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I crawled between my friend's thighs. Esther stared at me with such a wicked gleam in her eyes. I flicked my gaze down to her pussy dripping with Attar's cum. The devil's jizz leaked out of her, forming a small wet spot on the bed. She must be holding in as much of his cum as she could. That was so hot. It made me so excited.

“Oh, Mary, eat me out,” moaned Esther. “Just like we planned. Only... Attar is such a better choice than your husband.”

“Yes!” I moaned in absolute agreement as I leaned in and nuzzled my face into her snatch. “Mmm, I'm going to just devour every drop of his cum out of you.”

My friend squealed in delight, her round breasts jiggling. She looked so eager for this. I could smell the salty scent of his cum along with the familiar, sweet musk of her pussy. I hadn't tasted her twat in three years. My mouth hungered.

I pressed my face into her pussy. I nuzzled into her lips. Salty cum bled through my lips and flooded my mouth. The flavor was wonderful. I quivered, enjoying that taste. My cunt clenched. I wiggled my hips, my big boobs heaving.

I licked at my friend's twat. My tongue flicked up and down her snatch. I caressed her with hunger, gathering up the jizz that spilled out of her snatch. I closed my eyes, loving how delicious she tasted. I licked and lapped at her, feasting on her.

“Oh, my god, Mary!” Esther moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, lick all that cum out of me. Mmm, and Attar, fuck her. Fuck her as hard as you fucked me.”

“Gladly,” Attar said. He sank onto the bed. The mattress dimpled behind me. “Mrs. Celeste... Mmm, I cannot wait to ravish your married pussy.”

“Yes, yes, fuck my pussy,” I moaned realizing what I was. A MILF. I was young, twenty-three, but I was a MILF. He wanted to fuck me.

His cock pressed into the curls. I knew George was watching, clutching my soaking panties. My husband was witnessing Attar pressing his cock into my bush. Then that thick tip found my pussy lips. He was bigger than George. Bigger than the few guys I'd had before him.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Cutie Next Door Craves the Incubus

Damien Colt

Hearing Mrs. Celeste talk about that night she had a threesome with the devil, my father, was exciting.

“What happened next?” I asked.

*   *   *

Mary Celeste – Eighteen Years and Nine Months ago.

I crawled between my friend's thighs. Esther stared at me with such a wicked gleam in her eyes. I flicked my gaze down to her pussy dripping with Attar's cum. The devil's jizz leaked out of her, forming a small wet spot on the bed. She must be holding in as much of his cum as she could. That was so hot. It made me so excited.

“Oh, Mary, eat me out,” moaned Esther. “Just like we planned. Only... Attar is such a better choice than your husband.”

“Yes!” I moaned in absolute agreement as I leaned in and nuzzled my face into her snatch. “Mmm, I'm going to just devour every drop of his cum out of you.”

My friend squealed in delight, her round breasts jiggling. She looked so eager for this. I could smell the salty scent of his cum along with the familiar, sweet musk of her pussy. I hadn't tasted her twat in three years. My mouth hungered.

I pressed my face into her pussy. I nuzzled into her lips. Salty cum bled through my lips and flooded my mouth. The flavor was wonderful. I quivered, enjoying that taste. My cunt clenched. I wiggled my hips, my big boobs heaving.

I licked at my friend's twat. My tongue flicked up and down her snatch. I caressed her with hunger, gathering up the jizz that spilled out of her snatch. I closed my eyes, loving how delicious she tasted. I licked and lapped at her, feasting on her.

“Oh, my god, Mary!” Esther moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, lick all that cum out of me. Mmm, and Attar, fuck her. Fuck her as hard as you fucked me.”

“Gladly,” Attar said. He sank onto the bed. The mattress dimpled behind me. “Mrs. Celeste... Mmm, I cannot wait to ravish your married pussy. A MILF's cunt is always a delight to enter.”

“Yes, yes, fuck my pussy,” I moaned realizing what I was. A MILF. I was young, twenty-three, but I was a MILF. He wanted to fuck me. He ached to ravish my motherly twat.

His cock pressed into the curls. I knew George was watching, clutching my soaking panties. My husband was witnessing Attar pressing his cock into my bush. Then that thick tip found my pussy lips. He was bigger than George. Bigger than the few guys I'd had before him.

Attar thrust his devilish dick into my pussy.

I moaned into my friend's cunt. My twat clamped down on his thrusting dick. I loved the feel of him entering me. He slid deeper and deeper into my cunt. I groaned and shuddered, clenching my cunt down on his dick as he entered me. It was magnificent to feel him sliding into me. He went deeper and deeper.

I quivered, loving every second of his dick sliding into me.

He bottomed out in me. I shuddered, my tongue thrusting into my friend's pussy. I licked out the cum in her—his cum!—as my twat clenched about his big dick. I savored the size of him. The girth. I reveled in this moment. I loved how big he was. How much he stretched me out.

He drew back. I squealed, “Yes, yes, fuck me hard! Fuck me while my pathetic husband watches!”

“Mary,” George whimpered.

“Mrs. Celeste!” growled the devil, sounding impressed by my words. His cock nearly pulled all the way out of my cunt, leaving me feeling so empty. Then he rammed back into me. “You wicked, wicked wife. Humiliating your husband.”

“He's a loser cuckold who sold me to a real man!” I moaned, squeezing my cunt down on Attar's hard cock.

“Yes, he did!” Attar groaned. He fucked away at me with hard strokes. He buried into me again and again. He fucked me with passion. He rammed that dick into my snatch. I shuddered, my twat clamping down on him.

He pounded me hard and fast. He buried his dick into me again and again. It was fantastic to enjoy. I loved every moment of him thrusting into me. Fucking me. He pounded me with passion. He slammed to the hilt in me with such force.

I licked and lapped out his cum from my friend's cunt. Esther moaned, her thighs squeezing about my face. She held me to her pussy while she shuddered through her passion. She moaned and gasped, her rapture echoing through the room while my tongue thrust into her snatch. I swirled about in her, licking out all that cum.

“Oh, Mary!” she moaned. “Oh, that's so good. Mmm, yes, yes, clean him out of me. Just devour every last drop of him.”

“I am!” I groaned, squeezing my cunt down on his dick. I shuddered, savoring the way he thrust into me. He fucked me with passion. He slammed his cock into my snatch.

“Mrs. Celeste!” he growled, his hands sliding up my body. He found my swinging breasts. Grabbed them. Kneaded them.

Pleasure rippled from them, joining the delight he stirred up in my cunt. I squeezed my twat around his big dick. I massaged him with my cunt, reveling in him fucking me with such hard strokes. He buried into me again and again. I loved every moment of it.

My tongue wiggled about in Esther's pussy, searching for more and more of his cum. The sweet flavor of her twat was beginning to dominate as his jizz dwindled. I searched around for more as he hammered me. I found a dollop and scooped it into my mouth.

“Oh, my god, that's so good!” I whimpered as the flavor of his salty seed melted through my mouth. “Yes, yes, so good!”

“Yes, it is, Mrs. Celeste,” he growled, squeezing my tits as he hammered my cock. He buried to the hilt in me hard and deep.

I groaned, my orgasm rising faster and faster. I shuddered, swelling towards that wondrous moment. My pussy clenched down on him. I held him tight, loving the way he stretched me out. He hammered me with hard strokes. He fucked me with passion. I shuddered, my hips wiggling from side to side as I savored every moment of him fucking me.

He pounded me. Rammed deep and hard into me. I shuddered, squeezing my twat down on his dick while my snatch drank in his girth. It was such a fantastic moment to enjoy. He plunged into me hard and fast. He buried to the hilt in me.

I shuddered, gripping him hard. I wanted to just melt from the cuckolding thrill. George watched.

My tongue licked and lapped at Esther's pussy. With no more cum to lick out, I had to make her explode. She whimpered and moaned. I found her clit, remembering how she used to love me doing this to her. I fluttered my tongue. Danced around her bud.

“Mary!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that's it. That's so good. Ooh, you're driving me wild. Yes, yes, just keep doing that to me.”

“Make her cum, Mrs. Celeste,” growled Attar. “Make my bride cum on that sweet mouth of yours!”

“Yes!” I gasped as he rammed his cock into me.

I suckled on Esther's clit as the devilish dick pumped in and out of my twat. My body trembled, the heat building in my cunt. I groaned around her clit, on the verge of my orgasm. My married pussy would worship Attar's cock.

“Oh, Mary, yes!” squealed my friend.

Her pussy juices gushed out of her spasming twat. They bathed my mouth. I licked them up. I drank down her wondrous cream. I groaned, drinking down her juices as they gushed out of her. They were heavenly to enjoy as Attar fucked me.

His balls smacked heavily into my bush. I wanted him to cum in me. I could feel George watching me as I hit the peak of my cuckolding bliss. I exploded on Attar's cock. My cunt went wild around him. I shuddered and quivered, my twat sucking at his dick.

“Cum in me, Attar!” I howled into my friend's pussy.

“Mrs. Celeste!” he growled. “George, your wife's pussy is going wild around my dick. She wants my cum.”

He buried into my cunt and exploded.

I squealed into my friend's twat as hot jizz spurted into my married snatch. My cunt writhed and spasmed around his dick. I suckled at him, working out all the cum in his nuts. He flooded me with so much seed.

But I knew he wouldn't breed me. I knew I had to be ready for his son. He would breed me. He would pump me full of his baby-making spunk. I would have to wait so long, but I knew he would be worth it. He would be as amazing as his father.

“Yes!” I squealed, my cunt milking out Attar's cum. “So much jizz! Flood me!”

“Mary,” croaked my husband.

“So good,” Esther whimpered as I licked at her pussy, her body bucking. “Oh, that's so good. Yes, yes, Mary!”

She collapsed. I licked at her sweet cream, enjoying the taste of her. I fluttered my tongue up and down her folds, savoring every moment enjoying her twat. It was a wild delight. My tongue caressed her with hunger as my orgasm peaked in me.

I quivered on Attar's cock, my cunt working out every drop of jizz that he had in his nuts. His devilish seed bathed my pussy. George panted in the background. I lifted my face from Esther's pussy and rose into Attar's embrace. He kissed me, tasting his bride's pussy on my lips.

I melted into delight, his hands kneading my breasts. I was so happy.

*   *   *

Mary Celeste – Present

“Your father was the best lover I ever had,” I purred as I lay on his chest. “Until tonight. Until you, Damien.”

“Damn,” said Damien, his heart thundering.

“He ravished your mother and I for the rest of the night, George watching on in stunned silence. Then Attar left. We never saw him again. Your mother dreamed of him, but he never returned in the flesh. He couldn't.”

“I see,” Damien said.

“After, your mother and I stayed close.” I shuddered, remembering nursing from Esther's breasts. “We were lovers until the day she died. Until tonight, she was the last person I made love to. I never let George touch me again. But we couldn't divorce. It was part of the deal. He had to help me raise you to be my lover and you know what.”

“He comes CEO tomorrow,” Damien said. “Or today.” He swallowed. “So what is this legacy?”

“You're an incubus,” I purred, feeling sleep pulling on me. It had been such a long a glorious day, but I finally was cuddled against my lover. My man. He owned my married flesh. “Women want you. Need to be bred by you. Mmm, you're going to knock up so many women. I'm sure you already felt the change today. How they treated you.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Damn.”

“I love you, Damien,” I purred, loving how he stroked me as I drifted off to sleep.

*   *   *

Damien Colt

I didn't remember falling asleep after Mrs. Celeste did. As my eyes snapped open, I found myself alone in my bed. I glanced at the alarm clock and blinked. I didn't have to be up for another half-hour, and yet there was this eagerness in me.

I had fucked the MILF who had raised me. Her husband knew it. I had cuckolded that asshole. The part about devils and being an incubus seemed so far-fetched, and yet...

Yet every woman did flirt with me. My married professors at U.C. Davis, Mrs. Donovan next door, Ashley the cheerleader, Rita the barista, and Anna was certainly clingier than usual. Shelly still treated me like I was a disgusting perv and Serena had glared at me, but other girls...

I felt their eyes on me yesterday. Nubile coeds in tight crop tops and skinny jeans all were drooling over me in class.

“Damn,” I muttered and rolled out of bed. I wished Mrs. Celeste was here, I had a hardon. Sighing, I decided to take a shower and get ready. I whistled, energized.

I pulled on a pair of boxers and opened the door just in time for Shelly to step out of the bathroom, steam spilling about her gleaming body wrapped up in a towel that barely covered her pussy, her thighs wet and sleek.

“Really!” she hissed in anger. “I woke up early so you wouldn't see me.”

“Sorry,” I muttered.

“And what you did last night with Mrs. Celeste? With a married woman? All night long!” She glared at me then slapped me. Pain burst across my cheek. “Pig!”

She marched past me and barreled into her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. It rattled. She had the room next to mine. She definitely heard everything that had happened last night. I smiled despite the stinging warmth on my cheek and headed into the bathroom.

Still, so much for every woman wanting to fuck me. Shelly was just a bitch. Her gift card to the lingerie shop wasn't so I would buy her something, like Mrs. Celeste claimed, but was a barb. Another way for her to attack me. “Here, perv, go buy panties to sniff so you don't steal mine.”

It had happened one time. One!

I showered quickly and then shaved. I felt amazing as I headed downstairs, a whistle on my lips. I wore a pair of jeans and a t-shirt that fit tight about my body. I worked out to have a fit bod. You'd think I would be boning girls left and right, but I guess I was hung up on Mrs. Celeste.

Now...

Now she wanted me to fuck other women.

I rounded the staircase into the open living room/sitting room/dining room/kitchen area of the house. Mr. Celeste was at the table reading his paper. His fingers were dug deep into the newspaper, holding it tight. I could tell he was angry.

“Morning, Mr. C.,” I said mockingly. “How'd you sleep last night? I slept like a babe in your wife's arms.”

A giggle came from the kitchen. I could hear a spoon clattering against a metal bowl It sounded like she was mixing something. I moved out from the staircase and found her wearing her white apron covered in blue and pink flowers.

And nothing else.

I froze at the sight of her naked rump. That peachy ass had such a wonderful curve to it. My dick twitched in my jeans. She threw a look over her shoulder at me, her black hair falling off her shoulder. She turned slightly, giving me a side-profile of a jiggling boob barely covered by her apron.

“Morning, Damien,” she purred. “Mmm, I slept well, too. Holding you was such a delight.”

“I can see that,” I said. “Damn, are you dressed like that for me?”

She laughed again as she went back to stirring. “Of course, Damien. You're the new man of the house. I thought you'd appreciate it.”

“I fucking love it,” I said, moving to her, my dick so hard and throbbing. “Damn, Mrs. Celeste, you have a gorgeous ass. That outfit really shows it off.”

“Oh, aren't you a flirt,” she purred, her rump wiggling back and forth with obvious delight. “I'm mixing pancakes for breakfast.”

“Sounds wonderful,” I said, moving up behind her. I couldn't resist hugging her from behind. I shoved my hands beneath her apron and boldly grabbed her tits.

Mr. Celeste rustled the newspaper. This was so hot to do this before him. I squeezed his wife's tits and leaned over her shoulder. She turned her head and gave me a hot and hungry kiss. Her lips were as plump as I remember. Her tongue so naughty.

“Mmm, you can just slide right in, if you want to,” she purred. “You can give my batter a stir with that big, thick rod in your pants.”

“I think I will,” I said, my dick so hard to fuck her before her husband.

*   *   *

Serena White

I gulped down my lover's cum. Gabriel the archangel pumped his heavenly jizz into my mouth. I gulped down the holy essence, feeling it spread through my body. I would need the power of his seed to deal with the awakened incubus.

I stared up at my lover, his shining wings spread wide. His face twisted with pleasure. He grunted and fired the last of his cum into my mouth. I swirled his jizz around in my mouth, then gulped it down, shuddering as it filled my belly.

I slid my mouth off his cock and purred, “I will stop him, my love. I will stop Attar's son.”

*   *   *

Damien Colt

My hands squeezed Mrs. Celeste's breasts as I hugged her from behind, my cock hard and ready in my jeans to slide right into her pussy and stir her batter. Her husband rustled the newspaper. The pathetic cuckold sat at the kitchen table, only his fingers gripping the edges of the newspaper could be seen.

I could feel his anger. He had made a choice eighteen years ago, selling his wife for power. He would become CEO of his company while I got to fuck her. To slide my cock into her pussy and make her cum. Mrs. Celeste was my MILF, and she wanted to prove it by having me take her right here in her kitchen.

Right where everyone would see.

Her hand reached behind her and slid between us. I groaned as she caressed the bulge in my jeans, giving my cock a squeeze. I growled in delight and squeezed her tits. Her black hair rubbed against my face as she shuddered.

“Mmm, yes, I need this big rod in my pot stirring up my batter,” she cooed, not bothering to mix the pancake batter any longer.

“Then whip it out,” I growled, my fingers digging into those heavy tits.

The MILF who had raised me was now unzipping my pants before her husband. This was so incredible. All my fantasies were coming true. I could feel it. I was an incubus. Every woman would want me, wouldn't they?

Mrs. Celeste certainly couldn't keep her hands off me. She had been waiting for me to turn eighteen. God, that was so hot. She had raised me specifically to be her lover. Took care of me dying for the day I turned eighteen and could fuck her hard from behind.

Fuck her the way my father had all those years ago.

The zipper rasped down. I loved the sound, feeling each tooth come apart. Her hand shot into my jeans. She pressed along my boxers, finding the fly, that slit in the front. I groaned as her warm hand grasped my cock. She held me firmly.

“Ooh, I found it,” she cooed. “Mmm, George, I found the big rod to stir up my batter. Isn't that wonderful?”

Her husband just turned the page of the newspaper so hard that it tore.

“Not happy for me George?” chided Mrs. Celeste, her voice loving that she was cuckolding her husband. After hearing her story, I realized she was still hurt at how easily her husband had given her up to my father all those years ago. George had broken their marriage, and she would make him pay. “Don't pout, George. It's not very manly.”

He muttered something as she pulled out my cock through the fly of my boxers and jeans. She pressed my cock into the warm plumpness of her rump. It was so hot that she wore an apron and nothing else. Exciting.

She slid my dick down her butt-cheek to the entrance of her wet cunt. I shuddered at the texture. The crown of my cock drank in the feel of her pussy. It was wondrous. I groaned, my face contorting with this delight. She pressed me eagerly into her twat.

The wet curls of her bush engulfed the crown of my dick moments before I nuzzled against her juicy labia. The thick, wet folds of her cunt caressed the tip. She rubbed me up and down her slit, her clit hard against me.

“Mmm, yes, yes, this is just what I need,” Mrs. Celeste purred.

I squeezed her lush tits and nuzzled into her ear. “You're a wicked, wicked woman, Mrs. Celeste.”

“Oh, I know,” she cooed. “Now you just ram that cock into me and fuck me hard. I need to be filled with your creamy batter.”

I nibbled on her ear, feeling the inviting heat of her cunt. Her hand let me go as I pushed forward slowly. Oh, I could ram into her cunt in a single plunge, but I wanted to take my time. I wanted to savor pressing into the depths of her cunt.

She shuddered in my arms as inch after inch of my cock slid into her cunt. The juicy heaven of her twat engulfed me. I groaned as every inch of my dick slid into her. She whimpered as I went deeper and deeper into her. Her body trembled. Her pussy engulfed me. It was incredible to enjoy.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I went further and further into her snatch. “Mrs. Celeste!”

“My Damien,” she groaned as I bottomed out in her. Every bit of her juicy pussy gripped me. “That's what I need. Yes, yes, you were so worth the wait. Right, George?”

“Leave me out of this, Mary,” her husband growled.

“But aren't you happy that everything is working out just as Attar promised?” the MILF moaned. “That we're both getting what we craved. Ooh, yes, yes, I'm so proud of you, George. You're going to be CEO. The most powerful man at your company. I'm celebrating that right now.”

He turned the page again as I drew back my cock, reveling in owning her pussy.

Mrs. Celeste groaned, her cunt squeezing down hard on my dick. I shuddered at the feel of her silky embrace. She held me tight. It was wondrous. I slammed back into her, groaning as my cock plunged to the hilt in her snatch.

She groaned, her pussy clamping down on me. She held me tight as I pumped away at her. I thrust every inch of my cock into her married depths. My willing MILF shuddered in my embrace, her boobs jiggling in my hands. I gripped those lush mounds as I thrust harder and harder.

“Oh, God, thank-you Damien!” she gasped. “Oh, I love your big rod. Yes, yes, it's just what I need! Oh, stir me up! Stir me up with your big rod!”

“What's Damien stirring...” Anna's words trailed off. I threw a look to see the younger of the two college girls that the Celestes boarded. Anna Meer, her brassy-brown hair in pigtails, stood nearby. “Eep!” she squeaked. “W-what... You're... With Mrs...”

“Just sit down, honey,” groaned Mrs. Celeste as I thrust away at her pussy. “Breakfast is going to be... a little late. Having pancakes. Isn't that... wonderful...?”

Anna, a petite eighteen-year-old girl who was a few months older than me, just stumbled to the table. She sat down and glanced at Mr. Celeste reading his paper with impotent fury. Anna's cheeks burned bright red as she stared down at her hands.

Yesterday, she had clung to me in such an exciting way, glomming on to me, sensing my awakening. She squirmed now and shot a sidelong glance like she was trying to see my cock thrusting into Mrs. Celeste's pussy. When she noticed me looking, she squeaked again.

“Eep!” She stared down at her hands.

I pumped away at Mrs. Celeste. The additional audience only increasing the pleasure I felt. I pumped away at her. I fucked her with passion. I drove my cock into her cunt, reveling in the passion of her pussy clenching down on me.

She felt amazing. I loved how her twat clenched about me. I pumped away at her. I fucked her with passion. I drove my dick to the hilt in her cunt. She groaned, her pussy holding me tight. The ache grew and grew at the tip of my cock.

“Oh, Damien, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, that's so good. Pound me harder with your big cock!”

“Big cock,” I just heard Anna mutter. She glanced at Mr. Celeste who still hid behind his newspaper. The poor girl didn't know what to do.

I pumped away harder and harder at Mrs. Celeste. My balls ached in my jeans. They swelled with the pressure of my jizz. My seed ached to flood Mrs. Celeste. To ensure that I had bred her. She was my MILF. The most important woman in my harem.

“Oh, god, you're fucking her here?” Shelly, the other boarder, hissed as she entered the kitchen. She still was angry with me. “Last night wasn't fucking enough, pig!”

“Hey, Shelly,” I said airily as I slammed hard into Mrs. Celeste's pussy.

“Mmm, we're having pancakes this morning, honey,” Mrs. Celeste moaned deliriously, her pussy squeezing about my cock, swelling the ache at the tip. “It'll be a little late. Mmm, Damien is taking his time getting the batter ready.”

“And you're just sitting there while he fucks your wife?” demanded Shelly. “Huh, Mr. Celeste?”

“That's their business,” he growled. “Nothing I can do about it.”

“Guess a spineless cuckold can't,” growled Shelly. “Damien, you're a loathsome piece of shit, you know that? Just said fucking a married woman in front of her husband. I hope that dick rots off!”

She marched away. A moment later, the front door opened and slammed shut, the knocker rattling.

“There's one girl that doesn't want me,” I groaned into Mrs. Celeste.

“Oh, she's just jealous she's not getting that big dick in her pussy,” the MILF purred. “Remember your birthday gift from her.”

She had given me a gift card to Secret Delights, a lingerie store. She had said it was so I could buy my own panties to sniff and not hers. Mrs. Celeste had a different theory that Shelly wanted me to buy lingerie for her.

Well, the older girl had marched out leaving me free to keep fucking Mrs. Celeste. I pounded the MILF. I reveled in her pussy. It was so wonderful to fuck her cunt. She groaned, her twat squeezing down hard on me passionately, building me towards that orgasm.

I slid my hands up her tits and grabbed her nipples. The fabric of her apron stretched over the back of my hands and knuckles as I twisted her nubs. She gasped, her twat squeezing down hard on me. I groaned, reveling in that delight.

“Oh, Damien, more, please, I'm going to cum!” she moaned as I drilled into her pussy even harder. Even faster. I fucked her with passion. I plowed into her. “Yes, yes, I'm going to explode on your big dick. Oh, George, isn't that wonderful?”

He grunted.

“God, it is wonderful, Mrs. Celeste,” I growled. “Let me feel that pussy work out my cum. I want to breed you. I want to knock you up.”

“Yes!” she moaned, her pussy clamping down on my dick. I plunged deep and hard into her. “I'll cum so hard. Ooh, yes, yes, pump me full of your cum! Breed me!”

“Breed?” squeaked Anna her eyes no longer cast downwards, now she sat hypnotized by the sight of her screaming house-mother being passionately fucked by me.

I buried into her pussy and Mrs. Celeste gasped. Her pussy went wild. Her cunt convulsed around my dick. Her hot flesh suckled at me. The MILF shuddered in my arms. I drew back, her silky cunt rippling around me.

“Cum in me, Damien!” the climaxing MILF moaned as I slammed into her snatch. “Yes, yes, just flood me with your cum.”

I glanced at Anna, her face so red and green eyes so wide. I winked at her and plowed into Mrs. Celeste's pussy. Pinching my MILF's nipples, I erupted in her. I fired blast after blast of cum into her snatch. I pumped her full of jizz.

“Oh, Damien!” Mrs. Celeste howled, her pussy orgasming around my dick. “Oh, yes, yes, that's what I need. Breed me. Breed my married cunt with all that wonderful seed. Oh, George, I'm going to be pregnant again!”

“God, yes!” I growled, the pleasure slamming through my body.

Stars burst across my vision as I pumped blast after blast of my cum into her twat. I basted her with everything that was in me. I groaned, my face twisting with the pleasure of unloading in her. I groaned, my dick twitching in her snatch.

I fired everything that I had. I emptied my nuts into her pussy. Mrs. Celeste shuddered and groaned. Her passion suckled out the last spurt of my cum. I panted as the pleasure became euphoria, the wild high of spurting my seed in a woman suffusing through me.

“Damn,” I groaned as she turned her head.

Our mouths met. I kissed her again, loving the feel of her soft lips on mine. Our tongues danced for a moment while she sighed contentedly. Her pussy clenched about my cock, her juicy flesh all around me. It was heaven to be in her.

She broke the kiss. “Mmm, now I have to finish breakfast. It'll be a few minutes.”

“Right,” I groaned and slid out of her pussy.

She shuddered as I did, her pussy clenching about my withdrawing cock. I popped out, my dick bouncing hard as it thrust out the fly of my jeans. Anna gasped. Her green eyes focused intently on my thick and throbbing rod.

I winked at her again as I stuffed the wet shaft back into my jeans. Not easy with how hard I still was. I headed to the table, sitting at the opposite end from Mr. Celeste. He still hid behind it, the coward. I smiled and glanced at Anna.

She stared at me with this look of awe. She couldn't believe that I had just fucked her landlady in front of her landlord. I winked at her, loving how cute she looked. She was like my little sister. I wanted to just pull her to me and cuddle with her.

I could smell the virginity on her. That made my cock throb even more.

What was the extent of my powers? Did I just make women horny? I knew there had been a whole parade of them yesterday. Mrs. Sullivan had arranged for us to have a private meeting today where she would talk about how to make math into a career. I didn't believe for one second any longer she has any care about my future.

She was just thinking about herself.

There was Mrs. Corona, my Hispanic English Professor, and Mrs. Teller, the Black MILF who taught biology. I bet she wanted quite the personal lesson. Mrs. Donovan, the MILF next door, would probably want help with her “gardening,” and there were others. Ashley the cheerleader was a wicked flirt, and Rita the barista had all but dripped when she served me my coffee yesterday.

Every girl or woman, save Serena and Shelly, had been melting to be with me. I had become the hottest man in the world to them or something. It was so exciting. I smiled as I sat here listening to Mrs. Celeste make pancakes for breakfast.

The griddle sizzled as she cooked. She hummed, sounding so happy. My cum soaked her womb right now. It leaked out of her pussy. Of course, she was happy. I couldn't help but smile while Anna kept staring at me.

I blew her a kiss and smiled.

“Breakfast is ready,” Mrs. Celeste cooed.

Mrs. Celeste brought out the plates in that flowery apron of hers, her boobs jiggling behind them. She set the first plate down before her husband in an almost contemptuous fashion. “There you are, honey. Enjoy. I was thinking of you when I made them.”

He lowered the newspaper for the first time, his face flushed and jaw set. He glanced at me then shot his gaze back down. I smirked, my dick throbbing. His wife was all mine. He would never touch her again, but he had to stay married to her or he would lose his dream of being CEO.

“And here you are, Anna,” said Mrs. Celeste in a much friendlier manner, setting the next plate before the girl. “Enjoy them, honey.”

“T-thanks, Mrs. Celeste,” Anna said, still not sure what to make of this.

The MILF sauntered to me, her boobs jiggling. She set my plate down and planted a hot and hungry kiss on my mouth, bending over. Anna squeaked again. I bet she saw the MILF's ass and her black bush stained in my cum.

“Mmm, you were amazing last night, Damien,” cooed Mrs. Celeste when she broke the kiss. “Oh, Anna, he is just wonderful.”

“Oh, I... yes,” Anna whimpered.

“So, you're going to be named CEO today, right, George?” Mrs. Celeste asked as she set her plate down.

“Yeah,” he answered and drizzled his pancakes in syrup.

“Worth it?” she asked as she stood beside me.

He didn't answer as I pulled her down onto my lap. She gasped as that happened. Her apron shifted, and her left boob popped out. Her fat, dark-red nipple appeared. Delight shone on her motherly face as she squirmed on my hard bulge.

“Ooh, I think it was worth it,” moaned Mrs. Celeste. “Can you pass the syrup, honey?”

George looked up to his wife on my lap and glowered. He thrust the syrup bottle across the table. Mrs. Celeste took it and popped off the lid. She drizzled the rich, brown delight across my pancakes, smothering them.

“You want it, Anna?” she asked when she finished.

“Y-yeah,” the girl squealed. She was a few months older than me, but you'd never know it.

Mrs. Celeste grabbed the knife and fork and cut into my pancakes. She stabbed a piece and brought it to my lips. A drop of syrup landed on her nipple before she brought the delight to my mouth. I opened wide and savored the rich pancake and the syrup melting in my mouth.

“So good,” I groaned with a mouthful of the wonderful stuff.

She winked at me, squirming on my lap.

I licked the syrup off her nipple next. She gasped and arched her back as I engulfed her nub and suckled on her. She squirmed even more, her moans so delicious to hear. My dick twitched beneath her rump. She shuddered while she cut another morsel for me to enjoy.

It was heaven being fed by her. I savored the soft plumpness of her rump on my crotch. She squirmed in such delicious ways, especially when I suckled on her nipple. I nibbled on that nub, loving the feel of it in my mouth.

Yes, being fed by Mr. Celeste's wife was quite the treat.

“Mmm,” the MILF purred after she fed me the last piece. She kissed me, her lips sweet. I stroked her back, my cock aching. I wanted to fuck her again. She danced her tongue around in my mouth for a moment before sliding off my lap. “You have classes to get to.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said as she slipped to her own seat to eat her breakfast.

“See you later, my love,” Mrs. Celeste cooed, her hand patting mine.

I winked at her and stood. Mr. Celeste was also getting up to go to his work. He wasn't CEO yet, but they would announce it. He would soon have that position. Earn the big bucks. Have what he craved.

Would find any satisfaction in the position knowing what it cost him? He didn't earn it. He bought it. I doubt it. My father was an evil man. A demon. And my mother... was his bride.

What did that mean? Is she down in hell now? Her soul, I mean. She had died when I was young. It was why Mrs. Celeste had raised me. Nurtured and groomed me to be her lover.

Damn, this was all so fucked up.

Anna rose as I grabbed my bookbag. She took my arm like she often did, her cheeks red. She lacked much of her enthusiasm. She was so subdued from her normal cheeriness. Where was all that energy she had? Had the sight of seeing me fucking Mrs. Celeste messed with her?

Did Anna wish she had been fucked by me?

We headed outside. It was a sunny day. It was nice this time of year. The leaves were turning. Anna kept pace, clinging to my arm, as I strolled down the path to the sidewalk. I felt reborn. A new man. I had lost my virginity to the MILF of my dreams.

And I would get more pussy. A harem. I could feel that. I would have a harem of hot women. Would Anna be one of them? She would be a delicious addition. My cock throbbed so hard just feeling her against me. She was a slender thing. Petite. Small breasts and cute ass, her face the freshness of the girl next door.

As we left our house my attention was quickly drawn to the MILF next door. Mrs. Donovan was humming to herself, out working on her flowerbed again. My gaze fell on her ass in the pair of cutoff jean shorts she wore. The denim hugged her rump aimed right at the street. She wore a tank top as she troweled at the soil.

“Damn, that is a sight,” I groaned.

Anna pressed tighter to me.

“Jealous?” I asked her while my eyes drank in the sight of that plump rump.

Anna didn't answer but Mrs. Donovan must have heard me because her hips wiggled invitingly. It was like she had waited here to ambush me with the sight. She threw a look over her shoulder, her red hair spilling off her shoulder.

“Oh, Damien,” she said not quite faking her surprise. “How lovely to see you. I was wondering if you could help me out.”

“Oh?” I asked as I drank in the sight of that gorgeous ass.

“Yeah, it's just stuck,” she said. “This weed. Can you help me get it?”

“Well...” I said, my cock throbbing. Another married MILF? That sounded just delightful.

“We have to get to class,” said Anna as she tugged me along the sidewalk, pulling me from that heavenly sight.

“Sorry,” I called as the MILF pouted in such a delicious way. “This afternoon? I'll help then.”

“Fine, fine,” Mrs. Donovan said. “Just like a man to make a woman wait when she needs him.”

I laughed as I strolled along with Anna. I glanced at her. She had this... angry look on her face. My brow narrowed. “What's wrong?”

She didn't answer but kept pulling me along, her brow knitting even tighter.

“Is it what I did with Mrs. Celeste?” I asked her.

She nodded, her jaw clenched tight. God, she was upset. Jealous? I bet that was it. What could I do about that?

*   *   *

Anna Meer

I just don't know how to compete with Mrs. Donovan. She was so busty, like Mrs. Celeste. And she had that gorgeous ass held in those tight jean shorts. I had never seen her wear jean shorts. Those were cutoffs. She had made those to be so skimpy. Cut them off for Damien. She wanted him.

Mrs. Celeste wanted him. Every woman did.

How could I compare to them with my little A-cups? It was fine when we were just friends, now I was his. I was his woman, and I still had these little bitty titties.

Now... Now it was different. Everyone was noticing what I had. How sexy he was. How great of a guy he was. I wanted him all to myself, and Mrs. Celeste had already taken him. Now Mrs. Donovan was brandishing her plump assets at him.

What did I have? I clung to him as we walked away, tears about to spill down my eyes. I just wanted to Damien so much. I loved him. I wanted him to be my first. My only. I felt like we were meant to be together. Like I had chosen to rent a room from the Celestes for a reason.

Other women we passed noticed Damien. Joggers in tight Lycra and sports bras, a housewife pushing a stroller all but panted over him. Another woman walking her Corgi nearly walked into a light post staring at him. Every woman in the world suddenly knew how special he was.

I would never have him. He would never notice me surrounded by all this temptation, and our college... It would be so much worse at our college. The campus brimmed with hot, young women. And our professors... Mrs. Sullivan had been drooling over him yesterday.

Another married woman who wanted to have Damien over her husband.

We reached Black Delight Coffee, our morning stop. I prepared myself for Rita. The busty barista always had a smile for Damien, but today, she lit up when we walked in. She was wearing a tight, pink crop top that was so low cut, her big boobs were about to fall out of it.

“Damien,” she cooed, playing with her black hair. She squirmed with excitement. “The usual.”

“For starters,” Damien said, staring at her with hunger. I could feel him stripping the busty girl. He wanted her. He desired to just ravish her. How could I compete with that?

“And for you, Anna?” Rita said, not even looking at me. “Your usual.”

“Yeah,” I muttered. Just an afterthought to them both. The pain welled up in my heart as Damien paid for our drinks. I fought against the emotion. I wouldn't cry before him. I would keep my composure, but it was so hard. I just wanted to bury my face in my hands.

“So, how was your birthday?” asked Rita. “Get any good gifts.”

“Oh, Mrs. Celeste had a stunning present for me,” Damien said.

My cheeks burned. I had seen him enjoying that present first-hand. I thought I heard the sounds of sex last night, but I just rolled over and went to bed. I had convinced myself it was a dream until I had walked in on them rutting in the kitchen.

“Ooh, yes, yes, pump me full of your cum! Breed me!” echoed through my mind. Mrs. Celeste's words from this morning. It wasn't fair, I wanted to be bred by Damien.

“Here's your mocha, Damien,” Rita said, coming out from behind the counter. She never did that. She handed it to him, but the top popped off and she “accidentally” spilled it on the front of his pants. “Oh, no! I'm so sorry.”

“It's fine,” he said as she thrust the drinks at me. I took them both, mocha running down the sides and wetting my fingers.

“It's not,” she gasped. “We have to get you cleaned up.” The busty barista dragged him towards the bathroom.

“We have to get to class, Damien!” I cried as he threw a helpless look behind him. The little floozy hauled him into the bathroom. The door slammed shut behind them.

I shook there in the lobby, the tears building now. I stared at the two drinks I had in my hands. Damien's spilled mocha and my strawberry chai. That was all I was good for. Holding his drink as he fucked that hussy in the bathroom.

I wasn't an idiot. I knew she set this up.

She was bold. Making the seduction happen. What did I do? I just stood here and pouted. I had lost him. I stared down at my chest in my pink negligee blouse. My breasts were just the barest mounds. Even without a bra, you could hardly see my nipples poking up.

“Why do I have to be so flat?” I whimpered as the lock clicked shut on the bathroom door.

*   *   *

Damien Colt

“Oh, I am so sorry,” moaned Rita as she fell to her knees before me. “Let me get you wiped up.”

I smiled at her. I knew what she was up to. It was so obvious. My cock ached as the liquid bled through. She grabbed off some paper towels and wiped at my jeans, moping up the liquid, massaging my dick beneath as she worked out the stain.

My dick throbbed as she did this. The pleasure shot through me. My hands balled up into fist. After having Mrs. Celeste feed me and squirming on my lap, I was ready for something more to happen. My heart drummed as Rita dried me off.

“I think that's good enough for the jeans,” she said. “But I bet your boxers are also wet. Here.”

She unsnapped my jeans and ripped open my fly. She yanked down the denim and groaned at my cock tenting the front of my plaid boxers. A wet patch soaked through from the mocha, the stain far more obvious here. She rubbed at my boxers.

“I ruined them,” she moaned, her fingers massaging me. “Oh, and I must have soaked your flesh, too. I have to get you all clean.”

“With your mouth?” I asked as she pulled down my boxers next.

“Yes!” My cock sprang out, drops of the chocolate drink beading on it. “I wanted to do this yesterday, to give you a big birthday gift, but I chickened out. it's all I could think about. I need to do this, Damien!”

Rita grabbed my cock with her right hand and licked the tip of my dick, slurping off the mocha beading there. She moaned, her hazel eyes squeezing shut. Her black hair swayed about her face as she licked me again and again.

She moaned like sucking me was the most satisfying thing in the world. I shuddered, loving what she was doing. She felt amazing lapping at my cock. My hands balled into fists as I enjoyed her tongue bathing me while she cooed.

“God, you are the sexiest man there is,” she purred. “Why are you so fucking hot, Damien?”

I winked at her. “To drive you wild.”

“You are!” She stroked my cock and kissed the tip of my dick. She moaned as her lips slid over my crown. I shuddered as she engulfed my dick with her warm mouth.

Her tongue caressed my glans as her lips slid down my shaft. She sealed her mouth around me and suckled. I groaned at the pressure reaching down my cock to my balls. My nuts twitched, my next load of cum ready to fire into her hungry mouth.

I grabbed the back of her head and guided her bobbing. She didn't resist. The barista was more than happy to bob her head and work her mouth up and down my cock at whatever rhythm I dictated. Did she taste Mrs. Celeste's tangy pussy on my dick? Did she get to enjoy that wonderful flavor?

I hoped she did.

I shuddered, loving what she did to me. She nursed on me in such an enticing way. She suckled with passion. It was outstanding. I threw back my head, groaning as she blew me. Her head bobbed, her mouth working up and down my cock.

“Goddamn, Rita,” I groaned. “I hope you don't do this for all your customers.”

She slid her mouth off my cock with a wet plop. “Only the hunks,” she purred, drool running down her chin. “Only the ones that make my pussy a frothy mess!”

She suckled my cock back into her mouth, her lips sliding over my crown. I groaned at the hunger of her suction. The pressure was intense, my dick throbbing in her mouth. My hand tightened on the back of her head as she loved me.

She worshiped me. I groaned, loving being an incubus. This would be a life. Me, my MILF, and my harem. Would Rita be a member? Maybe? Anna was a definite. Fuck, I should have brought her in here. She was such a sexy girl. Those petite breasts... That cute face...

Damn, Rita was sucking harder. I stared down at her gorgeous face. She looked so sexy with her mouth wrapped around my cock. Goddamn, she genuinely loved what she was doing. I smiled at her, savoring what she did to me.

“That's it,” I groaned. “Fuck, that's it. Just work that mouth up and down my dick. Just suck on me hard. You're going to get a big mouthful of cum.”

She winked at me and nursed with such passion. It was clear she wanted that. Craved it. She needed me to fire all my cum into her mouth. I groaned and threw back my head. The pressure built and built at the tip of my dick.

Rita knew just what to do. How to please me. My cock throbbed in her mouth. I bobbed her head up and down my dick. It was awesome to feel. An amazing delight to experience.

“Yes, yes, just like that,” I groaned. “Damn, that is amazing. Yes, yes, just suckle on my cock like that. Fuck, you're going to have me spurting in your mouth.”

She winked at me.

“And that's what you want isn't it?” I groaned. “I can tell. You want my jizz pumping hot into your mouth. Damn, you know how to suck a cock. You're going to get a mouthful of my cum.”

She moaned, nursing with all her might. She wanted my jizz. I could feel it. I gripped the back of her head as she slid her mouth up and down my cock. Her black hair rustled. Her tongue danced. Her left hand grabbed my balls. She kneaded them.

I groaned at the light pressure of her fingers on them. Her other hand fisted my dick. She worked it up and down the base of my shaft. Everything she did brought me closer and closer to cumming. I growled as her tongue caressed my crown.

The pressure burst in my balls.

“Rita! Fuck! God!” I howled.

My cum pumped into her mouth. I fired blast after blast of jizz. Rita moaned. Her hazel eyes danced with joy as she noisily gulped down my cum. She swallowed my spunk with hunger. I loved how she sounded guzzling down my jizz. I shuddered, savoring her passion. I gripped the back of her head and pulled her entire face down into my crotch. It was outstanding.

“Fuck!” I groaned, my head swaying. “Goddamn, fuck, that's good. That's amazing. Shit, yes!”

She quivered as she gulped down my jizz. She swallowed it all. I loved the thrill of the busty barista drinking my spunk. The pleasure burned across my mind. I threw back my head and fired my last blast of cum into her throat.

“Damn!” I groaned, my passion echoing through the room. I wanted to do more, but Anna was waiting for me.

*   *   *

Anna Meer

I trembled, waiting and waiting and waiting for him to come out. I kept trying to convince myself that they weren't having sex, but one minute became three became five became ten. I closed my eyes, debating if I should just flee.

The door to the bathroom finally opened. There was Damien, a big grin on his face. Rita had cum on her lips and her once tidy hair was ravaged as she stumbled out after him, looking so happy and so horny all at the same time. Her big tits nearly spilled out of her crop top.

“See me when you get off work,” Damien insisted as he sauntered to me.

“I can't wait,” she groaned, her voice dripping with her lust for him.

My heart sank. I really don't have a chance with him. I looked down, my tears about to come. The drinks trembled in my hands. He took the mocha from me and took a long sip from him. I shook, the sobs about to fall on me.

His hand slid around my waist and grabbed my butt through my skirt. I froze as he did that. He squeezed me. I looked up at him and found him smiling at me with such hunger in his hazel eyes. He grinned, his face so handsome. His features chiseled out of rugged stone. He had a shadow of whiskers.

“Why don't we skip morning class,” he said, giving me another squeeze. “I can tell you need to relax. And I know just how we should do it, Anna.”

“W-we?” I croaked. Was this happening? His hand gripped me in such a naughty way.

“Yeah, we,” he said. “You know how cute you are? Damn, you are adorable.”

“I am?” I blushed even more, my heart fluttering. I took a big gulp of my strawberry chai tea to calm myself. Was this happening? Was he suggesting that we go and... and... do it?

My heart fluttered more as he thrust open the door. I took another big gulp as we walked down the sidewalk. We weren't heading to our college. No, no, we were heading back to the Celestes. Our home. Well, mine while I was at college, but Damien lived with the Celestes. Was raised by them. Had fucked Mrs. Celeste so hard and... and...

What would Mrs. Celeste do when she saw us coming home to... to... make love?

Would she be furious that I was sleeping with her lover? Would she be mad we were skipping classes? She had a rule about living in her home. We had to go to classes. Had to work hard. She was like a mother to everyone under that roof.

A MILF who let a hunky stud fuck her. I mean, they weren't related. She wasn't his mother in any sense of the word, but she still was the woman he lived with. And he had pounded her so hard, his hands beneath her apron groping her breasts, her black hair flying as he hammered her from behind.

I couldn't get the image of his cock emerging over and over from her pussy drenched in her cream.

That would be me soon.

Damien finished his mocha and tossed it in a passing garbage can. I kept sipping at my tea, my body aflutter with excitement. I needed him so much. I would share him. With Mrs. Celeste. Rita. Any woman. Just so long as I could also have him.

I was willing... to be in his harem.

We reached our street and strolled down it. A woman jogging by on the other side almost came to a stop as she watched him. He nodded to her and squeezed my ass. He wanted to fuck her, but he also wanted to make love to me.

“Damien,” I whimpered as he led me down the street.

“Relax,” he said. “You just need to relax. Once I'm done with you...”

I quivered. The moans Mrs. Celeste made were so loud and passionate.

We walked by Mrs. Donovan's house, but she wasn't out gardened any longer. I wondered if she had gone to her bedroom to masturbate, aching for Damien to visit her after classes and fuck her. I swayed at that heady thought. He would fuck her. Just ravish her.

We marched up to the front door. Mr. Celeste's car was gone, off to become CEO of the tech company he worked for. Mrs. Celeste seemed angry over that. Like it was all the work he put in that drove her to cheat on her husband.

Only Mr. Celeste didn't work hard. He was home by five. Never worked late or weekends. Was he really going to be CEO? Was he lying?

My stomach churned with fear as we opened the door. Mrs. Celeste was in the kitchen cleaning still in her apron. Her ass was to us but only for a moment. She whirled around and her jaw dropped at the sight of us.

“Damien?” she asked. “What are you two doing?”

“She needs it,” Damien said. “And her first time couldn't be in a coffee house bathroom. It has to be some place special.”

“Oh,” Mrs. Celeste said and hurried to us as she undid the tie of her apron, “then let's make this special for her, Damien. Mmm, yes, she's a good girl.”

The MILF reached us and planted a hungry kiss on Damien's lips. She wasn't jealous at all. She was... excited by this. I quivered as Damien clenched my rump. Mrs. Celeste broke the kiss and headed up the stairs, her naked ass wiggling. She pulled off the apron and draped it over the banister.

Damien scooped me up in his arms. I gasped as he did that. I threw one arm around his neck. He carried me like his bride. I quivered in his arms, my heart pounding. He went up the stairs with ease, so strong he handled me without a problem.

“Damien,” I whimpered as he took me to my room, Mrs. Celeste waiting for us, holding the door.

“You're going to love this,” Mrs. Celeste promised as he carried me inside. She shut the door behind us, the three of us alone.

It was such a girly room. Embarrassment flushed through me. I had stuffed animals on my bed. I was eighteen and still decorated my room with plushies. My white desk sat there, my sleek iMac on standby for me to work on my homework (or play video games).

He set me down on the bed and stood over me. I quivered as Mrs. Celeste grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it up his body. His muscular torso appeared. I gasped at how strong and fit he was. I knew he worked out, but this was the first time I had seen him shirtless. I quickly realized that I had seen his cock before his pecs.

“Oh, my,” I gasped, drinking him in.

“I think the cutie likes what she sees,” he said as Mrs. Celeste hugged him from behind and went for his fly.

“Yes,” I groaned, staring at Damien. This moment was so exciting. “I do, Damien. I love how... how sexy you are.”

“And I love how cute you are,” he groaned. “God, you are adorable, Anna. I could just eat you up.”

“Oh, yes, do that,” purred Mrs. Celeste as she unfastened his jeans. His zipper rasped down. “He is going to devour you. He's a hungry, young man.”

I quivered, knowing this was true.

Mrs. Celeste knelt behind him and pulled off his jeans. He had such muscular thighs. Hairy, too. Like his chest. I quivered, my thighs rubbing together. My poor Sailor Moon panties were getting soaked. I breathed deeply, struggling to calm myself down as I stared at the bulge in his boxers.

The MILF yanked down his boxers. His cock sprang out. I gasped at the sight of him. A deep hunger ran through me. I stared at him while quivering on the bed. My pussy dripped so many juices. My heart hammered in my chest.

“I know,” Mrs. Celeste purred. “He's a gorgeous hunk. You're going to be his, Anna. One of his women. Like me.”

“You get to share me with a sexy MILF,” said Damien. “Probably not what you thought, eh, little sis?”

“No, Damien, no,” I croaked, my body aching for him. “But I will. I won't be jealous. I... I just want you that much.”

He winked at me and advanced, puling away from the MILF. He reached the bed and stroked my face. I shuddered at the strength of his touch. He leaned down and kissed me. His tongue thrust into my mouth. I quivered at that. I kissed him back.

His hands slid down my body as we made out. I reveled in the rough feel of his stubble. His hands pulled up my negligee top. The fabric rubbed against my nipples as he drew it higher and higher. He exposed my small breasts. I thrust my arms up into the air as he broke the kiss.

He peeled off my top.

“Mmm, look at those cute titties,” Mrs. Celeste purred, the busty MILF crawling on the bed. Her tits swung beneath her. She touched me.

I gasped at the feel of a woman's gentle fingers stroking my breast. Then Damien's strong hand massaged the other. He ducked his head down and suckled on a nipple. I gasped at the feel of his lips around it.

“Damien!” I squealed in delight. My body quivered, and my pussy clenched. My virgin flesh ached. “Oh, Damien, that's so good.”

Then Mrs. Celeste leaned over, her black hair spilling over my chest, and licked my other nub. She flicked her tongue against it. I shuddered as she swirled her tongue around my nipple. This was really happening. My first time was a threesome with Damien and a married woman.

His hands slid down my body as they both suckled on my nipples. My nubs burst with delight. I squirmed as his hands found my skirt. He shoved them off, the elastic waistband sliding over my hips. I shuddered as he pushed them down my thighs and past my knees. I kicked them off as they nursed.

I whimpered. Moaned. Such wondrous pleasure shot through me. My cunt grew hotter and hotter. His hands slid up my thighs. His touch searing. Heat rippled up to my pussy. My heart beat faster and faster as he reached my panties.

He nibbled my nipple then popped his mouth off my nub. He sat up and grinned down at me. I quivered there, staring up at him with such quivering delight. He moved down my body, his cock throbbing so hard.

“You are just so adorable, Anna,” he said. “I'm glad that you want me. God, I've wanted you.”

“You just had to claim me,” I whimpered. “I've been yours since we met.”

Mrs. Celeste popped her mouth off my nipple. “I know just what you mean.”

I shuddered as her brown eyes met mine. They were so warm and loving.

“We were meant to be his,” I whimpered. “I don't understand why.”

“You will.” Mrs. Celeste leaned closer to me. Her black hair framed her lush and gorgeous features. Her face came closer and closer to mine. She captured my lips.

I groaned as I kissed her. Our tongues danced together. Her lips were so different from Damien's. Softer. No rough stubble. I had never been attracted to women, and yet I couldn't stop my tongue from playing with hers. She was too wonderful.

She was his MILF. I could feel she was special. His first. The one he loved the most.

But he would still love me. I could feel that, too. He would still ravish me. Take me hard. I would still quiver beneath him and feel his passion for me, too. I was okay with that. Mrs. Celeste broke the kiss, smiling at me.

“You understand,” she cooed.

“Yes. Thank-you.” I moaned then gasped as she suckled my nipple into her mouth.

At the same time, Damien drew off my Sailor Moon panties. I shuddered, thrusting my legs into the air as I worked the cutesy panties off my rump. He drew them up my thighs, exposing my red bush that hid my pussy with tight curls.

My heart pounded as he kissed at my calf. He smooched up my leg as he peeled off my panties. My toes curled. Then he pulled them off and held them to his face. He sniffed my wet, girly panties. He groaned at the scent.

“You are delicious, Anna,” he growled and pushed my legs apart. He stared at my pussy ready to feast.

*   *   *

Serena White

It was clear that Mrs. Sullivan was waiting for Damien to show up. The MILF teacher had worn such a low-cut blouse. She quivered behind her desk, playing with her wedding ring as she ached for temptation to arrive. For Damien Colt to sweep in and ravish her.

And I had to stop him. I had to keep him from unleashing his dark father's plan. I couldn't let Damien fuck any more women. Mary Celeste was already lost to depravity. The woman chose to be his lover. She had taken his seed and awakened him, opening up Damien's identity to heaven.

I was ready. Positioned. Providence had placed me here. Me!

And where was he? Why wasn't he here to flirt with the busty teacher? The nubile coeds? I had to stop him, and the bastard was playing hooky.

How could I fulfill my lover's will? How could I obey the Archangel Gabriel if Damien didn't show up? This was a disaster.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Cutie Joins the Incubus's Harem!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


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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