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Naughty Excerpt from “The Naughty Wife's Hot Tale”

I seized the end of the red ribbon, my heart pounding. I felt so good from the blowjob. She smiled down at me, her eyes twinkling with passion. Those big boobs I had played with rose and fell, her dark-red nipples poking out hard.

“Do it,” she moaned. “Enjoy your gift!”

I ripped at the ribbon. The satiny whisk filled the room as the bow came undone and fell away from a thick, black bush. The tangy scent grew stronger. It was her pussy. I breathed in her musk, savoring the scent of her arousal. Dewdrops beaded on her midnight silk. She dripped for me.

“Damn,” I groaned, grabbing her hips. “Just how wet are you, Mrs. Celeste.”

“So wet,” she moaned. “I've been wet for days waiting for this. Just frustrated beyond belief, but I knew it would be worth it. Enjoy, Damien. Happy birthday!”

“First a cake and now a hair pie,” I groaned and leaned into her bush.

She laughed as I nuzzled into her curls. “I do love to spoil you, Damien. I'll treat you to whatever desserts you want.”

“Mmm, tangy MILF pie,” I groaned, her pubic hairs tickling my face as I went deeper. Her wet bush rubbed at my face moments before I found her thick labia. I felt the folds on my mouth. I closed my eyes as I kissed a pussy for the first time.

Mrs. Celeste's cunt.

This thrill shot through me. I kissed at her while struggling to remember how guys and girls in pornos ate out pussy. They did a lot of licking. I slid my tongue through her folds, feeling the texture of her labia. Her tangy juices coated my taste buds.

I groaned at how good she tasted and licked again. She shuddered, her big boobs twitching over my head. That was exciting to watch. They jiggled as I licked at her. My tongue fluttered through her folds, teasing her. She groaned, her face twisting in delight. Her hips wiggled from side to side, grinding her furred muff on my lips.

“Damien,” she moaned. “Oh, my god, Damien, that's it. That's what I've been aching for. Yes, yes, eat me. Feast on me!”

“I'm going to make you cum, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned with such confidence.

“Mmm, yes, yes, you will,” she moaned. “Make me scream my head off. Let everyone in the house know that you claimed me. That I'm your lover, Damien.”

To find out what happens next, read on!


Other Harem Stories

Dreaming of the Naughty Wife (Incubus, the Hot Wife, and His Harem 1)

The Wicked Preacher's Wife Summons Their Master (Harem of Naughty & Wanton Witches 1)

Awakening His Sleeping Genie Bride (Loving Genie Serves the Harem Master 1)

The Succubus's Wild Wedding Night (Loving Succubus Wife's Harem Gift 1)

The Reverend's Hot & Wicked Wife (Owning a Naughty Demoness Harem 1)

Waking Up His Nubile Fembot (Loving a Fembot Harem 1)

Claimed by the Nubile Valkyrie (Owning a Hot Valkyrie Harem 1)

Vampire's MILF Beauty (The Vampire's Sultry Harem 1)

Awakened by the Sultry Shifter (Werewolf's Hot MILF Harem 1)

Awakened by the MILF Goddess (Loving a Goddess Harem 1)

The Preacher's Wife Lesbian Surprise (Harem of Lesbian MILFs 1)

Hot Harem Opportunity (Winning a Genie Harem 1)

Fighter Awakens in the Naughty World (Ulitmate Harem Fantasy 1)

Incubus Watches the Wild Show (The Incubus's Naughty Harem 1)

Harem's Dark Passion (The Vampire's Embrace 1)

Taming the Naughty Monster Girls (King of the Monster Girl Harem 1)

Werebear's Passionate Mates (Werebear Biker's Naughty Harem 1)

Mail-Order Hot Genie Bride (Naughty Genie's Harem Delights 1)

Maiden's Dragon Desire (The Dragon's Harem 1)

Nubile Coed's Hot Birthday Gift (The Incubus's Harem 1)


The Naughty Wife's Hot Tale

Damien Colt

I seized the end of the red ribbon, my heart pounding. I felt so good from the blowjob. She smiled down at me, her eyes twinkling with passion. Those big boobs I had played with rose and fell, her dark-red nipples poking out hard.

“Do it,” she moaned. “Enjoy your gift!”

I ripped at the ribbon. The satiny whisk filled the room as the bow came undone and fell away from a thick, black bush. The tangy scent grew stronger. It was her pussy. I breathed in her musk, savoring the scent of her arousal. Dewdrops beaded on her midnight silk. She dripped for me.

“Damn,” I groaned, grabbing her hips. “Just how wet are you, Mrs. Celeste.”

“So wet,” she moaned. “I've been wet for days waiting for this. Just frustrated beyond belief, but I knew it would be worth it. Enjoy, Damien. Happy birthday!”

“First a cake and now a hair pie,” I groaned and leaned into her bush.

She laughed as I nuzzled into her curls. “I do love to spoil you, Damien. I'll treat you to whatever desserts you want.”

“Mmm, tangy MILF pie,” I groaned, her pubic hairs tickling my face as I went deeper. Her wet bush rubbed at my face moments before I found her thick labia. I felt the folds on my mouth. I closed my eyes as I kissed a pussy for the first time.

Mrs. Celeste's cunt.

This thrill shot through me. I kissed at her while struggling to remember how guys and girls in pornos ate out pussy. They did a lot of licking. I slid my tongue through her folds, feeling the texture of her labia. Her tangy juices coated my taste buds.

I groaned at how good she tasted and licked again. She shuddered, her big boobs twitching over my head. That was exciting to watch. They jiggled as I licked at her. My tongue fluttered through her folds, teasing her. She groaned, her face twisting in delight. Her hips wiggled from side to side, grinding her furred muff on my lips.

“Damien,” she moaned. “Oh, my god, Damien, that's it. That's what I've been aching for. Yes, yes, eat me. Feast on me!”

“I'm going to make you cum, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned with such confidence.

“Mmm, yes, yes, you will,” she moaned. “Make me scream my head off. Let everyone in the house know that you claimed me. That I'm your lover, Damien.”

“My MILF?” I asked and then licked through her folds again.

“Your sexy, busty, married MILF!” she moaned then gasped. “Ooh, yes, yes, that’s my clit.”

I stroked again and felt that bump nestled in her folds. Her clitoris. I caressed it again. She whimpered, her boobs smacking together. I loved that. It was so hot hearing her whimper and moan, her head tossing from side to side as I ate her out. My tongue danced over her clit, teasing her.

She whimpered and moaned, squirming her hips from side to side as I feasted upon her. It was such an exciting thing to do to her. I licked at her folds. My tongue brushed the opening to her pussy. The start of her silky sheath.

I thrust my tongue into her snatch.

“Yes, yes, Damien,” she moaned. “Oh, that's good. That's amazing. Mmm, yes, yes, just eat me out and make me cum!”

My tongue soaked in her tangy juices. The flavor was stimulating. My cock hardened again, eager to take her. The ticklish curls of her bush rubbed on my face. I loved the sensation. My tongue danced through her twat. I licked at her with hunger. I caressed her. Teased her. I danced my tongue around in her snatch, reveling in the delight of her pussy.

She moaned and groaned as I feasted on her. My tongue fluttered through her folds. I licked and lapped at her with hunger. My tongue danced around in her. I loved her with everything that I had. My hands slid around and grabbed her rump. I held her ass tight.

“Oh, my god, Damien!” she moaned. Those gasps were so sweet to my ears. “Yes, yes, just eat me out like that. You're going to make me cum! Just the way a man should!”

My fingers dug into her butt-cheeks. I held her to my mouth, staring up at her boobs bouncing back and forth. They were such a delight to witness. I savored the sight of them, my heart pounding in my chest hard and fast. This was so goddamn exciting.

“Mrs. Celeste I groaned into her cunt, reveling in the thrill of eating her out. I thrust my tongue back into her snatch, fucking in and out of her.

“Oh, that's it, Damien. Mmm, that's so good.” She humped against my mouth, her boobs smacking together. Those lush mounds rippled in such a hypnotic way.

I could watch them jiggling and bouncing until I died. They were so gorgeous. So beautiful. I stared at them in awe. I watched them swaying, my mouth salivating with hunger as I ran my tongue through her twat and brushed her clit.

She bucked. Her boobs heaved. I loved that. I fluttered my tongue against her clit again and again. I caressed her with my hungry tongue. She gasped and moaned, her head tossing from side to side. She squealed out her delight. It was so wonderful to hear.

“Yes, yes, yes, that's so good,” she moaned. “You're going to make me explode.”

“Good,” I groaned and latched onto her clit. I suckled on her bud like I did her nipple. Her juices ran down my chin. Her tart aroma filled my nose.

“Oh, my god, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, that's so good. That's amazing Damien!”

She quivered there, shaking. Her breasts swayed from side to side. She looked so gorgeous. So beautiful. I loved how sexy she was. How hot. My tongue danced around her bud between suckles. I nibbled on her bud, loving her with hunger. She gasped and bucked.

“Damien!” she howled and then a flood of her tangy cream gushed out of her pussy.

I gripped her ass as she quivered with her climaxing passion. Her cunt juices poured out of her cunt and bathed my mouth. I drank them all down. I loved every moment of drinking her pussy cream. I made her cum.

My dick ached with that fact. I made Mrs. Celeste cum while her husband snored downstairs. Or maybe he was awake and hearing his wife's every moan as she came on a man's mouth. I groaned, needing to take her hard. To devour every drop.

“Oh, my Damien,” she groaned, her boobs swaying. “Oh, that was amazing. Thank you.”

I ripped my face from her pussy and rose. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me with hunger. My tongue and hers danced together. Her pussy tasted so good. She moaned into my lips. It was hot that she kissed me with her cunt on my mouth.

My dick pressed against her stomach, her tits into my chest. I grabbed her ass, holding her to me. I kissed her with such passion. This sexy MILF was so hot. I was so thrilled that I had her in my arms. That I was fortunate to enjoy her.

She broke the kiss. “Damien, you are a stud.” She quivered. “I knew you would be. And now... Time for your ultimate gift.”

She pushed on my shoulders. I let her drive me back to my bed. I hit it and fell on it. She stood over me, this hungry cougar, this sexy hot wife, just ready to pounce on me. She mounted the bed, her eyes blazing with such heat, her boobs jiggling in my face.

Her eyes had such a wild gleam in them as she crawled onto the bed, her boobs swaying from side to side. She pressed her furred muff on my cock. I groaned as she rubbed up and down me. She ground that lovely pussy into my cock.

“Yes,” I groaned, my dick throbbing in her snatch. I stared at her as she stretched out her back, her boobs jiggling. She was a MILF-goddess descended from the heavens to worship my cock.

“Damien,” she purred as she lifted her body, rising on her thighs. “Mmm, I am so glad to make you into a man. Happy birthday!”

She grabbed my cock and held me upright. She pressed the tip into her dripping curls. I got her pussy nice and ready for my big dick. She lowered herself, the silky strands sliding over my dick. The pleasure was intense. I savored it. And then it got better.

Her pussy lips kissed the crown of my dick.

I groaned as those thick and silky lips slid over my cock. I savored the pleasure of her pussy engulfing my dick. Inch after inch after inch of my cock vanished inside her. I groaned, the pleasure intense and wonderful. I shuddered, groaning out the pleasure of this wonderful cunt devouring my dick. It was fantastic.

“Oh, damn, yes,” I groaned as more and more of her pussy swallowed my dick. “That's fucking incredible. You know that?”

“I do,” she purred, this wild gleam in her eyes. She bottomed out on me. “Mmm, and I know just how much you're going to love everything I'm about to do to you!”

Her breasts swayed as she planted her hands on my chest. Her eyes smoldered while her pussy clenched down on my cock. I was inside Mrs. Celeste. Her married cunt soaked my dick in her passion. I never knew what a thrill it would be to enjoy another man's wife.

She slid her pussy up my cock. Her pussy clenched about me. I groaned, loving the pressure of her twat around my dick. It was magnificent to feel. To experience. Her twat massaged the tip of my shaft. That spongy crown drank in the silky massage.

“Fuck, Mrs. Celeste!” I gasped, not even trying to hide it. “This is amazing. Your pussy is wonderful.”

“Mmm,” she purred, her tits swaying back and forth. They smacked into each other, rippling in such a delightful way. “And your cock is so big. Just so huge. I love how much you fill my cunt!”

She impaled herself down my dick. She took every inch of my cock. Her tits bounced before me. She gasped out in delight while I groaned. My shaft drank in the silky friction. The pleasure melted down to my balls, swelling the pressure in them.

Squealing, she rose up and started riding me. The bed thumped the wall as she rode my cock. Her pussy gripped me. She held me tight. She massaged me with this wonderful birthday treat. Her hips wiggled back and forth as she stirred my dick around in circles before she plunged herself back down me.

She took my cock to the hilt. It was incredible to have her cunt engulfing me. I groaned, my face twisting with the pleasure. The MILF's pussy gave me such delight. It was better than her blowjob. Better than anything.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned like a mantra and grabbed her boobs. I squeezed them hard.

“So good!” she moaned. “Oh, Damien! Oh, your cock. I'm going to cum so hard on this cock. You're going to breed me.”

My dick throbbed in her pussy. The idea of knocking her up slammed into me like a thunderbolt. I shuddered, my heart pounding fast. Just the idea of it was so intoxicating. “Yes!”

“Yes, what?” she moaned, working that tight, juicy cunt up and down my cock. “Yes, you'll breed me? You'll knock me up. Give me another baby! Mmm, are you going to really cuckold my husband, Damien!”

“Yes, I fucking am!” I groaned and thrust up as she came down.

She squealed as she bounced up my cock. She arched her back, her tits heaving in my hand. She reached her arms over her head, fingers fluttering, and came back down my cock. She devoured every inch of my dick in her sweet pussy.

I thrust up into her again. And again. I bounced her on my cock like a tennis ball, reveling in the thrill of her pussy sliding up and down my dick. I loved the way her pussy gripped me. How she clung to me. It was incredible to enjoy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squealed as I fucked her, thrusting my ass off the bed with such force.

Her boobs shook in my hand. I squeezed them as she bounced up my cock again and again. I loved when she came down. She swallowed every inch of my dick again and again. Her silky flesh swelled that explosive ache.

I hurtled towards my orgasm while I stared at her beautiful, motherly face. Her features twisted with rapture. Her black hair bounced around her. Her curls danced around her shoulders. She whimpered and moaned as I hammered her pussy with my upward thrusts.

“Damien! Oh, Damien!” She arched her back, her hands holding me to her tits. “You're so strong. So virile. You're everything my husband isn't! You would never sell me! Oh, no! You would never pimp me out! You would own me. Breed me! Fuck me!”

“I would, Mrs. Celeste!” I growled, the pressure nearing that explosive ache. “Oh, god, I'm going to cum in you.”

“And knock me up!” Her fingers pressed my hands hard into her tits.

“Yes!” I growled as her pussy slammed down my cock. I thrust up again, bouncing her up my long dick. Her flesh slid up me, squeezing about me. My balls tightened. “I'm going to pump your pussy full of my seed! I'm going to knock you up!”

“Damien!” she howled and slammed down my cock.

Her pussy went wild around my cock. I gasped at this new sensation of her flesh rippling around my shaft. My eyes widened at the bliss of it. This was so shocking to feel. I groaned, struggling to understand what was going on.

Then I saw her face. Heard her moans. She screamed out in passion. The entire house had to hear her orgasming on my dick. That was why her pussy was sucking at my dick. Her body was climaxing and desperate for my cum.

“Fuck!” I growled. “Mrs. Celeste!”

I erupted inside her cunt.

The most powerful orgasm of my young life shot through me. I groaned, spurting blast after blast of pleasure into her snatch. I unloaded in her, the pleasure rushing through me. Bright, multi-colored lights danced across my vision.

“Damien!” she moaned, her cunt spasming even harder. “Oh, god, I can feel you breeding me.”

She swayed on my cock, my hands squeezing about her tits. I kneaded those breasts as the ecstasy slammed into my mind. Stars exploded across my vision. They danced about her heavenly face. Twinkling as her pussy milked my cock.

She quivered there, her pussy wringing out every drop of cum in my balls. I spurted a final time. I sucked in deep breaths, feeling dizzy from the rapture that had swept over my body. I panted, my mind reeling. What she had done to me had felt amazing.

“Oh, fuck, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned. “That was awesome. You're awesome, you know that.”

She winked at me. “Mmm, and you're a stud. The way you unloaded in me...” She leaned down and, my hands falling away from her tits. “I know you bred me. I can feel it. A woman knows these things sometimes.”

“Good,” I groaned.

She kissed me. I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of her boobs on my chest, her pussy squeezing around my cock. Such triumph shot through me. I had bred her. I had knocked her up. This was incredible.

My tongue danced with Mrs. Celeste. I loved the feel of her on me. Her pussy squeezed about my cock. I had filled her with cum, and I was still hard. I wanted more from her. I rolled her over onto her back, on top of her. Those big and lush boobs pressed into my chest.

God, there was something I had always wanted to try. Would Mrs. Celeste let me do that to her? Why wouldn't she? The MILF had just begged me to breed her. To really cuckold her husband. And it was my birthday.

I broke the kiss and stared into her dark eyes. “Mrs. Celeste, I want to...”

“Mmm, don't be shy,” she purred. “Women love a man who is bold and strong.”

My cock throbbed in her cunt. Her words spoke to me. “I want to fuck your tits and cum across your face!”

Her smile lit up. “Mmm, then do it. Fuck my tits with that big dick. Spray my face in cum. I'm yours, Damien. You understand that. I've been yours since the day you were conceived. I just had to wait for you to awaken. To be eighteen. A man.”

What did any of that mean? I didn't ask, though. I had a chance to fuck her tits, and I wasn't about to waste that on dumb questions.

I slid out of her cunt. Her pussy clenched tight about me. Then I popped out of her. My cock bobbed before me dripping with her cunt juices. She grabbed her tits and pressed them together. She had a big smile on her lips.

“Mmm, just slide that big dick between my tits,” she purred. “How does that sound?”

“That sounds perfect,” I groaned.

I straddled her and brought my cock between her tits. They were so big and soft. I loved how hard her fat, dark-red nipples were. They just thrust out from her. They looked so wonderful to play with. I just wanted to twist them. I wanted to tweak them and play with them.

I slid my cock between her tits. I shuddered as I did that. I groaned at the way her big, soft boobs engulfed my dick. They felt so amazing sliding over me. I groaned at that wonderful sensation of her pillowy tits massaging my cock. She pushed with her hands, her breasts squeezing tight about me.

“Fuck,” I muttered as her boobs engulfed my cock. “Wow, that is just amazing.”

“Mmm,” she purred. “I bet it is, winking at me.”

I drew back my hips, sliding my cock through the wonderful valley of her boobs. Her soft flesh massaged me. I groaned and then thrust forward. My cock popped out between her valley just inches from her lips. She flicked out her tongue and brushed the tip.

“Mmm, I taste good,” she moaned as I drew back my hips. “I haven't had pussy in such a long time.”

“You've eaten pussy?” I groaned and thrust again. “Whose?”

She winked at me as I thrust my cock back between the valley of her breasts.

I shuddered at the silky embrace of her tits. They squeezed about my cock. The massaging pressure was wonderful. I groaned, loving every bit of it. I pumped away at her. I fucked her with passion. My dick ached in the valley of her boobs.

The pressure grew and grew at the tip of my cock, massaged the silkiness of her tits. This was so different from her pussy. Maybe not as amazing, but it still felt great. And it was different. A new way to enjoy my MILF.

Because she was my MILF. She might be married to that pathetic sack of shit downstairs, but I owned her. I could see it in her eyes. She would do anything I wanted. I groaned, pumping away at her boobs. I fucked her tits with such prowess.

My cock throbbed and ached in the valley of her breasts. I loved the way she gripped me. It was fantastic. I groaned, pumping away at her. I fucked her with passion, sliding my cock in and out of her boobs, the pressure building and building at the tip.

“Damn,” I groaned. “Goddamn, that's excellent. I really, really love what your tits are doing to me. Shit, that's good.”

“Mmm, and when I do this?” she purred and licked the tip when it emerged from her breasts.

“That's icing on the cake,” I panted.

She grinned at me as I pulled back, my cock sliding through her tits again. Then I thrust forward, the pressure building at the tip of my dick. My cock popped out between her breasts. She flicked the tip again, caressing me. Pleasure shot down my shaft to my balls.

I would cum all over her face. I couldn't wait. I pumped away at her tits. I fucked her boobs with force. I loved the way she squeezed her pillowy boobs about my cock while her tongue flicked the tip, sending a tingle of delight racing down to my tightening nuts.

“Mmm, you're getting closer,” she purred, this naughty gleam in her eyes. “Closer and closer to that moment when you're going to fire that jizz all over my face.”

“Yes!” I groaned, pumping away at her tits. Her tongue flicked the tip. The pleasure shot down to my nuts as I pulled back into the heaven of her tits. Her boobs massaged my aching crown. Growling, I thrust forward. My cock burst out of the valley of her breasts.

I erupted.

“Fuck, yes!” I howled as I came over Mrs. Celeste's gorgeous face.

I painted her in ropy lines of my spunk. I covered her mature and lush features in my cum. I claimed her as mine. I owned her body and soul. She moaned, opening her mouth wide to catch the cum I fired.

The pleasure hammered my mind with every spurt. Every blast of cum that fired out of me. I groaned, savoring that delight. I loved the pleasure bursting through my nuts. I shuddered, unloading again and again. It was magnificent.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped as I spurted the last of the cum on her face.

“Oh, Damien,” she moaned, my cum dripping down her features. She ran her fingers off her face, gathering up the spunk. She brought it to her lips and suckled it clean. She nursed on my cum. Her eyes sparkled with such delight. I loved the sight of her. “Mmm, that was good. You really know how to give a woman what she needs.”

“I try,” I groaned. “Damn, you know how to make a guy feel like a stud.”

She scooped up more of my cum and popped it into her mouth. “You are a stud, Damien. God, you make me so wet. Want to do something really naughty to me.”

“What?” I asked, getting off her.

She licked more of my pearly spunk from her fingers before looking me directly in the eyes and purring, “Why, to fuck me in the ass. Mmm, you hear that, George? He's going to pound me in the ass!”

“God, you want your husband to know,” I groaned as she rolled over onto her hands and knees. “I didn't think you hate him.”

“I don't hate him,” she purred. “This is all his fault. He made a choice, and this is the wonderful consequence. The price he has to pay.”

“What does that mean?” I asked as her boobs swayed beneath her. She gave me a sultry look and wiggled her hips back and forth. My dick twitched as she did that

“Fuck my ass first,” she moaned. “I'm still so horny. I haven't been fucked this hard in so many years. Nearly nineteen.”

“Hell, yes,” I groaned, moving behind her.

My cum leaked out of her pussy, matting her black bush. Her plump rump quivered as she kept wiggling it. I wanted to fuck her in the ass, but I didn't have any lube. I stared at her sloppy pussy. Could I use that?

Why not?

I slid my cock into her pussy and groaned at the silky delight of her cunt sliding around me. It was fantastic to feel. To have her married flesh engulfing me. She was so wet with her juices and my jizz. She moaned, looking over her shoulder at me. My jizz gleamed on her cheeks.

“Lubing up?” she asked as I marinated my cock in her.

I winked at her, pretending like I knew what I was doing. She said she liked a man who had confidence. I would show her confidence.

I ripped out of her pussy and slid my cock up her taint to her butt-crack. I slid between her cheeks and found her asshole right away. A puckered and wrinkled hole that felt amazing on my cock. I had gone from a virgin to enjoying every bit of a woman in the space of an hour.

I gripped Mrs. Celeste's hips and drilled my cock against her asshole. She moaned as I did. She buried her face into the pillow, rubbing back and forth. Her anal ring stretched and stretched. I felt that naughty hole widening to swallow my cock.

“Oh, my fucking god!” she howled. “Yes, yes, your big dick is almost in my asshole. Oh, my fucking god! That's so good! Shit, Damien!”

Those dirty words were so hot to hear from her lips. I groaned and thrust hard. Then I popped into her bowels. Her hot asshole engulfed my cock. I shuddered at the feel of her flesh massaging my dick. It was fantastic. I loved every bit of sliding into her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned as I went deeper and deeper, lubed by her pussy juices.

“That's it, Damien!” she gasped. “Oh, that's so good. Yes, yes, I love it. I love it so much. Mmm, slide that cock into my asshole all the way. Bugger me!”

“Mrs. Celeste!” I growled as I bottomed out in her. My brown pubic hair pressed into her bush.

It was incredible to be in a woman's asshole. In Mrs. Celeste's tight anal sheath. I groaned at the heat of her bowels squeezing about my dick. She held me tight. Her flesh gripped me. It was just amazing. I drew back.

Her velvety flesh squeezed about me. She held me tight. I groaned, loving that sensation. I slammed back into her. I buried to the hilt in her flesh. She gasped, her head tossing. Her black hair dancing. She groaned as my dick throbbed in her bowels.

“Fuck,” I groaned, savoring the feel of her asshole gripping me as I pumped away at her.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, her voice feverish with lust. “Pound my asshole. Just pump away at me. You're amazing!”

I thrust hard and fast at Mrs. Celeste's asshole. I fucked into her hard. I buried to the hilt in her bowels. Her flesh squeezed about me. She gripped me hard. She held me tight. I loved the embrace of her bowels.

My hands slid from her hips, stroking her silky sides. I had to touch those boobs again. Mrs. Celeste had such amazing breasts. The kind that had to be squeezed and played with. The kind that had to be massaged until she came all over me. It would be fantastic. I wanted to feel her bowels spasming around my dick.

“This is the best birthday gift ever, Mrs. Celeste!”

She laughed, her bowels clenching about me. “Mmm, every young man's dream, right? To fuck that hot MILF they've known all their life.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, plunging into her. “You're so sexy. So gorgeous. And you have such big tits!”

“Mmm, you like them big, huh?” she purred as I buried into her velvety anal sheath.

“Yeah!” I groaned.

“Poor Anna will be crushed. She loves you a lot. Head over heels for you.”

“She's...” I shuddered, momentarily losing my rhythm with the shock of what I was hearing, but remembering the feel of that small, but firm, tit pressing on my arm as she clung to me. “She's sexy in her own way.”

“Mmm, good,” purred Mrs. Celeste. “I'll help you get in her panties. Shelly's, too. Any woman you want, I'll be there to help you. I'm yours, Damien!”

“Goddamn,” I groaned, pumping away harder at her bowels.

Her words sent such a heady rush through me. I shuddered, fucking her hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her again and again, loving every moment of it. Every second of burying into her hot bowels. I loved it. She squeezed her velvety flesh around me.

I massaged her boobs as I pounced her. The ache swelled in my nuts as they smacked into her taint. Her butt-cheeks rippled from the force of my thrusts. Her gasps and my grunts echoed through my room. The entire house had to be hearing us.

Mr. Celeste must be downstairs listening to his wife enjoying my dick.

“Oh, god, that's so good,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that's good. Mmm, you're just burying hard into me. Fast. Oh, my god, you're going to make me cum!”

“Good,” I growled. I slammed deep and hard into her bowels. “I want to feel that hot asshole going wild around my dick. Milk my cock dry!”

“Yes!” she howled.

I slammed into her asshole, my hands gripping her big and soft tits. She tossed her head, the bed creaking. Her bowels convulsed around my cock. I made her cum again. I reveled in that thrill as I drew back my cock. Her hot bowels suckled at me. Nursed at me.

I groaned as I savored the heat of her anal sheath rippling and writhing around my cock. I shuddered as I thrust back into her. I plunged to the hilt in her asshole as she spasmed around me, her flesh suckling hungrily at my cock.

“Cum in me, Damien!” she gasped. “I want your cum spurting into all my holes. I want to you to own every bit of me!”

“Mrs. Celeste!” I gasped and erupted.

I fired spurt after spurt of cum into her wildly spasming asshole. Her flesh rippled and writhed around my dick. I groaned, my hands gripping her tits as the pleasure crashed through my mind.

I shuddered, lights dancing across my vision as her hungry asshole  fed greedily on my spunk. I savored her velvety flesh massaging me as I spurted over and over again. I had so thoroughly owned Mrs. Celeste tonight.

“You're mine!” I groaned.

“Thank you Damien!” she whispered with such delight. “I'm all yours!”

I shuddered as I spurted the last of my cum into my MILF. I savored that final rush. Then I pulled out of her and fell back on the bed, panting. My chest rose and fell. My body felt amazing as I lay beside her, my mind whirling.

What was going on? Her husband had to pay a price for something? Mrs. Celeste raising me to be her lover? As I breathed, she moved. I blinked and realized that she was between my legs. She licked at my cock, her tongue dragging up my dirty shaft.

“What is going on, Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned as she slid her mouth to the tip of my cock. “Why... Why is this happening?”

“Mmm, because your father was a devil, Damien,” she moaned. “And that makes you an incubus.”

Before I could respond to that shocking revelation, her lips slid over the dirty crown of my dick.

Now Mrs. Celeste was in no position to answer. She bobbed her mouth up and down, working her lips over my cock as she cleaned her own ass off my dick. I groaned, shocked by this one last gift she was giving me.

The married woman stared up my body, her dark eyes gleaming in the moonlight pouring through my bedroom window. Her black hair had a lustrous sheen to it as she bobbed her head. Her husband remained oblivious downstairs as she sucked hard on my dick.

My nuts twitched and throbbed as I enjoyed her mouth. My face contorted with delight. This felt amazing. I groaned, my heart pounding as she did her thing. She nursed with such hunger. She suckled on me with passion.

I groaned, loving what she did to me. It felt incredible. I groaned, my face contorting with the delight of this moment. She suckled hard. She nursed on me with adoration. I shuddered, my back arching. Her tongue danced around my cock, buffing off every trace of her ass.

“Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned. “Goddamn, you're such a dirty MILF.”

She purred around my cock, the humming feeling incredible. She still had my cum smeared on her cheeks. She had done everything for me tonight. Everything. Though it was past midnight, the entire house must of heard it. I was sure we had woken them up.

Especially her husband. I couldn't hear the TV on downstairs. He had turned it off. He had woken up. I smiled. I'd never liked the prick. When they had taken me in after my mother had died, he had never liked me. Been a dick to me. Encouraged his son, who was a year or so older than me, to be an equal prick.

But Mrs. Celeste... She had always been wonderful to me. God, she was raising me to be her lover. She knew this day would come.

“Yes, yes, yes, just a dirty MILF,” I repeated. “Sucking your ass off my cock. Cuckolding your limp-dick husband.”

She winked at me and danced her tongue around my cock.

My back arched from the pressure. She felt incredible nursing at me. I loved every second of it. Savored every last moment of her bobbing her head. She had a mouth on her. I groaned, my face contorting with the delight of her hot mouth. She knew just how to suck a cock. Not that I had much experience.

Well, I had no experience other than what she'd given me tonight. This felt even more amazing thanks to the added thrill that she was cleaning her ass off my cock. I smiled, loving every moment of this. She nursed hard. She suckled with her hungry mouth, bobbing her head and loving me. I groaned, my heart racing.

This was awesome.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Damn, Mrs. Celeste. You're going to clean every bit of your ass off my dick. Tell me how much you love the flavor.”

She slid her mouth up my cock and popped off. The wet, smacking sound was so hot to hear. Drool spilled down her chin. “Mmm, just love it. So sour and earthy. Your cum is dripping out of my cunt and leaking out of my asshole.” She swiped a bit of my drying jizz off her cheek and popped it into her mouth. “Mmm, and there's more of that treat.”

“Damn,” I groaned as she slid her lips back over my cock. She nursed on me with hunger. She suckled with passion. I groaned, my back arching. This was an incredible delight. I loved every second of her nursing on me. She would have my cum firing out of my dick soon.

I had more cum to give her. I had never known I could cum so many times in my life. That this sort of endurance. It was incredible to know. The sexy MILF coaxed so much out of me. It was like I just wanted more and more. The tip of my cock swelled with the pressure. So did my balls.

But I couldn't be an incubus. That was ridiculous. Those were like... male succubus, I think. God, it was hard to think with that sublime mouth working up and down my cock.

“Mrs. Celeste,” I groaned. “I'm almost there.”

She moaned and suckled with all her might. Her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. The sloppy sounds of her nursing filled my bedroom. My back arched, the bed creaking. My nuts twitched. Her tongue caressed the spongy crown of my cock. The pleasure zapped down my dick.

Exploded through my body.

“Fuck, yes, Mrs. Celeste!” I cried out and erupted into her mouth.

Spurt after spurt shot from my cock. The electricity arced through my body and crackled with ecstasy across my mind. I spasmed as I pumped my jizz into her mouth. She moaned and gulped it all down. Some of the guys I knew complained about girls who spat instead of swallowed.

Mrs. Celeste was a swallower. A gulper.

She whimpered, her ass wiggling back and forth as she gulped down my cum. She swallowed it all down with hunger. I shuddered, loving what she did to me. It was fantastic. My heart hammered in my chest as the last of the rapture arced through me.

“Goddamn, Mrs. Celeste,” I panted; my orgasm passed. My toes curled. I felt so good.

She slid her mouth off my dick with a wet plop and crawled up my body. She pressed her large breasts against my side and rested her head on my chest, her left arm draped over me. She cuddled against me like we were lovers.

God, we were lovers. She was totally mine.

My hand stroked her back. I felt her heart pounding beneath her skin.

“That was amazing,” she purred. “Mmm, you are even better than I imagined you would be.”

“Yeah,” I said, not sure what to say to that. “But... you can't really mean that my father is a devil. A literal devil from Hell.”

“I do,” she said. “I wouldn't have believed it, but I met him. I was there the night you were conceived, Damien. I watched him take your mother.”

“No, no,” I said. “That's just not possible.”

“It is,” she said. She licked her lips. “It really is. Your mother and I... We were best friends. Esther and I were inseparable. When we met George, we both liked him, but he liked me more. I ended up marrying him, but your mother always wanted him, too.”

I shifted, uncomfortable. “I really don't need to hear that.”

She laughed. “I'm sure you don't want to. It's just funny how history can change. Your mother and I had talked about having a threesome with George. We had fooled around when we were younger, some play at lesbian stuff. It was fun. And now... Now we were working ourselves up to broaching it with him. It was a year after our son was born, and George and I had just bought this very house. The three of us were having a few drinks and getting a bit turned on... That's when he showed up.”

“When your father appeared before us.”

*   *   *

Mary Celeste – Eighteen Years and Nine Months ago.

“Here you are,” I said, bringing the margaritas from the kitchen, my heart racing. I handed one to Esther, my blonde best friend, and my husband. He was a handsome man. Fit and strong. We had been married for two years. Esther was wearing a pair of short-shorts and a tight tank top, casual clothing. I wore skinny jeans and a crop top that hugged my large breasts. Motherhood had given me a massive set of tits. Tonight everything would change.

Esther and I just had to find the courage to tell him what we wanted to do. I sat down on the other end of the couch. George had a big smile on his face. He had two beautiful women beside him. Our son was at my mother's for the night. She was thrilled to play grandma to let George and I have a date night.

She just didn't know we'd have a friend joining us.

My mom would never have understood that.

Esther drank her margarita in a single gulp. She worked it down. George and I both stared at her in shock. I sipped at mine. It was the right mix of sour and salt, with just a hit of tequila. It was good stuff.

“Damn,” George said. “What are you two so nervous about.”

A thrill ran through my pussy. This was it. This was the moment. We just had to broach it. Tell him that we wanted to fool around with each other and him. That we wanted him to watch us make love then he could join us. Have sex with both of us. It would bring Esther and me closer as friends. We would be lovers for real. No more girlish fooling around like we had in our younger days before I had met George.

We hadn't even finished college before we were married. It was all a blur of passion and romance.

“Well,” I started to say, my eyes on George when the front door opened and a tall and dark-haired man in an expensive suit walked in. We all looked at him. He was handsome, almost unbearably gorgeous, with a beard trimmed so close it was almost whiskers. The air seemed to warp around him for a moment and his shadow seemed so much darker than it should be.

All three of us were struck mute by him. We could feel the energy he brought as he strode forward. His dark charcoal suit was completed with a deep, fiery crimson tie which seemed to match his eyes. They were the same deep, fiery red. The shadows behind him seemed to bend into dark wings and horns thrusting from his body.

I knew in the heart of my heart that this man was a devil.

“Esther,” he said as he stopped before her and swept into a low bow. She trembled on the couch. “My sweet Esther.”

He took her hand, bent down, and kissed it.

“They call me Attar,” he said and gently pulled her to her feet. She didn't once resist. “I have been looking for you for so long.”

“I know,” Esther whispered in a voice of awe. “I made you a promise, didn't I? In another life.”

“That you did,” said Attar. “Naughty of Heaven to try and hide my bride from me with that pesky reincarnation trick.”

He kissed her without any protest. His lips planted on hers. She melted against him. I had never seen a kiss with such passion in my life. It made the emotion I felt for George feel hollow and empty. Her arms went around his neck. She clung to him, her tongue dancing with his. He slid his hands down her back to cup her ass through her white hot pants. He dug his fingers into them.

George took my hand. I squeezed it back, my heart pounding in my chest. This man was so handsome. So ravishing. A moment of envy swept through me for my friend. Even though he was a devil, I didn't care about that.

I just accepted the truth of it. What else could he be?

He broke the kiss and she swooned. I swear she was about to pass out like some woman from Victorian times. He swept her up in his arms and held her like a new bride. They smiled at each other, his red eyes burning with passion.

Without a word, he turned and carried his bride to the stairs. My husband and I rose and stumbled after like witnesses to the wedding. Still holding each other's hand we squeezed tight, gripping each other. This heady excitement swept through me. My heart pounded in my chest so fast, I thought it would break a rib.

He carried her up the stairs and down the hall to the master bedroom. We passed the four empty rooms.. The house was big, but George and I wanted a big family. Four rooms. Four children. He was ambitious. Wanted to be CEO of his company.

It would be wondrous.

George and I stopped in the doorway of our bedroom to see him set her on the bed. He peeled off her tank top, revealing her round, firm tits. His hands caressed them with such skill. She quivered and whimpered, her thighs grinding together. He ducked his head down and suckled on a nipple. He nursed on her.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter as I stood there with my husband. I soaked my panties as the devil suckled on Esther's tit. He nursed on her. Kneaded both her breasts. Her head tossed, her blonde hair dancing.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned as he played with her breasts.

He suckled on her other nipple. She squealed and moaned, her face twisted in rapture. My husband groaned too, his breathing ragged. My cunt burned hotter and hotter. With envy. I wanted to be in her place. To feel that passion.

“Attar!” she gasped, she was cumming. Just from having her nipples suckled. I didn't even know a woman could cum like that.

She fell onto her back. He pulled off her shorts and panties in a single go, her legs thrusting in the air. He threw off her clothes. Her thighs fell upon, inviting. She had shaved her pussy for tonight. I had never done it, always chickening out, but she had.

Her vulva gleamed with her excitement, her pink folds peeking out. She quivered as he ducked his head down and started eating her snatch. I couldn't see what he did to her pussy, but it was very clear that she loved it. She gasped and moaned and whimpered. She experienced such sweet ecstasy.

“Attar!” she moaned. “Yes, yes, yes. That's so incredible. Oh, my god, yes, eat me!”

“My god...” Attar groaned. “Mmm, such sweet blasphemy. Gabriel is quivering in outrage even now. But even he cannot stop me.”

My friend gasped, her back arching in ecstasy. I just watched, squeezing my husband's hand. I wanted to masturbate with the other, but I was utterly hypnotized by Esther's shuddering body. Her jiggling round breasts. Her quivering, whimpering and groaning.

“I'm going to cum again!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, yes! Attar, I'm going to cum again!”

He started suckling on her. Was that her clit? It had to be. The effect on her was devastating. She squealed out her delight. My pussy clenched in such envy as she bucked on the bed. She shuddered and moaned, her head tossing from side to side.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squealed. “Oh, my god, That's incredible. Oh, yes, yes, Attar! So good!”

Her thighs gripped his head. She shuddered for one more moment and then she was just panting. I swallowed, my throat so dry. He lifted his head. She panted there, eyes closed. His suit burst into flames. In moments, he was naked.

“Jesus,” George croaked.

“I am most definitely not him,” said Attar, not looking at us. “Mmm, Ester, your son is going to be important. That's what you want?”

“Yes!” she moaned as he crawled onto him.

My knees buckled as I saw the Devils cock for the first time. I swallowed as Attar mounted my friend and plunged into her. He thrust hard and fast. Esther's arms went around him She pulled the devil down to her. They kissed. Their bodies writhed together, united by passion.

Attar claimed my friend as his infernal bride.

The bed creaked with the force of his thrust. My pussy melted. I had never been so horny in my life. I needed a cock in me. I needed to cum. Attar's muscular ass bunched as he thrust away at her. The shadows flickered around him, giving the impression of wings and horns for a moment.

He broke the kiss with Esther and moaned, “Yes! Finally! Finally, I have found you!”

“Attar!” she gasped, her back arching. “Yes, yes, I'm yours. Yours! Just as I promised! Give me your son!”

“I always keep my promises, too,” Attar groaned and kissed her.

I watched in a daze. A trance. I couldn't tell how long Attar fucked her. How long he drove his big dick into her pussy. I could see his cock thrusting into her shaved twat, his heavy balls smacking her flesh. She held him, thighs wrapped around his waist, fingernails clawing at his back.

The air rippled around them. It danced with heat, distorting the air. I quivered, gripping my husband's hand like a lifeline. I wanted to throw him down, impaling my cunt down his cock, and fuck him hard but I couldn’t tear myself away for even an instant.

Attar grunted with each thrust. He buried his cock hard into my best friend. She moaned, quivering beneath him. They kissed again as I watched the devil's muscular ass flexing. He drove his cock deep into Esther's pussy.

“Oh, my god, Attar!” she squealed. “My husband!”

She bucked beneath him. I knew her sopping pussy suckled at his cock. She nursed at him, wanting his cum to flood her pussy. He slammed into her with a grunt. His body shuddered on her. He pumped her full of his jizz. He flooded her.

“Oh, my god,” I whimpered as I watched the sight. “He's... He's really... He's breeding her, George.”

“Yeah,” my husband groaned, his voice thick with passion.

“HALLELUJAH!” he cried out in mockery to God. I could feel it. I whimpered at the blasphemy as he flooded her pussy with his cum. As he made a baby in her womb. Half-man, half-devil. I swayed, my pussy begging for a cock.

“Oh, Attar!” moaned Esther. She panted and went limp beneath him. “Oh, that was amazing.”

Attar whispered something into her ear. She shuddered and smiled, her eyes closed. Then he pulled out of her. He rose from her and turned to face my husband and me. Attar's cock dripped with Esther's pussy cream.

I gripped my husband's hand as I felt Attar's eyes sweep over me. If I let go of George, I knew I would be lost. That the devil would ravish me, too. He would cuckold my husband. Break our marriage. Destroy our love.

So I held on tight.

Then Attar turned his gaze to my husband. “I can give you what you want, George.”

My husband's breath sucked in deep.

“You know you are not getting that promotion. You are about to coast on mediocrity. All your dreams will be for naughty. You do not have the drive. The ambition. The willingness to sacrifice so much sweat and blood and tears to become CEO.”

George swallowed.

“But I can make you CEO,” said Attar. “It will cost you so much less. You won't have to struggle. You'll rise. In nearly nineteen years, you will reach that coveted position.”

“W-what's the cost?” George asked.

I knew what it would be without Attar even looking at me. My hand squeezed my husband's. He couldn't do that. Didn't he understand what he would be doing if he said yes? That I would do it. Willingly. I wanted Attar. I knew if I had him, I would never be satisfied with George. Our dream of a large family, growing old together, united would be shattered. Esther was one thing. A treat for us both to share.

Attar was a man. It was different. George should never, ever let another man touch me. If he did, how could I respect him? What sort of pathetic loser would sell his wife off to another just for a job? And I knew then that my husband was that pathetic loser.

A cuckold in the making.

“One night with your wife,” said Attar. “Such a simple thing. You just have to let go of her hand. I will do the rest.”

I glanced at my husband. But he didn't look at me. He stared down at his feet. I didn't fight him as he released my hand. When Attar glanced to me, I extended my hand to him, more than willing to pay the price for my husband. I wanted to be fucked by a man.

Clearly, that wasn't my husband. My love broke. It wasn't gone, it just wasn't as strong. As vibrant. It had been such a fragile thing, it turned out. I don't think George understood what he did. What would happen to us? He had made his choice. I didn't care how much this would hurt him.

It hurt me.

I took Attar's hand with vicious glee. When he pulled me to him, I melted into his embrace. I threw my arms around the devil's neck and kissed him with hunger. With passion. Everything I would have given my husband, I gave to Attar.

His beard rasped with virile delight on my lips and cheeks. His hands slid around my body and boldly cupped my ass. He squeezed my rump through my jeans. He kneaded me while his tongue danced around in my mouth. I groaned, kissing him back with passion. I savored this wild moment. I loved it. My heart pounded in my chest as my tongue danced with his.

He grabbed my ass. He held me tight, kneading me. I groaned, loving what he did to me. His fingers gripped me with passion. They held me tight to him. I felt his hardon through my clothing. The dick that would soon be in me.

He broke the kiss and stared into my eyes. They were so red. So full of passion. For me. I quivered, melting there. I didn't think I would ever feel the like again. I was wrong, so very wrong. His son would have those same eyes, not red, but a dark brown.

He pulled up the crop top I wore, rolling it over my breasts. I thrust my arms in the air, my tits clad in a lacy bra. Not a nursing bra like I usually wore. I had dressed up with something exciting for tonight.

He smiled as he threw my top to the ground. His eyes were hungry as he stared at my breasts. His hands slid up my sides to cup them through the bra. “Front clasping. How wicked.”

“I bought it and the matching panties just for tonight,” I moaned, wanting George to hear. “For my husband's pleasure.”

“Lucky me,” he said and unsnapped my bra.

My tits spilled out into his strong hands. I shuddered as he kneaded them. My face contorted with delight. His fingers dug into them. He licked his lips before ducking his head down and sucking a nipple into my mouth.

Lactating, milk squirted from my nipple into his nursing mouth. I groaned as he drank my creamy delight. I groaned, my pussy clenching. I was so on fire for him. I just wanted him to keep nursing from me. To suckle from me forever.

But then what about my pussy? My cunt needed to be filled with his dick.

“Attar,” I moaned, feeling my husband's eyes on me. The cuckold watched on.

I shuddered, savoring that he was there. That he stared at my ass. I closed my eyes, enjoying this delight. It was incredible to experience. I groaned, my head swaying from side to side. My face contorted with the passion of his nursing.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Mmm, that's so good. That's amazing. Yes, you're going to make me cum hard, aren't you? You're going to ravish me with that big dick! My pussy needs a real man to fuck me!”

“Mary,” groaned George. “I—”

“A real man with a huge dick,” I moaned.

“Mmm, it's so big,” Esther purred. She watched me, her thighs squeezed tight, her blue eyes smoldering. She wasn't jealous that her devil was nursing at my breast. “You'll love him, Mary.”

“I know,” I moaned as he gulped down more and more of my milk. He drank with such hunger.

I shuddered, my heart racing. His mouth suckled at me with such heady passion. My face contorted with the delight of him nursing at me. My milk squirted into his mouth. He groaned, gulping it down while his hands slid down my hips.

He found the waistband of my skinny jeans, sliding around the front. He kept swallowing my milk. My nipple tingled with the delight rushing down to my snatch. My pussy clenched every time he suckled, my pleasure building and building.

I was going to cum just from nursing him.

“Oh, my god,” I whimpered in realization.

He popped his mouth off my nub and suckled my other one into his mouth. He sealed his lips about me and nursed. I gasped, my face contorting with the delight of it. I whimpered as he suckled at me. My milk poured into his mouth. I groaned at how amazing this felt.

Every time he suckled, I groaned. My pussy clenched as my milk squirted into his mouth. He suckled it down while he unsnapped my jeans. He pushed them off my hips, drinking down every drop of my creamy breast milk I had.

“Attar!” I gasped. “Oh, George, a real man is nursing on my tits. He's... He's... Yes!”

I squealed in rapture. I had a huge orgasm. I detonated. My milk squirted into his mouth as my pussy went wild. I shuddered and moaned out my orgasm. It was incredible to climax just from him suckling at me.

The waves of delight swept through me. He shoved my jeans down my thighs as I quivered. My pussy gushed juices, soaking my bush and my panties. I could smell my tangy passion. I whimpered through my bliss.

“Attar!” I breathed. “Mmm, you stud. You absolute stud. That was amazing.”

“Mmm, it was,” he said, sliding his mouth off my nipple. “Your wife has delicious breast milk, George. I hope you have sampled it. I don't think she'll let you after tonight.”

“No,” I groaned. “He's not getting another taste.”

Attar smiled and he knelt before me. He helped me step out of my jeans as I buzzed with the delight of the orgasm. My body was on fire. I knew this would be the best sex I ever had. I wanted his cock slamming into me right now.

He slid his hands up my thighs. His touch was electric. I groaned, loving what he did to me. He grabbed my panties and, gently, drew them down my body. I shuddered as he did that, pulling my panties from my soaked bush.

“Mmm, you smell divine, Mrs. Celeste,” Attar said.

I shuddered as he used my married title. Not my first name. It made this even kinkier. George was breathing heavily behind me, watching me with another man. I hoped he burned with shame and humiliation. He proved what mattered most to him.

Not me.

I stepped out of the red panties. Attar stood up, holding them in his hands. He breathed in my musk and groaned, his cock throbbing before him. A big smile spread on his bearded lips. I shuddered at his enjoyment of how juicy I was.

He tossed the panties past me. I turned my body, boobs swaying, to watch it flash by. A scrap of cloth landed in my husband's hands. He gripped them, his cheeks red. He stared down at them, his shoulders hunched. He looked beaten. Humiliated.

“Your wife bought those panties for your enjoyment,” said Attar. “Enjoy them while I enjoy your wife.”

George nodded, balling them up, feeling how wet they were. I had never soaked a pair of panties like I did them. My husband lifted his gaze and looked at me for a moment. Then he shot back down to my underwear, his shoulders sagging even more.

I turned away from him and faced Attar. But he was moving around me. He stepped out of the way, letting me see my friend. She parted her legs. His cum ran out of her shaved pussy. I had fantasies of licking George's cum out of my friend's pussy tonight. Now... Now it would be Attar's.

He hugged me from behind. His wet cock slid between the cheeks of my ass. I squeezed my buns around him. His hands slid up my body and cupped my breasts. He kneaded them. I quivered there, my heart racing. This was really happening.

A devil was about to fuck me.

He nuzzled into my ear and licked my lobe. “Mmm, Mrs. Celeste, I bred your friend's pussy. My son is even now growing in her womb. He'll grow up to be your lover. That's the real cost to your husband. That he'll lose you to my son. You'll nurture him. Prepare for him. And when he turns eighteen, you will give yourself to him because you will want him more than anything.”

“Yes,” I moaned, squeezing my butt-cheeks down on his cock. If his son was anything like him... And it would be a piece of Esther, too.

“You'll be his guide when he awakens into what he is,” whispered Attar. “An incubus. Help him embrace his legacy.”

“I will,” I whimpered. “What is it?”

“Plenty of time to talk about that after,” he said and pushed me forward. “Your friend's pussy needs your attention, Mrs. Celeste. Eat her out while I... I take care of you.”

“Yes!” I whimpered and slid onto the bed, my heavy tits swinging.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “The Wicked Preacher's Wife Summons Their Master”

“Mrs. Loves, what are you doing?” I asked and backed up.

She followed, her fingernails scratching at the material of my shirt. My heart beat too fast. I took another step back and hit the front door. She licked her lips again, her green eyes almost glowing. My cock throbbed so hard.

“I normally prefer married men, but you...” She breathed in deeply. “You have become irresistible to me.”

“Married men?” I had heard... rumors of her affairs. But that was just it. Rumors.

“It's more... delicious when vows are broken, but...” She leaned her head towards me as her hand slid up to my throat. Her fingers slid over my pulse shooting up my carotid artery before she reached around to garb the back of my neck. “You, Max. What have you become tonight? You're so... kingly.”

She kissed me.

Her lips melted on mine. I was so shocked to have the reverend's wife kissing me. This was so wrong. Reverend Loves had almost been like a father to me. I didn't know my real parents. I went through thirteen foster homes, some bad, some just okay. But Reverend Loves, he had always been there. A role model with advice. My guide to being a man and...

His wife thrust her tongue into my mouth.

She moaned as she swirled it around in me, her lips so soft and plump. They were different from Virginia's. Aggressive instead of timid. Hungry instead of loving. Her breasts pressed into my chest, her fat nipples rubbing at my chest through my shirt.

I had to stop this, but my blood boiled. She was so soft against me. So hot in my arms. She made me feel so good as her hand slid down my stomach between us and found my aching cock. I balled my hands into fists. I didn't want to cheat on Virginia, but Mrs. Loves was so fucking hot.

She gave me the promised release I needed. I was so weak. Unable to resist this sin. To betray the two people I cared about the most. That somehow made this more exciting. I would cuckold Reverend Loves. I would have my first time with the preacher's wife.

The ring pulsed on my fingers.

If you want to read more, click here for The Wicked Preacher's Wife Summons Their Master (Harem of Naughty & Wanton Witches 1)!
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