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Penny Thompson's steps echoed loudly through the vast halls of her new home, the afternoon light casting sharp, angular shadows across her firm figure. Her simple blouse strained against her round breasts, accentuating its curves and causing the buttons to strain. The knee-length skirt she wore hugged her round hips and clung to her firm, shapely backside. Wavy brown tresses cascaded down from her head, framing her delicate, heart-shaped face, which was currently creased with worry lines.

Terry had admonished her for the way she dressed. It didn’t fit at all with their fancy new lifestyle, but Penny liked the way she looked and felt comfortable in her simple, Midwestern clothing.

"Damn it, Terry," she muttered under her breath, her soft voice barely audible even in the empty house. "Why did you have to buy such a big house?"

She still had trouble navigating the place, so much different from the small trailer home she had grown up in Iowa. But that was the old Penny’s life, the life before she had met Terry and his big dreams.

We need to live big to make it big, Penny. She heard his voice inside her head.

She turned down a hallway lined with paintings from artists she didn’t even know. Most of them were prints, thank God, but she knew they were only placeholders for the real thing. She turned a corner and found herself at a dead end.

How can you get lost in your own house? She sighed, taking a deep breath. Relax, Penny. You’ll love this house when you fill it with kids.

She stifled a laugh and a rueful smile curled her plump pink lips. You could only have kids if you had sex, and Terry's long hours at the office to maintain their lavish lifestyle left little time for intimacy. Was it any wonder she was frustrated?

She felt a dull ache between her legs, an ache that she could go right back up to their ridiculously huge bed and satisfy, but she restrained herself. She had been masturbating alot recently, and it felt too much like cheating.

Penny turned around and headed the other way, meandering through the sprawling mansion. As she passed a doorway, she suddenly heard voices. Relieved, she followed the sound.

"You can’t be serious!" A low voice laughed. “Sophia Sanders? Having sex with the pool boy?”

Penny's pulse quickened as she stood just outside what must be the kitchen. She should announce herself. Or, at the very least, stop listening. But the soft murmur of scandal drew her forward, despite her better judgment.

"She's completely infatuated with Mason!"

Penny suddenly recognized the voices. The younger voice belonged to Clara, her housekeeper and cook. Yet another expense she worried about, but necessary with this absurd house.

The other voice was Clara’s mother, Andrea. She was the Sanders’ housekeeper, and it was actually Sophia Sansdres who had recommended Clara to Penny.

Andrea's hushed voice carried through the thin air, laden with worry. "I can't even imagine what this will do to her marriage if her husband finds out."

"But why?” Clara’s voice was shocked. “Why would she jeopardize everything for the pool boy?"

Peeking around the doorframe, Penny watched as Andrea wrung her hands together anxiously, her body tense and rigid. The older housekeeper glanced over her shoulder, as if fearing that someone might overhear their conversation.

"Have you seen Mason?" Andrea hissed. "He's young, handsome, and has the body of a Greek god. But he's dangerous—like a wolf! You keep away from that boy!”

Penny felt a shiver run down her spine at Andrea's description of Mason. How could the pool boy of all people be that dangerous? And yet, the thought excited her, increasing the dull ache in her core to into a deep throb..

"Still, it doesn't make any sense," Clara insisted, her youthful naivete shining through. "Sophia is married to one of the most powerful men in the city. Why would she risk it all for a fling with the pool boy?"

Andrea sighed, her shoulders sagging with the weight of her concerns. "I don't know. I just pray that Mrs. Sanders comes to her senses before it's too late—for her sake and mine."

"Yours?"

Nodding solemnly, Andrea explained, "If Mr. Sanders discovers what's happening under his roof, he'll divorce her and I’ll be out of a job!"

A silence hung heavily in the air between the two women, and Penny hung on it, straining to hear more. Finally, Andrea sighed again.

“So, how do you like it here?” she asked her daughter, pointedly changing the subject.

“Oh, it’s fine,” Clara said, flapping her hand airily. “I mean, it’s just the two of them and he’s hardly ever home, so there’s not much to do. I feel sorry for Penny—”

“Penny? On a first name basis are we?”

Clara blushed. “Sorry, mama. I meant Mrs. Thompson. And yes, I do feel sorry for her. She seems lonely.”

Andrea reached across, her eyes warm, but Penny noticed a brisk, professional tone in her voice.

“She’s rich with a beautiful house and a hard-working husband. What more could she want?”

Penny blushed, suddenly feeling guilty for listening. To listen about your neighbors was one thing, but it was entirely something else when you were the subject of gossip.

More indeed, Penny thought, and couldn't help but think about her exhausted husband and the heat that had cooled between them.

"Unbelievable," Penny whispered as she wandered through the halls, trying to find the stairs to her room. The thought of Sophia Sanders, the elegant woman who had it all, engaging in an affair felt like such a... a betrayal not only to her marriage but her position in the world. Suburban wives might go for the help, but a wealthy woman like Sophia Sanders.

It’s not true. Penny decided as she finally located the huge staircase leading up to the labyrinthine second floor. What could a respectable woman like Sophia want with a pool boy?
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Just a stone's throw away from the Thompson's residence, the marital bedroom of Sophia Sanders reverberated with the wet slaps of flesh on flesh. Her hands planted firmly on Mason's chest as she impaled herself on his huge, beautiful cock.

"That's it, Mrs. Sanders!" Mason grunted. "You want more of that big cock, don't you?""

"Yes, Mason! Yes! More!

Mason let out a primal growl and flipped the busty beauty over as if she weghed nothing. God! He was so much stronger than her husband. And his cock! His wonderful cock!

The thoughts burned through her brain as Mason lifted her thighs and slammed back into her cunt with all the force he could muster. Sophia screamed, her voice bouncing off the walls of her bedroom, a sound never heard when she was with her husband. Mason's beautiful, glistening cock pounded mercilessly into the trophy wife’s slick, quivering core. The obscene squelching sounds of their union filled the air, punctuated by the sharp smacks of his hips against her flesh, added a staccato beat to the music of her cries.

Sophia's voluptuous form bowed in surrender, her ample breasts crushed against the hard planes of Mason's chest, as she gasped and whimpered with each brutal thrust. Her fingers clawed at his sweat-slick back as Mason relentlessly pounded his cock into her soaking wet cunt.

Her eyes rolled back into her head as he thrust deeper, hitting that sweet spot inside her that made her whole body tremble with need. He growled in approval, his face contorted with lust. She bit down on her lip to stifle a moan, loving the feeling of being so utterly possessed by him.

"You like that, Mrs. Sanders?" he growled. "You like fucking me on your husband’s bed?"

It had been like this for weeks. Sophia arranged for Andrea to have the day off and then Mason would come... and come and come. She knew her housekeeper suspected something, but what could she do? She was becoming addicted to the force of nature that was Mason Wolf.

Mason suddenly slowed his movements, pulling his cock until only the tip was inside of her. Sophia moaned, rocking her hips upward, trying desperately to sink that beautiful cock back inside of her pussy.

“I asked you a question, Mrs. Sanders, he grunted, placing extra emphasis on her married name. “I asked you if you liked being fucked on your husband’s bed?”

"Yes," she said with a sloppy grin on her face. "I love it."

Mason grinned triumphantly, his thrusts becoming harder and faster once again as he took full control of their lovemaking. Sophia's hands gripped the sheets tightly as she surrendered herself completely to him.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room once more as they both raced towards their climax. Mason's cock hit that sweet spot inside of Sophia over and over again, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

"Fuck, Mason... you... you’re so good!" she whimpered.

"That's right, baby. You know I'm the one who really knows how to fuck you like you deserve."

He pressed down on her thighs and drove her into her marital bed. The pleasure built inside her as he held her down, claiming what was his. She moaned softly under the weight of his dominance, but couldn't deny that it felt good. So damn good.

“Tell me you need me!” Mason huffed, his breath becoming shallower as he neared his orgasm. “Tell me you want me more than your husband!”

Sophia bit her plump lower lip before whining, "I... I need you more than I ever needed him." She tried to fight the feelings, but the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her body was too strong to resist.

“Fuck, that is so hot!” Mason grunted and pulled his cock from her body, leaving her feeling empty and hollow. A moment later, he was kneeling over her, stroking his cock above her beautiful face. “Say it again! Tell me you need me more than your husband!”

“I do! I need you more than my husband!” She screamed and that was all Mason needed to push him over the edge. With a guttural howl, Mason pulled out of Sophia's gaping pussy and  pulled her over to the side of the bed, stroking his cock above the wife's face. Sophia watched in awe and anticipation as the slit on his cock pulsed open and released a torrent of hot, sticky cum onto Sophia's face. The thick liquid splattered across her cheeks, dripped from her eyelashes, and coated her lips in its salty warmth. As she lay there, panting and dazed beneath him, she couldn't help but revel in the sheer debauchery of it all.

"Such a beautiful mess," Mason said, admiring his handiwork as he slowly caught his breath. "Remember this moment when you're back with Clyde, pretending to be the perfect little wife."

Sophia moaned as thoughts of her husband were forced into her brain while Mason's hot jizz oozed down her face. The thick liquid stung her eyes and the swampy smell filled her nostrils, filling each blink and every breath with Mason’s salty drippings.

"Open up," Mason demanded, his words not for to the loving wife, but for the slutty creature quivering inside of her.

Sophia obeyed immediately, feeling the head of his still-hard cock press against her puffy lips. She cradled it gently with her hands, slid her tongue up the hot length of it, then pushing him deep inside her mouth.

"Clean me off," he ordered. She moaned and took him deeper into her mouth, swirling her tongue around his sensitive flesh, savoring every bitter, throbbing inch of him. He hissed with pleasure as she diligently lapped at the sticky mess coating his shaft.

"Good girl," Mason praised when he was satisfied that she had done a thorough job. He pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening and clean. "Now go wash your face, but don't you dare brush your teeth."

“What, why?”

“Because.” He cupped her dripping chin and forced her to look into his intense eyes. “I want him to taste my come when you kiss him tonight. Understand?”

Sophia whimpered, understanding the implications of his words. Mason wanted her to carry the taste of him–of everything they'd just done–with her when she kissed her husband. The thought was both thrilling and shameful, leaving her trembling with anticipation and guilt.

"Promise me," Mason insisted, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her heart race.

"I promise," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

[image: ]

SOPHIA'S HEART RACED as she heard the sound of Clyde's car pulling into the driveway. She took a deep breath, the musky taste of Mason still in her mouth, sending shivers down her spine. Why was she so excited by the idea of kissing Clyde with Mason’s cum on her tongue? The thrill of getting away with it? Or was there a masochistic pride in proving that Mason was indeed better than her husband?

She shook off those thoughts. She wasn’t that cruel, was she? Not like Mason. Still, maybe it was more than Mason’s jizz and sweat that were rubbing off on her.

She took one last look in the mirror, making sure her face was clean, and braced herself for the moment that was to come.

"Hey, babe," Clyde said as he stepped through the front door, looking tired but happy to see her. "How was your day?"

"Good," Sophia replied softly, her voice betraying a hint of nerves. She leaned in for a kiss, her tongue subtly tasting Mason's essence as their lips met. She pushed her tongue and the thought that now Clyde was tasting Mason’s jizz made a wild thrill shoot directly to her core.

"Wow," Clyde murmured, pulling back with a grin. "You taste good. What have you been up to today?"

"Nothing much," she answered nonchalantly, trying to hide the rush of adrenaline coursing through her veins. "Dinner will be ready soon."

"Great, I'm starving," Clyde said, his eyes scanning her appreciatively. "How's Andrea? Did she have a good day?"

"Oh, she’s fine," she replied. "She went over to the neighbors to talk to her daughter."

While I was fucking the pool boy in our bed.

She forced the wicked thought as she led Clyde towards the dining room, keeping her red face turned away from him.

"Ah, that must have been nice for her," Clyde commented, oblivious to Sophia’s red cheeks. "So, what did you do today?"

Sophia hesitated for a moment, the taste of Mason's musky swamp still lingering in her mouth. She felt her pussy throb as she remembered his cock driving into her again and again—

"Oh, I just spent some time by the pool.”

"Ah, sounds relaxing," Clyde responded, taking a sip of his wine. He paused suddenly, furrowing his brow. Sophia felt a twist in her stomach, fearing that he might have picked up on her excitement.

"Wait a minute," he began, scrutinizing her face. "The neighbors... You mean the newlyweds, right? The Thompsons?"

Sophia nodded, relieved. "Yes, I think that's their name.”

“Right,” Clyde said. “I met the husband... Terry? He mentioned they were looking for someone to take care of their pool. You think Mason would be interested?"

Sophia's thoughts raced. A newlywed? With Mason? Already she imagined Mason seducing the young, beautiful wife of Terry Thompson, her nubile body twisting under Mason’s sweaty, powerful body. She felt a sting of jealousy, as if the act had already happened.

"Of course," she said, forcing a smile onto her lips."I'll ask him."

"Great," Clyde replied, leaning in to plant a soft kiss on her cheek. "Mason's a real go-getter. I'm sure he'll jump at the chance to offer his services to the new couple."

“I’m sure you’re right,” Sophia said, and Clyde didn’t see her frown as he sat at the dining room table. “I’m sure he’ll jump at the chance.”
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The sun blazed down on the shimmering pool water, as Penny shifted nervously. She wore a white bikini top that held tight to her firm round breasts, a unbuttoned man’s shirt, and a pair of very short, very tight pair of cutoffs that should probably have been thrown away a year ago. But Terry loved her in them, so she kept them around in the hopes he might get randy.

She hadn’t expected company, hence the too casual clothing, and she had especially not expected the beautiful young man standing next to her by the pool. His skin was a delectable golden brown from working outdoors. The sun had bleached his curly blond hair nearly white. He looked like a surfer, his finely muscled body oozing with strength and an almost raw sensuality the young wife had trouble ignoring.

“I... I’m sorry,” she said and pulled the shirt tighter around her breasts, feeling exposed as the young man looked at her with appraising eyes. “My husband didn’t tell me you were coming.”

"I’m sorry about that, Mrs. Thompson," Mason smiled, but she got the sense that he wasn’t sorry at all. In fact, he seemed to like her nervousness. “It happens all the time. If it’s a bad time...”

He left the sentence dangling, cocking an eyebrow at her. His eyes were on hers and his beautiful face and warm smile sent a tremor through her body. Even though it was hot, the hairs on her arms were raised like she was touching something electric.

Just tell him to go, she thought. He can come back when you’re prepared!

Prepared? Why would she need to be prepared? He was just a pool boy. Attractive, sure and built like a Greek statue, but still an employee.

Besides, what excuse would she give Terry? She couldn’t have the pool boy clean the pool because he was too good-looking?

She suddenly realized that she had been silent too long and Mason’s eyes were lingering slowly over her body, like a touch. She pulled her shirt tighter around her body.

“It’s fine,” she said, mustering as much confidence in her tone as she could. “It’s fine. I’ll leave you too it.”

As she turned away, she could feel Mason's gaze on her. She opened the door and glanced back to see him still wearing that smug smile and waving at her. Her heart pounded as she stumbled through the doorway and managed to shut the door behind her. A dampness between her thighs made her wonder if it was just sweat, but a deep, insistent between her legs told her otherwise.

Peeking through the blinds, she watched Mason as he maneuvered around the pool, muscles rippling beneath his bronzed skin. The way his blond hair caught the sunlight made her heart race, and she couldn't help but feel more heat pooling between her thighs.

"Christ, he's gorgeous," she whispered, biting her lip. She thought of Sophia Sanders, the raven-haired neighbor rumored to have succumbed to Mason's charms. Perhaps it wasn't just gossip after all.

As Mason skimmed the pool surface, his biceps flexed, veins bulging like cords of steel. Penny's breath hitched, and her fingers ghosted over her own trembling body, tracing the outline of her swollen nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top. She imagined Mason's strong hands on her, teasing and caressing, and wondered if Sophia had felt the same hunger.

What the hell, Penny? she thought as she dropped her hands. So he’s hot! That doesn’t mean you get to act like a virgin schoolgirl. You’ve seen hot men before!

An image of Terry flitted through her mind. She felt a sliver of guilt. Terry was attractive, with a confidence and drive that most men didn’t have. But Mason was in a whole different league, one reserved for actors and models.

Her thoughts raced as she watched Mason's powerful form, his sculpted chest glistening with sweat. She could practically taste him, the salty tang of his skin mixed with the chlorine from the pool. Then, he bent over and gave her a tantalizing view of his firm ass pressing against the tight white shorts.

She was frozen, her body hot and throbbing. She couldn’t move, mesmerized by his beauty.

Then Mason Wolfe stood and turned, looking directly at her.

A wide smile crossed his face as if to say, "Like what you see?"

Penny started, her heart racing as she realized that Mason had caught her ogling him. Her face turned burned, and she quickly averted closed the blinds. She leaned back against the door, her body almost bursting with pent-up desire.

And that’s when he knocked.

"Hey, Mrs. Thompson," he said when she opened the door."Is there something you needed?"

"I... I don’t..." she stammered, but her words failed her as he stepped closer, his broad shoulders blocking the sun and casting her in shadow.

"Relax," he murmured, his voice low. "I don't mind. I’m flattered. You are a very beautiful woman. A very beautiful married woman. Having you staring at my ass is high praise.”

Penny swallowed hard, her pulse quickening as Mason's words penetrated her mind. He thinks I’m beautiful. He thinks I was staring at his ass.

He knows I’m married and he doesn’t care!

Fuck! I’m in trouble.

“I... I wasn’t staring! I was just making sure you were... were...”

“What? Making sure I was doing the job?”

He stepped forward, looming over her, slightly aggressive, yet also holding back, waiting for her to make the next move. And, at that moment, she wanted to. She wanted to run her hands over his chest and taste that skin to see if it was as salty as it looked.

She couldn't deny that she was attracted to him–he was like a magnet, pulling her in with an irresistible force. But she was a married woman, and it felt wrong for her to even entertain these thoughts.

"Look, Mason," she said, struggling to maintain her composure. "I appreciate the compliment, but I'm not interested. I'm a happily married woman, and I don't think it's appropriate for us to be having this conversation."

"Really?" he asked, his lips curling into a wicked smile as he leaned in closer, his fingers brushing against her arm. “Because it looks like you wanted more than a conversation.”

"Stop it!" Penny snapped, her chest heaving with a mix of anger and arousal. "I’m not like that! What do you take me for?"

"A beautiful woman," Mason smirked, moving even closer until their bodies were almost touching. "Who needs more than just her pool cleaned.”

Penny's heart raced as Mason's lips hovered dangerously close to her mouth, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine. Was he going to kiss her, right here in the foyer of her own house? And was she going to let him?

"Mrs. Thompson, I just wanted to let you know I finished cleaning the kitchen and—" The young woman paused, sensing the palpable tension between Penny and Mason. "I’m sorry."

Mason pulled away from Penny, smirking. "Not at all. I just needed to grab a cold drink. All this hard work is making me thirsty."

"Sure," Clara replied, her eyes darting between them. “Mrs. Thompson?”

“What? Oh, yes. Go with him to the kitchen and get a drink. I... I’m just going to go upstairs and lie down. This heat is terrible.”

She turned away from Mason’s knowing smile and hurried up the stairs to her bedroom. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, trying to catch her breath. The encounter with Mason had left her feeling raw and vulnerable, her body aching with desire.

Penny threw herself on her bed, staring up at the ceiling as she tried to calm her racing thoughts. She couldn't believe what had just happened with Mason. She was a happily married woman? So why did she feel so drawn to him?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to push away the intense feelings that Mason had stirred in her. She couldn't let this happen again. But try as she might, Penny couldn't shake off the memory of Mason's touch and his words. It was like a fire burning within her, consuming all reason and logic.

Suddenly, there was a knock on her door. "Mrs. Thompson? Are you alright?" It was Clara.

Penny quickly sat up and tried to compose herself before calling out, "Yes, I'm fine. Just feeling a bit tired from the heat."

There was a moment of silence before Clara spoke again. "Would you like me to fetch you some cold water or maybe an ice pack?"

Penny hesitated before replying, "No thank you, Clara. I think I'll be fine after resting for a bit."

"Alright then," Clara said.. “By the way, the pool boy is gone.”

“Thank you for uh... letting me know.”

Penny let out a sigh of relief and laid back down on the bed. She couldn't believe how close she had come to giving into temptation with Mason. Guilt and shame at her actions surged within her and she decided she never wanted to see Mason Wolfe ever again. She resolved to have Terry fire him as soon as he got home.

Unfortunately, Terry worked late again, leaving Penny alone to stew in her own shameful lust. She thought about masturbating, but that felt like even more of a betrayal, so she laid on the bed and fidgeted nervously. By the time Terry got home arrived, her body was a confused mess of desperate lust and overwhelming guilt. There was only one thing that could make her feel better and she meant to have it, whether Terry was tired or not.

"What... what are you doing?" Terry stammered when he entered the room to find his wife lying on her stomach, her firm, ripe bottom on full display.

"You were gone sooo long," she pouted, turning over so he could stare at her round breasts and pink nipples that had been hard ever since her encounter with Mason. "I need you, baby."

She felt a sting of guilt as Terry’s eyes wandered over her skin, flush with the lust incited by another man, but she quickly pushed away those thoughts. So what if a brief encounter had turned her on? It was Terry that was going to enjoy the fruits of Mason’s beauty.

The fact she was giving her body willingly to her husband instead of Mason made her feel strong and forced away the last feelings of guilt.

Terry was tired, she could tell, but as she spread her thighs, revealing the wet pink lips of her pussy, she saw his face brighten. She was never this forward. Maybe that was the trick she needed to try all along.

"Are you sure about this?" Terry said. "You seem... different."

“Of course, baby!” She slid up to her knees and gave him her best sexy pout. “Please don’t make me wait any longer!”

Penny crawled froward and, with eager hands, she forcefully tugged at her husband's pants. They fell open, revealing his already swelling cock. Despite his obvious exhaustion, the sight of her eager face was enough to send blood rushing to his groin. She licked her lips, her eyes never leaving his as she leaned in and engulfed him with her hot and hungry mouth.

Terry moaned and dug his hands into Penny’s brown curls, pulling her forward. She felt him in the back of her throat, but it wasn’t painful. It felt good to have her husband here, all warm blood and hot flesh. It made up for the weeks of no sex and the brief infatuation with the pool boy.

She continued to suck his cock, relishing the way his grunts of pleasure rumbled in his chest, sending vibrations straight to her core. Terry's hands tightened in her hair as she worked her mouth back and forth, taking him in deeper with each stroke. The veins in his shaft throbbed against her tongue, and she could taste the salty tang of his pre-cum, a sign that he was enjoying her mouth more than he could handle.

She slid one hand down between her legs, feeling the wetness that had pooled there, and rubbed her clit in time with her sucking. Her other hand wrapped around the base of Terry's cock, squeezing and pumping in rhythm with her mouth. She could feel him tensing, his breath coming in short gasps, and she realized, almost too late, that he was going to explode.

Penny pulled back and saw Terry’s cock twitch, pearly tears weeping from his cock and dripping onto the bedspread. She wasn’t ready for him to come yet. She needed him inside of her, to fill her with the warmth she had been missing for weeks.

“Please, Terry!” She turned over and spread her legs, reaching down and opening her swollen lips to reveal the pink flesh of her cunt. “I need you inside me.”

Terry looked confused for a moment, then lunged for the bedside table. Penny giggled at his antics, but at least he had remembered the condom.

He pulled out the package and struggled to open it. Any tiredness had faded away with her blowjob, and he was ready for her.

"Here, let me help you," Penny panted, reaching up to assist with the condom. She pulled out the cold rubber and gripped his cock in her warm hand, ready to spread it onto his cock. Terry trembled, and she felt his shaft twitch beneath her fingers

The combination of her mouth and her hand on his cock was too much. Terry jerked and Penny watched, speechless, as his cock dripped a milky splash of cum on the round globe of her breasts.

"Ah, fuck..." Terry moaned, covering his face with one hand. "I'm sorry, Pen. I just... I couldn't hold back."

Penny stared at him, torn between amusement and disappointment. She wondered if Mason would have lost control so easily–and immediately felt guilty for entertaining such traitorous thoughts.

"Hey, it's alright," she said gently, forcing a smile onto her lips. "These things happen. Why don't you go take a shower, and we can try again later?"

"Y-yeah, okay," Terry mumbled, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment as he climbed out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom.

Left alone in the dimly lit room, Penny's thoughts drifted back to Mason – his tanned, muscular body glistening in the sunlight, his confident swagger as he approached her earlier that day. The memory made her pulse quicken, her arousal surging once more despite her better judgment.

Her fingers traced along her stomach, teasing her own sensitive skin and sending shivers down her spine. She imagined those fingers were Mason's, strong and assertive as they roamed over her body. Her hand continued upward, cupping one of her full breasts, her thumb brushing over her hardened nipple.

She knew she shouldn't indulge in these fantasies, but the temptation was too strong to resist. As the sound of running water came from the bathroom, Penny slipped a hand beneath the waistband of her panties, her fingers finding the slick heat of her desire and the pent up lust her husband had failed to release blazed into life. She imagined Mason's strong, calloused hands on her body, his deep voice whispering filthy promises into her ear as he took control and claimed her for his own.

“Fuck!” she moaned under her breath, her fingers working in frantic circles around her swollen clit. She felt a flicker of guilt as she thought of Terry in the shower while she diddled herself thinking of Mason. But the visions of the young pool cleaner towering over her, dominating her with his raw power, was intoxicating! Was she even imagining a huge bulg in his pants? A bulge that would put poor Terry's cock to shame?

"Fuck yes! Fuck!" she gritted out, her fingers delving between her slick folds. She could picture Mason kneeling before her, his skillful tongue teasing her entrance before delving inside, tasting her very essence. She moaned again, louder this time, her wet fingers pumping rhythmically in and out of her quivering core. The memory of Mason's chiseled chest, the way sweat glistened on his sun-kissed skin, pushed her closer to the edge.

"Oh, shit! OH, FUCK!"

She couldn’t hold back her cries as she arched her back, fingers digging into her spasming cunt as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Hot juices sprayed out over her hand and onto the sheets. Her cries echoed through the room, each one leaving her more breathless and spent than the last.

“Honey? You OK in there?”

Penny snapped back to herself. She had been so into the fantasy; she hadn’t heard the shower turn off. Terry must have heard her coming and in a minute he would step out of the shower and see her naked and dripping, her ass sitting in the wet spot created by the illicit illusion.

“I’m... I’m fine, honey,” she said hurriedly, and rearranged her wet and messy lingerie. “I just... I just stubbed my toe.”

“Ow,” Terry said and came out of the bathroom, his body wrapped in a towel. “I’m sorry that happened. Those really hurt.”

Terry leaned over and planted a kiss on her cheek. She looked at his glistening skin. A day ago, she would have said Terry was the most handsome man on earth, but that was before she met Mason.

Still, it was wrong, thinking of Mason that way. She knew it was just a fantasy, nothing more.

As Terry returned to the bathroom, Penny laid back on the bed, still sweating from her illicit orgasm. The damp sheets clung to her skin, adding to her overwhelming sense of discomfort. And, as her mind swirled with conflicting emotions - desire mingled with shame - Penny completely forgot about her plans to fire Mason Wolfe.
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Aweek later, Penny laid by the edge of the pool, her white swimsuit barely covering her ample curves. The sun glistened on her tanned skin, drawing attention to the gentle rise and fall of her full breasts, which strained against the thin fabric, her hard nipples visible.

Her heart raced as she awaited Mason's arrival, her thoughts consumed with images of his strong arms and chiseled body. She had wondered all week what to do about the young man and had finally settled on a solution. While sex with Terry may have been a failure, she had been turned on and her excitement was infectious. And that had been with just a tiny amount of flirting with the pool boy.

How hot would it be to actually flirt with him? Not do anything, of course. She loved Terry, and even flirting felt like a betrayal. But, if it could turn it on, she could use that desire to turn on her husband again.

And besides, it would be fun to put Mason on his back foot this time. After all, she knew she was pretty, and taken, so all she had to do was turn on the charm. And, if she needed a break all she had to do was call out to Clara who was just inside the house.

"Hello, Mrs. Thompson," Mason's voice echoed from behind her, startling Penny from her plans. She turned on her lounger to see him standing there, tall and tan, his blond hair damp from a day of cleaning pools.

"Well, hi, Mason," she replied, trying to keep her tone light and flirty. “Back for more, huh?”

As he approached, Penny arched her back, pushing her chest forward, pretending to adjust her long, wavy brown hair hoping to provoke a reaction.

"Yes, ma’am," Mason said. Penny didn’t like the ma’am. Why, she wasn’t that much older than he was.

What was worse was that he seemed indifferent to her display. Inside, Penny was a furnace, her thighs already damp from the heat, but reaching a boiling point as the moment she had waited for all week suddenly walked by her. She had tempted,and caught, better men than Mason Wolfe. Her husband, Terry, for one.

“So, Mason? Do you like cleaning pools?” Penny said, fanning her round breasts through her white bikini. Her nipples, already hard, turned into uncomfortable pebbles under the thin fabric. “I’ll bet you meet the most interesting people!”

"Sometimes," he replied, flashing a quick smirk, then turning his attention to the pool.

Penny bit her bottom lip, frustrated at his lack of interest. She looked down at her firm, round breasts and the sensual flair of her hips. The white triangle of fabric was all that stood between her and her pussy which was already damp.

Why isn’t he looking at me? Was last week just a joke? First my husband and now Mason.

Maybe I’m not as beautiful as I thought.

The white fabric of her suit rubbed against her hard nipples, scraping the sensitive skin until she was almost crazy enough to rip it off. She shook off those mad urges and instead turned her frustration on the man by the pool.

"Hey!" she called out, her voice sharp and demanding. "Mason, I need to talk to you!"

Mason glanced up, his blue eyes meeting hers for an instant before returning to his work. "Sure, Mrs. Thompson," he said and Penny noted a hint of exasperation in his voice, as if she was bothering him. "What do you need?"

"Last week... last week, you were..." She couldn’t finish the sentence. He was all over her? That he wanted her? “You seemed... interested.”

"And you weren’t," Mason shrugged, his gaze still focused on the pool. "Besides, I'm just not interested in playing games."

"Games?" Penny's face flushed with embarrassment. "Is that what you think this is? A game?"

"Isn't it?" Mason said tiredly, finally looking at her, his eyes dark and intense. "You're married, Penny. You made that very clear. And you don’t want to cheat on your husband, you just want to flirt with me and put it away in your spank bank."

Penny's breath caught in her throat. Spank bank? Was that even a thing women did?

Not that he wasn’t exactly right.

"That’s not... I didn’t..."

As she stumbled for words, Mason laid down his net and approached her. The way his body moved, like a panther, made her pulse race.

"Tell me I’m wrong, Mrs. Thompson," he said, quietly, "tell me you didn’t think about me when you were with your husband.”

“No, that—”

“You look hot, Mrs. Thompson,” Mason interrupted. “Maybe you should take a dip in the pool?”

Penny huffed, her cheeks flushed with indignation and embarrassment. "I have no interest in getting in the pool, Mason," she snapped. “I just—”

Her words were cut off as Mason scooped her up into his powerful arms. She had just a moment to feel the hard muscles in his biceps and chest as her held as if she was as light as a baby.

"You need to cool off,” Mason growled in her ear before launching her into the air.

Penny let out a scream of surprise as she flew through the air, her legs kicking flailing uselessly. Then, she felt a cold slap on her ass and back as she hit the water.

Her breath stopped at the shock of the cold water on her fevered skin and she had just a moment to think, Mason was right, I did need to cool off, before she burst up through the surface, spluttering.

She looked at the pool’s edge for Mason, but the pool boy was gone. She slapped the water in frustration.

That bastard! How dare he fucking he put his hands on me! Just wait until I tell Terry!

She headed towards the side of the pool when she felt strong, warm hands grip her waist and pull her backward. She gasped as she suddenly felt something long, hot, and pulsing press against her ass cheeks.

Oh, shit! she thought as Mason wrapped those powerful arms around her. He’s just as big as I imagined!

"Miss me?" Mason whispered huskily into her ear while his hands roamed over her wet body. His fingers traced the curves of her hips, then slowly worked their way upward to the heavy swell of her breasts.

For a moment, Penny forgot where she was and who she was with. The feel of Mason’s warm, wet body pressed against her felt amazing! There was so much power inside of him, a power that could easily overwhelm her. The fear and the danger made her body tremble with need.

Then she thought of Terry, her loving husband, and the world came crashing back to her. This was her house, her pool, and the man behind her was definitely not her husband.

"Stop!" Penny whimpered, hating the whine in her voice. “I can’t do this.”

Mason leaned closer, his hot breath caressing against her neck as he whispered into her ear. “You wanted my attention, remember? Now you've got it. So, what are you going to do with it, Penny?"

Her mind raced, the guilt gnawing at her conscience. Well, what did she expect him to think, after she practically begged him to touch her? Still, the lust that had pooled deep in her core was bubbling now as Mason almost casually rubbed his thick, length of heat between her buttocks.

Penny bit her lip, hating herself for enjoying it, yet unable to resist.

"Nothing to say?" He taunted, tightening his grip on her waist. "Maybe you just need a little more...encouragement." With that, his hand slipped lower, grazing the edge of her bikini bottoms before dipping beneath the fabric to explore further.

"Please," Her body arched backward against him, pushing her pussy into his fingers, feeling both shame and arousal as her body betrayed her. "I shouldn't be doing this..."

"Ah, but you want it," Mason insisted, his voice dark and seductive. "Your cunt is practically begging for it. Why don’t you just give in, in Mrs. Thompson? You know you want it."

"God, yes," Penny whimpered, the confession coaxed out of her by Mason’s fingers. She was crossing a line that could never be uncrossed, but the temptation had become too strong to resist.

Penny's heart raced like a runaway train as she turned in Mason's arms, her hands gliding over the hard planes of his sculpted chest. She couldn't deny that he was a work of art, his body finely tuned from years of manual labor under the relentless sun. Terry may have been in good shape, but Mason's chiseled form was something else entirely—raw, powerful, and built for sex.

"Is this what you wanted?" Mason asked, his voice deep and provocative. "To touch what you aren’t supposed to touch? You’re husband has given you everything except for what you really need."

"Stop it," Penny whispered, feeling her cheeks flush with embarrassment and arousal. The pool lapped against her body, reminding her that Terry had paid for this with all of his hard work and she was defiling it in the worst way possible.

"Come on, admit it," Mason goaded her, his breath hot against her ear. "You were practically begging for it. Well, now I’m going to give it to you."

"No," she stammered, trying to quell the raging storm of desire within her. "I—I didn't mean for any of this to happen. I was just... I was only trying to provoke you, for a laugh."

"Really?" Mason raised her chin so she could look deep into his eyes. "Who’s laughing?"

"Please—" Penny pleaded, but Mason crushed his lips against hers, the raw heat of his mouth stealing her breath away. She moaned, any words forgotten as she melted into the embrace.

The young newlywed’s mind screamed with guilt, but her body betrayed her as she surrendered to the kiss. Mason's tongue danced with hers, exploring her mouth with a hunger that stoked her own desire. His hands roamed over her wet, trembling form, gripping her hips and pulling her body firmly against him.

"Look at you," Mason taunted, breaking from their kiss and hissing against her lips. "You're a married woman, yet here you are, acting like a desperate slut."

“No! I’m not a slut!” Penny's cheeks burned with shame and she pressed her hands against his chest, the rock hard muscles making her forget all about her protests. “I'm not. I just... I just need...”

Mason smirked, his eyes never leaving hers as he hoisted her onto the edge of the pool. The hot tiles beneath her ass made her gasp, but she didn’t look away from Mason’s intense gaze.

"I know what you need," Mason grunted and spread her thighs wide. She moaned, embarrassed as her moist, intimate spaces were exposed under the blazing sunlight, a wet triangle of fabric all that was separating her from Mason’s touch.

Sensing her weakness, Mason slid a finger over along her inner thigh, then hooked a tip under the fabric of her bikini. Her hips gave a little jump and Mason gave her a knowing smile, reading her need like he was reading a book.

Damn him! But she didn’t pull away. Her mind was hazy with lust and her entire world had narrowed to that point between her legs as Mason peeled back the thin fabric and stared hungrily at the swollen lips of her cunt.

“Oh, yeah,” Mason growled. “You fucking want it, you little slut.”

"Oh, God!" Penny moaned.

"Then is what you deserve," he said, his hot breath blowing across her sensitive lips, making her squirm. “For being a little cock tease.”

Then Mason buried his face in her pussy.

She expected his hunger to take hold of him, and she had prepared to be ravaged like a heroine in a trashy romance novel. So she was shocked when Mason slowly traced his tongue along the slick folds of her cunt. There was no frenzied hunger, no uncontrollable lust. Instead, he lapped at her lips, easing closer and closer to her weeping slit, taking his time and driving her crazy.

Penny arched her back and tangled her fingers into his blond hair, trying to pull him closer. She was on the point of begging when the tip of his tongue split her wet furrow and slid up to lap at her swollen clit.

“Oh, fuck!” She moaned, her hips squirming on the hot concrete, as Mason’s experienced tongue wormed inside of her, gently nudging the underside of her clit until her juices were spilling out of her. There were tears in her eyes, tears of frustration and joy. Only then, at her lowest moment, did Mason cover her clit with his lips and suck her bud into his hot, hungry mouth.

"Oh, fuck!" Penny cried. "Mason! Fuck, I can't take it!"

Mason's tongue slithered and writhed over Penny's throbbing clit, his lips sucking greedily on her tender, swollen flesh. The heat of the concrete matched the heat that surged between her legs, an echo chamber of lust that flooded her pussy with juices.

"God, you're so fucking wet," Mason growled, plunging two fingers inside her slick passage, thrusting them deep as he continued to dine on her quivering cunt. Penny gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the pool for dear life as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

"Please, don't stop!” Her desperate pleas sounded like someone else speaking in her voice. Her mind screamed at her with crazed, conflicting emotions: fear, desire, and most of all, guilt. Didn’t her marriage mean anything? Yet, as the powerful sensations crashed through her body, the thoughts of guilt and fear were drowned by the rush of intense need.

"Such a little slut," Mason taunted, increasing the tempo of his fingers' relentless invasion, their rhythm perfectly matched to the insistent flicks of his tongue. "Begging for another man when you've got a husband waiting for you at home."

Penny's cheeks flushed with shame, yet the humiliation only added fuel to the the fire. She bit her lip, trying to hold back the flood of desire that threatened to burst forth, but it was too late.

"Please... I need it," she murmured, her eyes locking onto Mason's as her hips bucked against his face, her body greedily seeking release.

"Tell me how much you want it," he demanded.

"More than anything," she confessed, letting her guilt die under the fire of her lust. "Please, Mason... make me come!"

"Filthy cheating slut," he hissed against her pulsing flesh. "You get off on being a dirty little cheater, don't you?"

Penny couldn't deny it any longer–the taboo thrill of surrendering to Mason only made her crave him more. As his tongue curled under her clit one final time, she felt the walls of her pussy clench in anticipation.

"O-oh god... I'm gonna come!" she cried out, her body tensing as a violent orgasm forced her body to convulse as waves of pleasure rippled through her, her vision blurring. She moaned loudly, unable to restrain herself any longer, and bucked her hips against Mason's eager mouth. As she rode out the aftershocks of her orgasm, she couldn't help but feel both a sense of guilt and exhilaration at what had just transpired.

"Fuck, that was amazing," Penny gasped, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

"You liked that, huh?" Mason asked, smirking as he wiped his face clean of her juices.

"Y-yes... I did," she admitted reluctantly, her cheeks burning.

"Good," Mason said, his eyes darkening with lust. Without warning, he stood up and pulled off his wet shirt, revealing his toned, glistening body in all its glory. The sight of him sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through Penny's veins–she had never been this turned on before, not even for her own husband.

"I’ll bet Terry doesn’t eat you out like that, does he?" he teased, flexing his muscles and running a hand through his damp hair. "He wouldn’t know what to do that down there, would he?"

"Stop it, Mason," Penny pleaded, though the pulsing between her legs told a different story. Terry had never come close to making her feeling like that, and that was just with Mason’s mouth! What would happen if she fucked him?

"Make me," Mason said, thinking the same thing. He stepped closer until their bodies were mere inches apart. Penny could feel the heat radiating from him, and despite her inner turmoil, she craved him once more.

"Oh, God!" she whined. “Why am I doing this?”

"Because you deserve it, Mrs. Thompson," Mason said softly, his breath hot against her ear. "You know, if you stay, I’ll show you things poor Terry could never.”

Mason's glistening skin glowed in the sunlight, his taut muscles flexing as he leaned over Penny. She stared up at him, her vision blurred by a mix of lust and tears. She knew what she was about to do was wrong, but the heat coursing through her veins left her powerless to resist.

As if to seal the deal, Mason moved her to the steps of the pool, lying her down in the shallow water. Then, he straightened to his full height. He was completely naked now and for the first time; she saw his cock.

It was so big! It was long and thick and looked more like a fleshy tree branch than an instrument of pleasure. It put poor Terry to shame, at least twice her husband’ s length and thicker than her wrist.

The huge, fleshy cudgel should have been ugly and, on any other man, it would have been. But on Mason’s fit body, glistening in the sunlight, it looked glorious!

Just imagine what that thing could do to you! she thought traitorously; the anticipation ripping through her already aroused body.

Mason watched the warring emotions of the young wife, and she knew what he was thinking. That this woman, this married woman, was wet, ready, and willing to take everything he could give her.

Penny hated being that woman, but looking at his body in all its glory, she knew there was no going back.

Mason stepped forward and swabbed her overstimulated pussy with the fat head of his cock. She gasped, her eyes half closed as he grinned down at her.

"Are you ready, Mrs. Thompson?" Mason said, emphasizing her married name and making her feel the full weight of her betrayal. "Are you ready to cheat on your husband?"

Penny's breath hitched as she tried to find her voice, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked into Mason's eyes, searching for any sign of mercy. But all she found was primal hunger.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please make me cheat on my husband.”
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In one swift motion, Mason plunged his massive length deep inside her, his body causing waves of water to splash onto her trembling thighs.

"OH, MY GOD!" Penny screamed as the pain shot through her pussy. "Is that your whole cock? It’s fucking big!"

A wicked chuckle escaped Mason's lips. "Bigger than Mr. Thompson’s, huh?" He dug his fingers into her thighs, creating deep divots in the firm flesh. “Don’t worry, baby. You’ll get used to it.”

Mason pulled back, the young wife’s pussy clinging to his cock, then stabbed his hot shaft deep into her quivering cunt.

For a moment, all Penny could feel was the searing pain of being stretched to her limit. Mason held himself inside of her, his teeth gritted, and she could tell that he, too, was in pain. He took a deep breath, and she was shocked to feel him throb inside her wet tunnel.

“Relax, Mrs. Thompson,” he groaned. “Your not used to a real cock. Just let me in. Let your body take me.”

Penny’s mind whirled with lewd thoughts. Of Terry’s smaller cock, of Mason’s huge throbbing flesh deep in her core, of her own infidelity. She didn’t know if she could do this, not like this, not with this monstrous shaft buried inside of her like a spear.

Then, as quickly as the pain began, her body relented, her taut sex relaxing around Mason’s cock like a, wet, welcoming hug. Mason sighed, pulled his cock out, then pushed back in, slower this time, but building steam.

“Oh my, God! It’s so big!” she whimpered as she looked over the surface of the water and saw Mason’s cock sawing in and out of her. Her pussy muscles gripped him tight each time he pulled out, then gave way to a blast of beautiful pleasure as he thrust her back into shape. “So fucking big!”

The powerful pool boy gripped her hips, then yanked her through the water, slamming into her hard with each brutal thrust. The sound of Mason's hips connecting with the young wife’s ass echoed through the backyard, a lewd counterpoint to the pounding rhythm of his body.

Penny trembled with an overwhelming rush of pure pleasure, every nerve ending suddenly on fire. The intensity was unbearable, her mind struggling to keep up with the waves of pleasure pulsating through her veins. She couldn’t believe Mason’s raw power and the sheer magnitude of sensation was a physical and mental overload that threatened to drive her insane.

"Fuck, yes!" Mason growled possessively, and she felt a wave of euphoria as she realized she was pleasing him. "Bet Mr. Thompson can't make you feel like this, can he?"

The mention of her husband momentarily snapped Penny from her stupor, guilt bubbling up in her chest. Then Mason's hips slammed into her with a ferocity that bordered on violence. With each thrust, she felt herself unraveling-sensation she had never felt with anyone, including her husband. She was helpless against the heat coursing through her body, surrendering to Mason's punishing rhythm as he hammered into her again and again.

"Nuh... No," she stuttered through the bouts of pleasure. “My... my husband, cuh... cuh... can’t!”

Mason growled and Penny’s eyes widened as he increased his pace, turned on by her admission. The guilt and shame were blasted away by the waves of pure pleasure coursing through. As much as she loved Terry, he had never touched her in this way. He had never made her feel so full, so connected. So fucked.

"That’s right!" Mason panted, his fingers digging into her hips as he buried himself deep inside of her. She gasped as he bent over her, his face a mask of lust and anger. "Do you feel how deep I am inside you?"

"Y-yes," Penny gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the pool for support, the rough texture biting into her delicate fingers. The waves of pleasure rippled through her body, growing stronger with each passing second.

"You want me to stop, Mrs. Thompson?" Mason asked, his tone teasing but firm. His eyes, filled with lustful fury, locked onto hers, daring her to answer.

"No! Don't stop," she pleaded breathlessly, her voice cracking under the weight of her desire. "Please fuck me! Please fuck me!"

Mason's fingers dug into Penny's hips as he pulled out, then drove into her again. God! It felt like his cock was in her belly. The thrill of being stretched and filled beyond anything she had ever experienced before was overwhelming. Her vision blurred, and all rational was swept away by the intense fucking.

"Please fuck me! Please fuck me!" Penny chanted over and over again, her voice breathless and desperate. Each syllable punctuated by the wet slap of skin against skin, their bodies stirring up waves in the blue water, mirroring the waves of shame and lust crashing inside of the young wife.

"What about Mr. Thompson?" Mason taunted, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he reveled in Penny's submission. "Doesn't he deserve better than a cheating whore of a wife?"

For a moment, Penny hesitated, the mention of her husband and Mason’s lewd words piercing through the haze of lust. But then the pool boy slammed back into her, and the searing heat of him burned away the shame, leaving only Mason and his cock.

"I don't care!" she cried out, surrendering herself entirely to her pleasure. "Just fuck me!"

As Mason’s fucking forced Penny closer and closer to the edge, the young wife had one last rational thought. Clara, the young maid, was in the house! Was she listening even now? Would she hear Penny’s cries when she came?

The young wife clapped a hand over her mouth as Mason continued to fuck her, driving her to the edge of bliss. Oh, God! she thought. Please, don’t let her hear me!

Mason saw the young wife holding back, and he reached down and pulled her hand away from her mouth.

"Let it go, Mrs. Thompson!" Mason growled, gripping her by the chin and forcing her to look him in the eye. "Let the whole fucking world know how much you love this cock."

Mason's words echoed in her mind like a hypnotic suggestion, connecting with the pleasure coursing through her body. The young man's grip on her tightened, and he leaned down to capture her lips in a fierce kiss. His tongue plundered her mouth as his hips continued to thrust into hers, driving them both towards their climax.

Penny's hands slid up his muscled flanks and gripped Mason's shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she surrendered herself completely to him. Her entire world was consumed by the sensations of his cock filling her so perfectly, so completely. She could feel every inch of him inside of her, claiming her as his own.

Mason broke their kiss and buried his face into the crook of Penny's neck, his hot breath tickling her skin as he whispered in her ear.

"Now, Mrs. Thompson," he growled. "Let go for me. Give it to me. Give it to me!"

She didn’t know how many times he said it, but as the word ‘me’ stabbed her brain over and over again, it happened.

The intense pleasure crashed over her, sweeping away all thoughts and fears until there was only the euphoria of orgasm left in its wake. She screamed, loud enough for anyone within a mile radius to hear.

“YES! I’M CUMMING! IT’S YOURS!”

She did not know if it was her orgasm or her heart she was giving to him, but it didn’t matter. Her body convulsed in the water, splashing and jerking as Mason held his hot flesh inside of her. She was like a speared fish, twitching out the last of its life to the hunter before she was devoured.

"Wow!" Mason panted as he looked down at his prize. "I’d say you needed that for a long time. Poor Terry must not be doing his job at all!"

Penny could barely form a coherent thought, her mind a whirlpool of pleasure, guilt, and shame. She knew the consequences of what she'd done would be far-reaching and devastating, but the raw, animalistic need that had driven her to this point refused to be ignored or denied.

As the last licks of pleasure slowly receded, Penny's mind cleared, making her aware of Mason's heavy breathing and the imminent release that threatened to spill inside her. Her eyes widened in panic.

"Wait! You can't come inside me," she gasped, her hands bracing against his chest, pushing him back slightly. "I can't get pregnant!"

Mason's intense blue eyes narrowed, a predatory grin spreading across his face as he pulled out of her. "Fine, Mrs. Thompson. I'll give you something you'll never forget," he growled, yanking her up into a sitting position on the edge of the pool.

She was still groggy from her orgasm and looked up to see Mason’s glorious body and massive cock glowing in the sun. He was stroking the thick, reddened length of his shaft, the bulbous head expanding grotesquely.

“You ever let Terry cum on your face, slut?”

“Nuh... no!” she moaned.

Not that he hadn’t tried, but she had always been disgusted by the thought. What was she? A whore? A porn star? But, still drunk on the most powerful orgasm of her life, she had no spirit left to fight.

"Look at me," Mason commanded, and she found herself unable to resist. His cock, slick and engorged, hovered before her eyes. "I made you happy. Now you’re going to do the same for me. Now, tell me you want it."

"I... I want it," she choked out, and the masochistic part of her did want it. She wanted to please this powerful man who had given her so much. It was only fair. It was only right. He deserved to cum on her face, and after the way she acted?

She deserved it, too.

"Fuck!" Mason growled, and his hand gripped the base of his cock.

Penny watched in fascinated horror as the slit of Mason’s cock expanded and the first blast of hot cum hit her in the eye. She gasped as it burned, and she tasted a hot, bitter blast hit her tongue.

Then he was cumming in full force, his lust splattering across her face like hot wax. Penny was degraded and strangely excited. She opened one eye and saw Mason’s face twisted in pleasure, his confident demeanor finally giving way to his need. She had done that.

Finally, Mason stopped coming, and she moaned. Her senses drowned in the swampy smell and bitter taste of Mason’s cum. He reached down and gripped her chin, his face inches from her dripping lips.

"Such a dirty whore for me, aren't you?" he hissed. "Now, I want you to come again with my cum all over your pretty face."

Penny trembled, both from the lewdness of his words and the heady excitement of his promise. She hated herself for how much she loved this degradation, how she craved him even after the abuse, but she couldn’t stop.

Mason slid his hand beneath the water, finding her slick, swollen folds with expert precision. He plunged two fingers inside her, eliciting another gasp of pleasure mixed with pain as the sensation sent shockwaves through her body.

"Come on, you filthy slut," he urged, his voice dripping with disdain. "Show me just how much you love being used."

His words were like a whip, lashing at away at her dignity even as his masterful fingers invaded her cunt. The delicious mixture of shame and arousal pushed her further and further until she could no longer hold back.

"Please... oh, god, please!" she begged, his cum bubbling on her lips. “Fuck, yes!

Penny writhed under the water, her body bucking against Mason’s hand as she succumbed to wave after wave of bliss. She moaned wantonly, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. She could smell and taste his cum, feel it dripping lewdly down her cheeks, and she no longer cared. All she wanted was that pleasure between her legs to never stop.

"Good girl," Mason purred and pulled his fingers from her quivering pussy. He ran his thumb across her cheek, eliciting a moan from the exhausted wife, then shoved his slick finger into her mouth. "Look at you, a good little cheating wife coming with my cum all over your face. What would Terry say?"

Penny whimpered around his thumb, tasting his thick, bitter jizz. The last remnants of her climax washed over her as she watched Mason's cum slowly dripping from her chin and into the water, leaving milky trails in its wake.

"Fuck, you are incredible," Mason chuckled. She couldn't bring herself to meet his eyes, instead watching his cum dirty the waters of the pool, just like it stained her face.

"Y-yeah," she stammered, the weight of her betrayal suddenly settled on her chest, making it difficult to breathe.

"Mrs. Thompson," Mason said. "I'll see you next week, yeah?"

Her heart sank at the thought of this lewd affair continuing, but the lingering tremors of ecstasy made it impossible for her to protest. She nodded almost imperceptibly, not trusting her voice to form words.

"Good," he responded. "Tell your husband thanks for the business." His laughter filled the air as he walked away, leaving Penny alone in the pool, her body still quivering.

As the sound of Mason's footsteps faded, Penny tried to focus on the gentle lapping of the water against her skin, desperately attempting to drown out the guilt and shame.

What have I done? she thought, her throat tightening around a sob. How could I betray Terry like this?

She knew that what had transpired between her and Mason was wrong, that it went against everything she believed in, but the memory of his cock, the way it had filled her, completed her, made her tremble with need. Already she wanted more of him, despite the shame.

As Penny stared at the milky trails of Mason's cum dissipating in the water, she knew this was far from over. The seed of lust had been planted deep within her, and despite the crushing weight of shame and guilt, she knew if Mason Wolfe came for her again, she would be powerless to resist.
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And she was right. She was powerless to resist him.

Every week she she told herself she wouldn’t let him in. And every week, she arranged for Clara to have the day off. Which was a good thing, considering Mason Wolfe wasn’t satisfied with sex in the pool. He wanted to fuck her in every room of the house.

And it was a big house.

Penny lay back on the bed, her body aching from the rough fucking Mason had given her. She heard, as if from far away, the shower go on in the master bathroom. Her hand reached up and touched Mason’s cum, already drying on her cheeks, and spread a glaze of the salty fluid over her tongue. The smell and taste of his cum brought back the memories of the previous weeks, colliding and crashing through her numb brain.

A memory floated to the surface. In the huge dining room she and Terry had never used, she found herself on top of Mason, riding his thick cock on the gleaming surface of the dining room table. She could feel him deep inside of her, his cock feeling like it was in her belly, reaching those glorious places Terry could only dream of. Her round breasts bounced against her rib cage, the feeling of his engorged shaft deep inside her driving her wild. She rode him hard and fast, working for that orgasm she needed. And when she found it she screamed, her voice echoing off the high ceilings and ringing in her ears.

Only later did she find the puddle of her juices staining the gleaming surface. She had moved a bowl of fake fruit over the spot and hoped Terry wouldn’t notice.

Another memory batted at the edges of her mind and, with a sigh, she let it come to the front of her brain. She moaned on the stained sheets as she saw the hall of paintings. She had her hands pressed firmly against the expensive canvas, the smiling faces of a family picnic staring back at her as Mason pounded her from behind.

“That’s it, slut!” Mason’s words haunted her even now. “Who do you belong to?”

“You, baby!” she cried, and the happy family swam in front of her eyes as tears of joy streamed down her cheeks. “I’m your slut!”

Another orgasm, another scream that echoed through the halls of the empty house. Screams of desperate surrender.

The memory shifted and suddenly Penny was in a library she had never even seen before. A hidden room that Mason found and had decided to make his own. Its towering shelves were filled with leather-bound volumes and the smell of old paper hung heavy in the air as she knelt before Mason, her mouth bobbing furiously on his thick cock.

She could taste him, this throbbing shaft filling her and choking her as the smell of old books filled her nostrils and mixed with his musk.

When she felt him tense, she pulled back, opening her mouth and presenting her face for his load. His hot cum splattered across her face, the sticky jizz marking her as his possession. It dripped down her cheeks as she cleaned him lovingly, the words of dead authors the only witness to her lewd actions.

And just like that, every place in the house had been marked by Mason, the smell of his musky sweat and jizz greeting her no matter where she went. She could not escape him.

Penny's thoughts snapped back to the present, back to the steady hiss of the shower. She trembled with anticipation as she sat on her marital bed, naked and sweating, her face covered in Mason's cum. He had been especially rough on her today, excited by the thought of fucking her in the bed she shared with Terry. And the filthy things she had said– that he was better than Terry, that he was a real man and Terry was pathetic–each one excited Mason and he thrust hard, and faster. And Penny had been so drunk on his cock, she would have said anything for another savage thrust.

The hiss of running water got louder as Mason emerged from the bathroom, his golden skin glistening. He was gloriously naked, his cock hanging to mid-thigh like a sleeping snake waiting to strike again. Penny's eyes widened, her body trembling with the familiar rush of guilt, fear, and lust. This time, however, guilt won as she remembered what she had said on her marital bed, how she had insulted Terry so Mason would fuck her harder.

"Look at me," Mason said, his voice softer than she was used to. He walked over to her, cupped her chin, and lifted her eyes to his. There was something in his gaze that she hadn't seen before, a warmth that seemed to melt away some of the shame that gnawed at her heart. "You've done well, Penny," he murmured softly, his thumb gently stroking her cheek. "You took care of me so well, like a good girl. Now, let me take care of you."

A warmth to match the warmth in Mason's eyes bloomed in Penny's chest, and she found herself unable to look away from him. A single tear escaped and slid down her cheek.

"Hey," Mason said softly, his thumb catching the tear and wiping it away. "It's OK. Everything you feel is OK. You enjoyed it, yes?"

She hesitated, then nodded, on the verge of more tears. It was true—she had enjoyed their encounters more than she thought possible. But what about Terry? The guilt still gnawed at her, even as the desire for Mason assaulted every nerve in her body.

"Good. That's good," Mason murmured, smiling warmly at her. He reached out and helped her up, her body aching from his vigorous fucking but in a good way, like a workout she had needed for a long time.

"Come with me," he said, taking her hand and leading her into the bathroom. Steam filled the room, and the cozy hiss of the shower calmed her nerves. He helped her into the huge, walk-in shower, where the warm water cascaded over her, easing her bruised muscles and her damaged soul. Mason stepped in behind her, and they were enclosed, safe, in the warm, wet sanctuary of the shower.

"Just relax," he whispered in her ear, his voice gentle yet firm. The sound of his voice sent shivers down her spine, and despite everything, she couldn't help but comply.

"Thank you, Mason," Penny breathed, her body trembling as the water washed away the cum and the sweat. But she knew that no amount of water could wash away the memories, the emotions that tormented her.

"Stop thanking me," he said, his tone light but insistent. "You deserve this, Penny. You deserve to be taken care of, to feel wanted and desired."

She closed her eyes and sighed with pleasure as Mason's powerful hands lathered the soap, his touch gentle and tender, so different from their previous encounters. The delicate scent of lavender drifted through the steam, wrapping itself around her and pulling them closer together.

"Your skin is so soft," Mason murmured, as he washed Penny's back. His fingers traced delicate patterns along her spine, sending shivers down her body. "You're so beautiful, Penny. You are perfect."

Penny felt her pulse quicken, but couldn't bring herself to speak. Instead, she focused on the feeling of his hands gliding over her wet skin. It was intoxicating, this kinder, gentler side of Mason. The pain she had felt, physically and emotionally, floated away with the soapy lather.

"You deserve to be pleasured in ways your husband never could." Mason whispered in her ear. Where she normally she felt guilt at the mention of Terry, his hot words sent a jolt of lust straight to her core.

As if sensing her body's response, Mason's fingers found their way between her legs, teasing and caressing her swollen, sensitive pussy. Penny's nipples hardened, and she arched her back, pressing herself against his hand as the pleasure built within her. She couldn't believe she wanted to orgasm again, but she did. Her shame and guilt were forgotten, replaced by an all-consuming need for Mason’s touch.

Mason continued stroking her, whispering in her ear, the lust slowly building to a crescendo. She tensed and Mason, reading her body like a book, knew she was about to come.

"That's it. Come for me, Penny," Mason commanded softly, his breath hot on her neck. "Come for me."

Penny's body responded instinctively, her muscles tensing and releasing against the tiles of the shower as the pleasure surged through her. The aftershocks reverberated throughout her entire being, leaving her gasping for air and quivering in Mason's powerful arms.

"Did you enjoy that?" he asked.

"Yes," Penny whispered.

"Good," Mason murmured, pressing a tender kiss to her temple. "You deserve it."

The water continued to pour down, creating a rhythmic symphony that drowned out Penny's thoughts as the steam swirled around her. She felt like she was floating, lost in the haze of her own desire and confusion.

"Now, will you pleasure me?" he asked. Not a command, but a request. “Please.”

Penny nodded, and Mason stepped back, revealing his cock already growing. How? How could he get hard so quickly? Terry could never go multiple times!

The obtrusive thoughts flitted away the moment she wrapped her slender fingers around his cock. Slowly, she worked her hand back and forth along his slick length, pleased with the heavy heat of it in her hands.

“Get on your knees, Penny,” Mason growled, his voice less gentle now, but she recognized his need and dropped obediently to her knees.

"Please, Penny,” he gasped, trying not to frighten her, framing it as a plea instead of a command. She felt her chest fill with warmth at this consideration. Of course, she would do it., she thought. Anything to please this wonderful man!

Wonderful? A few kind words and you fall to pieces?

Penny acknowledged the unwanted thoughts and then pushed them away. This is what she wanted. To please this wonderful man who had given her so much. So, he wasn’t her husband. Maybe if Terry had been more of a husband, she wouldn’t be on her knees, worshiping a real man!

The traitorous spite stabbing into her heart sickened her, but also drove her forward. She wrapped her lips around Mason’s cock with more hunger, more need, than she had shown before. Anything to get away from those awful thoughts.

And it worked. The taste of him was intoxicating, and she wanted more. Gripping the base of his cock, she guided him deeper into her throat, her eyes watering as she struggled to take him all in. Penny knew she was giving herself over to him completely, offering her submission as she worshipped his body with an intensity she never knew she could possess.

I deserve it! she spat at the negative voices in her mind, the head of his cock choking her. He deserves it!

"Good girl," Mason moaned, placing a hand on the back of her head, guiding her movements. "Now suck my balls."

Mason's cock, heavy and engorged, shone with Penny's spit as he pulled it away from her eager mouth. His massive balls, wet and swollen, hung low between his muscular thighs, begging for her attention. Penny didn't waste a moment. Diving face-first into his sac, her tongue darted out to lick and suck at the tender flesh. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils, driving her wild.

She measured the weight of his balls in her hands as she cupped them, massaging gently and teasingly. Mason's moans grew louder as she continued her ministrations, his hips bucking against her face. Penny could feel herself growing wetter by the second, her own arousal building in response to his.

She took one of his testicles into her mouth, rolling it around with her tongue before releasing it with a wet pop. She moved on to the other, giving it the same worship as she continued to stroke and squeeze his cock. Mason's breathing grew ragged, his moans becoming more desperate as he neared the edge.

“Do you want me?” Mason huffed, pulling her gasping from his balls before he exploded.

“Yes!”

“That’s good,” Mason said, and to Penny’s surprise, he turned and bent over, presenting his hard, perfect ass to her. “Show me.”

Penny gulped as she realized what he wanted from her next., but she had gone too far to stop. In an act both degrading and exhilarating, she leaned forward and buried her face between his ass cheeks, her tongue seeking his tiny, round sphincter. The sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced before–the swampy taste, the musky smell, and the wet skin fo his ass pressed against her face all combined into one overwhelming moment. It was like she was drowning in Mason’s body.

"Such a good girl," Mason moaned, rolling his hips so his ass rubbed against Penny''s face. "My good girl."

Penny felt a lewd sense of accomplishment and she worked her face even deeper into his ass, using her mouth, tongue and even her nose to worship Mason’s glistening anus. She reached blindly around his body with both hands, finding his cock once again and stroking it vigorously. The sleeping snake was now hard and hot in her hands, ready to strike.

"Enough!"

Mason growled low in his throat, primal and urgent, and turned to her, his eyes clouded with lust. Penny could tell he was close to losing control, and she felt a lewd pride that she had brought him to this point.

Mason reached down and pulled her to her feet. Then she squeaked as he lifted her effortlessly off the shower floor. She clung to his wet body, her fingers digging into the hard muscles of his back as he carried her to her bedroom, their bodies leaving a trail of water in their wake.

"I need you," Mason grunted as he laid her on her marital bed. "I need you right now!

Penny spread her legs wide, her heart pounding with anticipation. She felt the familiar mixture of shame and desire clawing at her insides, but it was Mason's hunger that held her down. He positioned himself between her thighs, his throbbing cock poised at her entrance.

"Tell me you want this.”

"God, yes... please, Mason," she gasped, her body trembling. "Fuck me. Make me yours."

With a feral groan, Mason plunged his rock-hard cock into her slick, quivering pussy. She gasped as he filled her completely, the head of his thick member nudging against her cervix. Her velvety walls clamped down around him, welcoming him in with a vice-like grip. He pulled back slowly, savoring the feeling of her wet heat gripping him, before driving into her once more.

He thrust hard, hitting her deepest spots with each stab of his meaty flesh. She screamed, her nails digging into the sheets as a violent wave of lust built inside of her. Her cunt muscles contracted around him, milking him, wanting more.

Mason responded to her excitement and fucked her relentlessly, driving her to the edge of sanity. Her mind raced, swirling with thoughts of her husband, Terry, and the life they had built together–but they were burned away by Mason's soul-shattering power.

"Harder, Mason!" she cried, her voice desperate and pleading. "Please... don't stop!"

"Take it all, Penny," he grunted, his powerful hips slamming into her. "This is what you wanted, isn't it?"

"Y-yes," she cried. "I need this. I need you!"

Mason hammered in Penny mercilessly, driving her to the brink of ecstasy. She exploded into a violent orgasm that tore through her like a raging storm, leaving her gasping for air and drowning in waves of unadulterated bliss. Her pussy clenched and released in rapid succession, each pulse intensifying the aftermath of her climax until she was left trembling and spent in her marital bed.

Mason's eyes darkened to a predatory glint as his pace increased, his powerful hips slamming into Penny with increasing force. His voice was husky and possessive when he spoke, "I'm going to come inside you, Penny! Fill you up with my seed!"

Penny felt a flash of fear as she registered his words. If he came inside of her, she could get pregnant! What would Terry do? Then she met Mason's gaze, fierce and gentle, cruel and loving. The two sides of him crashed together in her mind, and she knew.

She didn’t want him to stop, never wanted him to stop, even if that meant...

"YES!” she cried before she could change her mind. “Please, fill me up. Fill my belly up with your baby!"

"Fuck yes, you want this, don't you?" Mason grunted, the muscles in his arms flexing as he gripped her thighs tighter, driving himself deeper into her slick, welcoming heat.

“Yes!” She thrashed on the bed. “Yes! Give me your baby!”

“What about Terry?”

She knew what he wanted, and the last shred of guilt tore away inside of her as she gave it to him.

“I don’t care!” she wailed. “I want you, Mason! Only you!”

"Fuck, yes!!" Mason roared, his face contorted in pleasure as he gave one final, powerful thrust.

Penny's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt Mason's cock throbbing inside her. Each pulse sent a hot jet of his seed deep into her womb. She could feel her body clench around him, milking every drop as another orgasm crashed over her.

The young wife gasped and moaned as her body convulsed, her hips bucking wildly as she rode the waves of ecstasy. She could feel Mason's cock twitching and pulsing inside her, each spasm sending a fresh wave of ecstasy coursing through her veins.

The sensation was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was as if a dam had burst inside her, releasing a flood of warmth and pleasure that spread through her entire body. She could feel Mason's cum filling her up, coating the walls of her pussy and filling her womb.

"Fuck, yes, baby," Mason groaned. "You're mine now. All mine."

Penny could only moan in response, her mind completely consumed by the intense pleasure coursing through her. As their orgasms subsided, Penny collapsed back onto the bed, her body spent and exhausted. She could feel Mason's cum still inside her, a constant reminder of the intense pleasure they had just shared. She felt it slowly leaking out of her, a hot and sticky mess that heightened her bliss.

She looked up at Mason, tears in her eyes. "Thank you," she whimpered, giving her appreciation to a man who may have just given her the gift of life. A man that was not her husband. "I've never felt anything like that before."

Mason smiled down at her, his eyes filled with love and admiration. "You're incredible," he replied, brushing a strand of hair out of her face. "Such a good girl."

Penny's heart swelled with love and gratitude as she snuggled closer to Mason, her body still tingling with pleasure. She knew she would never forget this moment, the intense pleasure of Mason's warm seed filling her womb and sending her over the edge into the most intense orgasm of her life.

Penny clung to Mason, her sweat-slick skin pressed against his heaving chest. In that moment, as they lay together on the bed that symbolized her marriage and betrayal, Penny knew her old life was over. The guilt might return, but it would never be enough to make her give up the feeling of belonging completely to Mason Wolfe.

There were so many things to say. She could feel it in the heart that had just been stolen from her husband. But it wasn’t the right time to say it. So she placed her lips by Mason’s ear and said the one thing she knew he wanted to hear.

"Yes. Your good girl."
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