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A loud pop shattered the quiet night and almost sent Sophia Sanders into the pool. She whirled around and saw Clyde smiling sheepishly in the soft light, holding a gushing bottle of champagne away from his tuxedo. Sophia sighed with relief as she watched the expensive liquor bubble out of the top of the bottle and splash onto the patio.

“Sorry!” Clyde laughed. “I guess I’m not used to opening the bottles!”

“That’s what happens when you have other people to do things for you,” Sophia chuckled, hurried over to the table as Clyde poured the rich, golden liquid into two crystal glasses.

"Happy anniversary, darling," Clyde said, and handed his wife a glass of champagne. “To ten wonderful years.”

Sophia’s cheeks warmed, her raven hair cascading over her shoulders, framing the sensuous curves of her face. She looked over her shoulder at the sanctuary of their backyard surrounded by lush and perfectly pruned greenery. The warm light from the house sent glittering ripples across the surface of the Olympic sized pool Clyde had insisted they put in two years earlier.

"I am truly grateful for this life.” She sighed with contentment. “I am so lucky to have you.”

Clyde ran his fingers through his graying hair, his eyes never straying far from Sophia’s curves. She worked hard to maintain her body. Five days a week with a personal trainer and there wasn’t a day that when by she wasn't counting the calories that passed between her lips. Sometimes, it was hard, but it was worth it to see that look of complete adoration in her husband’s eyes.

"I do what I can," Clyde replied with mock humility, a playful smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. In truth, he reveled in his role as Sophia's provider, taking immense satisfaction in knowing that he could provide her with all the material comforts she desired.

Sophia leaned toward Clyde, her emerald eyes locked onto his, speaking volumes about her appreciation and the undercurrent of desire running between them. "You know how much I love you," she whispered. She traced a perfectly manicured nail along the back of his hand, and excitement lit up his face.

“You are the best prize I could have ever won,” Clyde murmured and Sophia chuckled as he kissed her, the champagne bubbles tingling on her soft, pink lips. It was an old joke, how Sophia was a ‘kept’ woman.She knew it was old-fashioned, but part of her enjoyed being Clyde’s most prized possession. It made her feel wanted and safe.

Sophia and Clyde shared a lengthy and passionate kiss. She pressed her body against her husband, the warmth of her pliable flesh creating an electric charge between them. Time stood still as they indulged in the sweetness of each other's lips.

"God, you are so beautiful," Clyde murmured into Sophia's ear as he slipped the strap of her dress over one shoulder, eager to reveal the sumptuous figure beneath.

Sophia's eyes widened, but she hesitated, pulling away slightly. "Clyde, wait," she whispered, glancing over her shoulder at the house behind them. "Andrea is still in the house. We wouldn't want her to see us like this, would we?"

"No, she’s not," Clyde murmured into Sophia’s ear. “I sent her home. Why do you think I had to open the champagne?”

“Or course,” Sophia laughed and wrapped her arms around Clyde’s neck. You’ve thought of everything.”

“Oh, right!” Clyde gave her a mischievous smile. “I do. In fact...”

Clyde reached down under the table and lifted a black box.He handed it to Sophia, and she looked up at his smiling face. Slowly, she opened the box and inside was a gorgeous diamond necklace that sparkled brilliantly in a nest of red velvet.

“Oh, my God!” Sophia gasped, her hands trembling as Clyde stepped forward and picked the web of sparkling diamonds. “It... it’s magnificent! It must have cost a fortune!”

“Worth it,” Clyde said and stepped behind her. He swept her curtain of raven hair aside, exposing her neck, and snapped the necklace into place.

Sophia brushed her fingers over the glittering chain. It was heavy; the diamonds clustered in a V shape that narrowed until they pointed to the deep crevice between her round breasts.

“It’s so beautiful!” She turned in Clyde’s arms, gripped his neck, and pulled him into a deep, wet kiss. She could feel the weight of the necklace between them, a symbol of Clyde’s love, and she felt a spark of excitement flare deep in her belly.

"Not as beautiful as you," Clyde said, his voice husky with desire. He slipped his fingers under the straps of her red dress, and this time she didn't stop him as he slid them over her shoulders. As the red fabric pooled at her waist, Clyde took a moment to admire the perfection that was his wife's figure.

Sophia's ample breasts, barely contained by the lacy black bra she wore, seemed to defy gravity. Her flat stomach led the eye to the gentle swell of her hips, which flared out invitingly before tapering into long, shapely legs.

"So beautiful," Clyde whispered, his breath warm against her neck. He leaned in for a lingering kiss, his tongue dancing with hers.

"Thank you," she replied, her voice tinged with a touch of pride. Sophia knew the power her beauty held over others - especially her husband. "I try."

Clyde chuckled softly. "Well, you certainly succeed. Now, let me show you just how much I appreciate your efforts."

The moonlight rippled across the surface of the pool, casting a cool glow over Sophia's body as she stood before Clyde, clad only in her black lingerie. Her hair cascaded down her back like a dark waterfall, and her plump pink lips curved into a sultry smile.

She pushed Clyde into a chair and peeled off her bra. Her round breasts, each one peaked with a hard, brown nipple, gleamed in the dim light. Then, she turned, the firm globes of her ass pointed at her husband and slowly, languorously, slipped her panties down over her buttocks.

She glanced back and was delighted to see Clyde staring dumbstruck as she treated her wonderful man to a striptease. The work to maintain her body was worth it if she could see that hungry, adoring look in his eyes.

Finally, she stood up and backed towards the pool wearing only the expensive necklace and the five karat diamond he had slipped on her finger ten years ago. She stood tall, her body magnificent in the blue light. Then, with a playful glint in her eye, Sophia stepped off the edge of the pool and fell into the blue water.

She stayed submerged in the water, enclosed in a cool, silent cocoon. A smile slid across her face as she imagined the surprise on Clyde’s face. When she couldn’t hold her breath any longer, she burst up through the surface. The water came up to her belly button, giving Clyde a wonderful view of her dripping, glistening breasts.

"Come on, Clyde," she cooed, adding a teasing little whimper at the end. "Don't make me wait."

For a moment, Clyde could only stare at his wife, and Sophia chuckled. The water dripped from her breasts like a thousand crystals, each droplet catching the light and sparkling like the diamonds at her throat. It was a sight designed to drive any man wild, and her poor husband was no exception.

"Sophia," he breathed, barely able to speak. "You... Jesus!"

Sophia laughed.

"You like?" she asked coyly, tilting her head to one side as she gazed at him. Her inner thoughts bubbled with excitement, a mix of pleasure and pride fueling her need. "Then, you better get in here and enjoy your ‘prize’!”

Clyde stood at the edge of the pool, like he’d been struck between the eyes. Without another word, he pulled off his pants, forgetting he still had on his shoes. Sophia watched with glee as her husband hopped around on the deck, trying to tear off his clothes.

"Come on, slowpoke," Sophia teased, splashing water in his direction. "I'm getting lonely in here."

"Patience... oof... my dear," Clyde grunted, finally stepping out of his pants.

His aging body was still strong, but the years had left their mark: the once-dark hair on his chest had grayed, and he had thickened around the waist. He still looked good to Sophia, like an aging lion. With a deep breath, he jumped into the pool and splashed towards his wife,

Sophia’s laughter filled the air as they embraced, their bodies pressed against each other beneath the surface. Sophia reveled in the sensation of Clyde's arms around her, the warmth of his embrace a reminder of why she had married him.

"I want to taste you," Clyde murmured into her ear, his hot words sending shivers down her spine.

"Don’t let me stop you," Sophia laughed, pulling him towards a set of underwater steps. She reclined against them, allowing her legs to float up and part, her dark pubic hair emerging from the water and glistening in the moonlight. Clyde smiled at her boldness, the sight of his wife's exposed pussy making his eyes, and mouth, hungry.

"Bon appetite," Sophia giggled and then gasped as her husband hooked her knees on his shoulders, spread her thighs, and pushed his face into her wet and ready pussy.

There were no slow, deliberate licks from her husband. Her performance had pushed him into a frenzied hunger and Sophia gasped in pleasure as he attacked the silky folds of her pussy. She bucked against him, forcing his face deeper between her legs.

"That’s it, baby!" Sophia moaned, her fingers gripping his hair as pulling him closer. "Eat that pussy!"

He surrendered to her lust, focusing on her swollen clit. His normally skilled touch had been replaced by raw hunger and Sophia’s body responded, the tension coiling within her and pushing her towards the edge of her bliss.

"More," she gasped, her back arching off the steps as she bared herself to him without reservation. "Give me more!"

Clyde sucked her clit into his mouth, swirling his tongue over the engorged bud. The sound of her cries echoed across the pool as her body splashed in the water. The pulsating waves of her orgasm washed over her, and her body thrashed against her husband until Clyde could no longer hold her up. Breathing heavily, he lowered his wife into the water, the cool embrace of the pool contrasting with the throbbing heat between her legs.

"That was so good!" she murmured, wrapping her legs around Clyde’s body and pulling him closer. "I need to feel you inside me."

Clyde struggled a bit as he laid Sophia back against the steps and she was reminded of their age gap. He was fifteen years her senior and while that had meant little ten years ago; the time had stolen some endurance from her husband.

“That’s it, baby!” she cooed encouragingly as he probed her pussy with the head of his cock. “Give it to me!”

Her plaintive cries carried to her husband’s ears and touched off another hungry burst of lust. With a desperate thrust, he drove his cock inside of her. The moonlit water lapped gently against Sophia's body, pressing her against the pool steps as Clyde's thrusts sent shivers down her spine. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, their eyes locked in a gaze that bore into the depths of each other's souls.

"Ah, Sophia," Clyde panted against her neck. "You feel so incredible."

"Harder, Clyde," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sound of the water splashing around them. In response, he gripped her hips tighter, increasing the intensity of his movements.

"God, Sophia! I can’t hold back!" Clyde huffed, his muscles straining. The raw lust in his eyes sent a thrill through her, reminding Sophia that despite his age, this man still desired her above all else.

Sophia felt the pleasure of her orgasm throbbing gently inside of her. She had never experienced an orgasm from penetration and wished on this night of all nights, she could have that with her husband. She shook off the negative thoughts.

It didn't matter. Clyde was an attentive lover, and he had already given her an orgasm.

"Just come, baby!" she moaned. “Come for me.”

"I love you, Sophia.” he grunted, his words punctuated by ragged breaths.

With that, Sophia felt Clyde's body tense. She pulled him close; she didn’t feel him come, but the spreading warmth and Clyde’s whimpered moans against her neck let her know he was finished.

Clyde's breathless sigh echoed through the night air, his body quivering with satisfaction as Sophia gently disentangled herself from him. The moonlight danced on the water, casting shadows over their entwined forms and, for a moment, Sophia allowed herself to bask in the afterglow of her husband's release.

"Sophia, that was incredible," Clyde murmured.

"Yes," Sophia replied softly, though she couldn't help but feel the twinge of frustration buried deep within her. She had not shared in his bliss, the spark within her remaining dormant as their bodies moved together in the water.

She looked around at the sprawling estate, the luxurious life that Clyde had built for them, and forced herself to push that gnawing dissatisfaction aside. What were fleeting moments of pleasure compared to the love and security Clyde provided?

"Are you cold?" Clyde asked.

"No, I'm fine," she reassured him, smiling tenderly as she wrapped her arms around his neck. "It's just... I can't help but think about how lucky I am to have you."

And she meant it. As her husband held her in a pool of rippling moonlight, she knew no one could please her as much as her husband.

She was sure of it.
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"Y our husband is such a lucky man to have a slutty little wife like you!" Meredith Wilkins moaned in pathetic protest. She couldn’t tell the

powerful young man behind her he was wrong. Her poor husband

wasn’t lucky. She wasn't a slut.

At least not for the man she married.

But, she couldn’t say anything, not with Mason’s thick cock pounding into her, driving her into the bed she shared with her husband. Every thrust forced the air out of her lungs. Then, he would withdraw and her married cunt, unused to such a big cock, clung to his rigid flesh. He gave her just enough time to cry out in pain and pleasure before he hammered back into her, driving the oxygen from her lungs.

“If only your husband could see you now!” Mason growled and grabbed handfuls of Meredith’s round breasts, kneading the pliable flesh in his strong fingers.

The beautiful housewife let out a gurgled wheeze and Mason grunted happily as Meredith’s pussy clenched around the throbbing length of his cock. He slowed his vicious thrusting and took a moment to take in his surroundings.

The opulent bedroom was bathed in the soft golden glow of the bedside lamps. The expensive silk sheets were tangled around the housewife’s voluptuous curves, unable to contain the Meredith’s enthusiasm of she thrashed on the end of Mason’s cock. Smiling, Mason dug his fingers into the flesh of Meredith's generous hips, pulled her closer, and drove himself to deep into her molten core.

Meredith threw her head back, her auburn hair cascading over the plush pillows, a stark contrast against the smooth white linen. Her ample breasts heaved with each forceful thrust, as Mason indulged in her fleshy body.

His desires were raw and powerful, as he claimed Meredith’s body. He reveled in the richness of her marital bedroom - the rich mahogany furniture, heavy velvet curtains, and priceless art adorning the walls - all bearing witness to the sordid acts Mason was inflicting upon the married woman’s quivering figure.

There was another witness to Meredith Wilkins’ lewd display. Little Darren, a toy poodle named after Meredith’s millionaire husband, whimpered from his perch on a velvet cushion near the foot of the bed. The tiny dog's mournful gaze was fixed upon Meredith and Mason, its dark eyes wide with shock and confusion as this interloper hammered his mistress into the bed.

"Look at him," Mason laughed, nodding towards the trembling pet. "What do you think your husband would say if he knew his precious wife was getting fucked by the pool boy in his very own bed?"

Meredith's cheeks flushed crimson, a mixture of humiliation and excitement coursing through her veins. She bit down on her lower lip, struggling to find the words to respond. "I... I don't know," she stammered, her voice barely audible above the wet sounds of her pussy taking Mason’s cock.

"Maybe we should ask Little Darren here," Mason suggested, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he continued his relentless assault. "You think he'd like to watch while I show you what a real man can do?"

"Please, Mason," Meredith moaned, her hips bucking against his as he drove her further into the throes of ecstasy. "Don't tease me like this."

"Tease?" Mason scoffed, the word dripping with disdain. "I'm just reminding you of how pathetic your husband is compared to me. He couldn't satisfy you like I can, could he?"

"No," Meredith breathed, her body quivering beneath his touch. "Never! Never!"

"Good," Mason replied, his voice low and dangerous. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear as he whispered, "Now let your precious Little Darren see just how much of a slut his mistress really is."

Mason's fingers dug into Meredith's ample thighs, yanking her body against him as he thrust into her with a vicious intensity that left her breathless. As his thick, engorged cock buried itself inside her again and again, he had the euphoric sensation of fucking her entire body, driving any thoughts of her husband from her brain with his cock.

"Tell me how much you need it," he growled.

"God, I need it!" Meredith moaned in response, completely lost in the haze of pleasure that enveloped her. "Please, don't stop."

As the room echoed with the sounds of their passionate fucking, Little Darren's whimpers became increasingly desperate, a constant reminder of the forbidden nature of their liaison. But Mason knew that the trophy wife was beyond caring. All that now was the pleasure he was giving her.

Meredith's entire body suddenly tensed and arched off the bed, a deep, guttural moan escaping from her parted lips as waves of pleasure rippled through her. Her fingers dug into the soft sheets beneath her, grasping for something to save her. But she was beyond saving, and the sound of her voice echoed around the room, a primal scream that released all the pent-up desire she had been holding inside. Mason watched with sadistic glee as her bountiful flesh convulsed on y the bed, slowed to a quiver, then finally came to a rest on the sweaty silk sheets.

"Such a greedy little slut," Mason taunted, the cruel edge in his voice only heightening her arousal. "You just can't get enough, can you?"

Meredith shook her head, tears of pleasure streaming down her cheeks. "No! Never!"

"Then let's see if you can handle this," he said, pulling out of her with a wicked grin. He positioned himself between her breasts, his huge cock slick with her juices. As he rubbed his shaft over her fleshy globes, he saw the beautiful wife’s body quiver with anticipation.

"Show me how much you need me," Mason demanded, and Meredith obediently pressed her generous breasts together, forming a tight channel for him to fuck. She looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, silently urging him on. “Good girl. Now, who do you belong to?”

“You!”

Little Damien whimpered as if the spirit of her husband was watching through the silly dog’s eyes.

“What about your husband?”

“No! Oh, God, no! I belong to you!”

Mason wasted no time, driving himself between her pillowy mounds with the same relentless force that had brought her to the brink of ecstasy moments before. The sight of his cock disappearing between her breasts, only to reappear at her chin, was almost too much for him to take.

"Look at you," Mason huffed, breathing hard as he neared his limit. "Reduced to nothing more than a pair of tits for me to use as I please."

“Whatever you want, baby! It’s all for you!”

A deep growl erupted from Mason’s throat. He pulled his cock from between her breasts and pointed the head of his cock at her face. There was a moment of shock on her features then the first blast of hot cum hit her cheek. Meredith moaned, Mason howled, and little Damien jumped from his perch and fled the room.

Mason’s balls throbbed with exquisite pressure as he shot ropes of sticky jizz across Meredith’s cheeks and forehead, wrecking her perfectly done makeup and gumming down her professionally done hair. In every way he had ruined her, body and soul. All that was left was him.

He bumped her cummy lips with is cock and she dutifully opened her mouth, sucking the last of his cum from his cock and licking him clean.

"You’re mine now, slut," he murmured lovingly, running his cock through the cum on cheeks and shoving it back into her mouth. “Mine.”
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THE AIR WAS THICK WITH the scent of sex, a heady mixture of sweat, lust, and the expensive perfume from Meredith's flushed skin. Their bodies glistened, moisture beading and merging on their heated forms as they basked in the afterglow.

"God, Mason," Meredith panted, her face scrubbed cleans and her long, auburn hair wet from where she had washed away his cum, "How can you make me feel so good?"

"All I think about is how to make you mine," he said. The words made the older woman giggle like a schoolgirl, exactly the response he wanted. “And while I love that you’re mine, I've been thinking about expanding my business. You know, seeking out new opportunities, making connections..."

"Connections?" she echoed, her eyebrows furrowing slightly as she awaited his elaboration.

"Exactly," he replied, a sly grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. "You have such an exquisite circle of friends who might be interested in my... services."

Mason watched as a flare of jealousy passed like a shadow over the beautiful woman’s face. It was funny to see a married woman who was being unfaithful to her husband be hurt that he might want to sleep with other woman. It was just another reminder of how the rich thought they owned anything and anyone around them.

Well, he was about to teach Meredith Wilkins that Mason Wolfe would never be owned.

"I don’t know," she said hesitantly, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the contours of his chest. Even though she was hurt, she couldn’t keep her hands off of him.

"Meredith, Meredith," Mason cooed, leaning in to brush his lips against her earlobe. "You know you can’t say no to me, don’t you? If it makes you feel any better, I promise only to clean their pools and not their..."

Mason slid his hands between Meredith’s thighs, sliding his fingers skillfully up her wet slit to her clit. She gasped as he teased the bud, then slipped inside her well-fucked. cunt. She moaned, her head rolling back and forth as Mason continued his slow, sensuous assault on her body.

“Oh, Mason! Please!”

Her hips bucked upward, searching for pleasure, but Mason pulled his fingers back. He ran the dripping tips across her lips, letting her taste her own juices.

“Please, what?”

“Oh, God! Please, don’t stop!”

“Well, then, you know what you have to do.”

He dropped his head to her breast and took her plump, pink nipple into his mouth. Meredith jerked as the pleasure sparked through her nerve endings, adding to her desire. With his other hand, he continued to tease her pussy, playing her body like an instrument, strumming her need with his fingers until she was ready to burst.

Then, just as she was ready to explode, he pulled back, leaving the distraught wife a quivering, dripping mess.

“Well?” he asked again, licking her lust from his fingers. “What do you think?”

"OK!” she whined, her manicured nails digging at his waist as she tried to pull him closer. “I’ll do it! I’ll find someone. Please! I promise!”

With a wicked grin, Mason rolled on top of her, his hard, tanned body contrasting beautifully with her voluptuous pale form. He spread her thighs with his hands, rubbing the fat head of his cock along the unfaithful wife’s cunt lips. Meredith quivered in anticipation and Mason knew she was truly his creature.

Little Darren watched, whimpering from the doorway, as Mason stabbed his fat cock into Meredith’s wet and willing pussy. The dog’s mistress cried out in ecstatic pleasure, unaware of her dog watching as she was pounded into the mattress, her screams filling the poor dog’s ears as she moaned and thrashed like a bitch in heat.
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S ophia Sanders lounged beneath the shade of a sprawling white umbrella, her generous curves covered by the two thin pieces of white fabric. Her body drank in the sun’s golden rays as she l\sipped on a blue frozen margarita.

"Isn't it just perfect out here today?" Meredith Wilkins said. Her friend was dressed in a vintage green one-piece that beautifully contrasted with her fiery red hair and accentuated Meredith’s voluptuous figure which was even curvier than Sophia’s own. The older wife sipped on a margarita, green to match the color of her swimsuit, and watch the young man move around the pool.

Sophia glanced at Mason, the pool boy Meredith had insisted she hire, as he skimmed leaves from the blue waters with practiced ease. His bronzed muscles rippled under his tanned skin, and the younger wife felt her mouth go dry as she admired Mason’s Adonis-like beauty. A furious blushed burn her cheeks, and she took a hurried drink of her margarita, the cold liquid taking away her thirst, but doing very little to banish her illicit thoughts.

"Look at him," Meredith murmured, a knowing smile on her face. Sophia felt a twinge of shock as if her friend could read her mind. "He really knows how to handle that net, doesn't he?"

"Excuse me?" Sophia blinked, her heart skipping a beat as her friend's words sank in. Her gaze flicked between Mason and Meredith. "Are you... saying what I think you’re saying?"

Meredith leaned in closer, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. "You know, Sophia dear, I've heard he can do a lot more than just clean pools."

Sophia's breath hitched at the insinuation, her mind swirling with confusion and hesitation. Surely Meredith didn't mean... that? As she watched Mason's powerful muscles move under his tight shirt, she felt a powerful throb deep in her core, a feeling she hadn’t had for a long time.

"Really, Meredith?" Sophia said, forcing a light laugh as she tried to dismiss the comment and her body’s reaction. "He's just a pool boy."

Despite her dismissive tone, Sophia couldn't help stealing glances at Mason. The way his body moved with such grace and power sent shivers down her spine.

"Are you OK, dear?” Meredith asked, again with that damnable, knowing smile. Was it that obvious, or was Meredith just guessing? “You look like you’re overheating. Maybe you need another drink?”

Sophia looked down at her glass and was shocked to find it empty except for the little umbrella.

“Oh!” she said, seeing her empty drink as a life preserver. “You’re right! I’d better go get Andrea to make us more drinks!”

“Of course, dear,” Meredith chuckled and turned her attention back to the pool boy. “Take your time!”

Sophia rose from her chair, a wave of dizziness washing over her as the alcohol and heat shot to her brain. She steadied herself with her chair. Meredith smiled up at her and Sophia took a deep breath, determined not to let the other wife’s teasing get to her. She walked carefully into the hallway, breathing in the coolness of her climate controlled home.

"Ah, Andrea?" she called out. "Could you please prepare another round of mai tais for Meredith and me?"

"Of course, Mrs. Sanders," came the reply from the dark-haired housekeeper, who bustled away to fulfill the request.

As Andrea worked silently to make the margaritas, Sophia grabbed a handful of ice from the refrigerator and pressed it against her chest. The coldness bit into her skin, melting almost instantly and sending rivulets of water cascading between the warm globes of her breasts. She gasped at the sensation, her body betraying her with a sudden, involuntary pulse of lust.

Get a hold of yourself, Sophia, she said to herself. He’s only a pool boy!

With that resolve in mind, she straightened her spine, and cooled off while Andrea finished the drinks. She took the sweating glasses and stalked purposefully out to the pool to let Meredith Wlikins know just what she thought of the married woman’s shamelessness.

So, she was shocked when she got the pool and there was no sign of the redhead... or the pool boy.

"Hello?" she called out, feeling foolish. She set down the drinks and looked over the empty patio. "Meredith? Mason?"

She passed by the pool and walked down the path that ran between the big house and the small pool house. Could Meredith be flirting with the pool boy in there while he worked?

As she neared the door to the pool house, she could hear voices within. Something about those voices made the throb she had felt earlier flare into fiery life. She shook off the feelings and pushed open the door.

The noises were louder now and definitely made that deep need within Sophia pulsate with lewd insistence. Meredith couldn't be doing... that! It was some kind of joke. She and that pool boy were having a laugh at her expense.

Still, she didn't rush to the bedroom or leave. Instead, she crept to the door, the lustful moans forming words in her ears.

“Oh, God, Mason! Your cock feels so good!”

Even as the lewd words penetrated her brain, Sophia was at the door. She gasped in shock and felt the heat move down her belly, then settle between her legs.

There, among the tangled sheets and pillows, were Meredith and Mason. Mason was on top, his firm naked ass rising and falling between Meredith’s generous thighs, driving the moaning redhead in to the mattress. Sophia could tell at once this wasn’t the passionate lovemaking she had shared with her husband over the last ten years. No, this was fucking. Raw, lewd, and thrilling. The intensity of Mason’s vicious thrusts sent shivers down Sophia's spine, and the heat between her thighs turned moist and slippery.

This can’t be happening! Sophia thought, her mind racing with shock, yet unable to tear her gaze away from the lewd display. She felt like an intruder, invading a private moment that wasn't meant for her eyes, yet the raw sensuality of the scene stirred that sleeping hunger deep inside her. Her body was betraying her, responding to the carnal energy emanating from the couple with a lust she couldn't suppress.

I’ve go to get out of here! she thought desperately. What would Clyde think?

She tried to summon the image of her husband's face as a shield against her lust. But instead of comforting her, the thought of Clyde only made her more acutely aware of the difference between the hard pounding Mason was inflicting on Meredith and the gentle love-making she shared with her husband.

As Sophia struggled with her conflicting emotions, Mason's head snapped up and his piercing gaze suddenly found her. A wicked grin spread across his face as he stabbed deep into Meredith’s pale, quivering body. He didn't break eye contact, asserting his dominance even as he reveled in the pleasure he was eliciting from his lover.

"Well, hello, Mrs. Sanders,” he chuckled. “Enjoying the show?”

Sophia gasped and she shivered like a deer ready to bolt. Mason saw her fear and slid out of Meredith’s body. He stood proud and tall, his perfect body slick with sweat. Sophia tried not to look, but she couldn’t help follow the ripples of his muscles down to thick V of his abdomen which led, naturally, to his crotch.

“Oh, God!” she moaned as she saw the huge cock dripping with her friend’s juices swinging between the young man’s legs. It was easily twice the length of her husband’s and thick as tree branch. It was at once grotesque and beautiful.

“Why don’t you go invite your friend to the party?” Mason said lightly, helping Meredith to her shaky legs like a gentleman. The effect was slightly married by the fact that both of them were dripping with sweat and smelled of illicit sex.

“Of course, baby,” Meredith smiled and shifted her gaze towards Sophia. The younger woman watched in awe, captivated by Meredith's voluptuous figure. She had never pictured her friend naked before, but now that she was approaching, she couldn't look away from the fullness of her ample breasts and firm pink nipples. Meredith’s fiery red hair was slightly damp and tousled, a stark contrast to her typically polished look. It was raw and authentic in a way Sophia had never envisioned—real, untamed, and seductive.

"Don't be shy, darling," Meredith purred and slipped an arm around the brunette’s shoulders. The smell of musk and sweat floated up to Sophia’s nostrils and mixed with the alcohol already affecting her mind.

"Wait... I shouldn't be here," Sophia protested weakly, her gaze darting between Mason and Meredith. “You shouldn’t be here.”

"Come on, Sophia," Meredith cooed, her grip tightening on Sophia's shoulders. "It’s just a little bit of fun. Trust me, Mason is worth it!"

Sophia couldn't help but feel drawn to the promise of excitement and passion that Mason and Meredith seemed to offer. Despite her reservations, she allowed Meredith to lead her into the room, the musky cloud of sex enveloping her.

"Good girl," Mason stood before her, his glistening form taking Sophia's breath away. How could a mere pool boy be so beautiful? "Now we can all enjoy ourselves."

Sophia's breath caught as Meredith's fingers traced the curve of her throat, the touch electrifying and forbidden. Her heart pounded in her chest, each beat screaming a warning to resist the temptation before her. "I can't," she whispered, a tremor in her voice. "This isn't right."

"Relax, Mrs. Sanders." Mason's deep voice, using her married name, cut through the haze of alcohol and lust. "Just a bit of fun, right, Meredith?"

"Yes, baby," Meredith agreed, her lips brushing against Sophia's earlobe, sending shivers down her spine. "Mason does things to me poor Darren could never do. I know he can do the same for you."

The influence of alcohol, combined with the heat of the moment, clouded Sophia's brain. As her resistance weakened, she found herself pulled into the sensual vortex swirling around her. A small voice in her mind cried out in protest, but the overwhelming desire that throbbed inside of her quickly drowned it.

Mason saw the hesitation and, like any true predator, he seized upon it. He reached up and hooked a warm, sure hand behind Sophia’s neck and pulled her forward to meet his kiss. The wife moaned as her mind fought her body’s intense need. Then Mason’s tongue was in her mouth and for the first time in ten years, she was kissing a man that was not her husband.

It was wrong and wild in a way she could never have imagined. Mason’s tongue was forceful, yet teasing, andheld her against his hard body, every muscle pressing into Sophia’s soft flesh. She felt something large and insistent throb against her belly button and she moaned again, realizing it was Mason’s cock.

As Sophia succumbed to Mason’s kiss, she was dimly aware of Meredith undressing her, peeling away the thin layer of cloth that protected her from Mason’s hot flesh. Only when her hard nipples brushed against Mason’s chest was the younger wife, aware that she was now naked and exposed to the wicked couple.

"What’s the matter, Mrs. Sanders?" Mason hooked a finger under her chin and made her look at him. "You’re so beautiful. And it’s obvious your husband isn’t giving you what you need, or you would have run already.”

Sophia's senses were engulfed by the intoxicating mix of Meredith’s soft kisses and Mason’s rough hands as he hefted the weight of her breasts in his hand, scraping his thumb across the sensitive nipples. She whimpered. She should be defending her husband. She should be running or screaming, or anything but pressing her body into this young man’s hands. But he was so beautiful and Meredith was murmuring encouragement in her ear. That and the lust and alcohol left the younger wife in a helpless, drunken haze as Mason guided her to the bed.

"Please..." she gasped as he slid a hand down her belly, rubbing his fingertips in the glistening raven pubic hair. God, she was wet! Why? How could this be happening? Confused, she allowed Meredith to pull her to the bed, and she kissed the older woman while Mason watched with a cruel smile.

“That’s right,” he said, stroking his huge cock while the older women kissed passionately, their desperate moans exciting him. “Such good little married sluts. Your poor husbands would kill themselves if they could see you now.”

Sophia whined, but Meredith swallowed her cries with her mouth. She was a cheating slut, and she knew it. A little alcohol, a little heat, and now she was kissing and fondling her friend’s breasts to the delight of another man. If only she could break free, but even as she thought it, Meredith was pushing her to the mattress. Sophia moaned, pushing her breasts into Meredith’s hands, shocks of pleasure driving the guilt further down inside of her. Meredith giggled and rolled a fat tit over Sophia’s face. The younger wife felt the hard nipple graze her lips, and she opened her mouth instinctively, sucking the hard bud into her mouth.

“Oh, God!” Meredith moaned. “Oh, she’s hungry, Mason! Just like you said she would be.”

Sophia barely registered the words, the tone intimating some sort of illicit plan, but all that burned away when Meredith pulled her nipples from Sophia’s mouth and captured the young wife’s lips in a searing kiss, mercilessly kneading and teasing Sophia’s fleshy breasts until the younger wife could hardly breathe.

Mason, not to be left out, knelt on the bed and parted her thighs with an air of ownership that both frightened and excited her. He stabbed his fingers deep into her slick heat, curling the tips inside of her, exploring the depths of her cunt in a way her husband never had.

"Look at you," he growled. "You’re so fucking desperate, aren't you?"

Sophia's breath hitched violently as her body convulsed under Meredith’s relentless kisses and Mason’s furious finger-fucking. Each stroke and stab made her core throb with need and she couldn't stifle the guttural moans that erupted from her throat as she gave into their onslaught.

With Meredith’s mouth on one breast, sucking on her hard nipple, Mason gave one last thrust, mashing his fingers into the spongy roof of Sophia's cunt. A blinding white light flashed through Sophia’s brain and suddenly she was convulsing on the bed, lost in the throes of the most powerful orgasm of her life.

Nothing, nothing Clyde had ever done could match that power, that bliss, and it left her in anguished throes of lust and guilt that left her gasping for breath.

“Holy shit!” Meredith laughed. “You came like a fucking faucet, Sophie!”

Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment at her friend’s words and she tried to sit up, pulling the sheets up to cover herself. But Meredith quickly intervened, grabbing onto Sophia's hand and pulling it away from the sheet.

"No hiding now, Sophie," she teased. "There’s no hiding what you are, slut! We’ve both seen it."

Sophia blushed deeper but couldn't help but feel a small spark of excitement at Meredith's words. It was true - she was naked and satisfied, something she never thought could happen outside of her marriage.

But it wasn't just the physical satisfaction that consumed her thoughts now. It was also the guilt and shame that threatened to swallow her whole. She had cheated on Clyde, even if he didn't know about it. She had given in to temptation and lust, and now she was paying for it in waves of guilt.

"I shouldn't have done this," Sophia whispered, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes.

Mason smiled as he rose between her parted thighs, his cock standing straight and thick like a fleshy weapon.

"Oh no, you don't," Mason scolded. "You’ve had your fun. Now, it’s my turn."

Sophia's heart raced as Meredith lay down next to her.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured softly in her friend’s ear. “It hurts at first, but then you’ll never want anyone else.”

Sophia's thoughts were a chaotic whirlwind of guilt and pleasure as Mason positioned himself between her legs. The blunt head of his cock pressed hard against her entrance, teasing her with its size and thickness. She couldn't deny the intense desire that coursed through her body at the thought of Mason taking her, even though she knew it was wrong.

You'll never want anyone else." Meredith's words echoed in her mind. What did that mean for her marriage? Did she really want to be ruined for Clyde forever?

And that's when Mason stabbed his thick cock into her cunt. Oh, God, it hurt! Pain stabbed through her as her tight cunt lips stretched to the point of tearing. She couldn't take it and screamed, quivering in Meredith's arms as the young man laid waste to her body.

Mason reacted instantly to her cries of pain. With an expert sway of his hips, he pulled out, then slowly fed her cunt more and more of his delicious cock, slowly opening her hungry body to him. Each slow thrust pushed deeper inside her until he was fully buried within her.

Sophia's body tensed, then released as the pain turned into a sharp pleasure that shot through every nerve ending in her body. She moaned loudly as Mason moved in a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in. Meredith's mouth found hers in a fierce kiss, distracting Sophia from the burning between her legs. Their tongues tangled together as the older wife's fingers dug into Sophia's breasts, pinching and pulling at her distended nipples, sending even more pleasure rippling through her body.

The younger wife was on fire, consumed by lust and pleasure. Her body bucked instinctively against Mason's, seeking release and surrendering to the pleasure of his cock. With each thrust, Mason hit new places inside of her, places her husband had never reached. She lost herself at the moment, giving into every sensation without thinking about what it meant for her marriage or the consequences of this forbidden affair.

"Isn't he magnificent?" Meredith murmured, her hot breath tickling Sophia's ear. "Let yourself go, dear. Enjoy what Clyde could never give you."

Sophia could hardly think straight, the sensations coursing through her like wildfire consuming her from within. The guilt of betraying her husband gnawed at her conscience, but it was no match for the raw pleasure she was experiencing at the hands of the young Adonis who seemed intent on ruining her very soul.

"God, you are so tight!" Mason grunted, each forceful plunge sending a jolt of ecstasy through Sophia’s quivering frame. "Your husband’s cock must be so fucking small!"

Tears filled Sophia's eyes as the words sank into her brain. Clyde wasn’t small, it’s just that Mason was so big, so masculine. Everything about his body seemed built for sex, a weapon designed to drive her to the point of madness.

"Oh, she’s feeling it!" Meredith laughed and stroked Sophia’s hair. "That’s right, slut. Just give in to it!"

As if on cue, Meredith's skilled fingers found her swollen clit, rubbing it in a relentless rhythm that combined with Mason’s plunging cock, sending her hurtling toward the edge of reason. Her body tensed, an overwhelming pressure building deep within her core.

"Come for me, baby," Mason demanded, and Sophia shattered. Her vision blurred and reality seemed to slip away as Sophia lost all control of who and what she was. The orgasm Mason had given her was nothing compared to the one she felt with his cock buried inside her pussy. Never in her life has she come from a man’s cock. She had never thought it was possible. But, not only was it possible, it was the most mind-blowing, soul-searing experience the wife had ever encountered.

“Oh, my God!” Meredith’s laughter seemed to echo from far away, slowly bringing Sophia back to some semblance of reality. “I’ve never seen anyone come like that before.”

“That’s because she’s never been really fucked before,” Mason growled and she felt him pull his cock from her pussy, leaving her feeling empty and alone, her flesh and blood connection with the powerful young man suddenly severed.

"Please," Sophia whimpered. “Please... more...”

She couldn’t believe she was begging for him. A moment ago, she had been a faithful, loving wife. But that woman was gone, replaced by a hungry, lewd creature who only wanted to feed her lust.

"Open your mouth," Mason commanded, his voice firm yet somehow reassuring. Sophia opened her eyes and saw Mason standing above her, his cock dripping with her juices and thick pearls or pre-cum oozing from the slit. She remembered Clyde’s pleading eyes as he begged to come in her mouth, but she had never allowed it. Not even for their anniversary.

"It's all right," Meredith whispered, her warm cheek pressing against her face as she took looked up at Mason’s glistening cock. "He made you feel happy. Now it's time for you to make him happy."

Sophia glanced up at Mason, the young Adonis who had brought her to such heights of pleasure that she'd never known existed. How could she deny him when he had given her so much?

With a mixture of trepidation and lingering hunger coursing through her veins, she parted her plump lips and prepared herself for what was to come.

Mason's eyes gleamed with satisfaction, a cruel smile on his face as he stroked himself one final time. Sophia steeled herself against the wave of humiliation that threatened to engulf her. Instead, she focused on the perverse gratitude swelling within her, a lewd reaction, but one she couldn't deny.

With a deep, primal groan, Mason released himself in a searing, sticky flood that spattered across her face. The warm jizz clung to her skin, dripping over her cheeks and chin, marking her as his willing captive to Mason's lust.

Meredith moaned beside her, bathing in the splatters of cum that missed Sophia’s face. Sophia felt the older wife's tongue lap at the rivulets of jizz that dripped down her cheeks, not wanting to waste any of her Mason's seed.

Mason's towering figure loomed over them, his tanned muscles glistening with sweat as his massive cock pulsed with raw power. As he brought it closer to her face, she couldn't help but marvel at the sheer size and virility of him, an undeniable contrast to what she had grown accustomed to in her marriage.

"Open up, Mrs. Sanders," he commanded, his eyes dark and intense.

Obediently, Sophia parted her lips, allowing Mason to smear the thick, salty ropes of his cum across her tongue. She moaned at the taste, a mixture of shame and excitement coursing through her veins. This was forbidden, taboo even - two married women sharing the cum of a man who was not their husband - and yet, it ignited a fire within her she had never felt before.

Meredith rubbed her lush body against her, leaning in to steal a heated kiss from Sophia's cum-covered lips. The sensation was electrifying, sending tremors of pleasure down Sophia's spine as Meredith slurped thick cum from the younger wife's mouth, her hum of pleasure reverberating through Sophia's mouth.

"Look at you both," Mason chuckled. "Two beautiful wives, so eager to please me. What would your husbands say?"

As they lay before him, Sophia struggled to process the whirlwind of emotions threatening to consume her. Satisfaction warred with confusion, while guilt nipped incessantly at her conscience. She knew that this encounter could have far-reaching implications for her marriage, and yet, she found herself unable to regret her actions. She felt more alive, more desired than she had ever felt in her life.

What did that say about her?

As the reality of her actions set in, Sophia couldn't help but wonder what the future held for her marriage and her newfound desires. But for now, as Mason beamed down at the two unfaithful housewives covered in his cum, Sophia allowed herself to bask in the lewd pleasure of his satisfaction. At that moment, Mason's happiness was all that mattered.
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A week later, Sophia was staring out her bedroom window at the rippled blue waters or the pool, her pulse quickening as Mason's chiseled body appeared. His skin glistened with sweat as he cleaned the poo, the muscles she remembered so well moving smoothly under the skin. Just the sight of him, so close, made her heart flutter with involuntary excitement.

Unable to face the young man after what had occurred in the pool house, she had made Andrea answer the door when he arrived. She was still upset and confused by her actions that day. Of course, she had been drinking, and the heat had affected her senses, but that wasn’t an excuse. She had cheated on poor Clyde, something she had never imagined she would do. But it wasn’t just the cheating, it was how Mason had taken control, used her in ways she had never been used, and forced her body to heights she had never imagined.

She still couldn’t forget him, no matter how hard she tried. The worst moments were when she was lying next to Clyde at night. His soft snoring, usually so comforting, only reminded her of her betrayal. And those memories would swiftly evolve into fantasies of that day, of Mason’s hands on her body, of being invaded by his flesh and the violence of her orgasm. It made her body throb just thinking about it and, more than once, she had masturbated next to her sleeping husband, taking the edge off her lust and deepening her betrayal even further.

She cursed herself for watching him, but she couldn’t help herself. The forbidden desire that coursed through her veins was undeniable, consuming her every thought. At least if she stayed in her room, she was safe from his intense gaze and his devastating charm.

Here she could watch in relative comfort until he was gone.

"The fucking pool boy," she hissed, her fingers gripping the windowsill. "What a fucking cliche!"

As if he could hear her words, Mason lifted his head and turned, looking up at her window. He grinned and Sophia gasped, whipping the curtain back into place, but realizing too late that he had seen her.

Damn it!

Her heart raced, and she felt a sheen of sweat break out on her forehead. How? How could she have let this happen? And why was she allowing him to have such power over her?

She stood up straight and looked around her tastefully appointed bedroom. The wealth in this room alone was worth more than that pool boy made all year. She was the one in charge and she would not be a prisoner in her bedroom.

With renewed determination, Sophia walked to the door and whipped it open, making her way downstairs to the kitchen. It was empty, Andrea off somewhere cleaning or doing laundry, and Sophia stalked to the refrigerator and yanked a bottle of water from the shelf.

She opened it and took a long drink, enjoying the feeling of the cold liquid as it soothed the rising fever inside her body.

"There you are, Mrs. Sanders," Mason said, leaning against the kitchen doorway with a lazy grin. "I wondered if I’d get to see your beautiful face today."

Sophia sputtered, water spraying from her mouth and running down her chin. She cried out as the cold liquid hit her chest.

“Sorry,” Mason chuckled. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t scare me!” Sophia said with as much indignation as she could muster, with the front of her shirt soaking wet and her bra showing through. “You shouldn’t be in here!”

Mason let his eyes roam over her body possessively, reminding the older woman that he had seen much more than her bra. He had seen,he had touched, everything.

“Sorry,” he said. “I was just thirsty and wanted to see if I could get something to drink.”

Mason sauntered over, muscles flexing beneath his tanned skin as he plucked the bottle from her hands. Without breaking eye contact, he took a long, slow sip, his full lips brushing against the rim. Sophia felt her throat constrict at his brazen display of dominance.

"Get out," she choked, her voice barely audible.

He smirked, handing the bottle back to her. "You don't mean that, do you?"

His sexual power was palpable, and the memories of his finely muscled body sliding against hers made her tremble. Mason moved in, invading her personal space, his breath warm on her neck.

“You can feel it, can’t you? How good it was?”

Each hot word caressed her ear like a touch.

“Do you think of me when you’re with your husband?”

"Stop it," she whimpered, his words too close to the truth. She pushed against him, but the feel of the hard muscles of his chest only made the heat inside burn hotter.

"Admit you want it," he murmured, his fingers teasing the hem of her skirt, nails scraping along the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh and threatening to slip underneath. “And maybe I’ll give it to you.”

"Oh, God," she moaned.

"Mrs. Sanders, do you need anything?"

Andrea’s voice jolted Sophia back to the moment. She pushed Mason’s chest, her fingers lingering just a moment on the hard-packed muscle, then she scooted away from him.

"Um, no, thank you, Andrea," Sophia stammered. “I’m fine.”

"Well," Mason said, his gaze locked on Sophia's flushed face. He stepped back and walked towards Andrea, who was standing with her arms crossed, glaring at the younger man. "I guess I should get back to work.”

With that, Mason sauntered out of the room, leaving Sophia gasping for air and reeling from the whirlwind of emotions. But a seed of desire had been planted, its roots digging deep under her skin.

As he left, Andrea turned her disapproving gaze onto Sophia and she did her best to straighten her shoulders and look as if nothing had happened.

"Mrs. Sanders, are you OK?" Sophia noted the judgment in Andrea’s voice.

“I’m fine,” Sophia said, summoning an inner righteousness she didn’t feel. “He was just getting something to drink.”

"Of course, ma’am,” Andrea said in that non-committal way people who served other people have when it’s obvious they don’t agree. “I need to go to the store. Shall I wait until the pool boy leaves?”

Sophia sighed. If she said yes, it meant that there was something going on between her and the pool boy. Sh couldn’t have the network of maids and servants in Lotus Fields discussing her personal life.

"Of course not, Andrea!” she huffed. “It's fine. You can go."

"Very well." Andrea turned away, her stiff posture signaling her silent disapproval but as there was nothing more she could do, she picked up her purse, slung it over a forearm, and left the house.

Sophia heard the door click shut and sighed, struggling to release the tense muscles Mason’s presence had tightened into knots. She needed time to think, to process the whirlwind of emotions coursing through her body. Slowly, she made her way towards her bedroom, craving solace and comfort.

Barely a step from the stairs leading up to her room, she heard the door to the deck open, the sound like a whisper of a sword being unsheathed. Warily, she turned to find Mason standing there, his eyes locked onto hers.

"Forgot something," he muttered, not waiting for an invitation. He grabbed her by the waist, pulled her against him and crushed his lips against hers. Forceful, demanding, irresistible; his kiss sent her reeling, as he pushed her towards the steps.

"Wait!" Sophia gasped, struggling to catch her breath and regain control of her senses. Her mind screamed for her to resist, but her body betrayed her, melting into his embrace. Slowly, she peeled her lips off of his and rested her forehead against his chest. “You shouldn’t be here.”

"Can’t help myself." He chuckled wickedly, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine. "I can't get enough of you."

"We can't do this. It's not right."

"You’re so cute?" he countered, lifting her chin for another kiss. "When you try to deny what you want."

Sophia's world spun out of control, her thoughts a chaotic whirlwind as Mason's tongue slipped his tongue between her lips. She did her best to fight the feeling, but all too soon her tongue was battling his, slipping past it to taste him, too.

Mason was eventually the one who broke the kiss, leaving the distressed housewife swaying on her feet. Sophia gasped as Mason’s hands slid under her shirt and up over her stomach, his touch sending shivers of pleasure through her body. She knew she should push him away, but the feel of his powerful hands on her skin was intoxicating.

"Mason, please," she breathed.

But Mason was relentless. He grunted with satisfaction, then moved to the hem of her shirt and tugged the damp cloth up over the lace of her bra.

"Mmm," Mason murmured appreciatively as he hefted the weight of her breasts in his hands. "I wonder what Mr. Saunders would think if he could see how shameless his wife is?"

Sophia's heart raced at the thought of being caught in such a compromising position. She knew she should stop this now, before it went any further. But a part of her craved the excitement and danger of being with Mason.

"Please," she whimpered again, but it came out more like a plea than a demand.

Mason didn't seem to hear or care as he lifted her bra, bearing her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples were already hard, but as he covered one with his mouth, the sensitive bud throbbed with heat. Sophia moaned and dug her hands into his blonde hair as he sucked greedily at her nipples, licking and biting the sensitive flesh until her chest was on fire.

As he feasted, his hands traveled down to the waistband of her skirt, deftly skinning her skirt and panties over her ass and down her legs. Sophia stumbled out of them and Mason followed her, ripping her shirt up over her head, and tearing at the bra. And just like that, she was standing at the foot of the stairs, naked and vulnerable.

"Get on your knees," he demanded. She hesitated and Mason took a handful of her long dark hair in his hand, yanked her head back, and planted a hot kiss on her neck. “Get on your knees, Mrs. Sanders.”

The hiss of his breath on her skin sent a shock of electricity through her spine. Was she really going to get on her knees in the hallway of her own home? How could she do this to Clyde? To herself?

Yet, even as the questions ran through her mind, she sank to the floor, and found herself face to face with the bulging outline of Mason’s cock straining against the fabric of his shorts. The memory of their first encounter flashed through her mind–how it had filled her up, stretched her out, and introduced her to a whole new level of pleasure. A perverse thrill welled up within her, mingling with her shame and guilt.

"So, do you want to see it?" Mason taunted, pushing his shorts down over his hips.

"Please... I don't know..." she stammered.

"Then tell me to stop," he insisted. He reached down and pulled his thick cock from the confines of his pants.

It was even bigger than she remembered. And the smell! A potent mixture of sweat and musk. Mason guided her face towards the throbbing shaft and her mouth went dry.

“No?” Mason chuckled. “I didn’t fucking think so!”

Mason pointed the spongy tip of his cock at Sophia's lips and stabbed the spongy head of his cock into her mouth. She whimpered in fear and lust, the sheer size of his cock overwhelming her. When she had been sharing it with Meredith, the older wife had helped. But now Sophia was alone and responsible for the whole of his enormous dick.

She choked and gagged, tears streaming down her cheeks as her throat instinctively rebelled. Spit poured out of her mouth around the monstrous shaft and dripped in rivers of drool onto her breasts. It was so much bigger than Clyde... so much bigger than anything she’d ever taken. She couldn’t do it, she just couldn’t do it. Mason was going to make her pass out with his cock!

Sensing her distress, Mason pulled his cock from her mouth in a burst of spit. She coughed and spluttered, tasting the bitter tang of his pre-cum mixed in with her spittle. As she fought for breath, Mason rolled his dripping cock over her face, rubbing his scent into her skin until she was choking on it.

“Breathe, baby,” Mason said, his voice a soothing murmur that immediately calmed her. “Breathe. I know you don’t have experience with a real man, so we’ll take it slow. There are lots of ways you can make me happy. And if you make me happy, I promise to make you happy.”

Mason continued to tease and rub the length of his cock along her mouth, nose and cheeks, letting the kneeling wife feel every inch of his hot skin until she couldn’t take anymore. She reached up and gripped the shaft, felt the throb of his pulse against her palm, and slowly pushed it back between her lips.

“That’s a girl,” Mason huffed. “Now you’re getting it.”

Again, that perverse sense of accomplishment. Again the raging guilt of being happy, on her knees, sucking another man’s cock in her own home. The feelings weren’t enough to stop her. In fact, the very lewdness of her position made her intimately aware of her pussy juices dripping down her leg.

God! You’re getting off on being this young man’s whore!

She ignored the angry thought. Instead, she focused on her breathing, relaxing her throat as best she could and taking him deeper with each pass. His moans of approval spurred her on, the perverse satisfaction she felt at his pleasure driving her to push herself further and further.

“Now, since I know you can handle it, I’m going to fuck your mouth.”

Sophia moaned. She had never let anyone talk to her like this before, or do the things this young man wanted to do. But she had no choice now, as Mason shoved his thick cock deep into her mouth. The fat head of his cock pulsed at the back of her throat and she was on the edge of choking when he pulled back, then thrust forward, the heavy sac of his balls slapping wetly against her chin.

Sophia gurgled as Mason thrust his cock deeper, hammering her throat with each powerful movement. Her eyes watered and her nose dripped, but she couldn’t pull away. She was completely at his mercy, completely submissive to his desires.

As he continued to fuck her mouth, Sophia’s mind raced with conflicting thoughts and emotions. Part of her was disgusted and ashamed at what she was doing, but another part of her was exhilarated by the sheer taboo of it all. She had never felt so dirty and yet so turned on at the same time.

Mason's grip on her hair tightened as he thrust harder and faster, his moans growing louder with each passing second. Sophia could feel his cock throbbing in her throat, finally cutting off her air flow.

Just when she thought she couldn't handle it anymore, Mason pulled out of her mouth with a loud pop. He grinned down at her, panting heavily.

"Fuck, that was so hot!" he said with a chuckle. “I’ll bet you never let your husband do that, have you?”

Sophia's cheeks burned with embarrassment, but she nodded in agreement. Even if Clyde had wanted to, he wouldn't have been able to fill her mouth the way Mason had. And even if he could, she would never have allowed it.

So, why are you letting this bastard treat you like this?

The answer was obvious, even to the voices in her head.

Because Clyde can’t make me feel this good!

Mason's eyes flashed with a predatory gleam as he watched the emotions pass over the wife’s face.

"Tell me, Mrs. Sanders," he said. “Have you ever swallowed your husband’s cum?”

“What? No!”

The thought repulsed her, yet she couldn't deny the perverse thrill that coursed through her as she realized what Mason wanted. He wanted her to submit to his every whim, no matter how degrading or debauched.

“Good, then here’s what I want you to do,” he said, his voice low and hypnotizing as he stroked his beautiful cock in front of her eyes. “I want you to take every drop of my cum in your mouth, but I don’t want you to swallow. Do you understand?”

“You... you don’t want me to swallow?” she whimpered and reached up for his cock, but he pulled it away from her.

“That’s right. I want you to taste every fucking drop of my jizz. I want you to show me my cum.” He tapped the blunt head of his cock against her lips. She moaned as if slapped. “Then, you can swallow.”

She mewled, a helpless, desperate sound. He continued to stroke his cock, holding it just out of reach, waiting for her to decide.

It was lewd; it was wrong, to take a man’s cum like a... like a porn star, especially since she had never let her husband do it. But the thought of taking his cock, of the pleasure that Mason would give her if she pleased him, made her body vibrate with a need she’d never felt for poor Clyde.

It was a sign of Mason’s power, and her desire for him, that she could not resist. At this moment, she craved the taste of Mason's lust, and would do anything to get it.

“I understand, Mason,” she moaned. “I won’t swallow.”

“Good girl. Now suck my cock like the cheating little slut you are.”

“Oh, God!” Sophia whined, the humiliation rising like a pain in her chest. But she was too far gone now and opened her mouth to accept Mason’s throbbing cock. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him with a hunger she had never felt before. The musky scent of Mason’s balls filled her nostrils, fueling her primal instinct as Mason abandoned all control and fucked her face with vicious thrusts of his cock. She took it all, relishing the degradation as he realized how quickly she had fallen to this powerful young man.

"Fuck!" Mason grunted, and the bitter taste of Mason’s pre-cum hit her tongue. She felt a moment of revulsion, but she kept sucking, intent on giving Mason her entire mouth. “Don’t you fucking swallow, slut! Taste every fucking drop!”

Sophia's mind raced, torn between shame and arousal as Mason’s thrusts became more insistent. His crude words only stoked the fire within her, reducing her to a quivering mass of lust.

Mason let out a primal howl that reverberated through Sophia’s core. A moment later, a torrent of thick, salty cum erupted into her mouth. The syrupy liquid coated her tongue and pooled in her cheeks, the sour taste overwhelming her senses. Despite her initial revulsion, she kept her mouth locked around his pulsating shaft, holding him in place as he emptied every gooey drop into her mouth.

Mason gasped, slipping his oozing cock from between her lips.

"Show me," he commanded.

Obediently, Sophia opened her mouth wide, revealing the thick, milky load he had deposited there. Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson as she displayed her submission for him to see, that perverse sense of pride swelling within her.

"Good girl," he praised, his tone both condescending and approving. "Now swallow it all."

Sophia hesitated for a split second, torn between her lingering shame and the desire to please Mason. But in the end, her need to satisfy him won out, and she swallowed the viscous fluid, choking slightly as it slid down her throat and settled deep in her stomach. The taste was bitter and overwhelming, but she no longer cared. The excitement in having pleased her young master was more than enough compensation.

"Open your mouth again. Let me see," Mason demanded, his fingers brushing against her jawline as he tilted her face up to meet his gaze.

She complied, showing off her now-empty mouth with an air of triumph. The satisfaction in his eyes ignited her simmering lust as he bent over her.

“You were such a good girl,” he murmured in her ear and, right there at the base of the steps, he slid his fingers between her legs. “It turned you on, being a little slut for me, didn't it?”

Without hesitation, Sophia nodded, unable to form any coherent words as his fingers finally reached their destination. He circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

"Please," she whimpered, unable to keep herself from begging for more. She felt vulnerable and exposed, completely under Mason's control.

Mason chuckled darkly and slipped two fingers inside of her without warning. Sophia moaned at the sudden intrusion and clutched onto him tightly as he slid his fingers in and out of her at an agonizingly slow pace.

"You want to come?" he asked.

“Yes,” Sophia sobbed. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and shame as Mason continued to plunge his fingers relentlessly into her sopping cunt.

She could feel the pulsing heat building in her core, threatening to explode and take her sanity with it. But it wasn't just the physical pleasure that was driving her towards the edge, it was the degrading words he whispered in her ear.

"That's it, you dirty little slut," Mason cooed. "I want you to come with my jizz in your mouth. I want you to fucking explode as my cum sits in your belly!"

The crude words sent a shock of arousal through Sophia's body. She felt herself teetering on the brink of release. "Oh, God!" she moaned, unable to hold back any longer.

Mason chuckled darkly, cupped her mons pubis and rubbed her pussy viciously, all the while growling in the distressed wife’s ear.

"Come for me like the cheating little whore you are!”

And with those vulgar, degrading words, Sophia let go. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure washed over her, leaving her trembling and gasping for air. As she rode out the powerful orgasm, Mason continued to rub her pussy. She felt a pressure release and suddenly hot juices were spraying out of her cunt, over his hand, and pooling onto the marble floor.

Mason finally pulled his fingers from her pussy and Sophia fell back against the steps, her chest heaving as she gasped for breath. The younger man slid down beside her, supporting her back in a rare, tender gesture.

"You did good," Mason murmured and even brushed the wet strands of hair back from her forehead. “Much better than I ever expected.”

Sophia couldn't help but smile at his praise, despite how shameful it made her feel. She had just indulged in one of the most taboo acts imaginable with a man who was not her husband–one who was almost half her age–and yet she had never felt more alive.

"Thank you," she murmured, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

“That’s the right answer,” he said and kissed her. She was exhausted, but still she accepted the kiss, the taste of his mouth melting away the bitter aftertaste of his cum. When he let her lips go, he nuzzled her ear. “Now, there’s one more thing I need before I go.”

Just when Sophia thought she could relax, her heart started racing again.

“What’s that?”

Mason placed his lips next to her ear, and she shivered as he told her what he wanted her to do.
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T wo hours later, Sophia was waiting anxiously as the front door opened and Clyde walked in the door. He looked tired, his shirt unbuttoned and his tie loose around his neck. She wondered if her plan,

Mason’s plan

would even work.

“Hey, honey!” She said brightly and came to Clyde at the door. She wore a slinky black dress and heels, a look she knew her husband found irresistible.

So, she was happy when Clyde's eyes widened in surprise, his gaze lingering on the way the fabric clung to her curves, accentuating her ample breasts and shapely hips.

"Welcome home," she purred, pulling him into the entryway for a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues danced together, and Sophia tried to suppress a shudder–not from desire, but from the knowledge that Mason's cum still lingered in her mouth. She wondered if Clyde could taste it too, but he was too surprised to notice.

"Wow, what's the occasion?" Clyde asked as they broke their kiss.

"Nothing special," she replied with a smile, the lie tasting as bitter as the remnants of Mason's seed on her tongue. "I just felt like dressing up for you."

As Clyde hung his coat and loosened his tie, Mason's final order echoed in her mind.

“When your husband comes home, I want you to give him a big kiss with my cum on your tongue.” The hot words had slithered like poison into her ear and planted firmly in her brain. “Then, I want you to suck his cock and think about me.”

How could she actually go through with it? She could easily lie, if she ever saw Mason again, and say she had done it without further betraying her marriage.

But, the very idea of kissing her husband after her mouth had been filled with Mason's cum sent a twisted thrill through her body. And now, with Clyde standing in front of her, she told herself that she wanted to give her husband a blowjob. It would be a way to make amends for what she had done, at least in her own tortured mind.

Are you okay, Sophia?" Clyde asked. "You seem a little... distracted."

"Of course," she replied, forcing a smile onto her face. "I'm glad you’re home. Why don’t you head upstairs and clean up? I’ll be up in a minute."

"Sure," Clyde agreed, and headed towards the steps, his feet passing over the spot where her juices had puddled just a couple of hours earlier. A shiver of lust slid up Sophia's spine, but she shook it off and headed to the kitchen.

“Andrea, can you make Clyde a gin and tonic?”

“Of course,” Andrea said, glancing at Sophia before heading off to make the drink.

Sophia sighed. She wondered if Andrea was still suspicious of her and Mason. She had done her best to clean up the puddle of her juices and get herself calmed down before the housekeeper had returned from the store. Andrea had looked around for signs of Mason, but seemed content when there was no trace of the young man. The only traces were the bitter remnants of Mason’s lust in Sophia’s mouth and the ghost of pool boy’s potent musk lingering in her nose.

Andrea came back with a drink and handed it to Andrea. She looked the beautiful wife up and down, her eyebrow raised slightly.

“Is it a special occasion?” Andrea asked. “Should I make something special for dinner?”

“Don’t be silly!” Sophia chuckled, but felt her cheeks grow warm. “I just thought it might be nice to dress up for a change.”

“Of course,” Andrea frowned and returned to her work.

Sophia pushed down her feelings of guilt and forced herself to remain calm. Andrea didn’t know the truth and she could only do so much with her suspicions. She would not threaten her job by spreading rumors about her employer.

Sophia headed towards the kitchen, then stopped and turned back to speak to the Andrea.

“You know what?” she said. “Hold off on dinner for a little while. I have a feeling we’ll be eating late.”

Andrea turned and Sophia saw a little quirk of a smile on her lips. She knew what the older woman was thinking. Would someone who had cheated want to indulge in hanky panky with said husband two hours later?

Of course not! No one would be that shameless.

Except for you, Sophia thought miserably as she left Andrea in the kitchen. You are exactly that shameless.

Again she shook off the thoughts as she ascended the stairs, Clyde’s drink in her hand. She was going to give Clyde pleasure, not because Mason told her to, but because she wanted to.

Didn’t she?

The question echoed through her brain as she entered the bedroom and found Clyde standing there, half-undressed. He smiled as she strode across the floor and handed him his drink.

"A drink, too?" he asked with a bemused smile. “Are you sure you’re OK?”

"Never better," she purred, looking at him like a panther eyeing its prey. "Now let me show you how much I've missed you."

Clyde swallowed hard, but didn't resist as Sophia pushed him back onto the bed, her fingers deftly undoing the remaining buttons on his shirt. She took a moment to admire his body, a familiar sight that until a week ago brought her comfort and pleasure. But now, all she could think of was how it compared to Mason's chiseled form.

"I want to taste you," she whispered, sliding to her knees. Clyde's breath hitched, his eyes wide with shock and hunger.

"God, Sophia," he gasped as she tugged at his boxers. "What's gotten into you?"

"Does it matter?" she replied. "Just enjoy it, Clyde.”

Sophia's gasp filled the bedroom, her eyes widening at the sight of Clyde's penis. She had never thought of him as small, but compared to Mason's enormous, powerful cock, he looked like a child. Her heart raced, conflicting emotions swirling inside her as she attempted to grasp how quickly her perceptions had changed.

Clyde grinned, mistaking Sophia's shock for desire. His little cock twitched eagerly, droplets of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

"Amazing," Sophia lied, trying to hide her disappointment. She leaned in closer, her pink lips hovering above Clyde's erection, and tried to recall the burning lust she had felt when submitting to Mason's dominating presence.

"Please, baby," Clyde begged, his voice not at all commanding or powerful. "Please suck it."

She complied, slipping her lips around him, and easily taking him into her mouth. She bobbed her head enthusiastically, but the sensation of fullness, of submission, was woefully absent.

"God, you're incredible," Clyde moaned, his hands gripping her silky hair. But Sophia's thoughts were elsewhere, her mind plagued by memories of Mason's pulsing flesh in her mouth and the taste of his cum on her tongue.

Sophia redoubled her efforts, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. A hollow feeling gnawed at her - why couldn't Clyde ignite the same fire within her that Mason had?

"Fuck my face," she rasped between breaths, hoping to elicit some lustful response from Clyde, but the words felt foreign and out of place on her lips.

"Really?" Clyde asked, his eyes widening with surprise and a hint of excitement.

"Please," Sophia pleaded. She needed the power and the punishment.

"A... Alright," Clyde stuttered, gripping her head and thrusting shallowly into her welcoming mouth. It wasn't the same; it would never be the same. The realization weighed heavily on her heart.

"Harder," she moaned, willing him to take control and fill the void left by Mason's absence. But Clyde's movements remained tentative, a far cry from the dominant force she craved.

"Are you sure?" Clyde asked.

"Yes, goddammit!" Sophia snapped, her frustration boiling over.

Clyde nodded, his jaw set in determination as he picked up the pace, thrusting with more vigor. But it was short-lived. After only a few shallow strokes, he whimpered as his climax approached.

God! Even the sound he makes when he’s coming is weak! she thought miserably, then tried in vain to crush the thoughts as Clyde’s body spasmed on the bed. His ass lifted off the mattress, and he buried his cock as deep as he could go which was, sadly, not even enough to make her gag.

Sophia's tongue recoiled instinctively, assaulted by the acrid bitterness of Clyde's thin, watery jizz and she suddenly remembered why she didn’t like to suck his cock. And yet, Mason’s tangy, thick load filling her mouth had made the throbbing pulse between her legs pound like a bass drum.

With Clyde, she felt practically nothing.

The realization struck her like a slap: this was Mason's plan all along. He had wanted her to feel the inadequacy of her husband firsthand, to taste the difference between a weak man and one who could fulfill her every need.

"Th-that was amazing," Clyde stammered, his cheeks flushed with the exertion of his brief climax. "You... you were incredible, Sophia."

"Thank you," she murmured, forcing a smile as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her thoughts churned, a maelstrom of confusion and lustful yearning for Mason's powerful hands and his even stronger cock.

"Let me... let me clean up," Clyde said, his voice quivering as he stumbled towards the bathroom, his legs unsteady from the intensity of his orgasm. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Sophia alone with her turbulent emotions.

What have I become? she wondered, her heart heavy with the weight of her newfound hunger for Mason. I love Clyde, but...

She sank to the floor, feeling the cold tiles press against her heated skin. The memory of Mason's power filled her mind, an intoxicating blend of raw lust and guilt.

"Damn it!" she whimpered. "He’s just the pool boy!"

But even as she cursed him, she couldn't deny the magnetic pull of his energy, the way he'd unlocked a part of her she hadn't known existed.

I need him, she admitted to herself, the thought was both terrifying and exhilarating. I need him to make me feel alive again, to make me feel...

She stopped, trying to ignore the words that floated inside her mind. In the end she couldn’t deny them any more than she could deny her need for Mason Wolfe.

To make me feel conquered. Owned.

Sophia's body ached with longing, her desires torn between the man she'd married and the dangerous attraction of the man who'd claimed her in a way Clyde never could. And as she lay there on the cold floor, one question haunted her every thought:

When can I see him again?
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S he had to wait a week. A whole week. Sophia was still coming to terms with the fact that she had cheated on her husband, the man she had loved for over a decade. But now, all she seemed to think about was doing it again! But, time itself seemed to conspire against her.

She fidgeted as she watched the clock on her bedside table, next to a picture of her and Clyde on their anniversary. It seemed so long ago and yet it had only been a few weeks.

Why am I doing this? she pondered for the hundredth time. Clyde may not satisfy me, but doesn't his love and the way he provides for me make up for that?

Her body knew the answer. She hadn’t had sex with Clyde since that night and had no desire to try and rekindle, or maybe just kindle, some sort of fleeting feeling of satisfaction with him. It broke her heart to watch him at dinner, or reading in bed and know that she wanted nothing more than to be kneeling in front of Mason, worshiping his beautiful cock.

As she stood there wrestling with her emotions, her reflection stared back at her from the full-length mirror. The sight of her own beauty - the raven hair cascading down her shoulders, her large breasts barely contained within the confines of her red bikini - only intensified her desires. She knew how much pleasure her body had to release, and the thought of Mason unleashing that bliss sent a shiver down her spine.

"Damn it," she muttered under her breath, her frustration mounting. Despite her better judgment, she couldn't shake the feelings that stirred within her, nor could she ignore the longing for something more than what Clyde could give her.

The sound of the doorbell made Sophia jump. She had given Andrea the day off, ignoring her questioning glance. Sophia was past caring about the housekeeper. She only had her suspicions, and she could keep those to herself.

The bell rang again, and Sophia was up, throwing a diaphanous robe over her tiny bikini. She gave herself a last look in the mirror, admiring her curves and the glossy blackness of her hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked sexy... confident... desirable.

No one could resist you, she thought wickedly, ignored the picture on the side table, and hurried out the door.

"Coming!" she called out, when the bell rang a third time. Why was he ringing the bell? The last time he had just come in like he owned the place.

Does he think Andrea is here? Or Clyde?

She whipped open the door, expecting to see the tall, chiseled figure of Mason glowing in the sunlight. Instead, she was forced to look down at a short, pudgy man on her doorstep, the only thing glowing was the sun off his balding head.

"Can I help you?"

"Hi there. I’m Frank." the man said with a gruff voice, his eyes widening as he saw Sophia’s heavy breasts and wide hips barely contained by the bikini. She gasped and pulled the thin robe around her, not that it covered much, but it was the thought the counted.

"Frank? What are you doing here?" Sophia asked, looking over Frank’s shoulder. The truck was Mason’s, but he was nowhere to be seen.

"Oh, uh, Mason's not available today, so he sent me to take care of the pool for him," Frank replied, trying hard not to stare at the beautiful wife’s barely covered body.

"Really?" Sophia said, fighting to keep the disappointment from her voice.

"Yes, sorry, ma'am," Frank said. “You... uh... you’re not the first one that’s been disappointed when Mason can’t make it.”

"What? What are you implying?" She asked. What woman? Then, a steamy memory of Meredith Wilkins on her knees, her red head bobbing up and down as she throated Mason’s cock, burned through Sophia’s brain. She had almost forgotten about the older housewife. Was Mason with her right now?

She felt a sudden sting of jealousy and immediately realized it was ridiculous. She was married and Mason was single. Of course, he was fucking other women! Sophia knew she had no right to feel this way, yet she did.

You thought you were special, didn’t you, sweetheart? A snide voice said inside her mind. You’re just another notch on his bedpost.

“Fine,” Sophia said and felt the humiliating tears sting her eyes. She needed to get rid of this man before she completely lost it. “The pool’s around back.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Frank said and for a moment she thought she caught a flash of a knowing smile before he turned and waddled around the side of the house to the pool.

With a strangled, frustrated sob, Sophia went back upstairs to her bedroom. She threw herself onto the bed, her thoughts a confused mess of lust and jealousy.

Maybe it’s for the best, she told herself. This is a sign that I need to be faithful to Clyde.

Sophia's fists clenched in the satin sheets as a sudden flood of memories washed over her - Mason's powerful hands gripping her, his mouth exploring every inch of her body, his massive cock filling her completely.

"Fuck..." she whimpered, unable to resist slipping a hand beneath her bikini bottoms as the vivid images consumed her. She imagined the weight of Mason's muscular body pressing her into the mattress, his fingers digging into her hips as he fucked her.

The wife’s fingers plunged deeper, thrusting hard and fast between her swollen lips. She squeezed her heavy breast, then lifted one so she could suck at the puffy, pink nipple. In her mind, it was Mason's powerful hands pressing into her flesh, his mouth hungrily sucking on her. Her tongue flicked and danced across her swollen bud, sending wave after wave of ecstasy into her core.

She arched her back and let out a guttural moan as she suddenly focused on her slick, throbbing clit, sucking and rubbing herself furiously. The sweat on her skin glistened in the sun, adding to the intense heat that radiated from her core. She quivered with anticipation, imagining Mason's powerful thrusts driving her towards sweet release. Her fingers moved with a purpose, mimicking the rhythm of his hips as she neared the peak of pleasure. Each stroke brought her closer and closer to the edge, a wildfire burning within her.

It wasn’t the same as being with him, but it was enough. It had to be enough.

"Hey there, Mrs. Sanders."

Mason's voice cut through the haze of lust like a splash of cold water. Sophia cried out, sitting up in bed, her heart fluttering like a butterfly trapped inside her rib cage.

Mason stood in the door, his powerful arms crossed over his chest and a wide grin on his face.

"Did you miss me?"
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S ophia snapped up in bed, her eyes wide as she took in the muscular form of Mason leaning against the doorjamb. Was he really here? Orr was it a dream?

“You weren’t thinking about Frank, were you?” Mason chuckled as he slowly lifted himself off the wall and walked over to her. He was wearing his familiar shorts and tight white t-shirt that clung to his perfectly formed chest and arms.

Frank? Who’s Frank? she thought, then remembered the glare of sun off the head of the portly man who had come to the door. Why would I be thinking of Frank?

Only as Mason loomed above her, a grin on his lips, did she realize he was joking. She opened her mouth to say something, anything, when Mason knelt on the bed, gripped her chin tightly and pulled her into a searing kiss.

The taste of him was an intoxicating blend of sweat and heat, his mouth moving over hers with a deep, primal hunger. It was better than she had dreamed of and she readily opened her mouth to receive his eager tongue.

Sophia’s world narrowed to the feel of Mason’s lips, the heat of his breath, and the relentless pressure of his mouth upon hers. Her thought that Mason’s absence was a good thing, that she might maintain her wedding vows, were dissolving as she gave in to Mason’s sucking lips and dancing tongue.

She moaned, a soft, involuntary sound that betrayed her inner turmoil. Her marital bed creaked beneath them, reminding her of her betrayal. A sliver of doubt entered her mind. Part superstition, part realization.

Sophia knew if she gave in now, in this sacred place, there would be no turning back.

“Please,” she breathed. “We can’t. Not here.”

With a growl that resonated through her body, Mason shifted, his hands clamping down over her wrists. He pushed her onto her back, her body yielding beneath his strength, her wrists captive above her head. One rough hand ripped away her bikini and squeezed her breast. Her skin prickled, and her nipple pulsed with heat as he manhandled her ripe flesh.

Mason’s eyes, fierce and unapologetic, flickered over to the nightstand where a picture frame stood. Sophia and Clyde, captured in a moment of happiness, looked down upon her and their smiles became mocking. Mason’s coarse voice cut through her shame to deliver the killing blow.

“Look at the happy couple,” he hissed. “I know he can’t make you feel as good as I do. I deserve to fuck you in this bed, unlike your sad sack husband.”

Sophia let out a pitiful whimper. It was wrong. So very wrong. But her body had already given into Mason’s power. Now Mason wanted her soul.

Mason sensed her indecision, his grin predatory as he zeroed in on her exposed neck. “Tell me,” he purred, his voice a low, dangerous growl, “tell me how pathetic your husband is.” His hands caressed her thighs, sliding upward, rubbing her pussy through the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms.

Sophia mewled, her protests stifled by his calloused fingers, which slipped under her bikini and teased the edges of her swollen folds. The build-up of desire reached a breaking point. She writhed beneath him, her soft, fleshy curves trembling as he teased her mercilessly.

“Mason, stop,” she gasped, her protests weak, her voice ragged with need. “Please, I can’t... I can’t... I...”

“You can’t what?” he taunted, his eyes locking with hers. “Go on, tell me. Admit it. Your husband is pathetic. All you have to do is say it and the pain goes away.”

Sophia’s cheeks flushed, her skin aflame as a wave of humiliation washed over her. His words cut her to the core, but they also fanned the flames of her arousal. Clyde was a good man, a caring husband, and she loved him. But in this moment, pinned beneath Mason’s gloriously hard body, all she could focus on was her need for him and what only he could give her.

“He’s... he’s never been...” she trailed off, her voice breaking.

Mason’s grin widened. “Never been what, Sophia? Finish it.”

Unable to meet his gaze, Sophia bowed her head, her cheeks on fire. “He’s never been... enough.”

It was out before she could reel it back in, the humiliating confession hanging in the air like a poisonous cloud. The room seemed to shrink around them, the weight of her admission suffocating her.

Mason chuckled, low and menacing, and then his lips were on her, hot and insistent, his tongue plunging into her mouth as if he could devour her shame. Large, powerful hands squeezed her breasts, making her moan as he attacked her mouth, his kiss a wicked form of punishment and promise.

Sophia moaned softly, her body betraying her, arching into his touch as her mind screamed in protest. This was wrong, this was so, so wrong, but her traitorous body didn’t seem to care. And when Mason let her lips free, she took in a deep breath and said the words he wanted to hear.

“He’s pathetic,” she sobbed, more from desperate lust than pain. “My husband, Clyde, is so pathetic!”

Mason rose, a predatory grin on his face, like a hunter poised to claim his prize. With deliberate slowness, he slid off his shirt and the wife’s mouth went dry as he revealed the harsh edges of his muscles limned in sunlight. Then, he unbuttoned his shorts and peeled them off, his thick, meaty cock springing from the fabric and bouncing heavily between his legs.

“Oh, my!” Sophia gasped, her eyes wide as Mason positioned himself between her thighs. He reached down and gripped the thin fabric of her bikini. Then, with one yank, tore it from her body. Sophia hissed, more from the violence of the movement than from any actual pain. Then, her hiss turned to a moan as Mason brushed the spongy tip of his cock against her slick folds, swabbing her swollen furrow and teasing her with his cock.

“Ready for me, Sophia?” His voice was thick with need as he aligned himself with her entrance and, without waiting for an answer, stabbed his cock into her. The invasion was sudden and unforgiving, stretching her to accommodate his girth, and hammering into her defenseless, molten core.

“Oh, God! It’s so fucking big!” she whimpered. Then, without thinking, she added. “You are so much bigger than my husband!”

Mason growled, the words spurring him on. Sophia suddenly realized that a big part of his arousal was her surrender. The complete submission of another man’s, a rich man’s wife, turned him on!

Sophia let out a strangled sound of shock and ecstasy. Her nails clawed at the silk sheets as Mason’s hips snapped forward with raw power, a primal need that would not be denied. Each vicious thrust of his cock sent a searing shockwave of pleasure rippling through her body, and the wet slap of flesh against flesh echoed off the walls. It was a sound unlike any that had filled this room before, and the lewd rhythm heightened the tension coursing through the cheating wife’s body.

The entire world became a blur. The only thing that mattered was the intense connection between them. Mason’s forceful thrusts drove her to the brink of insanity, his cock stroking deep inside her, throbbing with his blood and lust.  Her thoughts fragmented into a chaotic frenzy, unable to form coherently under the intense pleasure. Every part of her responded instinctively to his domination, her hips rising to meet every pounding movement, her pussy clinging to him then being slammed back into shape as he hammered mercilessly into the place her husband slept.

She was completely at his mercy, lost in a whirlwind of ecstasy that only he could satisfy.

“Is this what you want, Sophia? To fuck me on your husband’s bed?” Mason grunted, each word punctuated by a vicious stab deeper inside her.

“Yes!” she sobbed, the admission torn from her lips. She was lost in him, in the intoxicating blend of pain and pleasure that washed over her. Sophia’s vows meant nothing, her husband’s loving touch insignificant next to the power of the man who ignited every fiber of her being.

Mason’s pace was relentless, unforgiving. His hands tightened on her hips, fingers digging in to anchor her in place, to ensure she felt the full impact of his cock as he buried it deep into her quivering body. With each thrust, she was pushed closer to the edge, her climax building like a storm. The bed creaked and groaned beneath them, a testament of Mason’s power and her betrayal.

“Look at him,” he commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of lust like a serrated blade. With a firm hand, he turned Sophia’s head to the side, forcing her gaze upon the framed picture of her and Clyde that sat innocently on the nightstand.

“See how he smiles? He doesn’t even know what a real slut he has, does he?” Mason grunted, each thrust a lewd punctuation to his words. His body was a relentless machine, driving her towards oblivion as his voice fucked her psyche.

“I’m not... I’m not a slut!” she whimpered with her last ounce of strength.

Mason slowed his thrusts, gripped her wrists again, and pinned them above her head.

“Not for him,” he hissed in her ear. “You’re my slut!”

Sophia’s chest heaved, her breath erratic gasps that mingled with the crude smack of flesh against flesh. The image of her husband, once a beacon of warmth and love, now blurred before her eyes as tears welled up —tears created not from sadness but from a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony.

“Tell me,” Mason grunted, his breath rough with lust. “Tell me who you belong to!”

The dam within her broke, and Sophia’s world narrowed to a single, blinding point of ecstasy. Her back arched violently, pressing into the hardness of Mason’s body as her cunt convulsed around him. Her cries shattered the silence, a raw, primal sound that drowned out the mockery of her marriage.

She tried to fight the rising pleasure. The last part of her that cherished her vows was screaming, pleading, begging her not to give in.

That deep, shameful part of her knew, If she gave in now, in this place, she could never go back.

And then, just like that, Mason’s glorious, monstrous fucking broke her body and soul.

“Ma-Mason!” she screamed, surrendering to the seismic waves that ripped through her core. The portrait of the smiling couple became nothing more than a smear of colors behind her tear-drenched lashes, a distorted mirage lost in the explosion of her climax. “I’m sorry, Clyde! I’m Mason’s slut!”

The defeated wife writhed underneath Mason, like a puppet with its strings cut, jerking as the last of her old life was burned away. Slowly, she descended from the peaks of ecstasy and came to a rest underneath Mason’s body. The world around her solidified once more, the exquisite fog of pleasure dissipating to reveal the cold, hard truth. She had been split open, not just by Mason’s relentless thrusts, but by the realization that permeated through the haze of her shattering climax.

It’s all over.

The thought repeated like a mantra in her mind as she felt the weight of Mason’s body shift.She was changed, a woman no longer bound by her vows. A dark chuckle escaped Mason’s lips.

“You’ll never be able to fuck Clyde again without wishing it was me,” he murmured.

He pulled his cock from her body, leaving a void that was both a relief and an ache she had never known. Mason knelt beside her and she looked up, transfixed, as he stroked the thick, beautiful cock, the same cock that had just shattered her soul, inches from her face.

“Now, you’re mine,” Mason grunted with triumph. “And I’m going to mark you so you fucking know it!”

With one powerful jerk of Mason’s hand, the head of his cock bulged and the slit belched out a thick, ropy blast of cum that took Sophia full in the face. She moaned as his hot jizz splattered across her cheeks, mouth, and chin—burning, branding strokes that painted her with the undeniable mark of her surrender.

The thick cum slid over her skin, some tendrils finding their way to her eyelashes, the framed image of her and Clyde fading behind the milky veil of Mason’s lust. She blinked, and with each flutter of her gummy lashes, Clyde’s face became more distant, replaced by the dripping lust of the man who had claimed her.

Sophia’s chest heaved, Mason’s gooey load clung to her cheeks like a lewd facial mask. She could already feel the hot jizz cooling, making the skin of her cheeks tight and threatening to glue one eye shut.

“Clean it.”

Mason brought himself to her lips—still swollen from his kisses and burning from words of betrayal. Sophia, trapped in the pleasure of her own debasement, opened her mouth. Her tongue tentatively met the warm flesh that both tormented and thrilled her, tasting the saltiness of sweat and the bitter tang of the last of Mason’s cum. This irrevocable act of submission, this intimate cleansing, was a silent acquiescence to his power.

When he was satisfied, he slid his cock from her mouth and, with a heavy sigh, collapsed beside her on her marital bed. His hand reached out, cupping her breast possessively and pulling her tight to his body.

“You’re a good girl, Sophia,” he murmured in her ear.

Sophia latched onto the phrase, desperate to believe there was tenderness within that hard body. Perhaps she was more than just another conquest, another notch on the bedpost of his manhood.

She wanted to be special, to be chosen—even if it was by this man who could never truly be hers.

“Good girl,” she whispered back. “Your good girl.”

It was a vow, a promise, a betrayal wrapped in a loving faithfulness she had never experienced with her husband.

And as she clung to Mason, the image of Clyde smiled obliviously from the bedside picture frame, unseen by his exhausted wife as she luxuriated in the arms of another man. And, as if to punctuate the lewdness of the scene, an errant drop of Mason’s thick cum slowly slid down the picture, covering the loving husband’s face, leaving only a sticky smile.
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P enny 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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J ust 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.
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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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T he 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.

“Pkease, 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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A week 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 tyo 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 twide 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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I n 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 hr. 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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A nd 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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T he flashes from several camera phones momentarily blinded Meredith Wilkins as she accepted her husband’s hand and emerged from the long, black limousine. she did a little head toss, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders,then linked her arm with her husband Darren's. She stepped forward, her voluptuous figure wrapped in a seductive, floor-length green gown that made her red hair glow under the lights of the paparazzi.

"Darling, you look absolutely ravishing tonight," Darren whispered in her ear, and she laughed for the cameras as if he had told her the dirtiest joke in the world.

"Thank you, darling," Meredith replied, and waved at the crowd as the phones and cameras flashed, capturing the power couple in a variety of angles. The beautiful busty redhead on the arm of the shorter, skinnier billionaire. Their age difference was never more obvious than under the harsh lights of the paparazzi’s many devices.

Tomorrow, her image would be all over social media, and the comments would appear. Some flattering and some... horrible. There was never a social media post with the two of them together without some anonymous asshole commenting that Meredith was a gold-digger, a slut. The nicer ones called her by an older, but no less derogatory, name.

Arm candy.

Forget the fact that she and Darren had been married for almost twenty years. She had been a mature twenty-five when they met and Darren had still been dashing at fifty-five. He had yet to discover the many apps that made him his first billion, or the entertainment company her had purchased, as well as a news organization that was only nominally news. They had built Darren’s empire together, but that didn’t stop the assholes from claiming that she was the trophy wife, the arm candy, as if she had no thoughts or dreams of her own.

Unfortunately, this night she was dreaming of only one thing.

Mason Wolfe. The pool boy.

As she worked the crowd, shaking hands and exchanging air kisses with other wealthy socialites, Meredith couldn't help but feel a gnawing jealousy deep within her. She knew Mason had been with Sophia, her raven-haired friend. But what bothered her even more was the rumor she had heard through the servant grapevine: Mason had allegedly taken Penny Thompson, that little whore, to bed as well.

"Mrs. Wilkins! Over here!" a photographer called out, snapping her back to reality. Meredith turned towards the lens, her sensual lips curved into a practiced smile. She posed for the eager paparazzi, knowing that despite being over forty, she was still gorgeous enough to be the envy of every woman in the room.

As the flash made her world go white, she clung tighter to Darren’s arm as memories of Mason flashed through her mind. It was ridiculous, of course, being jealous when she was already married. Besides, she was twice Mason’s age. He was going to be attracted to younger women. That was the way of the world.

But, God! When she was with him! It was like her whole world dissolved to a pleasure that Darren, even twenty years ago, couldn’t match. Still, not once in those years did Meredith contemplate cheating. Until Mason Wolfe had sauntered into her life and awakened a need deep inside her, a need she had quickly become addicted to.

She felt an insistent tug on her arm and she realized that Darren was urging her forward to make way for an aging actor and his current twenty-year-old girlfriend. The image of them posing for the cameras only hammered her reality home.

She forced herself to look away from the couple and head towards the entrance, the crowd beckoning to her. She flashed her practiced smile and stuck to her husband’s side.

Just like all good arm candy should.
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HOURS LATER, MEREDITH sighed as she settled in the soft leather seats of the limo, watching the city lights slide by her window. She had managed to push Mason to the back of her mind during the party, but now that she was safely ensconced in their car, her thoughts of Mason once again flitted into her brain.

"Darling, you looked stunning tonight," Darren said, his thin hand reaching for hers across the leather seat. His face crinkled as he smiled. It was hard not to see the age showing in the lines on his face, but underneath that withered exterior was a powerful man. Was that inner strength, the last echoes of the man that used to be, enough to make her heart beat faster?

An idea had occurred to her earlier that night as she watched Darren get dressed and she was once again comparing his frail body to Mason. Maybe Darren was the answer. If she could glean even an ounce of intimacy from her husband, wouldn’t that be better than pining for the pool boy of all people?

"Thank you, dear." Meredith bit her lip and leaned closer, her fingers tracing patterns on Darren's thigh. "I've missed you, you know," she whispered into his ear, deciding in the moment to give her plan a try.

"Really?" Darren raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her sudden advances. It had been a long while since they had been intimate. She’d had Mason to pleasure her and Darren? Well, Darren had his work, which held his interest more than physical intimacy these days. There was also that fact that since hitting seventy, he had more and more trouble getting excited. For a powerful man like Darren not to be able to perform for his wife? That was worse than an actual physical blow.

Darren’s frail body trembled slightly under her touch and excitement and fear working him up. Meredith leaned over and pressed his arm between her lush breasts.

“It’s been awhile since we’ve... you know,” she slid her hand up his thigh, reaching that point between his legs. Darren grunted as she cupped him. He was smaller than Mason and even though she felt a twitch of arousal down there, it wasn’t standing at attention like.

She shook off the thoughts. Tonight was about Darren not that asshole Mason.

“I... I don’t know, Merry,” Darren’s voice creaked as he used his pet name for her. Meredith leaned over him, her lips close to his ear.

“Guess what I have in my purse?” she purred, her hot breath tickling Darren’s ear.

“Wha... what?” Darren asked, and Meredith grinned. She opened her tiny purse. There was only room for a tube of lipstick, a tiny makeup mirror... and a small round tin.

She opened the tin. Inside were two tiny, brown pills. The blue ones didn’t work for Darren but his doctor, a man almost as old as Darren, had assured him these pills could make a dead man hard in thirty minutes.

It was a crude way of describing it, especially considering her husband was closer to the end of his life than the beginning, but Darren had accepted the prescription. For her. They’d only used them a couple of times. Just taking a pill was a blow to his ego, but they had worked, even if the results were nothing to the mind-blowing sex with another man.

“You brought them? To the party?”

“You never know,” she giggled and lifted a pill up so he could see it. “I thought you might like to take your gold- digging wife home and fuck her hard!”

Darren’s mouth fell open, and she laughed. Sometimes, he could be such a prude. This time, the combination of his beautiful wife and the crude words made his face flush. He was getting excited and started a small bloom of heat in her belly.

“Open up, baby,” she murmured and held the pill up. Darren opened his mouth, and she dropped the pill onto his tongue. Then she reached over to a small mini fridge hidden under the seat and opened a bottle of Pellegrino. “Now, drink.”

Darren took the bottle and obediently took a drink.

Good boy!” she laughed and planted a red kiss on his cheek. Darren flushed again as she wiped the lipstick off his cheek. “Now, sit back, baby. In thirty minutes, I want you to rock my world!”

Upon arriving home, Meredith hurried inside, stripping off her dress. She stood before the mirror, admiring her lush curves, and lowered her hand between her thighs and fingered the wetness she found there. She was surprised by her excitement. This was exactly what she needed.

Darren emerged from the bathroom, naked. She smiled as he neared the body and pushed away the comparisons between Darren’s thin frame and Mason’s muscle-packed body. She was wet for her husband and Mason Wolfe could go fuck whoever her wanted. Tonight, she was fucking a billionaire.

“Come here, baby!” She held out her arms to him and Darren walked over to her. She enveloped him in her arms. He had lost almost two inches of height over the tears and she found his face nuzzling at her breasts like a baby. She smiled and pulled him down to the bed.

Darren climbed on top of her, his arms trembling slightly. A memory of Mason's bard body stabbed at her brain, his strong hands gripping her hips, and his massive cock filling her completely. She was so lost in the memories of her lover she didn't notice Darren’s head pillowed on her breasts, his cock not inside of her.

“Darren?” she gasped and pushed his shoulder. Was he dead? No! Not that!

To her relief and frustration, Darren let a snuffled snore against her breast. He had fallen asleep on top of her! Meredith had to stop herself from throwing him off in disgust. Instead, she moved to her side, gently rolling her passed out husband onto his back. His medically induced erection stood up, mocking her with its thin hardness.

"Damn it," Meredith muttered under her breath, frustration bubbling within her. She carefully rolled her husband off and stared at his useless, erect penis. Looking at Darren’s thin prick only made her angrier, and she rolled over on her back. That’s when she gave up and let all the memories of Mason flood back into her.

"Oh, yes, Mason," she whimpered, her voice laced with lust and frustration. Darren snorted, and she stifled a moan as she dropped her hand between her legs and fingered her wet, swollen pussy. She traced her slick folds, teasing herself as she imagined Mason's strong hands working her body with skill and precision.

She moaned, her eyes never leaving her husband and his thin cock standing at attention in the cool night air. She plunged two fingers into her dripping cunt.

"You can’t fuck me like this, Darren," she moaned as she fucked herself with her fingers. She imagined Mason fucking her in front of Darren, his hard, young cock stabbing deep into her molten core. Shame and pleasure mixed inside of her as her pussy spilled out slick juices onto the sheets.

"Fuck!" she gasped, her breath hitching in her throat as the waves of her climax crashed over her. "I want you so bad, Mason!" She dug her fingers into her wet pussy, driving her body through her orgasm and squirting hot juices onto the sheets.

Panting heavily, she removed her fingers from her pulsating pussy, taking a moment to compose herself while the last remnants of pleasure still tingled through her body. Finally, turned to her husband, her gaze lingering on her husband’s still hard cock.

"Let's keep this our little secret, hm?" she said, and flicked the tip of Darren’s little cock. Her husband whimpered in his sleep.

She giggled on the edge of hysteria, a wicked thrill of making her giddy. Then, she felt tears sting her eyes as her laughter turned into sobs as the guilt and shame rushed in. She angrily wiped at her tears. Why? Why couldn’t Darren be even half the man he used to be?

She tried to hold back her sobs, but they escaped her control. As she wiped away the tears, she couldn't deny the truth any longer - she knew what she wanted, despite the guilt and shame. She turned away from her husband and his ridiculous erection.

Poor Darren. Maybe if he had stayed awake, he might have been able to keep her memories of Mason at bay. As it was, Mason had pleased her again, and it only made her want him that much more.

She made her decision.

No matter what she had to do, she would see Mason again.
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M eredith stood in the kitchen the next morning, pouring herself a fresh cup of coffee. She had on her silky pink nightgown that clung to her curves. She took a sip, the bitter taste cutting through her exhaustion. Even after masturbating, she had had a rough night’s sleep, her thoughts still whirling around Mason. She was on the verge of masturbating again when she finally took a sleeping pill, something she rarely did because it made her feel groggy the next morning.

"Morning, darling," Darren said as he strode into the kitchen, well-rested and in a freshly pressed suit. He took her offered cup of coffee and gave Meredith a chaste kiss on the cheek.

It was a routine Meredith had established in the early days of their marriage. Darren was always up at the crack of dawn, and she would join him, dressed in her nightclothes but with her hair styled perfectly and makeup flawless. She would make him a cup of coffee, a small gesture to remind her husband of what he had waiting for him when he returned home. Even after hiring a housekeeper and cook, she continued to maintain the facade of a devoted housewife even though she hadn’t cooked or cleaned in years.

"I don't remember much from last night,” Darren said as he sipped his coffee. “But what I do remember was... nice."

Meredith smiled sweetly, hiding her frustration. Of course he remembered nothing. "It was wonderful, dear. You were amazing."

The words made Darren grin with a hint of pride. You should have seen it, Darren, she thought bitterly. Your beautiful wife masturbating because you couldn’t stay awake long enough to fuck her.

"Well, that’s good!. As long as you were happy.”

“So, happy,” she gushed and gave him a red kiss on his cheek, then laughed and wiped it off. “What more could a girl ask for?”

She grinned at him and she wondered if this titan of tech could see through her lies. But, no matter how insightful Darren was at the office, he didn’t understand women anymore than he could please them. He smiled again, and he looked like a boy wrapped in an old man’s body.

Men are too easy, she thought. Well, except for Mason Wolfe.

Thoughts of Mason crept into her mind, and she fought to push them down. Not yet.

Thankfully, Darren finished his coffee and gave she gave him a last kiss goodbye from the door. She shut the door and leaned against it, her breasts heaving as she contemplated hr plan. She could still stop all of this right now and thank her lucky stars that Darren had never found out about her affair.

Then, she felt the heat between her thighs, a heat she hadn’t felt since she had been a much younger woman. This time, however, it wasn’t her husband who had ignited that fire.

It was Mason.

She had already made her decision masturbating beside her husband, his thin prick at attention while he snored.

She pushed away from the door and grabbed her phone from the kitchen. Her first two calls were to the housekeeper and cook, telling them know she wouldn’t need them until the evening.

Her next call was to Sophia Sanders.
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WHEN SOPHIA ARRIVED, both women sat down for coffee, the aroma filling the room. Meredith wore a simple green housedress that highlighted her auburn hair, while Sophia looked stunning in a white sundress that contrasted with the raven locks framing her delicate face. She reminded Meredith of herself twenty years ago, a fresh-faced beauty on the arm of a powerful man.

If only society told you the truth, that no matter how powerful your man may become, there was always someone stronger, faster... and better.

"Thank you for coming over, Sophia," Meredith began, taking a sip of her coffee. "I hope everything is okay. I haven’t talked to since... well, you know..."

Sophia blushed, her cheeks turning a deep shade of red. "No," she admitted, a frown of disappointment forming on her beautiful face. "I haven't seen him since that day."

Meredith reached across the table and gently patted Sophia's hand. As she did so, an electric shiver of excitement coursed through her body. She couldn't help but think back to the afternoon when she had helped Mason seduce Sophia. Meredith still didn’t know what came over her. The way she had behaved! It was as if her own dormant desires had been awakened by Mason’s domination of the younger wife.

Whatever it was, Meredith felt the same need building inside her as she gazed at the flush in the young woman’s cheeks.

"Darling, you don’t need to feel bad about it," Meredith purred. “We all have needs that our husbands may not be able to... satisfy.”

Sophia's breath hitched, her cheeks still flushed with embarrassment. "I know, but it's hard not to feel guilty," she whispered, her voice wavering.

"Life is too short for regrets," Meredith murmured, her fingertips still caressing Sophia's hand. Her thoughts were racing, filled with kissing the younger wife, lapping at Mason’s cum as he looked down on them, a look of pleasure on his face. That image led Meredith to ask the question she really wanted answered. “So, have you seen Mason lately?”

Sophia looked, but not before Meredith saw the longing in the younger wife’s eyes.

“No, not for a couple of weeks. I guess... I guess it’s probably for the best...”

"You think so?" Meredith asked, her grip on Sophia's hand tightening. "Or, do you miss him?"

Sophia looked up and shook her head. “I shouldn’t. Clyde is wonderful. What Mason and I had was... nothing, I guess. Just a fling. A notch on his bedpost.”

“Oh, I don’t believe that!” Meredith scoffed, mostly because she didn’t want to believe that about herself. “What if I told you I have an idea to get Mason’s attention? Maybe make him pay a little for playing around in our neighborhood.”

“Oh, I don’t know...”

Meredith's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in closer to Sophia, her voice low and sultry. "I have an idea, Sophia. A little something to remind Mason what he's missing." She could see the apprehension in Sophia's eyes, but it only heightened the older woman’s desire.

"OK," Sophia replied hesitantly.

"Let's strip down to our underwear and take a selfie. Maybe even share a kiss–just enough to make it look real," Meredith suggested, her heart racing at the idea of kissing Sophia’s pillowy lips.

“I don’t know.” Sophia's cheeks flushed a deep shade of pink.

Meredith squeezed her hand.

“Look, it’s just a picture. It probably won’t even work, but it’ll be nice to do something for a change instead of waiting around for a man to do it for us.”

Sophia hesitated, her eyes alight with the same longing burning inside Meredith. She gave the younger woman a warm smile, willing her to give in. She felt a surge of triumph when Sophia finally nodded.

"Good!" Meredith smiled warmly and grabbed the younger wife's hand and pulled her towards the stairs. "Let's go make Mason crazy!"
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S ophia hesitated at the threshold of Meredith’s bedroom, her heart racing. What was she doing? After two weeks without Mason’s influence, she had thought she could move past her affair and focus on her life with Clyde.

Now, with Meredith was literally pulling her back into the whole mess. Sophia’s cheeks burned as she remembered that afternoon as Meredith and Mason had first seduced, then used Sophia for their own pleasure. Not that Sophia hadn’t felt pleasure. She had, otherwise she wouldn’t be standing on the threshold of Merdith’s bedroom, the beautiful auburn-haired beauty looking at her with hungry green eyes.

"Come on, sweetie," Meredith coaxed, pulling her into the opulent bedroom, her throaty voice sending shivers down Sophia's spine. She couldn't ignore the wicked thrill that coursed through her at the thought of messing with Mason. Especially the way he had toyed with her, claiming her on her marital bed.

God, how I wanted to belong to him, she thought, remembering his arrogant smirk and the words that played on repeat in her mind: "You'll never be able to fuck Clyde again without wishing it was me." He was right, of course, but after two weeks without him, Sophia had hoped that she could break free from his grasp.

But was she truly over him?

Her growing desire mixed with conflicting emotions made her feel like a swirling storm threatening to consume her. As Meredith gently closed the door behind them, Sophia succumbed once again to the powerful throb of need pulsing like a separate heart beat inside her body.

"Relax, Sophia," Meredith purred, her fingers sliding along Sophia's arm, raising a trail of goosebumps in their wake. "Let's just have some fun together."

The wicked glint in Meredith's eyes was fascinating, and Sophia couldn't help but be drawn in, her body betraying her as she felt her nipples harden and scrape against the confines of her bra. What am I doing? she thought, her breath hitching as Meredith pressed her voluptuous body against her own.

"Meredith... I don’t know..." Sophia murmured, her voice barely a whisper as Meredith ran her hands up Sophia’s body, cupping her breasts through her dress.

"Shh," Meredith hushed her, her lips brushing against Sophia's ear and a gentle hand brushing the hair back from her forehead. She smiled like a mother calming an upset child. "Just let go and enjoy it. We both know that you want this just as much as I do."

And deep down, Sophia knew that Meredith was right.

Sophia’s nerves sufficiently calmed, Meredith stepped back and pulled the straps of her dress down over her shoulders. The silky green fabric pooled at her feet and Meredith stepped free, posing in front of the younger wife.

Sophia could tell that Meredith had chosen a particularly sexy ensemble for their encounter–lacy black lingerie that hugged her breasts and lifted them high, while her black panties were nothing more than thin silk covering her the trimmed thatch of darker red hair between her legs. Sophia felt a rush of heat flush through her body at the sight of Meredith's lush figure. The memory of kissing her pale skin and hefting the older wife’s full breasts in her hands sent shivers down her spine.

"What's wrong, baby?" Meredith cooed, taking the motherly role seriously as she stepped forward and placed her hands on Sophia’s shoulders. "Need some help?"

Sophia bit her lip, unsure of how to respond. But as Meredith moved the straps of her dress over Sophia’s tan shoulders, she surrendered to her friend's advances. She caught a whiff of Meredith’s scent, spicy with a hint of lavender, as the older woman reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor to reveal her own choice of lingerie: a lacy white set that contrasted beautifully with her raven hair and porcelain skin.

"So beautiful," Meredith murmured, her fingers tracing the edges of Sophia's bra as she leaned in for a searing kiss. The sweet, slightly tangy taste of the other Meredith's lips danced on her tongue, sending a rush of warmth and desire through her body. The scent of spice and musk drifted from up from their bodies, filling the air with an intoxicating scent. With each kiss, Sophia felt herself falling deeper into a state of bliss, her heart pounding with excitement and longing. It was as if all of her desires had suddenly exploded, leaving her breathless and craving more.

"Come on," Meredith whispered, tugging Sophia towards the bed. "Let's give Mason something to remember."

As they reached the edge of the bed, Meredith pushed Sophia down onto the soft sheets. Sophia's heart raced as her friend climbed on top of her, straddling her hips. Sophia hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest as she touched her lips against Meredith's. They both laughed nervously, the tension between them suddenly palpable.

"Come on, baby," Meredith urged. "We need to really sell this kiss."

They kissed again, this time deeper and with more intensity. Sophia saw a flash from Meredith's phone as she captured the passionate moment. The older woman tapped on her phone, sending the photo to Mason, then tossed her phone aside and turned her attention back to Sophia. It was clear there was more going on than just a simple ploy to capture Mason’s attention.

Meredith dropped her hands to Sophia's breasts, gripping them firmly. Sophia moaned, arching her back into the touch, the sound mingling with the uncertainty swirling within her.

"What are you doing?" Sophia whimpered, torn between pleasure and unease.

"I need this, don't you?" Meredith replied, her voice low and sultry. She slid her hand between Sophia's thighs, feeling the wetness that had gathered there. As Sophia let out another moan, Meredith chuckled, her eyes gleaming with wicked lust. "Yes! You need this as much as I do!"

With a gentle push, Meredith guided the younger woman onto her marital bed. The older, more experienced beauty took charge, expertly undressing Sophia and leaving her lush breasts and wet pussy exposed. Sophia trembled as Meredith’s experienced hands roamed over Sophia's body, leaving a trail of possessive heat along the younger wife’s skin. Sophia's breath hitched as Meredith cupped her full breasts, teasing and squeezing them. Finally, she leaned down and took one hardened nipple into her mouth, sucking and flicking it with her tongue until Sophia was writhing beneath her.

"Oh, God! This is... this is so wrong!" Sophia moaned even as her back arched, pushing more of her breast into Meredith’s eager mouth.

"Shh, I haven't even started yet," Meredith murmured against her, sending rumbles of pleasure through Sophia’s breast and straight to her hot, wet cunt.

As if sensing the blossoming warmth, the older wife’s red nails slid down Sophia’s stomach, raising more goosebumps along the way, then settled on the damp curls between her legs. Sophia felt the rush of heat flooding her pussy, and couldn't resist bucking upward as Meredith slipped a finger between her swollen lips. Sophia gasped as Meredith slowly fingered her pussy, teasing her clit with the ball of her thumb.

Sophia's pussy clenched around Meredith’s finger as the older woman picked up the pace, sliding a second finger inside to stretch her even further. Sophia's moans grew louder as Meredith curled her fingers upwards, hitting that sweet spot on the roof of her pussy.

How? How did she know where to touch? Sophia thought desperately, then all thoughts were swept away as Meredith mashed her palm against Sophia’s swollen clit and worked her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. Sophia's hips bucked against Meredith’s palm, responding to the rough love, her entire body trembling with pleasure. The older wife could feel Sophia's orgasm building, and ground her hand hard into Sophia’s greedy cunt.

“That’s it, baby!” Meredith laughed. “Come for me, Sophia! Come for me like a good little slut!”

Sophia whimpered as the words penetrated her ears. Meredith bent over, sucked in a fat nipple, and bit down on the sensitive flesh.

Sophia screamed as the sharp pain drove her over the edge, her body shuddering on the bed. Meredith continued to finger her through her orgasm, milking every last bit of pleasure from her until the younger wife was spent. When she finally pulled away, Sophia was a panting, satisfied mess.

Meredith knelt by Sophia, cooing softly to her as she brushed the hair away from her face. Sophia looked up at the older woman and felt a rush of warmth for her she had not experienced since she was a young girl. It was a wicked, twisted kind of warmth, but one that Meredith seemed to sense that Sophia needed.

“Such a good girl,” Meredith smiled, still brushing her hand through Sophia’s dark, sweaty hair. “No wonder Mason chose you. You are so beautiful.”

Sophia smiled wanly, the words penetrating her mind and working their way to her heart. Meredith slipped her creamy breasts from her bra and leaned over Sophia, offering her a plump red nipple. Sophia only hesitated a moment before sucking the nipple into her wet mouth, a sudden need to please this beautiful older woman taking over.

“Oh, that’s good!” Meredith gasped, pressing more of her breast into Sophia’s mouth. “Now, suck the other one.”

Sophia eagerly complied, her lips and tongue working over Meredith’s breast. She flicked her tongue over Meredith’s nipple, feeling it harden under her ministrations. Meredith moaned and Sophia was rewarded with the older woman, pressing more of her heavy breasts into her face so she could lick and suck, bite and grope the fleshy orbs until Meredith couldn’t stand it anymore.

The older wife rolled back and peeled off her sodden black panties. Sophia felt her mouth go dry as the older woman pressed her back into the mattress, then rose on her haunches and straddled the younger wife’s surprised face.

"My turn," Meredith purred and Sophia had a second to catch her breath as the older woman lowered her warm, wet pussy onto Sophia’s face.

Sophia moaned as the taste of Meredith's juices coated her tongue. Meredith's wet, swollen pussy lips split open and Sophia stabbed her tongue inside, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from the older woman. Meredith rolled her hips sensuously, grinding her cunt against Sophia’s mouth and nose, using the younger wife’s face for her pleasure.

“That’s it, baby! More! More!” Meredith demanded, gripping Sophia's hair to hold her in place. Sophia complied, her tongue eagerly lapping at the slick folds, desperate to please the older woman. She flicked her tongue against Meredith's clit, felt it swell and harden beneath her touch. Meredith's moans grew louder, more insistent, and Sophia felt a thrill of power at the knowledge that she was the one giving this experienced older woman such pleasure.

Sophia's tongue stabbed deeper, exploring Meredith's folds, tasting the sweet and salty tang of her juices. She sucked on Meredith's clit, pulling it between her lips, teasing it with her teeth. Meredith's hips bucked wildly against Sophia’s face and then there was no more time for technique as Meredith gripped a handful of Sophia’s hair and jammed her face into her cunt, humping the younger wife’s face as the pleasure overtook her.

"Fuck, yes!" Meredith screamed. She ground her pussy harder onto Sophia's face. With one final, shuddering cry, Meredith came undone, her juices exploding from of her pussy and coating the younger wife’s face.

Sophia panted as the fluids from Meredith’s orgasm bubbled in her lips and nose. She was filled with the smell and taste of the older woman, intoxicated by the knowledge she had pleased her, made her gush like a fucking fountain. As the rush of her orgasm faded, a deep voice broke through her drunken, lust-filled haze.

"Well, well. What have we here?"

Sophia and Meredith both shot up, gasping as they tried to catch their breath. In the doorway, a tall man leaned against the frame, a wide grin on his cruel, handsome face.

Mason Wolfe had arrived.
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S ophia was still trying to catch her breath as Mason sauntered into the room, his hands hidden behind his back, a wicked grin on his face. Before Sophia could even think of anything to say, Meredith launched herself off the bed, her face twisted in fury.

"Where the fuck have you been?" Meredith snarled. Sophia could see tears streaming down Meredith’s cheeks as she slammed her fists into Mason’s chest. "Do you know how long I've been waiting for you? Do you even fucking care?"

Mason remained nonchalant as Meredith pounded against him, his hands still tucked behind him. Sophia watched the scene unfold before her, shocked by Meredith;s sudden fury. It was suddenly obvious to Sophia that there was more going on in Meredith’s heart than simple lust.

The younger wife's mind raced, and she pondered her own relationship with Mason. It had been weeks since she'd last shared her husband Clyde's bed, and though she loved him, she could not deny the desire that drew her to Mason.

But was it lust she felt for this pool boy, or something deeper?

Mason let Meredith work her anger out on his chest until she collapsed against him, sobbing.

"I’m sorry, Meredith," Mason said and used one hand to stroke the woman’s damp, red hair. His other hand was still hidden behind his back. “I didn’t know you cared.”

“What?” Meredith sobbed. “How could you not know? I... I’ve done everything you wanted!”

“I know,” Mason murmured and kissed the distraught woman on the top of her head. “I understand. But this isn’t just about you.”

Meredith stepped back, her eyes narrowng. She glanced at Sophia and the younger woman saw the jealousy and sadness in the older woman’s eyes. It was obvious. She loved Mason. Possibly more than she loved herself.

“Who is it?” Meredith said. “That Thompson slut? Is that who it’s about?”

Mason smiled.

“No,” he said. “It’s about all three of you.”

Mason’s eyes flicked to Sophia, and she felt a shudder ripple down her spine as she met his intense gaze.

"All three of us?" Sophia asked. “You mean...”

"That’s exactly what I mean," Mason replied. “But I’ll need your help. Both of you, to make this happen. Or I leave you both now and go about my business.”

“Mason?” Meredith said, pulling his attention back to her tear-streaked face. “What are you saying?”

“He wants all three of us,” Sophia said, shocked at the young man’s audacity. “He wants his own little harem.”

“What?” Meredith stuttered. “All three of us? You can;t mean that.”

“Oh, but I do,” Mason said and, with a flourish he revealed what was behind his back.

Meredith gasped and Sophia’s mouth dropped open as her eyes took in the long, purple rod in Mason’s hand. It took her a moment to realize it was a perfectly shaped penis fashioned out of bright purple rubber. Black straps dangled from the base of it and it suddenly clicked in Sophia’s head.

It’s a strap-on dildo!

She had never seen one on real life before, but there it was, in Mason’s hand as he held it in front of Meredith’s wide, green eyes.

“What is that?” Meredith whispered.

“That is a dildo, my dear,” Mason grinned, rotating it slowly in the afternoon light. “It’s been molded from my cock. See the details.”

He pushed it closer to Meredith’s face until the older woman went cross-eyed trying to stare at it.

“But... but why?”

Mason reached forward and gripped Meredith’s hand, placing the long, thick purple dildo into her palm.

“I thought you might like to be in control for once.”

Sophia’s heart sped up. In control? In control of who?

What was Meredith going to do with that thing?

Meredith had relaxed, her anger replaced by curiosity as Mason stepped behind her. He slowly fastened the harness around her hips, running his fingers over her curves. Sophia's mouth went dry as Meredith turned to her, sporting a long, thick purple penis from between her plump thighs.

"Meredith," Mason purred. "I want you to show me how good you can fuck Sophia."

Meredith's expression shifted from shock to desire, her eyes clouding over with arousal. A wicked smile curved the corner of her lips as she looked at Sophia. The sight of her older friend transforming before her very eyes sent a thrill of fear and excitement down Sophia’s spine.

“Oh... I don’t know...” Sophia stammered as Meredith stepped forward and ran a hand over her cheek.

"Really?" Meredith purred. “Look at this cock, sweetie. Don’t you want this cock inside you?”

Sophia gulped, looking down at the purple monster hanging between Meredith’s pale thighs. The sunlight seemed to make the thing glow from within, highlighting the intricate details, details that matched Mason’s flesh and blood beast. Her mouth went dry, but her pussy was dripping at the thought of the beautiful Meredith driving that thing deep into hr body.

“That’s it, slut,” Meredith said, her voice kind, but her words lewd. “Get on your knees and show me how much you want it.

Sophia glanced at Mason, who nodded, a primal hunger in his eyes. He was enjoying watching the women perform for him. That should have made her angry, but Sophia was past the point of anger. A part of her had missed Mason’s domination, and she felt her whole body trembling with anticipation.

Her pussy juices dripping down her thighs, the younger wife swallowed whatever her pride she had left and lowered herself to the plush carpet, her eyes never leaving the menacing purple shaft bobbing in front of her.

"That's it, baby," Meredith purred, brushing back Sophia’s dark hair gingerly. "Now, suck that fucking cock like you mean it!"

Sophia leaned forward, her lips trembling as she closed the distance between them. She tentatively licked the tip of the strap-on, moaning as her tongue flicked over the silicone. It wasn’t flesh and blood, but as she opened her lips and took it deep in her mouth, she looked up into the grinning face of Merdith, peering down at her past the fleshly globes of her tits.

The sensation was electric, both degrading and exhilarating all at once. Mason chuckled and stepped behind her, his hands running up and down her bare back, nails scratching lightly across her skin.

"Oh, my God!" Meredith moaned. "That is so hot! Now, suck it, slut! Suck that cock!”

Sophia moaned around the silicone cock, her eyes watering with humiliation and arousal. Meredith was moaning above her, her hips rocking in time with bobs of Sophia’s head. The room was filled with their wet, obscene noises as the younger wife submitted to the older wife’s lust.

"That's right, you like it, don't you?" Meredith purred, grabbing a fistful of Sophia's hair and tugging roughly. "You like being our little cockslut, don't you?"

Sophia whimpered her assent, her cheeks and neck flushed. She had never felt more debased or aroused in her life. Her thighs trembled as Mason held her head in place and Meredith rocked her hips, fucking the younger wife's mouth with long, fast strokes.

The sight of Meredith’s curvy hips and heavy breasts warred with the fat cock between her legs. Sophia was having a hard time concentrating on just one thing as the purple head, shaped like Mason’s mushroomed tip, hammered her throat. She gagged, but Mason held her head in place as Meredith buried the cock in her esophagus. Sophia fought for air, her existence narrowed to the feeling of Mason’s fingers gripping her head and Merdith’s huge, purple weapon choking off her air supply.

Finally, Mason let Sophia go and she fell back, gasping as spit burst from her mouth, long ropes of slobber connecting her pink lips to the tip of Meredith’s cock.

“Fuck, that is so hot!” Mason pulled Sophia to her feet. “But I think it’s time for the main event, don’t you, Meredith?”

Sophia looked at her friend, at the wicked gleam in her eyes and the cruel smile on her lips. Again the younger wife felt a thrill of fear, but also excitement as Meredith brandished her glistening cock like a weapon.

“Oh, yes!” Meredith laughed. “Sophia, I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be walking bowlegged when we send you back to Clyde!”

Sophia moaned, but her body was trembling as Mason and Meredith each gripped an arm and lowered her to the mattress.
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S ophia's heart thudded in her chest as she watched Meredith confidently grip the large strap-on. She couldn't tear her eyes away from Meredith's heavy breasts and wide hips, her womanly curves in sharp contrast to the glistening purple dildo swaying ominously between her thighs.

"Ready for this, little girl?" Meredith purred, positioning herself between Sophia's trembling legs, spreading them wide. The older wife ran the head of the dildo up and down Sophia's slick slit, inciting a gasp from the raven-haired wife beneath her, teasing her with its length and thickness.

“Y... yes...” Sophia moaned, not sure she was ready for it at all.

Meredith smiled warmly down at her, like a mother comforting her child. Then, her smile turned wicked and, without warning, she forced the head of her cock through Sophia's tight entrance, slowly pushing the thick shaft into her. The sensation of being stretched by the monstrous toy sent a spike of pain stabbing through Sophia's body, her cunt clenching the massive weapon, in a vain attempt to stop the invasion.

"It’s hurts!" Sophia whimpered, her teary eyes locked on Meredith's lustful gaze. “I don’t know if I can take it all!”

"Shh." Meredith cooed and pulled back slightly, then drove the purple cock deeper into the younger woman’s helpless body. Sophia’s eyes focused on Merdith’s gorgeous pale breasts, bouncing hypnotically above her. Slowly, her body adjusted to the intrusion, the older wife working Sophia’s pussy open until she could feel the purple cock stab deep into her core.

“Oh, God!” Sophia moaned. “It’s so big! So good!”

“That’s it girl. I’ll bet Clyde has never made you feel like this!”

Sophia whimpered, but she was beyond the point of defending Clyde’s honor. Meredith was right. This is what she needed. What she deserved. And if Clyde couldn’t give it to her...

“Never!” she moaned as Meredith quickened her pace. “He’s never made me feel like this!”

Meredith continued to fuck her and soon the squishy sounds of Sophia’s gushing pussy filled the room. She barely noticed Mason undressing until he appeared, naked, behind Meredith. She glanced at him, feeling a flush of desire in his predatory gaze. His muscular form was a sight to behold, his cock hard and dripping against Meredith’s fleshy thigh. The similarities between Mason's cock and the purple dildo inside her were unmistakable– both molded from the same man, but now on wildly different bodies.

The sight forced a mewl of lust from Sophia’s throat. The wet sounds of Meredith's thrusts filled the air, her moans and grunts mingling with Sophia's own as the older woman fucked her hard and fast. Meredith’s massive purple cock penetrated Sophia deeply, hitting all the right spots. Sophia could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm rising like a storm. She gripped the sheets beneath her, her body rocking back and forth in rhythm with Meredith's pounding.

The younger wife’s muscles tightened around the shaft, and Sophia’s moans grew louder and guttural. Meredith knew Sophia was close, and she increased her pace, hammering into Sophia with cruel abandon.

Sophia's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. She screamed out Meredith's name as she came, her muscles clenching and releasing around the purple dildo. Meredith slowed her movements, allowing Sophia to ride out the waves of pleasure.

After a few moments, Sophia's body finally relaxed, and she lay there panting, trying to catch her breath. Meredith leaned over the young woman, their sweaty breasts rubbing together as she kissed Sophia.

Meredith whispered, "Was that good, baby?"

“So... good,” Sophia murmured.

“I’m glad,” Meredith said and kissed her softly, then nibbled her earlobe. “I never want to hurt you, baby.”

Sophia felt a surge of warmth in her chest, the release of her pent-up emotions making her giddy. She wrapped her arms around Meredith’s neck and then kissed her passionately, losing herself in the smell and feel of the older woman’s generous flesh.

“Very nice, Meredith,” Mason’s voice slithered past Sophia’s afterglow. “I knew you had it in you!”

There was an audible slap and Meredith moaned against Sophia’s lips. The older woman rose and looked over her shoulder. Sophia’s eyes followed the Meredith’s gaze and her eyes went wide as Mason stepped forward and positioned himself behind the older woman. Sophia’s heart raced in anticipation, wondering what he had planned next.

"Stay right there!" Mason commanded when Meredith tried to rise. Then he pushed her back down on top of Sophia, smashing their wet breasts together. Sophia's breath hitched as she looked into Meredith's lust-filled eyes, the hunger there sparking a need deep inside Sophia’s core.

"God, you're so fucking hot like this," Mason growled, and Sophia watched over Meredith’s shoulder as he gripped her ass, his fingers digging into the pale skin and pulled her onto his thick cock.

Meredith moaned into Sophia’s ears. The thrust that Mason gave her sent shockwaves through the older woman's body, which drove the strap-on deeper inside of Sophia. It was an utterly depraved scene–Mason's real cock pounding into Meredith’s wet cunt while its purple doppelgänger plunged into Sophia’s gaping pussy.

"Ugh, yes! Fuck me, Mason!" Meredith cried, her breath hot and wet in Sophia’s ear.

"Like this? You want me to fuck you harder, you dirty slut?" he taunted, increasing his pace, driving the purple cock into Sophia’s core. She shook with pleasure under Meredith’s shuddering breasts, moaning against the older woman’s hard, pink nipples.

As Mason fucked Meredith, the women's bodies became one writhing body for Mason to fuck. Sophia could feel every thrust, every moan, and every gasp as if they were her own, the sensations amplified by the knowledge that her husband's pool boy was fucking them both. The shame gnawed at her, but it heightened the lewdness of her position and she felt another orgasm build deep in her belly.

"Look at you two," Mason panted, his gaze never leaving the women. "You're both so fucking desperate for my cock."

"Because you're the only one who can make us feel like this!" Meredith whined. “It’s all for you, Mason!”

"Damn right," Mason replied and slammed even harder into them, rocking the married woman’s bodies on the bed until it felt like the whole thing might break beneath them.

The mix of pleasure and pain caused by the strap-on and Mason's relentless pounding was unlike anything she had experienced before. As their bodies trembled together, she knew that between Mason's raw power and Meredith's sensual body; she was completely lost.

"Keep fucking me, Mason!" Meredith cried in Sophia’s ear. "Don't stop! Please don’t stop!”

"Fuck, yes!" he growled, gripped Meredith’s wide hips even tighter and drove into her with every ounce of his strength.

Sophia could no longer hold back her own cries of pleasure, her voice joining Meredith's in desperate sounds of moans and gasps as they gave way to the devastating sensations. The room was filled with the smacks of their bodies colliding, their desperate pleas for more, and the warm, wet sounds of Mason’s cocks plundering their wet holes.

"Fuck... I'm close!" Meredith panted, her eyes locked onto Sophia's.

"Me too," Sophia admitted, her nails digging into the sheets as the pressure built inside her.

"Then come," Mason grunted, his voice strained with effort. "Come for me, you filthy sluts."

Sophia cried out first, her body convulsing as she came harder than she ever had before. She could feel her muscles clenching and releasing around Mason's doppelgänger, gripping the purple cock as she rode out her orgasm.

Meredith was not far behind, her own orgasm hitting her like a freight train. She screamed, her body arching off Sophia, inadvertently stabbing the purple cock even deeper into the young wife’s pussy. Sophia clung to Meredith’s body, raising her head and burying her face in the older woman’s lush tits, taking comfort in the smell and feel of the woman’s pillowy flesh as they rode out the force of their orgasms together.

Sophia's eyes fluttered open, her vision blurred by the tears of ecstasy that had welled up during her orgasm, her face pressed into Meredith’s breasts. The older woman’s skin was heavy with the scent of sweat and lust, an aroma that clung to Sophia’s nostrils like a forbidden perfume. She looked up at Meredith, her eyes glazed and unfocused, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

"Kiss me," Sophia whispered, her voice hoarse from her own cries of pleasure. And without hesitation, Meredith leaned down to press her lips against Sophia's–a searing, passionate kiss that sealed their lust, and their love, for each other.

"Enough," Mason growled, his voice husky with barely restrained lust. "Both of you, on your knees."

The two women obeyed without question, their bodies still trembling from their orgasms. Sophia could feel the heat radiating from Mason's body as he stood before them, his cock still throbbing and dripping with Meredith’s juices.

"Look at what you've done to me," Mason said. "You're going to clean this up with your mouths. Worship my cock like the filthy sluts you are."

Sophia glanced over at Meredith, feeling a mixture of shame and arousal as they both realized the extent of their submission to this man. Slowly, tentatively, the two women bent forward to lick and suck Mason's cock, their tongues swirling around the hot flesh as they took turns worshipping him. Sometimes, their mouths would touch and Sophia couldn’t deny the thrill of kissing the older woman while sharing Mason’s cock between them.

“That’s my good girls,” Mason murmured and Sophia felt the pride inside her reflected in Meredith’s face. The truth was hammered home. They were both here for Mason. No matter the pleasure they had given each other, it was nothing compared to the bliss Mason had given them.

More than any man Sophia had ever met, Mason Wolfe deserved their worship. It was a horrible, twisted thought, but after all that had happened, how could she deny it? She was here, freshly fucked and on her knees. Could Clyde have made her do that?

Not in a million years, she thought to herself and then buried her face in Mason’s fat ball sac, drowning out her thoughts with his wet, virile flesh.

“Fuck! That’s it! Bury your face in their, slut! Show me how much you need me!”

Sophia, urged on by Mason’s growled commands, sucked his balls into her mouth, rolling the fat orbs around with her tongue. Mason let out a low groan, his hips bucking involuntarily. Meredith responded above Sophia by taking Mason’s cock deep in her mouth, gagging on his thick length while Sophia snorted and snuffled like a pig at between Mason’s legs.

The younger wife could feel Mason's muscles tensing, could hear the ragged moans escaping his lips. She glanced up at Meredith, who was still working Mason's cock with expert precision. The sight of her friend drunkenly sucking Mason’s cock sent a thrill through Sophia's body.

Meredith released Mason's cock with a pop, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "Do you like that, baby?" she purred, licking her lips.

“Yes I do, you naughty slut!” he grunted and slapped Meredith’s cheek with a meaty slp of his cock. “ I’ll bet you never sucked Darren’s cock like that, have you?”

“Never!” Meredith whimpered. “Darren’s cock is so pathetic next to yours.”

Sophia groaned against Mason’s balls. Even though she didn’t say it, the same was true for Clyde. She would never have done something like this for him. Only a man, a real man, could demand this degrading act from her and still make her enjoy it.

Only Mason, she thought and rubbed her face upward into his balls and the tight furrow between his ass cheeks. All for you, Mason.

Sophia suddenly felt Mason’s balls tighten against her chin as she ran her nose over the tight bud of his anus. She was sitting on her ass now, looking up into his gorgeous backside, plumbing the filthy depths of his body and loving it.

But even Mason was human and could not last under the adoring attentions of two beautiful women for long. Finally, he pulled back from them, nudging them until the two women were shoulder to shoulder, gazing up at him through lust-hazed eyes.

"Open your mouths, sluts," he commanded. “It’s time to get your reward.

Meredith and Sophia obeyed without hesitation, their pink tongues lolling out in anticipation, like baby birds waiting for their meal. In that moment, all they wanted was to be marked by him, to be owned by this wonderful, sexy man.

Mason's grin twisted into a malevolent snarl as he let out an animalistic growl. With primal force, he unleashed a scalding stream of sticky cum onto their faces, drenching them in his hot, viscous lust. The thick liquid covered their skin, oozing down their cheeks and dripping onto their chins, marking them as his possession. They were nothing but objects for his pleasure, branded with his cum.

"Such good little whores," Mason huffed, admiring their cum-covered faces. "Now, clean each other up."

At his command, Meredith and Sophia exchanged a knowing glance, their bodies trembling with a mix of satisfaction and a hunger for more. This twisted game had bound them together; two willing participants caught in the web of Mason's powerful spell.

Their tongues darted out, finding purchase on each other's cum-streaked faces. They lapped at the salty, musky fluid, savoring every drop as if it were a precious elixir. They kissed, spitting Mason's cum into each other's mouths, sharing the taste of their degradation as their cheeks and chins grew gleaming and sticky.

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, an overpowering odor that clung to every surface. As they knelt on the carpet, Sophia and Meredith panted heavily, their breasts heaving as they tried to catch their breath. Mason loomed above them, his muscular frame glistening with perspiration, a wicked grin playing on his lips.

"Did you like that?" Mason asked as he gazed down at the once-proud women, now reduced to obedient playthings at his feet.

"Y-Yes, Mason," Sophia stuttered, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. The shame and guilt she felt earlier had been completely overwhelmed by the masochistic pleasure of surrender.

"Good," Mason said and knelt beside them, drawing them into a warm hug, planting a kiss on each of their sticky cheeks. “I am so glad to have found you both.”

Sophia felt Meredith quiver next to her, and she knew her friend was reveling in the warmth of Mason's approval, just like she was. The young man’s love and acceptance settled upon them like a cozy blanket, placing them even further under his spell. Sophia and Meredith were connected to him by their shared lust and passion, and neither of them had the power to break free.

Sensing their surrender, Mason pulled each of them closer, his voice hot and hungry in their ears.

"Now, I think it's time we call Penny, don't you?"
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P enny stood at the door of Meredith's lavish house, her heart pounding with anticipation. The invitation to this party had come as a shock. She had never met Sophia or Meredith before and, considering the whispered rumors about their relationship with Mason, Penny wondered just what motive Meredith Wilkins would have for inviting her over. Still, with her husband Terry’s tenuous business and opulent lifestyle, it wasn’t polite to ignore a summons from the richest woman in Lotus Fields.

"Ah, Penny! You made it!"

Penny was shocked when Meredith herself opened the door, expecting a liveried servant or at least a maid. Then Penny's eyes widened even more when she saw her hostess clad in nothing but a skimpy, emerald-green bikini that did little to restrain her heavy breasts and the wide, fleshy curves of her hips.

"Huh... hi, Meredith," Penny stammered, feeling suddenly overdressed in her modest blouse and knee-length skirt. She couldn't help but compare herself to the older woman, whose beauty seemed almost otherworldly.

"Come in, come in! Don’t be shy!" Meredith beckoned her forward with a warm, almost motherly smile and slid an arm around the younger wife’s shoulders.

Penny marveled at the high ceilings and the polished marble floors of Meredith’s house. It was larger than Penny’s, if that was even possible, but with a cozy touch Penny’s house lacked. For all its beauty, this house felt lived in. Cozy.

And there was no better example of that than the tastefully appointed living room with its plush, burgundy furniture set off by the warm sunshine pouring in through the floor to ceiling windows that looked out onto the sparkling blue waters of the Olympic sized pool.

The pool reminded her of Mason and Penny wondered again about the rumors surrounding Meredith and her neighbor...

“Sophia! There you are!”

Penny looked towards the doorway to see Sophia Sanders walking into the room carrying a tray with drinks. Whereas Meredith was in a green bikini, Sophia wore red, the thin strips of fabric high-lighting the taller, elegant woman’s curves.

"Hello, Penny," Sophia smiled and set the tray down. "I'm so glad you could join us."

"Uh, hi," Penny replied, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment at being the center of attention. How was it possible for these women to look so incredible? And why were they practically naked?

"Did I forget to tell you this was a pool party?" Meredith asked, wrapping her arm around Sophia's waist and pulling the taller woman close. "You must be dying to get out of those clothes and into something more... comfortable."

"I-I didn't know," Penny stammered.

"Darling, don't worry," Meredith assured her. She disengaged with Sophia, who smiled knowingly, and put her back around Penny’s shoulders. "I have a suit that should fit you perfectly."

Penny hesitated, wondering how Meredith could possibly know her size, but allowed herself to be led to the pool house.

Once changed, Penny found herself wearing a white bikini that left very little to the imagination. Her round breasts strained against the tiny top, while the bottoms hugged the curves of her ass. She felt slightly embarrassed to be wearing virtually nothing with the other two women, but shrugged off her negative feelings. After all, the two women were being nice, especially Meredith, and they were both dressed the same way.

What’s the worst that could happen?

Feeling slightly better, Penny walked by the pool and back to the house. She took a wrong turn somewhere when she heard a noise coming from the steps leading to the second floor.

“Meredith?” she called out, but there was no answer, so she followed the sound up the grand, winding staircase and down a long hallway, flanked by doors. One door stood open at the end of the hall, probably the master bedroom, the noonday sun spilling out into the hallway. She heard voices coming from the room, and Penny sighed in relief. She padded down the hallway and was just about to call out to the two women, to announce her presence, when she stopped, her jaw dropping in shock as she took in the lewd scene.

It was the sounds that she noticed first, the wet, slurping and murmured words of passion. She saw the backs of Merdith and Sophia as they knelt before the huge four-poster, one head dark, the other a burnished red in the sun streaming through the window. Their heads bobbed and weaved together as they shared something between them, each woman’s moist giggles and grunts assaulting Penny’s ears.

Two large hands settled on the top of each of head and Penny’s eyes traveled up from the bobbing heads, past the rippled abs and firm pectoral muscles to the handsome face, smiling down at the two older women.

"Fuck, you two are getting so good at this," Mason Wolfe growled. "Keep going, you little sluts. Show he much you want me."

Penny felt a torrent of emotions surge within her: shock, jealousy, and an undeniable arousal. What was happening? Why was Mason here?

She was paralyzed, unable to look away as Mason’s ice-blue eyes raised from the women shamelessly servicing his cock and up to the young wife’s face.

"Hello pretty Penny," he purred. "You're just in time."

Meredith and Sophia lifted their gazes from Mason's crotch, their faces glistening with spit. Neither woman showed the slightest hint of embarrassment or shame; instead, they appeared intoxicated by Mason's powerful presence.

"Come here, Penny," Mason commanded, extending his hand toward her. The young wife hesitated, her heart racing as she tried to process the scene before her. Seeing her uncertainty, Meredith gracefully rose to her feet, her voluptuous body shining with sweat, her pink nipples hard and protruding lewdly from the white mounds of her breasts. She crossed the floor to stand beside Penny, hugging the younger wife’s arms between her voluminous tits.

"Darling, it's all right," she whispered into Penny's ear, her voice warm and reassuring. "None of our husbands know we're here. It's our little secret, and I know you want Mason, just like the rest of us."

Penny couldn't deny the truth in Meredith's words. Her body trembled with lust as she was coaxed forward until she stood over Sophia. She watched, mesmerized, as the gorgeous trophy wife’s red lips stretched around Mason’s massive girth as she gagged on the hot length of his cock. The older wife had surrendered completely, her mind lost in her efforts to please Mason.

"Look at her, Penny," Meredith urged, her breath hot against Penny's neck. She slid her hands down over Penny’s breast and the young wife gasped as the older woman’s fingertips grazed her nipples through the thin fabric. "She's so hungry for him! Don't you feel that way too, too?"

The potent mix of lust and shame coursed through Penny's veins as Meredith slowly slid her bikini down over her pert nipples. Mason held out his hand again, and this time, Penny took it. She hesitated for a moment, rational thought trying to break through the fog of lust that had enveloped her. But with a last look at the beautiful women surrounding her, all of them lost in their desire for this young man, she knew she couldn't resist.

"Come here, Penny," Mason said. "Sit next to me."

Penny took his hand, feeling an electric charge as their fingers intertwined. With a wicked grin, he pulled her to his lap.

"Your husband could never please you like I can, could he? Just like Sophia. Just like Merdith." Mason bent his head and flicked his tongue across her nipple. "You all needed someone who knows how to make you feel like a woman."

His fingers deftly untied her bikini bottoms, leaving her completely exposed. He kissed her, his tongue sliding into her mouth and she fought through the embarrassment and gave into his kiss. It had only been a few days, but she wanted him, wanted to feel him inside of her. Wanted him to take her. So, when he pulled back and forced her head down to his crotch, she gave up after only a token resistance. She shouldn’t want this, but as Sophia took her mouth off Mason’s cock, Penny’s mouth flooded with saliva. Sophia held out Mason’s shaft to her. Penny opened her mouth to say something, anything, but Mason pushed his cock into her mouth and drove the hot flesh deep into her throat.

“Wow! Look at her go!” Sophia chuckled and Penny whimpered around Mason’s throbbing shaft, her cheeks burning, but Mason kept a firm hand on the top of her head and pumped Penny’s warm wet mouth with his cock.

"That’s it, Pretty Penny. Suck that cock like a good little cheating slut."

Penny whimpered again, but she didn’t stop, letting his flesh fill her mouth, choke her, and burn away the shame.

This was where she belonged.
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MASON’S HEART RACED as he let Penny’s head go and she took over, her lips wrapped around his swollen cock, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping him. She bobbed her head up and down with an eagerness that pleased him, her tongue swirling around his sensitive tip before sliding back down his shaft. Her pretty cheeks hollowed and he felt the beautiful suction as she sought to milk every ounce of pleasure from him. Mason let out a low groan as she took him deeper, the sensation of her throat tightening around him almost too much to bear.

He couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of Penny, a married woman, worshiping his cock. It was dirty and wrong, and that only made it hotter. He felt a surge of power as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes, silently begging for more.

Mason gripped Penny's hair, pulling her closer as he thrust deeper into her mouth. He could feel her gag reflex kick in, but she never broke eye contact, never stopped pleasuring him. He had taught her well.

“Such a good little slut,” Mason moaned as he guided Penny's head along his length, reveling in the power he held over her. It had been a risk, inviting Penny to Meredith’s home, but the taste of his cock had pushed all thoughts of loyalty and decency out of her mind, leaving only the desire to please him in their wake.

"Take care of Sophia, Meredith," Mason said. "I want to focus on dear, sweet Penny for a while."

Mason saw the wicked grin spread across the older woman’s face. How easy it had been to corrupt her. So long without power in her own life, she had leapt at the chance to exercise it over Sophia.

And Sophia, dear sweet Sophia. She had spent years of getting everything she wanted from a loving, gentle man when what she really needed was to be told what to do. All thoughts of being powerful, loyal, and strong had melted, and she eagerly dropped to her knees as Meredith strapped on her huge, purple cock.

"That’s a good little slut," Meredith purred, her lush breasts swaying as ran her hands through Sophia’s dark hair. “Now, suck my fucking cock, bitch!”

Mason smirked as Meredith drove her purple cock deep into Sophia’s mouth. The sight of the older woman face fucking the trophy wife while Penny’s wet mout sucked him greedily almost sent him over the edge. But it was too soon. He had so many plans for the three women and this was the time to solidify his hold over them.

He reluctantly pulled Penny’s mouth from his cock with a wet sucking sound and pulled her to the bed. He positioned her fit body so he could see the Sophia suck Meredith’s cock, the auburn-haired woman’s wide hips rolling forward to sink the silicone shaft between the younger wife’s lips.

"Tell me how much you need me, Penny," Mason grunted down at the writhing young blonde. "Tell me I'm better than your pathetic husband."

Penny hesitated for a moment, but as Mason sank his cock into her warm, wet cunt, she couldn't very well deny the truth.

"You are, Mason!" she gasped, her voice trembling with lust and shame. "I need you... I need your cock more than I ever needed him."

"Good girl," Mason growled. He gripped her hips and yanked her ass towards him as he stabbed his cock deep into her wet and vulnerable tunnel. He felt the power coursing through him as her body gave way to him, once again plumbing the depths her bastard husband could never reach.

Meanwhile, Meredith had pushed Sophia down onto the soft carpet and thrust the strap-on into her cunt, punishing her with hard, quick thrusts. Sophia's cries mixed with Penny's moans, rising and falling like music in Mason’s ears. God! It was all he could do to hold back as the thick sounds of female lust filled the room.

"Take it, Sophia!" Meredith hissed, her wide hips forcing the younger wide’s legs to splay open lewdly, allowing her purple cock full access to the depths of her core. "You wanted this just as much as the rest of us, didn't you? Admit it."

"Yes!" Sophia cried. "I want it! Please fuck me! Please!"

Mason saw the exact moment Sophia's orgasm hit her, the way her muscles clenched and released around the strap-on, milking it for all it was worth. He could hear the keening wail that escaped her lips, a sound of pure pleasure and release.

"Fuck!" Mason grunted, his pace increasing as he drove himself deeper into Penny. Her body quivered under his touch, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each passing second.

"Say it again, Penny," he ordered. "Tell me who you belong to, slut!"

“You!” Penny's voice cracked as she choked out the words. "Only you!”

Mason's cock throbbed with a primal need as he drove himself deeper into Penny's tight, wet pussy. The feel of her soft, silky folds enveloping him sent shivers of pleasure down his spine. He could feel her body quivering under his touch, her muscles tense and contracting as she grew closer to the edge.

His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips, pulling her closer to him as he pumped in and out with increasing force. Each thrust was met with a gasp or moan from Penny, her voice growing louder and more desperate with each passing second.

Across the room, Sophia’s body continued to buck against Meredith’s cock as she eked out the last of her orgasm on the redhead’s cock. With the younger wife satisfied, Meredith pulled the dripping purple shaft from her sopping cunt, ripped off the straps, then straddled the younger wife’s face. Mason watched in delight as Meredith’s thick thighs closed on Sophia’s face and her wide hips rode Sophia’s face like a horse.

"God, yes, slut!" Meredith panted, her fingers gripping at handfuls of Sophia's dark hair. "Make me come... make me fucking come!"

Mason continued to pound into Penny, his powerful thrusts dominating her completely. As he watched Meredith ride Sophia's face, he felt a surge of possessive pride. These women belonged to him, and he was going to make sure they knew it.

"Look at them, Penny," he commanded, his eyes locked onto hers. "They're mine now, just like you!”

Penny whimpered in response, unable to tear her gaze away from the sight of Meredith nearing orgasm atop Sophia's face. Admitting her desire intensified her pleasure, her cunt gripping Mason’s shaft.

"Yes, Mason," she admitted breathlessly. "We're all yours."

"Damn right you are," he growled, increasing his pace until Penny could barely breathe. Tears of desperate joy spilled over cheeks, her body trembling as her climax approached.

At that moment, Meredith's screams filled the air as Sophia's tongue brought her to a powerful orgasm. Her lush, pale body quivered atop her friend, shuddering with pleasure as she lost herself in the sensations.

As Meredith collapsed beside Sophia, their sweat-slicked bodies glistening in the dim light, Mason turned his attention back to Penny.

"Now it's your turn, Penny," he grunted. "I’m going to come inside you. I’m going to fill your belly up with my baby!”

Tears streaming down her cheeks, Penny nodded, her voice hoarse with need. "Please, Mason," she sobbed, her mind and body broken. "Yes! Do it! Give me your baby... I want it so badly. Make me yours forever!"

With a victorious snarl, Mason surrendered to his ecstasy, his hips pistoning forward with an animalistic fervor. Each forceful thrust drove his engorged member deep into Penny's slick passage, the head of his cock nudging the entrance of her womb. The sensation was almost too much to bear, and Mason could feel his release building with every surge of pleasure that coursed through his veins.

Penny's body responded in kind, her inner walls clenching around Mason's shaft as a second orgasm built within her. Her body responded to the heat of his desire, the raw power of his lust, opening up for him and accepting everything he offered in an involuntary act of complete submission.

As the tension between them reached its peak, Mason let out a guttural groan, his muscles tensing as he erupted deep inside of Penny. The first wave of his release was like a tidal wave, a torrent of hot seed that filled her womb to the brim. He could feel the heat of it, the wetness, and it sent a shiver of pleasure down his spine.

The thought of impregnating Penny heightened his pleasure, adding an extra layer of intensity to his already overwhelming climax. He could imagine his seed taking root inside of her, growing and multiplying until it became a living, breathing manifestation of his power. The mere thought was enough to send him over the edge again, his orgasm stretching on endlessly as he continued to empty himself inside of her.

Penny, too, was swept up in the intensity of their shared release. The hot spurts of Mason's seed filling her sent her over the edge. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm, her body jerking uncontrollably as she rode out the final waves of their shared climax.

When it was over, they lay there, spent and panting, their bodies entwined in a sweaty tangle of limbs. Mason could feel the wetness of Penny's release mingling with his own, their combined essence slick between their thighs. It was a messy, dirty, and utterly satisfying display of his victory.

A pulsating silence filled the room, broken only by the occasional soft moan and heavy breaths of the women lying spent on the floor. Mason stood above them all like a lion surveying his pride, his once raging arousal now sated but still throbbing with power. He allowed himself a smug grin as he took in the sight before him-three gorgeous women, their bodies flushed and glistening with sweat, each bearing the unmistakable marks of his dominance.

"Look at you all," he drawled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "You're so fucking beautiful. Helpless and desperate for my cock."

Meredith, her eyes half-lidded with post-orgasmic bliss, crawled to Mason’s side and held on to one leg, looking up at him with wide, wet eyes. "

You know we are, Mason," she purred. "We can't get enough of you."

"Damn straight," Sophia added, crawling to his other side. "You're the best we've ever had."

As Mason's gaze fell upon Penny, the young wife seemed to shrink under his intense stare. She was still coming down from the overwhelming climax he'd given her, her body trembling. Shame and guilt warred within her, but they were no match for the fierce desire that still burned in her chest.

"Thank you, Mason," Penny whispered, her voice barely audible. "I... I never knew it could be like this."

"Of course you didn't," Mason replied, his tone dismissive yet undeniably pleased. "Your pathetic excuse for a husband could never satisfy you the way I can."

Penny bit her lip and looked away, not wanting to admit the truth in his words. But as much as she tried to fight it, she knew she had been irrevocably changed by what had just transpired. She could never go back to her mundane life, not after experiencing the raw power of Mason's touch.

“Now, girls, why don’t you clean me up?” Mason grinned, pulling Meredith’s mouth towards his cock. “Penny made a mess!”

Just as Mason was basking in his conquests, a sudden sound snapped him out of his reverie. Footsteps echoed on the stairs outside, growing louder with each passing second. He grinned as he realized who it must be and shoved his cock into Meredith’s hungry mouth.

"Well, well, well," he chuckled as the door opened and Darren Wilkins stepped into the room, his wizened face wide with shock. "Things are about to get interesting!”
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M ason smirked as he watched the aging Darren Wilkins stumble through the door. The powerful billionaire’s mouth hung open in disbelief and he turned pale, wobbling on his old legs as he watched his beautiful wife, Meredith, her lips wrapped around Mason's thick cock.

Darren was a shell of the man he once was; his nearly bald head gleaming with sweat, his frail body shaking with fear and humiliation. He looked like a deer caught in headlights, vulnerable and lost. In contrast, Mason radiated dominance and control, running his fingers through Meredith's auburn hair as she eagerly serviced him.

"Ah, Mr. Wilkins," Mason grinned wickedly, locking his gaze with the stunned husband. "I hope you don't mind that I've been keeping your wife company while you were away. Turns out, she's quite... voracious."

Darren clenched his fists, but couldn't find any words to respond. His face flushed red with shame and anger. Mason reveled in the older man's distress, knowing that he had the power to make or break this pathetic excuse for a husband.

"Did you seriously think you could satisfy a woman like Meredith?" Mason taunted, tightening his grip on her hair as she moaned around him. "She needs a real man, not some limp-dicked old bastard like you. Just look at how much she loves me. Face it, Darren. She craves my cock more than she ever did yours."

Mason's eyes sparkled with cruel delight as he watched the old man stagger impotently in the doorway. He looked stricken, like he might die right there as his loving wife sucked his cock. Instead, he wavered in the doorway, unable to move.

Mason yanked Meredith by her hair, pulling her away from his cock. The obscenely wet sound of her lips leaving his flesh echoed through the room, eliciting a choked gasp from Darren. Mason smirked at the older man, reveling in his dominance.

"Come on, baby," Mason growled. "Let's show your husband how a real man fucks."

“Darren?”

Meredith whimpered and turned to look at her husband, and her eyes grew round. Mason chuckled. She had been so into sucking his cock; she hadn’t even noticed her poor husband standing a few feet away. Better and better.

“Oh, God! Darren! I’m suh—”

Mason cut off her apology with a hungry kiss. The defeated wife only fought for a moment, then gave into Mason’s mouth, her tongue slipping against his, tasting him eagerly while her husband watched. Mason could feel her pulse racing as he gripped her neck, taking his fill of her lips, knowing full well that Darren's eyes were glued to them, taking in every lewd detail. The couple’s shame fueled Mason’s lust and even though he had just come inside pretty Penny, he was growing hard again.

Mason pushed Meredith down onto the bed, her body sinking into the plush mattress that had once been the domain of her husband. With deliberate force, he spread her legs apart, exposing her glistening sex to his hungry gaze. He stepped between her thighs, his massive cock hovering over her vulnerable entrance.

"Watch closely, Darren," Mason commanded, locking eyes with the defeated husband. "This is how you make your wife scream in pleasure."

With a feral growl, Mason slammed his rock-hard cock into Meredith's slick, welcoming pussy. Her back arched off the bed, and a guttural cry escaped her lips as he filled her completely. The thickness of his erection stretched her to the limit, sending jolts of electric pleasure straight to her core.

Mason's hips pistoned back and forth, pumping into her with relentless intensity. Each powerful stroke sent ripples of ecstasy cascading through her body. Mason gritted his teeth as the cheating wife’s cunt gripped him, pulling him deep as her pathetic husband watched.

“You like that, Meredith? You like my cock?”

"God, yes! Fuck me, Mason!" Meredith moaned, her voice thick with need. "Show my pathetic husband how a woman should be fucked!"

Mason growled in surprised pleasure, looking over at Darren as he swayed on his feet.

“Sophia, Penny! Go catch that poor bastard before he passes out!”

Sophia and Penny exchanged worried glances before tentatively approaching Darren. His face was a mixture of shock, anger, and humiliation, yet even Mason could both see the tiny tent in his pants as he got hard watching his wife being defiled on his marital bed.

"Oh, my God!" Sophia murmured. "You’re so hard!"

"You hear that, Meredith? Your limp dick husband is hard and he didn’t even need a pill!”

Darren moaned and fell backward into Sophia’s arms, realizing his beloved wife had told Mason all about his bedroom dysfunction. Together, Sophia and Penny lowered his frail body to the floor as Mason gripped Meredith’s hips and drove his powerful body deep into her wet cunt.

Sophia’s face was a mixture of pity and wickedness as she fumbled at Darren’s pants and set his little cock free. It sprang up from the wrinkled balls, the white pubic hairs like a nest around a baby bird. Mason grinned with satisfaction as Sophia took the old man’s cock, and she stroked him, her movements slow and tender.

"I’m sorry, Darren," she purred in the old man’s ear. “It’s not your fault you got old and Mason is so much better!”

"Fuck, yeah!" Meredith screamed, as if in agreement with Sophia’s murmured words, her body writhing beneath Mason as he pounded into her without mercy. "I love you, Mason! You make me feel alive!"

Mason couldn't help but laugh at the pathetic sight of Darren being pleasured by his wife's best friend while he fucked her senseless. The power he held over them all - the beautiful, wealthy wives, and their impotent husbands - was intoxicating.

"Do you hear that, Darren?" he called out, his voice dripping with mockery. "Your wife loves me more than she ever loved you!"

Darren's eyes filled with humiliation and despair, yet he couldn't look away from the scene unfolding before him. The raw intensity of the lust between Mason and Meredith only heightened his arousal, and Sophia's skilled hand brought him closer and closer to the edge.

"Please," Darren gasped, "please, I can't... not like this."

"Shh," Sophia murmured, her strokes unrelenting. "There's nothing you can do, Darren. Just let it happen."

As the heat of Mason's thrusts grew more intense, so did the pleasure coursing through Meredith's body. She cried out again and again, her screams a testament to her utter submission. And though Darren's heart ached with every moan that escaped her lips, he knew he had no choice but to accept his fate.

"Look at me, Darren," Mason commanded, his thrusts unrelenting. "Look at the man who's taken your wife."

Darren met Mason's gaze, his eyes brimming with humiliation. And as he felt his climax building, he knew that there could be no escape from the truth: he had lost everything.

Mason's muscles tensed, his body shuddering as he neared his climax. He gazed down at the beautiful auburn-haired woman beneath him, her eyes glassy with lust and submission. As Meredith moaned his name, Mason reveled in his power over her, knowing that her husband, Darren, could only watch helplessly.

"Ah, fuck yes!"

Mason's body tensed as he reached his peak, his fingers digging into Meredith's shoulders as he positioned her on the edge of the bed, his cock pointed at her beautiful face. With a primal growl, he unleashed his hot load, spurt after spurt of thick, creamy liquid splashing across Meredith’s flushed face.

Meredith's eyes widened in surprise and pleasure as she felt the warmth of Mason's jizz coating her cheeks, her lips, and her chin. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan, savoring the erotic sensation of being marked by her lover's lust.

Mason watched with pure satisfaction as his seed pooled on Meredith's face, tracing the lines of her features with its sticky heat. He could see her tongue dart out to taste him, and the sight sent a thrill through his body.

At the same time, Darren's climax finally hit him, unable to hold back any longer. He whimpered instead of screamed and his feeble cock spurted out a few, pathetic tears of cum. Sophia cooed in his ear as the old man jerked on the floor, stroking him gently and ensuring that every last drop was released from his tired balls.

"Good boy, Darren," she cooed, as she wiped her hand on his pants. "You did so well."

As Darren's breathing slowed and the reality of the situation sank in, he couldn't deny the humiliation that coursed through his veins. His wife had been thoroughly claimed by another man, and all he could do was sit there, spent and defeated.

"Meredith," Mason cooed and brushed his fingers through her auburn hair. "Why don't you go kiss your loving husband?"

Meredith grinned wickedly through the cummy mess of her face and slid off the bed. Darren watched in horror as she crawled towards him, her large breasts swaying enticingly and Mason’s milky jizz dripping off her chin.

“Hey, baby,” Meredith murmured, her glazed face inches from Darren. “Kiss me, darling. Show Mason how much you enjoyed watching him fuck me like you never, ever could!”

Darren gagged and he turned away from his wife’s defiled visage.

"You have two choices here, Darren,” Mason said icily. “You can divorce Meredith, and she gets half your money, plus half of the property purchased during your marriage. Bet you wish you had a prenup, but love is supposed to be forever, right?”

Mason got off the bed, his thick cock swinging between his thighs, still dripping with Meredith’s juices.

“And you might want to do that, pay the price. But if you do, every social network will get the video of your wife fucking the pool boy and everyone will know you were cucked by a better man. I wonder how your shares will do after that little bombshell?”

Mason let that sink in, enjoying the power he held over this man, this entitled bastard who thought he could control the world through money.

"Or," Mason said, his grin widening, "you can kiss your beautiful wife right now and stay married. You'll provide for her as a good husband should, and no one will have to know that you're being cucked by the fucking pool boy. What's it going to be, old man?"

Mason could see the scenarios running through Darren's mind, torn between anger, humiliation, and the desperate desire to salvage his reputation. He glanced around the room, searching for some sign of support or sympathy, but found only eager anticipation in the eyes of those present.

His gaze finally landed on Meredith, her once perfect face now dripping with the younger man’s cum. Her glazed lips were curled into a cruel smile he didn’t recognize. She was no longer his wife, no longer his trophy. She was Mason’s now, and there was nothing Darren could do about it.

Darren turned his head to his wife, choking back bile as he she leaned closer, the smell of Mason’s spunk heavy on her breath. His trembling hands reached for her, and for a brief moment, his heart ached with the love he still felt for her.

"Good choice," Mason purred, watching as Darren leaned in to kiss Meredith. The room held its breath, waiting for the final act of submission.

As their lips met, Darren tasted the swampy filth of Mason's cum on his lips. He tried to pull away, but Meredith caught his head and forced her tongue down his throat, followed by a sickening glob of jizz she had been holding in her mouth.

As Darren choked on Mason’s cum, the younger man whooped loudly, his laughter echoing through the room, destroying what was left of Darren's broken spirit.

"Congratulations!" cried the other wives, clapping their hands together like it was some vile wedding ceremony.

Meredith took advantage of Darren's defeat, pulling back slightly to spit the remnants of Mason's seed into her husband's mouth. He gagged, his body instinctively trying to reject the humiliating act, but Meredith held his head in place, forcing their kiss to continue until Darren had no choice but to swallow the bitter taste of his defeat.

"Good boy," Mason sneered, watching the shame etched across Darren's features as a dribble of his cum escaped the older man’s lips. “Come here, ladies.”

Like moths to a flame, the women eagerly flocked to his side, wrapping their arms around his muscular frame and planting kisses on his tanned skin. The scent of lust and desire hung heavy in the air.

Darren could only look on helplessly as the women he once thought he knew–his wife, his friends' wives–now lavished their adoration upon the young pool boy who had stolen everything. His heart ached with a mixture of love and loss, the bitter sting of betrayal twisting in his chest like a knife.




Epilogue

 

T he ocean breeze caressed Mason's skin as he stood on the deck of Meredith's extravagant Florida Keys home, his eyes locked onto the horizon where the sky met the deep blue sea. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over everything it touched, and the scent of salt hung heavily in the air.

Mason's gaze shifted downward, his eyes falling upon the beautiful, raven-haired Sophia Sanders kneeling before him. Her full pink lips were tightly wrapped around his throbbing cock, sucking and slurping with a fervor that bordered on addiction. She had truly become his over the last few months, any vestiges of her previous life melted away by her love for Mason.

"Are you happy, Sophia?" Mason asked. His piercing blue eyes searched her face for any sign of doubt or hesitation. He wanted to know that he owned this once faithful wife completely — body, mind, and soul.

Tears welled up in Sophia's eyes as she looked up at him, her mouth filled with his throbbing cock. Reluctantly, she let him go long enough to roll the wet shaft over her lips and smile up at him.

“Yes, baby! Very happy!”

"Such a good girl," Mason murmured, a wicked smile playing on his lips as shoved his cock back into her eager mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him, desperate to give him pleasure. While she sucked, Mason’s thoughts turned to Clyde, her ex-husband, and a wicked grin spread across his face.

Poor fucking Clyde, Mason thought. He had sued for divorce the day after Mason sent him the video of him fucking Sophia on her marital bed, the necklace the poor bastard had bought her shining on her neck. He had cum all over Sophia’s face, and the necklace, then left the jewelry on their bed, his cum gluing it to the sheets.

He chuckled at the memory. And now, he thought. Half of what you had is mine. All secured in a joint account with both our names on it.

"Such a good little cocksucker," Mason murmured to Sophia, who moaned and redoubled her efforts to please him, her mouth worshiping the cock of the man who had destroyed her marriage.

Just then, Penny appeared in the doorway, her belly swollen with child. Her eyes locked onto Mason, desire burning within them as she approached him slowly, deliberately. As she reached him, her lips brushed against his in a passionate kiss, her hands roaming his body hungrily.

"Look at you," Mason said, breaking the kiss for a moment to take in her blossoming figure. "You are so beautiful!"

Penny moaned softly, her need for Mason clear in every breath. "Thank you," she grinned. "I hope you don’t think I’m too fat."

Mason looked her up and down, her breasts heavy with milk and her belly fat with his baby. Her skin glowed in the Florida sunshine and her blonde hair shimmered like a halo.

“You’ve never looked better, pretty Penny,” Mason murmured, his heart swelling with pride as he watched these two wives submit to him. "Would you mind, my dear? My ass needs your attention."

Mason felt a surge of power as the pregnant Penny sank to her knees. With great care, she peeled open his ass cheeks like a ripe fruit and buried her face eagerly into his ass, her tongue searching for the tight bud of his anus.

Mason felt lightheaded as the two once faithful wives worshiped his flesh. For a moment, he lost himself in their wet mouths and gurgled moans.

As Penny’s tongue wormed its way into his asshole, he thought of Terry, Penny's husband, pacing around their cavernous house, the silence broken by his own tortured thoughts. He could see him, longing for his missing wife, wondering how things had gone so wrong. If only Terry knew that his pregnant bride was on her knees before Mason, licking his ass with the same ardor she once reserved for her husband's kisses.

Mason's mind raced, his heart swelling with pride as his two conquests attended to him. With each lick and suck, he felt more powerful, more alive. The thought that he was now a millionaire–all thanks to the women who had willingly submitted to his charms–filled him with a sense of triumph. And when Darren Wilkins finally kicked the bucket, his bank account would swell even further, making him a billionaire.

Not bad for a pool boy.

As if on cue, Meredith Wilkins stepped onto the deck, her auburn hair framing her round face, her voluptuous figure covered by a tight, green dress. Her eyes, filled with a mix of love and lust, locked onto Mason.

"Mason," she chided gently. "Penny shouldn't be down there in her condition."

Meredith approached Mason, her hips swaying seductively. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a passionate kiss. Their lips met hungrily, their tongues dancing together as they shared their desire.

Ever since the day in her bedroom when she had given her husband an oozing kiss goodbye, Meredith had become a motherly figure to the younger wives. She took care of them and, when needed, stepped in with the discipline the other two craved.

Breaking away from the kiss, Meredith turned her attention to Penny. Her voice filled with authority, she directed the pregnant woman, "Penny, get up dear. Hang onto the rail so Mason can fuck you.”

Penny grinned as Meredith helped her to her feet. She bent over the rail, presenting her round ass to Mason. Her engorged breasts swayed heavily beneath her, the weight of her pregnancy making her even more intoxicating.

"Good girl," Meredith murmured and gave the pregnant wife a playful smack on the ass. "Are you ready to get fucked, slut?"

Penny nodded eagerly, her flushed cheeks betraying both her arousal and shame. "Please, Mason... fuck me. Show everyone who I belong to."

With a grunt, Mason thrust forward, burying himself deep inside Penny's tight cunt. Her moans echoed through the air, mingling with the gentle crash of waves against the shore. Each violent thrust made her pregnant body jiggle, her milk-laden breasts slapping back and forth in time with his furious pace.

"Such a desperate little whore," he panted, his fingers digging into her hips as he drove into her relentlessly. "I bet your husband wishes he could see you like this."

"God, yes..." Penny whimpered, her face contorted with confusion and longing. The thought only heightened her pleasure, driving her further into the depths of her lust.

Mason reveled in his dominance. The knowledge that he had stolen these beautiful wives from under their husbands fueling his primal urges. He glanced down at Sophia, still kneeling before him, her tongue lapping at his balls as they slapped wetly against her upturned face. She moaned softly, lost in Mason’s body.

Meredith gave him a final kiss, then slid off her dress. Her lush, pale body glowed in the sunshine. She dropped to her knees behind him and took Penny’s place, worshipping his ass with a hungry fervor.

With a guttural groan, Mason plunged back into Penny's welcoming her body, her cunt gripping him tightly as if he were a long-lost lover returning home. The three women's devotion washed over him, each one vying for his attention and approval. And as his climax crested, Mason looked out at the ocean waves crashing against the shore.

Who needs a fucking pool when you have the whole goddamn ocean? he mused, then surrendered to the pleasure of the three wives now united in loyalty, not to their husbands, but to the pool boy.
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