broke away for a second, to ask me a question. “Is daddy going to fuck my pussy again?”

I shook my head, an evil smile spreading across my face. “No sugar.” I jumped up off of the bed and a second later I was on my knees behind Mrs. Jones. “Daddy going to fuck your tight little ass.”

I pushed the tip of my cock against the milf bitch’s tight asshole, pulling the flesh of her cheeks apart with my thumbs as I inched forward, slipping my cock inside of her.

Debbie let out a series of loud moans as the length of my cock cleaved her tiny little asshole in too.

“But I can’t do anal daddy!” Debbie squirmed beneath me, scrunching up fabric from the cover into her palms. “It’s naughty, I don’t even let my husband do that!”

“I’m not your husband.” I reminded her flatly as I finished pushing my cock inside her tight hole. “I’m your master.”

Debbie let out another groan as I started pushing my cock in and out of her tight hole. Within a few minutes, she had relaxed enough so I could work up a steady rhythm, rolling my hips forward with ease, blasting her tiny ass with speed and fury.

The big titted milf writhed underneath me as I destroyed her asshole with my mutant cock, rolling my hips back and forth, our legs slapping together with each monumental thrust. Debbie slipped a hand up between her legs, toying with her clit while I slammed my cock into her asshole. A few minutes later, our pleasure had crested.

“Cum inside my ass daddy!” Debbie pleaded. “Fill me with your cum!”

“Oh no.” I smiled darkly, whipped my cock out of her ass and stood at the foot of the bed. “On your knees. I’m finishing in your mouth!”

Debbie nodded eagerly like a cum starved whore, throwing herself on to her knees immediately. She wrapped her lips around the girth of my steel and started throwing her head back and forth. She mumbled her delight through mouthfuls of my flesh, guiding the thick head of my shaft into her throat, slurping away the juice from her ass.

I burst inside of her, firing half a dozen thick strings of cum onto her tongue and deep into her throat. I threaded my fingers through her hair, holding her pigtails like handles as I kept her mouth clamped firmly against the base of my cock. The sound of her fingers plunging into her wet cunt filled the room, as her body shook with her own orgasm. I held the neighborhood bitch tight against the base of my cock until I was sure she’d sucked up every last drop of cum, only letting her go when I was sure.

And so ended my first sexual conquest with my former nightmare neighbor, Debbie Jones. I wasn’t sure how I’d managed to get the powers that had given me complete control over the plastic harlot, but I wasn’t going to question it anytime soon. I was going to carry on drinking the strange golden liquid, I wanted to keep the powers for a good while, there were a few things that needed setting straight in this neighborhood, and I was intent on fixing them.

I kept Debbie on call, as a sort of ‘pussy on demand’ type service. Whenever I was horny and I needed to cum inside something, I gave Debbie a quick call and she was over like a shot. I can’t say I was disappointed with her service, she was always there in five minutes and gasping to be filled with my dick.

Conquering Debbie was just the start however, and soon I’d use my new powers to get every other bombshell bitch in this neighborhood to drop on their knees and worship my cock. I was starting a harem, Debbie was only the first of many to cum.

***
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