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Aloud 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?”

“Of 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.


2


"Your 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.”

[image: ]

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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Sophia 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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Aweek 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 pool, 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. Sanders 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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Two 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 Sophia. 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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She 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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Sophia 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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Welcome to the first book in a brand new series! I hoped you liked it!

Want to see more stories or sign up for my newsletter? Please check out https://manusdare.com/  for current updates and all of my links.

Thanks you for reading!
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About the Author

Have you ever wanted to read a story where the bad guy gets the girl and the hero is forced to watch?

Whether it's a bully seducing a loving wife, or a fairy tale villain ravishing a Disney princess, Manus Dare creates dark and twisted tales of cheating and cuckolding you can't help but love!

Read more at Manus Dare’s site.
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