

WIFE TAKER

A CAUTIONARY TALE FOR CUCKOLDS




Copyright ©️ 2021 by Penny Paxman

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


TABLE OF CONTENTS




INTRODUCTION

THE PROPOSITION

THE EVENT

THE AFTERMATH

BACKMATTER


INTRODUCTION

I’ve won the lottery twice in my life. The first win left me endowed with a ten inch cock that doesn’t quit. The second; I became a millionaire overnight. I’ve made the most of both blessings.

Growing up as an orphan, kicked between care homes and correctional institutions, I had only ever dreamed of making it the hard way. Things weren’t given to guys like me, I was more than used to having to fight for the things that I wanted. But that was the easy part, you then had to protect what was yours, with your life if needs must. If you weren’t willing to fight for what was yours, you’d get no respect. If you get no respect, then you get walked over. And if you get walked over, then you’re nothing. Nothing at all. It would be better to die.

I took what was mine and I minded my own business, making sure anybody that was stupid enough to test me regretted it. As I grew older, those challenges became less and less frequent, my stature alone enough to intimidate most from even looking my way, be it with good or bad intent. I didn’t mind either way, I never saw any of them as potential friends. They were the competition, they were the enemy, and that’s the way I see every other man to this day. They’re just in my way.

When I was finally released, or more aptly discarded, into the big, wide world; I started my journey with a single scratch card. One. That’s all it took. But when the winning combination showed in my steady hand, I didn’t feel happy. I tried to convince myself that this was my due, eighteen years of shit paid back in full, but I felt cheaper than the card I was clutching, almost cursing the decision to ever buy it at all. Almost.

I collected my winnings and got to work, determined not to squander my fortune; smart investments becoming the name of the game. But, with the game came phone calls. Phone calls with the sort of snivelling men I’d rather not give my time to. So, I didn’t; I began to hire. Women and only women. I wasn’t about to share my wealth with another man. I was never short of takers, either; I paid triple what any soulless corporation would consider ‘reasonable’ for the same jobs, so I had my pick of the best and brightest. But even the best and brightest have desires that need to be kept in check, some of them a little too eager to please their generous, younger boss with the big bulge in his pants.

By the time I was twenty-seven, millions had become billions, the number of pies I had my fingers in growing too fast to count. So, I stopped and hired again. Enter my right hand woman, Melissa; a stricter vixen you never shall meet. She keeps the girls in line and she doesn’t suffer bad results, running the ship as tight as the dresses she wears. She’s my shield from the noise; if you want me, you have to go through her, and good luck with that. But, just like the others, she knows who’s really in charge.

“Is now a good time, Sir?”

“Come in, Mel,” I replied, beckoning her into my office as she popped her head from behind the door. “And for the millionth time, just call me Ethan. Save the formalities for the pricks on the phone.”

“Yes, Sir Ethan,” she smirked, shutting the door behind her and approaching my desk. “Well, it’s been another month of strong growth,” she announced, her perfume teasing my nostrils as she lay the sheets of graphs in front of me. “Of course, these numbers would be a little higher if you’d stay away from the office like we spoke about... I don’t know what it is, but the girls seem to have a fanciful array of issues that need your urgent attention whenever you’re in.”

I’m sure they do.

“Well, don’t go too hard on them,” I cautioned, already bored of the graphs as I leaned back in my grand, leather chair. “As long as the lines keep going up, I’m happy.”

“They’d be going down if I wasn’t here, you’re too easy on them,” she said, glancing a knowing look before wandering to gather my suit jacket from its stand.

“It’s a good thing you are here then,” I replied, rising to my feet as I watched her tight ass strut across the room.

“I’ve already called Jo, she’ll be waiting for you downstairs,” she said, turning and opening my jacket for me. “You’re getting out of here before close from now on... I’m not having them lingering in the office after hours every night, I have to get home too, you know?”

She was right. There really was no need for me to even be there anymore, she had everything under control. To be honest, I was mainly there for the attention. I fed off it. Women, young and old, all vying for my praise; it was intoxicating. I liked to watch them work from my window, my buzzing empire of queen bees hiving away across the sprawling scenes below my office, their beautiful faces beaming up at me as they spotted their watchful king.

“They’re a hungry and diligent workforce, that’s all... But fine, if it makes things easier for you, I’ll get out of here early,” I replied as I slipped my arms into the sleeves, her delicate hands reaching up to assist my jacket over my broad shoulders. “But, only for you... You know I like to be here for my ladies.”

“Hmmm, and they like it too,” she said with a raised brow. “A little too much. That’s the problem.”

“And what about you?” I asked, looking down at her as she blushed, her usually stern exterior melting like ice before me. “Don’t you like it?”

“I... You know that I’m married,” she stuttered, laughing awkwardly, her ringed hand stroking the dark hair from her face as her eyes broke from mine.

She’s not so tough in here.

“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” I smirked, standing firm as her breathing deepened nervously. “Say ‘hello’ to the husband for me,” I teased, before making my way to the door.

“... He has a name,” she called belatedly after me as I opened the door and walked out.

“Whatever,” I shouted back, drawing the attention of the office as I made my way down the staircase. “Goodnight, ladies,” I nodded to the sea of bustling femininity as they waved and smiled.

“Goodnight, Sir!” they swooned after me as I approached the front door, making me smile with satisfaction as I exited the building and made for the waiting limousine. I opened the back passenger door and slipped inside, my driver ready with her usual greeting.

“Well, if it isn’t ‘Mr Big Shot’,” she smirked, her rosy-cheeked face peering back through the open partition. “Where to, Boss?”

“Joanne,” I nodded, relaxing into my seat as she awaited my instruction. “Just home, tonight.”

“Home, it is,” she replied, her wavy, red locks dancing beneath her driver’s cap as she returned her attention to the wheel. “Sounds like you had a particularly stressful day...”

Ha! What’s Mel said?

“Oh, you know how it is, Jo,” I smirked, her bright blue eyes smiling back at me in the mirror as I stretched out my long legs. “Life can be a real struggle sometimes, can’t it?”

“Oh, for sure,” she laughed as we peeled away from the premises. “Ferrying you all over the place in this weather, and in all this get up...”

“I never even told you to we-”

“Okay, fine! I like the hat! Shut up!” she interrupted, giving her visor a flick. “And the pay isn’t bad, I guess...”

“Oh, ‘not bad’?” I smiled, enjoying her excitable company as ever. “Well, we’ll have to reevaluate your contract... I’ll have Melissa take a look.”

“Woah, woah, woah! There’ll be no reevaluating anything, thank you very much!” she laughed, knowing exactly what Melissa would have to say on the matter. “If there’s too many zeros on there, that’s your own damn fault.”

“Oh, well pardon me then... I’ll try to be more careful in future,” I smiled, already catching sight of my vast estate in the distance, concealed from view by my own private, towering woods; a territory unto itself. I had the offices built on the land nearby to save time on travel. It was a little out of the way of civilization for the girls, but they had a place to stay in my estate whenever they wished. A right they were often keen to make use of.

My own private world, where no man walks but me... Perfect.

I always enjoyed driving through the cover of trees as I returned home. It would always build a sense of anticipation, before the grounds opened and my fated destination showed itself. A sprawling country manor stood regal and proud, castle-like as it dominated your gaze upon approach. We rolled slowly down the drive, women busy making their journeys across the property, each with their own job to do.

“Heeey,” called the stable girls as they rode my prize horses back from the fields, waving at Joanne as we passed. They leaned to peer into the tinted back windows, cooing cheerily at the darkened glass where they knew I would be sitting. “Hi, Ethan!”

Fuck me, I love coming home...

“Hi, Ethan!” called the two gardening ladies, pausing from their pruning tasks to wave as we passed. Their spectacular, pendulous breasts jiggled delightfully in their dungarees as they knelt in the turf, their beaming faces putting up a fair fight for my attention.

Ah, my mature gardening girls... They’re quite the handful... The pair of them...

We curved around the central water feature, more ladies busy feeding the koi carp that swam merrily within as we pulled up outside the steps to the main entrance of the property.

“Just one moment,” Jo beamed, adjusting her hat and hopping from the car with her usual youthful exuberance. She was a few years younger than me and she had never had a driving job before, but the way she approached the interview won me over. She was enthusiastic, but unassuming and honest. Too honest for your typical interview, but I found her a breath of fresh air after an entire day of tediously similar applicants, each bragging about which celebrities they had driven around. When I asked why she wanted to be a driver, she told me that she didn’t, but that she can drive. There was just something about the way she said it that made me laugh. She wanted to be a writer, but she saw the wage advertised and thought she would try her luck. I hired her there and then. She has plenty of time to write when she’s not driving me around. “Here you are, Sir.”

“I told you, you don’t have to do that,” I said, stepping from the car as she held the door, standing beside her on the drive as she shut it behind me.

“Please, it’s all part of the job,” she scoffed, “and I need to justify my wage somehow!”

“It’s already justified,” I smiled, looking down at her as she stood proud in her self-chosen uniform. “So, how much do I owe you?” I asked, rummaging in my suit for my wallet.

“No, stop right there!” she laughed, tugging gently on my arm. “You can’t tip me for every ten minute journey! You already did this morning!”

“What? Drivers get tips, don’t they?” I smiled, shuffling the bills and pulling out a small portion. “Here you go... Thank you for another safe and pleasant journey, driver.”

“... Well, if you really want to thank me, you know the tip I want,” she said mischievously, peeling her eyes from the money to look into mine.

Ha! She’s a brave one, today.

“Oh, that isn’t enough?” I asked coyly, pulling my wallet back out and shuffling again. “I’m sorry, let me see... Ah, I don’t know what the going rate is... here.” I removed the entire stack and held the wad of cash out for her, smirking as the expression on her face turned from horny to contemplative.

“I... I can’t take that,” she said, halting her tempted hand with the other as she practically drooled at the cash.

“Of course, you can,” I replied, ignoring her as I rolled the wedge and tucked it into the top pocket of her suit, snug and secure over her beating breast. “Use it for your writing fund... or whatever you want... See you, tomorrow.”

“Yeah... I’ll... I’ll see you, tomorrow,” she swallowed, pulling the cash from her pocket as I turned to leave, making my way up the steps to the arched stone doorway.

Not yet... What was that? Five grand? When she turns down one hundred, then I’ll consider it... Ha! I’m such a fucking show off. I don’t even care about admitting it, it’s literally the only reason I ever carry cash at all. Numbers on a screen is one thing... but bills. You can touch bills. Crisp and fresh in your fingers. Nobody dreams about watching a number rise on a screen, that’s boring. But, throw a stack of cash in front of somebody and that’ll get their attention real quick. Unless they’re as rich as me... then you probably will need the screen.

The door slammed shut in the stone frame, echoing through the marble halls as I looked around. I never grew tired of the grand decor, having grown up being excited about my fleeting moments away from the same four dingy walls, I spared no expense in rewarding my weary eyes. I wanted to live like a king and I had no shame in demanding as much after living like a caged pauper for so long. I stood still for a moment as I always did, drinking in the room, before I heard the clacking of footsteps approaching from the western wing.

Helen.

I had never been one for ‘love’, whatever that was. I wasn’t sure I even knew how to love at all, but if I ever loved anybody, it was Helen. She filled a gaping chasm that had been present my entire life with her female energy, awakening me to the things I had convinced myself I hadn’t needed growing up. She was a blonde and jolly, middle aged woman, with the most heavenly natural tits I had ever laid my eyes on. Never married and no immediate family, I felt a connection with her almost immediately. She took a shine to me too, and it wasn’t long before she accepted my proposition for her to move in with me. There was more than enough room in my first mansion and it didn’t make sense for her to travel so far every day. She came to cook and clean, and I paid her handsomely for it, but in time she became so much more to me. She was a wife, a mother, a sister, a confidant; she’s the only person I’ve ever truly trusted, and she fulfilled each role like it was second nature to her. I was in awe of her femininity, her body drove me crazy back then and it still does now. But, having flirted mercilessly with her for years, she seemed almost impervious to my advances, her caring nature only ever crumbling to lusty temptation momentarily before she caught herself. But, each time she tripped, she seemed to fall a little further.

“Here, he is,” she beamed, her thick thighs strutting towards me as she held out her arms wide. “How are you, sweetheart?”

Ah, my Helen.

“Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes,” I replied, glancing at her bouncing cleavage as she made her way towards me. “I’m good, I’m good,” I said, her breasts smushing to my stomach as she squeezed me tight. “How’re you?”

“I’m wonderful, thank you,” she smiled, linking her arms behind my back as I stroked hers, her ample breasts stirring my loins as I did. “Dinner will be ready soon, and you are gonna love it.”

“I’m sure I will, you’re the best cook there is,” I smiled as I held her, my cock threatening to rage in my trousers if I took one more glance at her beautiful mounds of flesh. “Why don’t you go and finish up?” I said, letting her go and fixing my eyes to hers, my peripheral vision still teased even by her blurred form. “I’ll be with you, shortly.”

“Okay,” she smirked knowingly, taking the upper hand in our staring contest. “I’ll see you shortly, then.” She flicked her brow teasingly and turned to leave, my eyes immediately drawn to her big, spankable ass as her cheeks tensed in her jeans, my cock carrying out its threat as it grew and pulsed down my thigh.

She’s gonna ask again tonight, I can tell. She’s in one of those moods. She knows what she does to me, and she’s the only one I let get away with it!

Having given up on my erection abating, I followed her into the kitchen, unashamed as my cock throbbed obviously against the fabric of my trousers. She had seen it enough times before and her eyes were drawn to it, they always were when she was like this, but she didn’t acknowledge it openly. She had her own private boundaries that shifted slightly depending on her mood. I let her keep them, leaving her in control of when they came down entirely. I enjoyed the way she looked at me in those times, breathing heavy and flustered as her thoughts visibly raced. But, she never faltered for long.

“Ahem! Sit down, honey,” she said, trying to ignore my bulge as I stood waiting by the table. “Unless you want to eat in the dining room?”

“No, I’m good right here, it’s too big for two in there,” I said, enjoying my turn to take the tease to her. “You will be joining me, won’t you?”

“Of course I will, my darling,” she smiled, her multitasking a joy to behold as she juggled and hauled the pots and pans, her tasty creation taking form on each plate. “And, errr, I was thinking...”

Ha! Is this it?

“... Maybe you’d like another massage, tonight? You seem a little, erm, tense... and it’s been a while, right?” she asked, inflecting her tone as naturally as she could while avoiding my gaze.

I knew it... Is tonight the night she gives in?

“A massage sounds great,” I replied, enjoying her performance as she approached with plates in hand, setting them down and taking a seat beside me as I sat at the head of the table.

“Good, good,” she smiled, “we don’t want you pulling something at the club do we? Will you be going tomorrow?”

“Yeah, I think I will,” I replied, tucking into my beautifully prepared meal. “I’ll probably be there a lot more from now on... I’ve decided to take a step back from the office. At least for a while.”

“Finally,” she droned, taking a bite. “I’ve told you before, you don’t need to be there. You should be concentrating on other pursuits... Like taking a wife, perhaps?”

‘Taking a wife’... She’s always going on about me ‘taking a wife’.

“Why do I need a wife when I have you?” I said, forcing a reluctant grin from her as she shook her head.

“Because I’m twice your age, that’s why,” she replied, raising a brow before taking another bite.

“So, what?” I smiled, pausing from my meal to make her squirm. “You know I like older women... Maybe, I’ll take a more mature wife? Maybe, I’ll take a few?”

“Maybe, you will... and then you won’t need me anymore, will you?” she said, looking up at me with a forlorn smile.

“I’ll always need you,” I replied, narrowing my eyelids as I glared at her jovially, gripping her wrist and stroking her hand with my thumb. “You’re going nowhere.”

“I think your wives might have something to say about that,” she laughed, looking into my eyes as I reassured her of her status.

“They can say what they want,” I replied, “I’ll tell them you were here first... You’ve been living here as long as I have.”

“And if they make you choose?”

“Then, I choose you.”

She met my gaze as she digested my words, her smile soft and gentle as she looked at me. She knew I meant it.

“Well, I won’t be around forever,” she said, finally looking away, “I want to see you settle down with a family... You can’t leave all this to nobody!”

“You never settled down,” I laughed, giving her a taste of her own medicine.

“Well, I wasn’t sat on a goldmine, was I?” she riposted, finishing up her meal.

“You are now.”

“Yeah, well, I think it’s a little late for me to start a family,” she laughed, “I’ll be leaving everything I have to you... right back where it came from!”

“Shut up, it came from your hard work,” I said, mopping up my plate exaggeratedly to prove my point. “You deserve every penny and more... and you were right, I loved it. Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome, my dear,” she smiled, collecting my plate and standing up. “Why don’t you, erm, wait for me upstairs?” she said, walking towards the kitchen, my eyes once again drawn to her wide, swaying hips. “I’ll be with you, shortly.”

“Very well,” I replied, her mimicking of my words not lost on me as I rose to my feet, “I’ll be expecting you, then.”

I left the kitchen, heading down the wing to the main hall and up the winding staircase, continuing my ascent to the master floor. A single bedroom wouldn’t suffice in a place like this, so I claimed the entire top floor as my own personal living quarters; a more than sizeable enough home in itself. The wings below were left for any of the ladies that wished to use them, they were welcome to stay the night whenever they pleased. But, they weren’t to disturb me in the tower unless summoned. That was a privilege reserved only for Helen.

I suppose a wife would expect to be allowed up here whenever they want, too... Maybe, she’s right. Maybe, I should settle down. I have more than I could ever need for myself. Shit, I can’t give it away fast enough! But... I just can’t see myself with a single woman, I like them all too much. I like variety. A single woman can’t hold my attention for as long as they’d hope, and they’d probably satisfy me for even less time than that... Except Helen. She’s held my attention. Probably because she doesn’t throw herself at me like the others. I like the chase. There has to be some kind of stakes involved. Women have thrown themselves at me for so long, it gets kind of dull. I like to earn them first... at least a little bit!

I stood in my room looking out the window, the grounds now lit up by rows of silver lanterns as the late summer sun began to set in the sky. I opened the doors and stepped out onto the balcony of my tower, as I was wont to do often, like a watchful ruler waiting for a rival army that never showed.

Ha! They’d never even make it past the gardeners if they did... Shit, the gardeners looked good today... All hot and juicy... Maybe I should call the-

“You’re lurking out there again?” Helen called from behind me, interrupting my lustful daydreaming.

“Just keeping an eye on the horizon, that’s all,” I smirked, returning through the open doors to the bedroom.

“Don’t worry, the siege bells will ring if anybody shows up,” she joked, knowing exactly what I was thinking. “Besides, they’ll have Mary and Sue to deal with first!”

Ha! It’s like she’s in my head, sometimes.

“God help them,” I smiled, watching as she laid out her towels and oils on the bed.

“Okay, mister,” she said, turning to me expectantly. “Strip.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

When she first suggested a massage, I was seated and fully clothed while she rubbed my neck and shoulders. Enjoyable enough in itself. Next came lying down, but again, fully clothed. Then, topless. Then topless with oils. Then the pants came off. Then the underwear was replaced by a towel. Now, nothing. Naked with oils and her hands were not shy. Where she went next, I wasn’t to know, but I enjoyed her increasingly daring suggestions each time she doubled down.

I removed my suit jacket in silence, hanging it on the stand and unbuttoning my waistcoat as I enjoyed her eyes on me. She would never speak a word in these times, she would just watch, her heavy breathing letting me know she was enjoying what she saw. As the shoes flew off and the pants came down, I always made sure to avoid her eyes, giving her plenty of chance to look me over before I approached the bed. By this point, I was always hard. Very hard.

“Okay, so... lay down right here,” she said, flattening the towels on my bed as she avoided my swaying cock. “There you go... good. That’s good.”

Ugh, I’m too hard to be on my front like this!

I lay uncomfortably before her, arranging my cock as it raged against the towel between my thighs, before the oil began to pour generously over my back. Her warm hands followed, gliding over my muscles as she rubbed it in.

“Oooh, you feel so tight, sweetie,” she oozed, her nails scratching lightly at my skin as she began to knead my muscles. “Don’t worry, I’ll loosen up all these knots for you.”

All of them this time, I hope! Shit... she’s getting pretty good at this!

“You’re an angel, Hel,” I groaned as she worked her magic, making her way from my shoulders to my lower back.

“Well, I’m happy to help,” she replied warmly, squeezing at my sides and making me shudder as she dragged her nails. “Oooh, is that nice? You like a good scratch, don’t you?” she teased, running her nails from the top of my back to the curve of my ass and up again.

“Fuck,” I growled, my cock tensing as my body tingled all over. “Yeah, I do!”

You know I fucking do!

“You really are quite something, you know?” she said, stopping her scratching as she stroked her fingers over my tensed ass, making me imagine where her eyes were. “It’s no wonder you’ve got them all chasing after you... and they all know you aren’t married.”

Ha! This again?!

“Listen, I’ll think about it, alright? Will that make you happy?” I replied, enjoying her oiled palms on my ass.

“Yes, it will!” she snapped, giving my ass a playful spank to lower my tone. “It would be a start, at least... But, I’m glad you’re stepping away from the office. It’s not fair to tease all those poor women like that, especially the younger ones. They think they’ve got a chance, the poor things.”

“I don’t tease them!”

“Uh-huh, sure you don’t,” she said knowingly. “They might be scared of Mel, but they won’t shut up about you to me. Some of them practically beg me to put in a good word for them... They obviously think I’ve got your ear.”

“You’ve got more than my ear,” I laughed, making her conscious of her squeezing hands.

“Well, I can stop if you want?” she teased, pausing her strokes.

“No, no, do continue,” I replied, tensing my cheeks in her still hands. “You were saying...”

“What I’m saying is... pick one. For the love of God, just pick one so I can have some peace... And if you don’t want any of them, then leave them be. Let someone else have them.”

Woah, woah, woah! I don’t like the sound of that... I don’t want anyone to have them but me. Sure, some of them might have slipped through the cracks and got married to some chump, I can’t exactly object to it at the altar... but I’m not handing them over! Fuck that! Shit, maybe I shouldn’t bail on the office...

“I don’t like that response, Ethan,” Helen chastised as she marked my thoughtful silence, sparking me into an unprepared reply.

“Why should I?”

“Why should you, what?”

Let someone else have them!

“... Get married,” I said, calming myself as I hid my true dilemma.

“We’ve been through this,” she replied impatiently, “you can’t let all this go to waste. You need to start a family.”

“And what will a piece of paper do?” I said, arguing on instinct. “What happens when she fucks off with half in a few years?”

“... Yeah, well... I hadn’t thought about that,” she replied, sounding genuinely worried by the potential predicament.

“Yeah, well... think about it,” I laughed, “because they would.”

“Not if you picked the right one, they wouldn’t,” she said, her hands gliding firmly up my back.

She’s the right one... She wouldn’t do that... She hadn’t even thought about someone else doing it!

“Well, it’s not as easy as that, is it? They look at me and the first thing they see is money.”

“Oh, honey, trust me, that’s not the first thing they see,” she giggled, making her way back down my body to my thigh. “You’d still be a catch if you had nothing to your name... not even clothes!” She squeezed at my thigh with both hands, massaging me before her fingers stretched wider, grazing along my hard cock as it throbbed against the towel.

Fuuuck! She’s touching it now? She must know she’s doing that... Well, this is new... How long before she’s grabbing it? Another year?! The woman has the willpower of a saint!

“If I’m such a catch, why don’t you snag me?” I teased, enjoying the feel of the back of her hand nudging my pulsing shaft as she massaged my thigh.

“You don’t need me as a wife,” she said dismissively, “and I can’t give you what you need.”

Will not, not can not.

“Well, the only person I trust enough to sign my life over to is you,” I said definitively, her hands pausing momentarily before continuing down my leg to my calf. “So, it’s you or nobody... how about that?”

Shit, I scared her away from my dick... She’s so skittish! But, fuck I love it! Anybody else and they’d be bent over this bed so fucking fast! They wouldn’t know what day it was by the time I was done with them! But, not her. I think I enjoy her being off limits... and I hate it at the same time!

“Well, you don’t have to get ‘married, married’,” she said after a pause, squeezing my calves before moving to my feet.

“Good, that settles it! I’m glad you finally agree!”

“But, you still need... an heir.”

“Ha! An heir?” I laughed, but I immediately liked the sound of it. It sounded royal.

Did she just pick that word on purpose? Hmmmm, she’s a crafty one...

“Yes! But, alas... sadly, I cannot give you an heir, my lord!” she said, putting on a posh, distressed voice as she massaged my feet.

“Ha! Fuck off!”

I knew she was fucking with me!

“Pardon me, my lord,” she continued, “I mean not to disappoint... But, my years are many and I fear-”

“Just stop!” I laughed, leaning up and peering around at her as she clutched my foot in a fit of giggles.

Shit, I actually quite liked it!

“Sorry,” she laughed, taking calming breaths as she tried to control herself as I lay back down. “Why, erm... why don’t you turn over? I’ll do your front for you.”

Woah, what’s this? Another advance? So soon?

“Sure, why not?” I didn’t need to be told twice, my dick was desperate to be relieved from its uncomfortable position and I was even more desperate for her to see it. I spun over, my cock swaying before settling on my stomach as I lay on my back, glancing at Helen to see her eyes shift to mine.

Ha! She was looking... Let her take a good look.

I settled into my position and closed my eyes, giving her all the time she needed to look me over as my cock throbbed against my stomach.

“That’s, erm... Okay, let’s see,” she stuttered, her feet shuffling closer to me, picking up the oil and dripping it over my chest. “I don’t know why I haven’t done your front before... You’ve, errr, you’ve got muscles here too, right?”

“Yeah, that’s true,” I replied, my eyes still closed as I enjoyed her casual explanation.

I think there’s one in particular that needs your attention...

“Ooh, yeah! You’re, erm... very tight here, too,” she said, her hands massaging my bulging pecs as she leant over me. I took a quick peek, finding her neck twisted in the direction of my cock, her heavy breasts hanging and wobbling deliciously as she kneaded my chest. I closed my eyes again and tensed my shaft, giving her a show as it rose and waved at her before thudding back to my abs. “Ahem! Okay, yeah, that’s good.”

Ha! She’s getting flustered...

Her hands moved tentatively down my chest, separating to avoid my throbbing erection as she moved down my sides. She rubbed at my abs, her forearms knocking my cock sporadically as she rotated her pressuring hands.

“That feels really good,” I groaned, my eyes still closed as I imagined her staring at it.

“Good,” she oozed, her touch slow and sensual as she slipped her hand under my shaft and rubbed on my tensed abs. “I like to see you nice and, errr... relaxed.”

Fuuuck! Just grab it! C’mon!

I lurched my cock again, rising strong before falling with a slap to her arm as she stroked my stomach, making her gasp ever so slightly. Her hands peeled from my abs and shifted to my thighs as she fled from my jolting rod, her breathing heavy as she collected herself.

Fuck! She’s not gonna do it! She’s just gonna tease me! Mary and Sue are definitely getting ‘summoned’ again, after this!

“Okay, that should be good,” she said suddenly, my angry cock rocking side to side, slowing to a throbbing halt as she stopped rubbing my thigh.

What would be ‘good’ is you taking those jeans off and bouncing on this cock all night...

“I’ll leave that to your judgement,” I smirked as I opened my eyes, laying them on her as she stood awkwardly by the bed.

“Well, yeah,” she replied, trying to act casual as she dried her hands, “too much of a good thing though, right? I, erm... better check on the girls anyway. See if any of them need anything.”

“They can see to themselves,” I said, enjoying her on the ropes as her courage left her, her hands frantic in their movements as she busied with her oils and towels. “There’s no need to hurry off.”

Every time... It’s like a switch flicks and she’s gone. Desperate to get away.

“I know,” she laughed, looking at me as I lay pulsing on the bed, “I just wanted to get an early night, and they’re always knocking on my door... that’s all.”

Yeah, yeah... fine.

“Okay, well could you ask Mary and Sue to come up then,” I said, making the forced smile fall from her face as she made her way around the bed.

“Why? Do you need to speak with them?” she asked, pausing to look back at me.

Because I’m about to fuck the living daylights out of them, that’s why.

“Something like that.”

“You know, these massages are supposed to relax you?” she said with a raised brow as she stood with her folded towels. “Not get you all... worked up!”

Coulda fooled me!

“Hey, look at me,” I smiled, drawing her eyes to my enraged cock as I opened my arms wide, “do I not look relaxed?”

“Somewhat,” she said, puckering her lips to hide her smile as she looked away. “And you want them to sort that out? Is that it?”

Ha! That’s the first time she’s ever directly addressed the ten inch erection in the room!

“Well, to put it bluntly... Yes, that’s exactly what I want,” I said, sitting up to my elbows as I owned my desires.

“Why always Mary and Sue? After every massage, at least! And why both?!” she chuckled, intrigued by my tradition.

Because they’re horny as fuck for my cock... with big, fat, juicy tits and even juicier pussies... and they remind me of you a bit.

“Because I enjoy their company,” I lied with a grin, “and they’re such good friends, it would be a shame to separate them.”

“Well, why don’t you just... y’know...”

“Do it myself?!” I laughed, tickled by the suggestion. “Fuck off, I haven’t ‘y’know’ in years! Why the fuck would I?”

“Well, I don’t know... convenience?” she laughed, her feet still planted firmly to the spot.

She’s never cared before... What is all this?

“Mary and Sue are better than ‘convenience’... and they wouldn’t be very happy about you trying to convince me to jack off instead, let me tell you... You better watch yourself.”

“Fine,” she sighed, shaking her head in resignation as she turned to leave, “I’ll fetch them.”

“Thank you,” I called after her as she left the room with no reply. “I’ll see you tomorrow!”

Why did she look so disappointed? What am I supposed to do? I’d rather give it to her, but she just won’t! Is she scared of my dick? Is that it? She wouldn’t be the first...

I rose from the bed, planting my feet to the floor and walking naked to the open doors of the balcony, the breeze teasing my oiled skin as I stepped out and took in the view. The grounds were silent, save for the chirping of birds and the soft, distant neighing of horses down in the stables as I waited for my relief to arrive.

Fuck it, maybe I should just marry Mary and Sue? They’d probably agree... Shit, wait... They’re already married! Ha! What the fuck are their husbands doing letting them stay here so often? Don’t they know their wives have been choking on my cock every time they get the chance? Fucking idiots.

“Hellooo?”

Here we go.

“Ladies,” I smirked as I stepped back into the room, standing proud as they giggled and eyed up my towering cock.

“I’m guessing you don’t want to talk about the flowers then?” Mary grinned devilishly, already in the process of unhooking her dungarees, her huge breasts billowing in her white tank top as she did.

“He never does,” Sue laughed, racing to catch up with her busty sidekick as she fiddled with her straps. “Wouldn’t know a daisy from a daffodil! The stable girls are going to be so jealous!”

“Yeah, well, I think he likes us oldies a bit more!” Mary surmised, the two of them busying with their clothes as they giggled at each other.

Shit, yeah, they’ve still got their wedding rings on... the naughty fucking girls! They’ve never even seemed conflicted before...

“Hey... What do your husbands have to say about you staying here so often? Or at all, for that matter?” I asked, my curiosity piqued by the freshly nagging thoughts of marriage in my mind. They giggled, but they didn’t stop undressing.

“They don’t mind,” Sue laughed.

“As long as the money keeps coming in, they’re happy,” Mary agreed, the two of them stepping out of their dungarees as they kicked off their shoes.

They don’t mind?! What?!

“And do they know what you’ve been getting up to while you’re here?”

“Besides gardening?” Mary teased, her breasts jiggling with her chuckles. “Mine doesn’t know a thing... he’s not the brightest, bless him.”

“Mine has his suspicions, I think,” Sue admitted, lowering her shorts down her thick thighs to stand in her cotton panties. “I think he might have noticed me being a bit more... ‘broken in’ than I used to be! But, he’d never say anything... he’s a fucking wimp!”

What the fuck?! How can they talk about their husbands like this?! Why did they even marry them in the first place if they’re ‘dumb fucking wimps’?! And who the fuck are these men?! Your wife’s battered pussy right there in front of your eyes and you don’t say shit?! What do you think happened?! She didn’t finger herself that hard, pal! Ugh, the weakness... It sickens me.

“What is it?” Mary asked, noticing my furrowed brow. “Don’t feel bad for them,” she said, kicking her shorts to the side as she switched her attention to her panties.

“I fucking don’t!” I snarled, shocked by the suggestion as I tried to fix a face to the pathetic beings I was forced to think about. “They really don’t say anything?!” I asked again, still unable to even process the possibility as I perched on the edge of the bed.

“Not a word!” Sue laughed, peeling her tight tank top over her sturdy bra before dragging it over her head and tossing it to the floor.

“They probably wouldn’t even stop us if they knew!” Mary cackled, her massive breasts spilling out of her bra, swinging full against her chubby stomach. “Maybe they do know? ... Who knows?!”

“Ha! Yeah, they probably jerk their little cocks thinking about it!” Sue laughed as she played along.

“It’s probably the only way they can get hard!” Mary teased, the two of them laughing maniacally as they jiggled their way towards me, my cock tensing strong in anticipation for their voluptuous, nude bodies.

What the fuck?! I can’t believe what I’m hearing!

“But you don’t have that problem, do you Sir?” Sue teased, licking the corner of her lips as she dropped to her knees before me, Mary following after. “Or is it ‘Master’, tonight?” she said, her hand reaching for my throbbing shaft, tugging on it as she gripped with her left hand.

“Err, whatever you want,” I replied vacantly, my eyes mesmerised by her wedding ring as it made its journeys up and down the length of my shaft.

Shit, Helen’s really fucked my head with this marriage talk... And this... It’s just... I don’t understand these men?! How?! I’d feel like questioning them if I noticed something different about their own wives, for fuck’s sake!

“Well, I like ‘Master’,” Mary smirked, her hand joined by her friend’s on my rigid shaft.

“I’m partial to ‘Sir’, myself,” Sue confessed, their beaming faces looking up at me as they jerked me off in unison.

“Maybe, we’ll get our husbands to call you ‘Master’, too, what do you think?” Mary smirked, their breasts wobbling deliciously as they laughed and tugged.

“No, that won’t be necessary,” I replied, forcing a smile as they ran away with themselves.

“How big is yours?” Sue asked her friend, reaching her other hand to the base of my shaft. “Mines about... this!” She placed her fingertip to my tensed base and reached her thumb a few inches, not even halfway up my shaft.

“Oooh, you lucky girl,” Mary cooed sarcastically, reaching to gather up one of my heavy balls in her palm. “Mine’s about as big as one of these!” she laughed before leaning to lick and lap at my heavy sack with her drooling tongue.

Fuck me... Seriously? You’d be better off just using your fingers... Shit, man... I can’t relate... Fuck, I left them a cavern for their tiny cocks to get lost in! How can they not hate me?! How can they do nothing?! Maybe, I’m right to watch from the balcony so often... Wait, how many husbands am I cucking, exactly?!

“Ooh, give me a taste,” Sue breathed, the two of them pausing their jerks as she lowered her lips to the swollen head of my cock. “Mmmmmm,” she hummed, smiling at me with her eyes as she engulfed the head and sucked, Mary gobbling up my drenched balls below.

Fuuuuck, I love my gardening girls... More than their fucking husbands, it would seem!

“Get it, girls,” I growled, enjoying their efforts as I watched them feed on me, their needy hands stroking and squeezing at my legs and thighs as they attacked me with their hungry mouths.

“Let me have a go,” Mary gasped, her lips glistening with saliva as she wrestled the shaft from her friend, sending her down below. “Oooh, if they could only see us now, eh?” she whispered seductively, teasing me as she slapped the head to her tongue. “I don’t think there’s anything they could do to stop you anyway, is there Master?”

“Ha! They wouldn’t dare try!” Sue agreed, pausing from her licking to nestle her face into my balls, purring as she shook her head slowly, sniffing my scent lustily through her nostrils. “You could probably beat them to death with your cock!”

“Ha!” Mary cackled, gripping me at the base and slapping my meaty shaft across her flushed face. “Is that what you’re gonna do? Are you gonna beat our poor husbands with your big cock, Master? Oh, please don’t, Master! Please! We’ll do anything!”

Ha! They’re fucking crazy! They egg each other on, I love it! But, fucking hell... What’s all this degrading husband talk?! Do they like it?!

“I don’t think they’d appreciate you talking like this,” I said, smirking down at them as they grew giddier.

“Who cares?” Sue laughed, taking back control of my pulsing shaft, continuing their tag-team rotations like seasoned professionals. “Who cares about anything but this giant fucking cock! AGHAGHAGHAGH!” She buried my throbbing head to the back of her throat, her tongue waving wildly as she choked herself on my dick.

“Oh, fuck me!” I groaned, watching as she tried to jimmy herself further down my shaft, practically dislocating her jaw as she tried to swallow me up.

“Mmmm! Master likes that, doesn’t he?” Mary teased as she watched her friend choke and splutter, pressing her helpful hand to the back of her head. “There we go,” she breathed, taking a firm control of her friend, “take that big, young cock... Just how Master likes it!”

“GHAAAAAH! Fuck!” Sue spat when finally allowed up for air. “It’s so fucking thick and juicy! I love it! I love your fucking cock, Sir! I love it more than I ever loved my useless fucking husband!”

Fuck me! They seem wilder than ever! And that’s saying something!

“My turn! AGHH! Oh, fuck!” Mary gasped, composing herself on her knees before trying again. “AAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHHHH!”

“Oooh, do you like that, Sir?” Sue teased, enjoying the look in my eyes as she fucked my cock with her friend’s face. “We love to please our young master! Don’t we?!”

“GHAAAH! Yes!” Mary spluttered, gasping for air as she was let up to answer, jerking their slobber up and down my solid shaft with her frantic hands. “We fucking love it!”

Shit, I believe them! Right, enough teasing...

“So... Who’s first?”

“ME!” they both cried, giggling as they looked at each other, their hands still glued to my cock as I stood up.

“Actually... Mary first,” I decided, offering her my hand as she beamed victoriously and hurried to her feet. “If your husband hasn’t noticed anything different about that juicy pussy of yours, I must have been going easy on you.”

“You better not have!” she laughed, slapping at my hard abs as I loomed over her. “And he doesn’t see it that often, to be fair to him!”

“Well, next time you go home, give him a good look,” I teased, helping Sue to her feet.

“I could go home with your spunk pouring from me and he still wouldn’t notice, the blind bastard!” Mary cackled, taking up her usual position, bent over my bed with her big, juicy asscheeks spread apart by her strained fingers.

Fuck! Look at that ass! Now that’s an ass that can take a pounding! She’s got the bigger ass and Sue’s got the bigger tits! They just compliment each other so well...

“Y’know what? On second thoughts,” I said, reaching between her thighs and running my fingers along her wet pussy, “stop letting your husband see it, at all. I’m interested now... I want to see how long it takes for him to say something about me.”

“Oooh, I’ll do the same,” Sue cooed, reaching to jerk my cock as I teased Mary’s horny clit. “Shit, I’ll tell him it’s not for him anymore, if you want?”

“Ha! Me too!” Mary laughed, thrusting her soaked pussy against my firm digits as I fingered her wet lips. “I’d call him right now!”

Ha! They’re crazy! They wouldn’t do that, surely... Would they?

“C’mon, hurry up, I want my go!” Sue whined impatiently, tugging my cock closer to her bent over friend. “Give it to her! Give that pussy what her husband can’t!”

“What? A noticeable prodding?” I laughed, stepping forward and taking a grip of the base of my shaft, teasing my head along her waiting pussy and rummaging for the entrance. “I’ll give her a bit more than... that!”

“WAAAAAH! FUCK!” Mary howled as I rammed my cock inside her hot, wet pussy, battering against her cervix before pulling back out. “Oh, my God! You bad boy! You fucking bad boy! Give me that fucking- AHHHHH! FUCK! OH, FUUUHUHUHUUUCK!”

“That’s it! Fucking give it to her hard!” Sue encouraged me over the undulating wails of her friend. “Make her take that big, fat cock! Make her fucking scream! We like everyone to hear what you do to us in your chambers!”

“Fuck, that’s a good pussy!” I growled, bucking long strokes from the tip to the hilt into her squelching hole, her creamy juices streaking down my shaft with every crashing thrust. “That is a... good... fucking... pussy!”

“FUCK! THANK YOU, MASTER!” Mary screamed, her strained fingers waning as my thighs crashed against them, finally letting go of her jiggling ass as she gripped for the sheets. “IT’S YOURS! IT’S ALL YOURS! OH, GOD! OH, FUUUUCK! AHHHHHHH!”

“Yeeeah, that’s it, cum on that cock!” Sue teased, stroking at my back as I thrust angrily. “Your husband doesn’t make you cum, does he?!”

“NO!” Mary howled, her ass rippling with every pounding slap to her cheeks. “NEVER! OH, GOD! OH, GOD! I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING FOR YOU, MASTER! SHIIIIIT! GAAAAH!”

I yanked my throbbing cock from her pussy as she burst, a flood of her juices gushing from her gaping hole as she convulsed with pleasure before me, her high pitched wails piercing my ears.

Fuck, I love that sound! The sound of a job well done...

“Oooh, you got her good,” Sue laughed, wasting no time in reaching for my vacant cock. “I bet her husband doesn’t even know she can squirt! Mine doesn’t!”

“No! He doesn’t!” Mary cried, curling herself up into the recovery position as she lifted her shaking legs from the floor, her thighs trickling with her juices. “Oh, God! Thank you, Master!”

“My turn!” Sue piped excitedly, finally letting go of my cock to join her friend on the bed. “I want to watch it go in,” she smirked as she turned to face me, laying back on the bed and opening her legs for me.

Fuck, she’s flexible for a big, old girl! Look at that pussy spread for me! Shit, I’m gonna need to taste that...

“Ooooh! Hasn’t Helen fed you already?” Sue teased as I took to my knees and lapped at her hairy pussy, my mind immediately flooding with visions of Helen as she spoke.

Fuck, I wish it was her I was eating! Argh, I want her so fucking bad! When’s she gonna give it up?! I hope she can hear us! I want her to hear what she’s missing out on!

“Oh, wow! He’s a hungry one, Mary! She mustn’t be feeding him right,” she laughed hazily, her breathing deep as I licked and sucked on her engorged and tasty clit. “Shit!”

“Ha! Don’t swallow it!” Mary laughed as she watched me suck greedily on her moaning friend, prompting me to finally let her go and take to my feet.

“Oh, God! Give it to me, Sir!” Sue growled, straining her neck to watch me tease her pussy with the head of my angry cock. She struggled to peer between her huge tits before I gripped at her hair, tugging her up for a better view. “Oh, fuck yes! Pull my fucking hair! Make me fucking WATCH! OH, MY GOD!”

Ha! They’re never ready!

I held her tight by the hair as I rang her womb with my enraged cock, filling her to her limit with a crashing thrust. Her eyes were wide with shock as I pulled out slowly, thrusting back harder as I reached the tip.

“FUCK!” Sue screamed, Mary reaching to tease her friend’s clit with her helpful fingers as I rocked her body with my pounding thrusts. “OH, MY GOD! OH, MY GOD! FUCK! YOU’RE SO FUCKING DEEP!”

“Your husband couldn’t even dream of fucking you that deep, could he?” Mary teased, slapping playfully at her friend’s throbbing clit as I fucked her silly.

“NEVER!” she growled, her eyes rolling in her head as she succumbed to my merciless thrusts, her pussy beginning to squelch louder as I ploughed her angrily. “FUUUCK! YOU’RE SO FUCKING HUGE!”

“Come here,” I ordered, Sue crashing to the mattress as I released her, switching my attention to Mary.

“Yes, Master,” she smirked, edging closer as I gathered her thick hair into my fist. “Ooh, we love it when you’re rough with us,” she breathed as I lowered her head, resting her cheek to Sue’s quivering abdomen.

“Stay right there,” I smirked, watching as her lips puckered in her friend’s wild pussy hair, my palm securing her face tight.

“Oh, my God!” she gasped, her visible eye opening with shock as I began to thrust into her friend. “I can feel it! Oh, fuck! It’s hitting my face from inside her! Oh, you naughty boy! Who taught you this?! Ow! Ha! Fuuuck!” she groaned, her fingers rubbing frantically between her thighs as I battered her cheek from inside her friend.

“Nobody!” I laughed, continuing my thrusts as I used Mary’s face to grind against Sue’s weak point.

“Oh, my GOD! Keep fucking me like that!” Sue groaned, her voice deep and desperate as she began to tense up. “AH! ARGH! FUCK!”

“Make her cum, Master!” Mary encouraged me, her face squished beneath my palm. “I want to feel it!”

“AH! AH! AH! OH, MY GOD!” Sue howled, sounding almost on the verge of tears as I fucked her hard and fast. She tensed and held her breath as I continued my thrusts, releasing her tension when she could take no more. “AAAAAARGH!”

I hauled my cock from her clamping pussy, dragging a burst of her hot juices with me as she squirted her built up pressure. I jerked my long shaft over her as she came, slapping and shaking my head against her swollen clit, her pussy gushing and sprinkling as she squeezed desperately.

“Fuck, I can feel your insides quivering!” Mary gasped, her face still pressed to her friend’s spasming abdomen.

“Have a taste of this,” I smirked, stirring Sue’s juices with my cock before serving it to Mary’s sucking lips. “Fuuuck,” I groaned, holding her head tight as she wasted no time in gobbling me up.

“Mmmmm!” she hummed, sucking greedily before I released her head and pulled away, leaving her wanting more. “Fuck, it tastes so good!”

“I fucking love you girls,” I laughed dizzily, looking down at their jiggling flesh as I jerked my cock, wondering what I wanted to do with them next. But, my mind was made up for me.

“We love you too, Master,” Mary smirked, rolling herself from the bed and taking me by the shaft. “Let us show you how much.” She directed me to the bed, ushering me to lay down on my back.

Ha! They love riding me! Fine, I’ll take the rest...

“Make yourself comfortable, Sir,” Sue smirked, her face still burning red from her orgasm as she fluffed my pillows for me. “Let us take care of that big dick for you.”

“God, you’re so hard!” Mary laughed breathily, tugging on my creamy shaft as she prepared to mount me. “So much harder than my husband ever was.”

Ha! Still on that, huh? Fine, I’ll play along...

“Sit on that dick,” I ordered, her thick thigh rippling as I gave it a slap. “I want you to think about your fucking loser husband sat at home while you get yourself off on my cock.”

“Do I have to?” she smirked, aiming my cock urgently to her opening and cramming the head inside. “Fuuuck,” she groaned as she thrust me deeper, her juicy pussy lips spreading wider around my thickening shaft. “Shit, that’s a big dick!”

“What’s your husband doing right now?” Sue teased, edging closer to me and lying down by my side, wrapping her arm around my shoulder. “What’s he doing while his wife’s getting fucked?”

“Probably... watching TV! Oh, fuuuuck!” she growled, her hips thrusting slowly as she lowered her raised knee. She knelt up with her pussy stuffed halfway down my shaft, nowhere to go but down. “Ah! Ah! Fuck!” she squealed as she began to bounce, her beautiful, full breasts tempting my squeezing hands before Sue stepped in with her own.

“You like our big titties don’t you, Sir?” she teased, cradling my head and nestling me to her billowing flesh. “Suck on that, sweetie! Oooh, yeah, that’s it! That’s a good boy! Suck hard on that big, fat titty while she rides that dick!”

Fuck! I do love these tits! I just want to squeeze and suck and fuck them all fucking day!

“Oh, GOD!” Mary cried, her bounces becoming braver as she slipped up and down my rigid shaft at pace. “It’s so... fucking... HARD! I never... want to... fuck my... limp-dick... husband... ever... again! SHIT!”

“That’s it, ride that huge, young cock!” Sue cheered, running her fingers through my hair as she nursed me. “Show him how much you appreciate a real man after all these years!”

Shit, I like that!

“Oh, I will!” Mary replied, rising eagerly to the challenge as she began to grind on my thick shaft. “I’m so... fucking grateful... to finally have a real man... to give me what I need! Oh, God! I waited so long! So fucking long! Fuuuuck!” Her hips began to thrust and buck sporadically, her pussy contracting tight as she came. “AAAHHHH! SHIT!”

“That’s it, cum on that dick!” Sue teased, watching as her friend jerked and convulsed, impaled on my towering cock as she howled into the air. “Look what you’ve done to her,” she laughed, pulling her nipple from my sucking lips to direct my gaze to Mary.

Fuck, she looks like she’s on an electric chair!

I tensed my cock as hard as I could as I watched her jitter and shake, her huge breasts jiggling violently as she moaned and spasmed on top of me.

“OH, MY GOD! OH, MY GOD!” she wailed, planting her arms as she fell backwards, my cock still lodged deep inside her. “I just came so fucking hard!”

“Well, get off then! It’s my turn!” Sue laughed, clambering away from my chest to assist her struggling friend from my long, throbbing shaft. “Oooh, let me have a quick taste,” she oozed, lapping her flattened tongue up the shaft before engulfing the head and sucking, Mary hurrying to join her.

Fuck me, I could watch them suck me off all day! They’re so fucking eager! But, I’m getting pretty close!

“Come here,” I growled, sitting up and gripping Sue by her thick locks. “Turn around.”

“Ooh, yes Sir!” she giggled, her big, juicy ass resting on my stomach as she prepared to mount me in reverse. “Put it in for me,” she said to Mary as she planted her hands and feet like a crab, her weight supported by my sturdy arms as she lifted her pussy. “Oh, fuck yes, that’s it! Ooooh, shit!”

“Look at these big balls! They’re so full for us, Sue!” Mary teased, her nails tickling my sack before I felt her wet tongue begin to lap. “Ahlahlahlah! Mmmm! Full of all that hot, young cum!”

“Fuck! I want it inside me!” Sue groaned, my angry cock grinding on her creaming walls as she dragged her squelching pussy up and down my long, thick shaft. “Fuck, I want it all!”

“Well, you can’t have it all!” Mary laughed as she paused her licks. “I want a taste!”

“Give us that cum, Sir!” Sue begged, her massive breasts spilling to her sides as she began to bounce more urgently. “Shoot that young cum in this old cunt! Fill it up for my husband to clean! OH, FUCK!” she cried as I gripped her sides tight and sent a crashing upwards thrust to her cervix. Again and again I thrust, clapping her cheeks as I stuffed her to the hilt, her cries turning more desperate. “You’re gonna make me squirt, again! You’re gonna... shit! Shit! SHIT! HNNNGAAAH!”

“Ohohoho! Wow!” Mary gasped as her friend’s pussy burst like a hydrant in front of her, my cock thudding to my stomach as she leapt from me in agonising pleasure. “Mmmm, give me this! AGH! Oh, fuck! AGHAGHAGHAGH!” she gagged as she took control of my cock, choking on me as her friend recovered.

“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! OH, MY GOD!” Sue cried, her planted limbs shaking on the mattress as I took her shivering weight. “Fuck, it’s so big! It fucking kills me! It’s the best cock of my fucking life! Put it back in!”

“What? Better than your husband’s little pecker?” Mary teased as she guided me back inside her friend’s hot, squelching pussy.

“Ha! It doesn’t even compare! AH! OH, GOD!” Sue yelped, her body seizing as I began to thrust again. “AH! AH! AH! FUHUHUHUHUUUCK!” she screamed as I bucked mercilessly, crashing against her cervix over and over as I stuffed her to her limit.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” I growled, gripping her tight as I pounded her, the mattress providing my thrusting hips the extra impetus as I approached the threshold.

“CUM FOR MEHEHEHEEE!” Sue begged as I ruined her pussy, her body lurching into the air with every colossal pounding.

“Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” I growled, holding my forceful thrust as I collided with her juicy ass, my cock lodged strong and deep as I erupted inside her.

“AHHHH! OH, MY GOD!” Sue cried as she felt the first powerful spurt, my pumping hips bringing her to a deep, humming groan as I shot my load into her womb. She gasped as I wrapped my arms around her and dragged her to my chest, holding her tight as I thrust angrily into her spent pussy.

“Hey, let me have some!” Mary whined, her hand reaching impatiently for my tensing cock as I lifted Sue from me. “Mmmm! AGHHHHH! AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGH!”

Oh, fuck me!

I gripped and pawed at Sue’s heaving tits as I held her, reaching to rub and tease at her pouring pussy as Mary choked my orgasm down. I growled angrily into her ear as I held her tight, squeezing harder on her massive tits as the intensity of Mary’s sucking became almost unbearable.

“Fuck, you came so deep!” Sue breathed, surrendering to my control as my strong hands explored her body, my teeth gnawing at her ear as Mary jerked my cock eagerly for every last drop.

“I can’t get enough of these big fucking tits!” I groaned, gathering them in my hands and giving them a good shaking, slapping them together before tweaking on her hard, peaking nipples.

“Ha! We know you can’t!” Mary laughed, her hands still pumping on my pulsing shaft as Sue squealed with delight on top of me.

“Fuck, come here,” I ordered, beckoning Mary as I rolled Sue to my side. I wrapped my arms around them as they nestled either side of me, enjoying the feel of their huge tits billowing over my stomach as I stroked at their backs.

“How was that, Master?” Mary asked, her fingernails teasing at my twitching balls.

“Incredible, as always,” I replied, my entire body tingling at their touch.

“Just a shame our husbands weren’t here to see it,” Sue giggled as she jerked slowly on my still oozing cock.

They really like this husband talk, huh? What have I started? Or rather, what has Helen started?!

“Will that be all, Master?” Mary teased, her hand joining her friend’s on my shaft. “Or have you got some more plans for us?”

They should know by now that one time is never enough.

“You better call your husbands and let them know that you’ll be staying the night again.”

* * *


THE PROPOSITION

“Wow! Great shot!”

Ugh. Just fuck off, man.

“You should take it easy, you’re putting the rest of us to shame!”

It was an average shot, you fucking kiss ass.

I turned from the tee to the group of weasel-like men, making sure to make my contempt for them clear as I remained silent before walking off down the fairway.

“We’ll give you some time, there’s no rush!”

I wouldn’t dream of rushing for you anyway... Shit, man! I used to like golf!

I never was one for team sports, so when looking for a pastime I naturally gravitated towards golf. The only problem was sharing the local course with hundreds of other people, my plan to escape this predicament leading me to a rather fancy private club. It was times like these when I wished I’d stayed at the public course.

For fuck’s sake, I can still feel their eyes on me from a hundred yards away. Fucking vultures.

It wasn’t like this when I first arrived at the club. Sure, I had a few million at the time, but I was ‘new money’; some young guy that got lucky, sure to waste it all in no time. They looked at me like I was polluting the place, like I could never dream of belonging in their exclusive little world. Fine by me, I didn’t want to. But, when my millions became billions and my much bigger fingers started dipping into the pies they were scoffing on, they became transparently friendly all of a sudden.

“Hey, I saw your new build, we should talk sometime. I think it could be mutually beneficial.”

“Wow, nice car... Hey, have you given any thought to my proposal? No pressure! Ha! Just let me know!”

“Hey, some of us like to get together for a private poker game every now and then. You’re more than welcome to join.”

Fuck it. I’m building my own golf course.

I finished my round and made my way back to the clubhouse, ignoring the group of vipers as they called out to me once more. They were trailing me so closely the whole afternoon, I was certain they weren’t even playing. It would be difficult for a group of four to keep up with a single player, but there they were; like a covetous shadow.

I might just skip the massage, get changed and leave before they can debase themselves any more in my presence. Fuck, I do like the masseuse though... Ah, whatever. Hopefully Helen is in the mood for giving me one.

I stood by my locker, enjoying the place to myself as I got changed, before the hushed tones of the group caught my ear, the four of them appearing around the corner and locking eyes with me.

Shit, they usually go for a drink before getting changed. What the fuck do they want?

“Hey, there you are,” laughed one awkwardly, a short and stout man named Jefferey Lewis; one of the more annoying of the group. “You looked great out there today! You’re gonna have to give us some tips!”

“... Hit the ball in the hole,” I replied dryly, still looking ahead as I buttoned up my shirt.

“HA!” he laughed like a liar. “Why didn’t I think of that?!”

Ugh. Fuck off, Jefferey.

“You haven’t thought about hitting the ball into the hole before?” I asked, finally looking at him with a judging expression.

“Ha... w-what?” he asked, looking awkwardly confused.

“You’re playing golf... and you’ve never thought about hitting the ball into the hole before?” I repeated with a serious look, enjoying him on the ropes.

“N-No, well... of course, I have! Ha!” He squirmed, looking to the others as they stood by their lockers.

“... I’m joking,” I replied, my face still telling him that I wasn’t.

“Oh! HA!” he burst, slapping his thigh. “Good one, good one! ... Hey, listen, we were gonna get a drink in the lounge and, errr... We’ve got a little, errr, proposition for you.”

“I told you, I-”

“Don’t talk business in your private time, I know, I know,” he said, confirming that he had been listening after all.

“So, leave a message with my secretary and I’ll consider it.”

Or ignore it completely.

“Well, this isn’t really the kind of proposition you would leave with someone’s secretary, if you know what I mean,” he said, raising his eyebrows with a wry smile.

“Not really,” I replied, shutting the door to my locker and throwing my bag over my shoulder as I made to leave.

“Wait!” he said, reaching for my arm before my sharp look stopped him in his tracks, almost cowering below me. “Heh, sorry... It’s just...”

Ugh, fine... It’s a ‘no’ anyway, whatever it is.

“Out with it, then.”

“Well, the fellas and I were just wondering if maybe you’d be interested in... assisting us with something,” he said coyly, reaching into his pocket and retrieving his phone. “Something of a more... discreet nature.”

Where is this going? I’m not joining some creepy rich person cult.

“... Go on.”

“You’re not married, right?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

“... No.”

“Well, when you’ve been married for as long as we have,” he continued at a whisper, the others turning away as I glanced back at them. “Sometimes you need a little outside help... to spice things up a bit, if you know what I mean.”

“Again, not really,” I replied impatiently. “Listen, I’m flattered, but I like women. So...”

“HA!” he choked, slapping his thigh again. “No, it’s not like that... What do you think about these?” He lifted his phone to show it to me, a picture of four smiling, mature women filling the screen. “Not bad, huh?”

The fuck is this? Are they their wives or something? Shit, they’re pretty hot... Way too hot for these guys, anyway... Yeah, a bunch of cougars...

My eyes scanned the picture briefly before looking back to him in confusion. “Listen, my driver will be waiting for me...”

“Well, what do you think?” he said, stepping to stand beside me. “That one’s mine; Gloria.” He pointed to the lady in black, middle left; a curvy, mature blonde with a pretty face and a cheeky smile.

Wow, yeah... She looks a bit like Helen. But, where is this going? They want fucking tips or something? The fuck is this?

“Yeah, they’re very beautiful... Congratulations?” I said, urging him to get to the point.

“So, how would you like to... test the goods? If you know what I mean,” he smirked.

Test the goods? What?

“Can you just stop talking in riddles, what do you want?”

“Well... we’ve, errr, been discussing it among ourselves for a while,” he said in a hush. “We wouldn’t mind watching them have a good time, if you kno- ahem... Catch my drift.”

Just changing the way to end your riddle isn’t actually... Wait... Nooooo... Is he asking me what I think he’s asking me?

“Are you... asking me to fuck your wife?” I asked, looking down at his clammy grin. “... While you watch?”

“Well, when you put it like that!” he laughed. “And not just mine, all of them if you want... We’re all up for it... and so are they!”

Yeah, I get that they’d want to... I mean, obviously... But, why the fuck would you?!

I glanced back at the others again, each busy pretending that they weren’t trying to eavesdrop, one even having the gall to whistle. “You... want me to fuck all of your wives?” I asked Jefferey in disbelief.

“Oh, yeah!” he grinned. “We’ve been discussing it for a while... pretty hot, huh?”

Is he serious? What the fuck is wrong with these guys? I knew this was some weird rich person shit... Maybe, I don’t belong here after all.

“So what do you think?” Jefferey continued, grin still plastered across his clammy face. “You interested?”

“What... Why...” I wasn’t often caught off guard, but I was thrown through a loop with this one. “What do you-”

“Hey, listen,” he said, making a calming gesture with his hands. “You don’t have to answer right now, just think about it... Here’s my personal card, in case you lost the last one.”

I looked at the card, my hand reaching for it while my brain caught up. “Yeah, I’ll... think about it.”

“Great, great,” he said, nodding his head as he looked to his pals. “Well... I hope you’ll be in touch. Apologise to your driver for me, won’t you?” Then he walked off, my feet kicking into autopilot as I left the locker room.

What the fuck just happened? That did just happen, right? I’ve refused every possible interaction with them... I’ve practically crushed his business plans... but he wants me to fuck his wife? They all do? What the fuck?!

I stepped outside to find my car waiting for me, my mind still racing as I opened the door and slid inside.

“Well, if it isn’t ‘Mr Big Shot’!” Jo beamed through the rear view mirror. “Any hole in ones? That’s a thing, right? ... Boss? Hellooo?”

“Huh? Oh! Yeah, yeah... I mean, no... no hole in ones... but, yeah, that’s a thing.”

“Never really cared for golf, pretty boring really, isn’t it?” she said, accelerating away. “So, where to? Home or...?”

“Err, yeah...  Home... Thanks.”

What the fuck is life?

“You okay, Boss?” Jo asked, her brow furrowed with concern. “You look a little... disturbed.”

Shit, what do I look like?

“Ha! Nah, it’s nothing,” I replied, feeling the muscles in my face ease as I gave her a smile. “Just something some guy said to me.”

“Ugh, they still hanging around you like a bad smell? What is it this time? Some urgent investment that just happens to fill their pockets before anyone else’s?” she asked, used to my tales of the golf club snakes.

“Oh, they want me to fill something alright...”

Jo’s eyes flickered in the mirror. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Shit, now I’m speaking in riddles! Don’t be like Jefferey, for fuck’s sake.

“They want me to fuck their wives while they watch.”

“WHAT?!” Jo cackled, turning around to look at me in shock before remembering that she was driving. “Are you serious?! Nooooo!”

“Yes... Seriously.”

“They asked you to fuck their wives?! In front of them?! Just like that?!”

“Well one of them did, sort of like... on behalf of the others... Not just like that... but, yeah. Showed me a picture and everything.”

“HA! He showed you the menu!” she cackled. “So... Anything take your fancy?”

“I didn’t peruse for too long,” I replied candidly, “but, yeah, I guess.”

“Well, fuck me sideways!” she said, shaking her head. “I always wondered what guys would talk about in their little clubs... Never thought they’d be talking about watching their wives getting railed by other dudes... But, why you?”

“Isn’t it obvious? They want to butter me up for some business dealings later down the line... They’ll probably be asking me for money as soon as it’s over!”

“I dunno, that seems a little drastic,” Jo replied, unconvinced.

“You don’t know these guys, Jo... they’d sell their own mothers for a few shares in the latest bullshit company, I’m telling you!”

“Yeah, I get that... but, why their wives? And why would they watch? Surely, they must want to...”

Shit... That’s a good point.

“Yeah... I don’t know, I hadn’t thought about that... Wait... What if they want to film it? Blackmail me with the footage somehow? Some sort of trap?”

“I dunno... ‘Look, everyone! His cock is massive and he’s banging my wife with it!’ HA! I doubt it, you’re probably thinking too deep... They just want to watch you give their wives a good seeing to!” Jo laughed. “I wouldn’t mind watching that, myself...”

“Behave,” I smiled, shaking my head. “Then, why me? Why not ask someone else?”

“Who knows?” Jo replied, shrugging her shoulders. “Maybe their wives asked for a type and you fit the bill? And it’s not like you’re a total stranger... Ooh, maybe their wives have seen you before and asked for you specifically?”

“I’ve never seen them at the club before...”

“You might not have seen them, but they could have seen you,” she said. “Everyone around here knows who you are... At the very least as ‘that guy that lives in the castle’... They even know who I am because I drive you around everywhere!”

“Well, don’t let all that fame go to your head,” I joked, detecting the pride in her tone.

“Too late! Everyone’s much more friendly to me nowadays, it’s great!” she laughed. “Nobody’s asked me to fuck their husband yet, but one day maybe?”

Shit, I didn’t even like hearing that... I don’t want Jo fucking anyone else and we’ve never even kissed, for fuck’s sake... I just don’t get any of this. How could they just let me fuck their wife?!

“Yeah... One day,” I replied vacantly, looking to the passing scenery as my mind imploded.

“So... You gonna do it, or what?” she asked, her devilish grin teasing me in the mirror.

“Ha! You think I should?”

“Hell yeah, I think you should!” she replied, as if I was crazy for asking. “Why the fuck not? You hate these guys, right?”

“Well... Yeah, pretty much!”

“All the more reason!” she said, as if removing the final obstacle. “Give their wives what they’ve clearly been craving... a good, hard bashing with that hammer of yours! It’ll be the last time those pricks ever let their wives fuck anyone else, I’ll bet!”

My ‘hammer’... I like that.

“Well, that’s the thing; it kind of sounded like this would be their first time doing it.”

“First and last!” Jo laughed. “If you make their wives scream as loud as you make Mary and Sue, they’ll be regretting that decision, real quick!”

“Ha! You think?” I replied, persuaded by the prediction.

“Oh, yeah!” she said, assuredly. “Especially if it’s their first time doing this sort of thing... They might think it’s a hot and harmless idea right now, but when they see their wives begging for more... Hearing her make sounds she’s never come close to making... It’ll hit them... BANG! Big mistake!”

Hmmmm. I do like the sound of that.

“Keep talking...”

“Ha! Well,” she continued giddily, “think about it! What better way to humiliate these guys? Rubbing their noses in their wive’s stuffed and satisfied pussies sounds pretty hard to beat! The very guy they thought they were soooo much better than, banging their wives better than they ever could! It’s fucking poetry!”

It does have a ring to it...

“And think about the poor wives!” she pressed, setting the scene for me. “Getting themselves all dolled up... just waiting... hoping... praying for the big, mysterious ‘man from the castle’ to come and give them what they’ve so desperately been longing for! HA! I bet they’d be quivering! Women love that shit, trust me!”

“Do you ‘love that shit’?” I asked, enjoying her enthusiasm.

“Course I do, I just said it didn’t I?” she teased, her glare conveying its own message as she raised her brow. “But, it’s not about me is it? You prefer a more mature woman, don’t you?”

“I love all women,” I smiled, stretching out my legs.

“Yeah, but you certainly have a type,” she smiled knowingly. “Don’t worry, it’s fine, I’ve accepted it... I’ll just have to catch you in twenty years... By which time I’ll be an undeniable, certifiable milf! I can wait... Ooh! You can fuck me in front of my husband if you want!”

Ha! She’s persistent, I’ll give her that.

Thinking about the horny seed she had planted in my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder why I was so against the idea of just giving Jo what she wanted. She had made it very clear that she wanted more from me, but I always just laughed it off.

Maybe because she’s the closest thing I have to just a ‘pal’? I’ve got to have one right? She is hot though...

“Ha! Shut up,” I replied, brushing her flirting aside as usual.

“So, you gonna do it then?” she smirked, waiting expectantly for my answer.

“We’ll see.”

“Ooh, you tease!”

I spent the rest of the journey with an erection that wouldn’t quit, or rather wasn’t allowed to quit by the incessant, and highly descriptive, imaginings of Jo. By the time we had arrived home, my throbbing cock and I were entirely sold on the idea.

Yeah, fuck it. Let’s do it. I’ll make them regret ever asking me... Fucking their wives sounds even better than fucking their business prospects!

I made my way up to the tower, a few of the ladies cooing at my enlarged state as I passed them on the stairs. I stepped into my chambers and rummaged for Jefferey’s card, retrieving it from my pocket to examine.

I’m sure he’s impossibly proud of his fancy, little cards isn’t he? Let’s see how proud he is of his wife when I’m done...

I pulled my phone from my pocket and dialled the number, walking out onto my balcony to look around as I waited for him to answer.

Ah, my gardening girls... They look so good, even from all the way up here!

“Hello?”

“Is this Jefferey?”

“Yes, it is, is this Ethan?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I must say I didn’t expect you to call so soon... You seemed a little put out by the idea. Completely understandable, but you must have liked what you saw, am I right? Eager, I like that. That’s just what we want.”

Ew, I don’t care what you want.

“So, let me just get this straight,” I replied, trying to avoid all pleasantries. “You want me to fuck your wife? While you watch?”

“Ha! That’s the short version, pretty much- yes, honey, it’s him,” he said in a hushed tone.

What the fuck? Is his wife there right now?

“And what about the others?”

“They’ll be waiting for their turn another night, whenever’s good for you- yes, honey!”

What’s she saying? I can’t hear her...

“And is this your first time doing this?”

“Ha! What gave it away?” he replied jokingly. “I’ve got to say though, we’re errr... we’re pretty excited about it- yes honey, I will.”

“You will what?” I asked, my ears pricking with suspicion.

“Ha! Sorry... My wife would like to know if there’s anything you’d like... beverages or food maybe- yes, honey- ‘anything at all’, she says.”

Seriously?

“... Whatever is fine.”

“Yes, honey... Sorry... She’s asking if there’s anything you would like her to wear for you?”

What the fuck?!

“... She can wear whatever she likes.”

“He says you can wear whatever you like,” he whispered, relaying the message. “It’ll probably be coming straight off anyway, am I right?”

Joking about me taking his wife’s clothes off... I might take a psychology course or something.

“... So, you want me to come to your house then?” I asked, ignoring his remark.

“Yeah, that’s the plan,” he replied before quickly following up. “But whatever’s good for you, we can come to you if you’d prefer... I wouldn’t mind seeing that beautiful home of yours up close, the pictures look amazing!”

Absolutely not. No man but me in my castle... I’m allowed in your wife, but you’re not allowed in my home.

“No, I’ll come to you.”

“No problem! Whatever’s best for you- yes honey, he’s coming here.”

“Okay, well... When?”

“Whenever you want; the ball is in your court, as they say!” he joked, the excitement in his voice irking me further. “Tonight, tomorrow... whenever! Sooner rather than later, though... When the old fire’s been lit, there’s no stopping it is there?!”

Ugh.

“I don’t know, isn’t there?” I replied with an instinctively confrontational tone.

“Well, not for us!” he laughed, dodging the awkwardness. “But, listen- there are a few ground rules that we’ve discussed, but we can always go over them with you when you arrive.”

“No, we’ll go over them now.”

“Oh, okay,” he replied, his buzz taking a noticeable dip. “Well, firstly; you’ll have to, errr, gear up, as they say.”

Who is this ‘they’?

“You mean you want me to wear a condom?”

“Well, yes,” he replied, “we don’t want any accidents now, do we?”

I’m not doing that.

“Is that it?” I asked.

“Errm, oh yes- she doesn’t do the old back door routine... if you know what I mean?”

This guy is just a walking innuendo, isn’t he?

“Anal?”

“The very same!” he laughed. “Oh, and no kissing... But, other than that- you’re good to go! The pair of you can have at it!”

Condom, no kissing, no anal... We’ll see how stringent they are with these ‘rules’.

“Fine... But, why me?” I asked, needing to hear an answer, even if it was going to be a lie.

“Well, let’s just say we’ve, errr, noticed you in the locker room, if you catch my drift... Quite the package you got there, young man,” he replied, completely unashamed.

What the fuck?! Have they been eyeing up my dick in the locker room?!

“Okay...” I replied in bemusement. “And... who’s idea was this?”

“Well, mine and the guys’ at first; the wives took some convincing, let me tell you!” he laughed.

Bet they didn’t.

“So, everyone’s on board? I’m not gonna turn up and you change your mind? Either of you?”

“Oh, no chance of that!” he replied assuredly, perishing the thought. “We’ve been talking about it for so long now, we’re very sure about the whole thing, really- aren’t we, honey? Ha! The ladies seem just as excited as us guys about it now!”

“Okay... Well... Tomorrow, then.”

“Tomorrow?! That’s great!” he squeaked into my ear. “Tomorrow’s good for you, right honey? Oh yeah; tomorrow’s great! Do you need us to send a car for you?”

“No, I’ll have my driver bring me,” I said, imagining the look on Jo’s face when I tell her.

“Great, no problem! I’ll message you the address! Oh, wow! It’s exciting, isn’t it?”

I already know your address... I know where all my enemies live...

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” I said, ignoring him. “Around nine.”

“Nine’s perfect! Okay, great! We’ll be expecting you then!”

I hung up, not even wanting to say goodbye to the fool as I digested the trippiest phone conversation of my life.

That settles it then... What a fucking crazy day! I still don’t get why me? Just because I’ve got a big dick? I’m not the only one! His wife sounded keen, though... Asking me what I want her to wear? Ha!What if I said something wacky? Would she have done it? “Oh, nothing... just a big, honking clown nose... or the deals off!”

I looked down from the tower towards Mary and Sue, my cock lurching in my trousers. I had been stoked and teased more than enough today and the sight of them bent over in the dirt was enough to tip me over the edge.

I wouldn’t mind hearing their thoughts on this whole debacle, too. These chumps might want discretion, but fuck that; I’m telling everyone!

“Ladies!” I called, the two of them spinning on their knees in the dirt to look up at me. “Can I see you for a moment?”

“Oooh! Yes, Sir!”

“Coming, Master!”

They hurried to their feet, the two of them giggling giddily as they rushed towards the front entrance of the building.

Fuck me, I can see their cleavage jiggling from here! They’re just too much...

I waited by the bed, listening to the distant patter of shoes slapping marble grow louder and louder before they burst through the door; out of breath but happy to see me.

“We were hoping you’d call us, tonight,” Mary smirked as she panted in recovery, kicking off her shoes. “Didn’t think it would be so early though, did we?”

“No, we didn’t... Not that we’re complaining,” Sue beamed, her shoes already off as she struggled with her dungarees. “The flowers will just have to wait again, won’t they, Sir?”

“You can have the afternoon off, if you’d like,” I replied. “The flowers can wait until tomorrow... You can go home to your husbands, if you want...”

“I’d rather do the flowers,” Mary laughed, peeling her dungarees over her huge breasts as she shook herself out of her work clothes.

“Or spend the afternoon up here with you,” Sue suggested with a grin, lifting her top up over her head and struggling with her bra clasp.

“Mmmm! And the night!” Mary smirked, lowering her shorts from her wide hips and down her thick thighs.

Their bodies jiggled and bounced in all the right places as they removed the rest of their clothes and made their way towards me in all their glory.

Fuck, I do seriously love my gardening girls...

“So you don’t want to go home then?” I asked, the two of them scoffing at the thought.

“Not really, no,” Mary laughed, placing a gripping hand to my thigh as she lowered herself to her knees.

“I’d stay here every night if I didn’t have to go home occasionally,” Sue agreed, mirroring her friend as she leant on my other thigh.

“And you’ve still not slept with your husbands since I asked?”

“Not once,” Mary replied.

“Not even a quick handy,” Sue smirked, stroking at my bulge.

“And they’ve said nothing?”

“Oh, mine’s said plenty,” said Mary, “but I’ve had quite a few headaches of late.”

“Mmmm, me too,” Sue nodded with a feigned disappointment. “There must be something going around!”

No way, it’s gotta be a couple of months by now!

“And they haven’t accused you of anything?”

“Nothing,” Mary shrugged.

“We told you; they’re wimps!” Sue cackled, her fingers fiddling with my zipper. “They wouldn’t say anything about you in a million years!”

How?! They must be jerking off now more than before they were married!

“Hey, what if I took you both home right now,” I said, pondering aloud, “and I told your husbands that I’ve been having my way with you.”

“What if you did?” Mary laughed, pulling my pants down to my knees.

“They’d probably thank you,” said Sue, tugging on my shorts to release my throbbing cock, springing between their beaming faces as she did.

“And then cry about it to us later!” Mary laughed,  their needy hands taking their places on my shaft. “Why are we talking about them anyway?” she scoffed, my cock lurching with tension as her tongue teased at my swollen head.

“I probably won’t bother again, even if you told us we could,” Sue laughed, her eyes drinking in my balls as she played with them in her palms. “As long as you keep giving us what we need, what’s the point? Not that they can, anyway!”

“And what if I stopped?” I asked. “Giving you what you need? What if I insisted on the flowers coming first for a change?”

“You wouldn’t do that to us, would you Master?” Mary smirked, batting her eyelids as she devoured the head of my towering cock.

“Not when we work sooo hard for you?” Sue teased, her grip tight as she jerked me into her friend’s hungry mouth.

Oh, fuck me... No! I wouldn’t do that to any of us!

“You should insist on those stable girls working harder, though,” Sue continued, Mary coming up for breath.

“Yeah,” Mary laughed as she wiped the streaks of saliva from her chin. “Lazy girls, the lot of them... I’d hate to think they’ve been taking advantage of you, Master,” she smirked before lowering her lips to lap and kiss at my full, hanging balls.

“And they just get so jealous when you pick us over them,” Sue said, feigning upset as she jerked my shaft. “But, it’s not our fault if you prefer us, is it Sir? Oh, the names they call us!”

“Mmmm, they’ve got wicked mouths on them,” Mary agreed as she sucked and hummed on my sack. “I’ve never heard such vulgarity.”

Ha! This little stable girls vs gardeners thing might be getting out of hand... Maybe I am favouring Mary and Sue too much... I should learn to be more impartial...

“They’ll hear us from the stables,” Sue frowned with a grin as she looked over to the open doors to the balcony. “But, it’s not our fault you make us scream so loud, is it Sir?”

“Maybe we should close the windows then?” I asked, calling their bluff. “That might be best.”

“No chance!” Mary laughed, her breasts heaving as she knelt up. “We have to hear them when it’s their turn, they’ll just have to deal with it.”

Ha! Thought so.

“As you wish,” I replied, imagining the stable girls glaring jealously up at the tower. “But hey, listen; the reason I brought up the whole husband thing... I got asked to do something today.”

“Like what?” Sue asked, the two of them looking up at me as they jerked and fondled.

“Do you know who Jefferey Lewis is?”

“Jefferey Lewis? Lewis Estate? Out by the lakes?” Mary asked, the pair of them looking at me as though we were sat around drinking tea.

“Yeah, that’s the one. You know him then?”

“Not really, but I used to work for a gardening company that did his estate,” Mary replied. “Nice place... Nothing like this, though.”

“Nobody else’s house is like this,” Sue laughed, her hand still jerking me as she listened.

Ha! Does she even know she’s doing that?

“You ever go there yourself?”

“Yeah, a few times. Why?”

“You ever meet him?”

“Only once... Bit of a pompous prick, if I’m honest.”

“You ever meet his wife?”

“Err, yeah, a few times.”

“What’s she like?”

“Ha! She was alright, I guess. Why?!” Mary laughed, the two of them suitably confused before I hit them with it.

“Jefferey Lewis and his friends asked me to bang their wives today.”

“What?!” they both choked in unison.

“While they watch.”

“WHAT?!” they spat, looking to each other before laughing hysterically.

“I didn’t expect that!” Sue giggled. “I don’t even know who these people are... but that is shocking!”

“Well, I do know who they are,” Mary said, “and however shocked you are; you need to double it! HA! Old Lord Lewis wants to see his wife getting a good stuffing, eh?!” she chortled, exaggerating her poshest voice.

“I wouldn’t mind a good stuffing right now,” Sue smirked, shaking my cock from side to side impatiently.

“Well, why don’t you hop up there, Poopsiekins?” Mary continued with her, quite awful, impression of ‘Old Lord Lewis’. “Let me see you take that bloody huge phallus, my dear! And you, boy! Make sure to give her a good ravishing, you hear? My Poopsiekins deserves the best, I tell you!”

“If he says ‘Poopsiekins’, I’m out!” I laughed as Sue jumped up to the bed excitedly.

“Are you gonna do it then?” Sue giggled as she ushered me to my back, her thick thighs straddling me with excitement.

“Yeah, tomorrow night,” I replied, watching her jerk my cock as she arranged herself. “I just wanted to know what you two thought about it; given your own experience.”

“Well, teasing the stable girls is one thing, but we wouldn’t take you away from them completely! It’s too harsh!” she said lifting herself to a squat. “And if this ‘Mrs Lewis’ is as desperate as I was... Ah! Oh, God! Ahhh!” she oozed as she breached her opening with my head, spreading herself down my shaft before beginning to bob her hips. “Fuuuck! Then... Then I think you should give it to her! Oooooh, shit!”

“She was a bit uptight from what I remember,” Mary said, climbing to the bed and nestling beside me; her heavy breasts squishing against my chest as she stroked the ridges of my abs. “But, I bet you could loosen her up a bit.”

“Uh-huh!” Sue agreed as she stuffed her juicy pussy with my raging cock. “Loosen her... right up! Oh, FUCK!” she howled as I thrust up into her, holding her weight as I bottomed out inside her.

“That’s it, give it to her!” Mary encouraged. “Show us how you’re gonna fuck his wife! Oooh, yeah, that’s it! Give that desperate housewife what she wants!”

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Fuck! Fuck! FUUUUCK!” Sue screamed, her eyes shutting tight as she took my cock, her legs tensed and quivering as I battered against her cervix.

“That’s it, you’ve got to ruin that pussy for her husband!” Mary teased sadistically. “Make it only fit you!”

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!” Sue winced, her eyes still shut tight as she threw her head back on her shoulders, surrendering to my pounding as I gripped her thighs. “Fuck! Fuck! HNNNNNNNNNGAAAAAAH!” she howled, releasing her built up tension as she sprang from my cock, her pussy bursting a stream of her juices into the air before she collapsed to the bed in a shuddering heap.

Fuck me, I love it when they do that!

“Ooh, my turn,” Mary beamed, reaching for my vacant cock as she struggled to her knees.

“No, wait!” Sue begged, gathering herself up. “I want more! Please! Just let him finish me first!”

Finish her first? Ha! Like she’s my dinner! Mary can be my dessert!

“Fine!” Mary relented. “But, I don’t want you moaning when it’s my turn!”

“I won’t!” Sue insisted, taking a deep breath as she tried to compose herself, her legs still a jittering mess.

Ha! Let’s give her a rest.

“Come here,” I said, sitting up and pushing her to her back, her body collapsing gratefully as I gripped her thighs and pulled her closer.

“Oh, fuck yes! Give it to me!” she groaned as I slapped my cock to her engorged clit, prizing at her lips before thrusting deep. “Fuuuuck!”

“Oooh, yeah,” Mary oozed, her nails gliding up my thighs as I pounded her friend. “You know... You should bring his wife back here when you’re done! I bet she’d follow that cock out into a snowstorm after having a taste!”

Bring her back here?

“Ha! I can’t bring her back here,” I replied, holding my thrust as deep as I could, watching Sue’s eyes roll as I began to rotate my hips.

“Why not?” Mary asked. “We’re here, aren’t we? Us and the rest!”

“Yeah, but she’s...”

“Married?” Mary teased. “So are we... and about half of the others! She’d fit right in!”

“Oh, fuck yes! Fit it right in!” Sue moaned, clutching at my sides and pulling me deeper.

“There’s no way she’d be happy with just one ride on that dick!” Mary said. “I bet she’d walk straight out the door with you, if you asked... Leaving her husband with his little cock in his hand! HA!”

Shit... I like the sound of that!

“You think?”

“Oh, yeah! I’ll bet Old Lord Lewis probably can’t even get it up!” Mary laughed. “She’ll be ready to get her coat as soon as she sees your big, meaty hammer!”

Ha! Hammer, again! That can’t be a coincidence... They must all be talking about me...

“Bring her here!” Sue agreed desperately, her toes curling by my ears as I held her legs. “We’ll help her... Ah, fuck! Settle... In! Oh, God! Just like that! Oh, fuck yes! Just... like... that! FUUUUCK!”

My hips clattered rhythmically against her juicy ass cheeks as I laid long pounding strokes into her, her walls beginning to tighten and spasm around my shaft as she roared with pleasure. She reached for me as I continued my thrusts, pulling me into a heated embrace to her heaving breasts as I released my grip of her legs, weeping uncontrollably into my ear as she licked and gnawed at me.

Okay, she’s done for now...

“Okay, get off her now,” Mary urged impatiently, tugging on my arm, “she’s hogged you enough! My poor pussy is drowning over here!”

I better jump in and save it then...

“Right, come here,” I said, lifting myself from Sue’s sweating chest as she lay in recovery, her legs still not wanting to let go of me before Mary wrestled her away.

“Let go of him, you said you wouldn’t moan!”

“Fine!” Sue relented with a huff, her legs spreading wide to release me from her spent pussy.

“Greedy bitch,” Mary laughed as she immediately went for my cock. “Mmmm! Right, where do you want me?”

Hmmmmm...

“Bent over the bed,” I replied, watching her giddily comply as I stepped from the mattress. I gave her ass a swift spank as she arched her back for me, prompting her to hold her ass cheeks apart as she lay her face to the sheets.

“Oh, God!” she moaned in anticipation as I traced my swollen head along her soaked lips, teasing at them as I threatened to thrust. “Give it to me, Master! Give me that COCK! OH, SHIT!”

“Like that?” I teased after ramming inside her, running my hands across her back as she strained and tensed.

“YES! Fucking give it to me!” she moaned into the sheets. “Fuck me like you’re gonna fuck Mrs Lewis!”

Ha! Okay, fine... dress rehearsal!

“Who on Earth is Mrs Lewis?!” asked a stern voice from behind me, halting me in my tracks as I prepared to launch into Mary.

Helen?! What the fuck?!

I looked over my shoulder as Mary and Sue jumped out of their skin, Sue covering herself up in the sheets as Mary contorted herself to look over her shoulder.

“Errrm,” I said, looking back at her as she stood with her hands on her hips, her eyes fixed to mine with a raised brow. “Nobody.”

“Well, ‘Mrs Nobody’ won’t mind you coming downstairs for your dinner then, will she?” she said as she stepped into the room, kicking at the ladies’ clothes as they lay strewn on the floor.

“I, errr, didn’t know you were making dinner?” I said, still stunned at the intrusion. She had never done this before.

“Well, that is what I do, isn’t it?” she said coldly. “Make your dinner?”

Shit, what’s this all about?

“Is there any for us?” Sue asked awkwardly, covering her breasts with the sheet as she sorted her hair with her free hand. Helen didn’t seem too amused.

“Out, the pair of you,” Helen ordered, pulling rank. “I’d like to speak with ‘Master’.”

Sue made to leave immediately before Mary protested. “But, it’s my turn!” she said, shaking her ass against my still enraged cock.

“I don’t care who’s turn it is!” Helen barked. “I don’t cook meals for them to sit and go cold! Now, out!”

Shit, look at her! Those eyes are on fire! She’s making me even harder!

“Alright, ladies,” I said, giving Mary a quick spank. “Out.”

“But-”

“I’ll see to you later,” I continued, stopping Mary in her tracks before she scrunched her face and sighed.

“Fine,” she huffed, standing up straight and turning to glare at Helen. “Would five minutes longer have hurt?” she asked as the naked pair began to pick up their clothes from the floor.

“Maybe, you could spend more than five minutes on those flower beds for once?” Helen slapped back. “How about that?”

Shit, meow... Hang on, who’s gonna finish me off?!

“Well, there’s no need to be jealous! There’s nothing stopping you having a turn too!” Mary bit back without delay, her sexual frustration converting to rage. “Instead of teasing the poor man! God knows he wants it!”

Wooooah! Okay, I better jump in before the hair pulling starts!

“Alright, that’s enough,” I said, stepping between them and ushering Mary and Sue to the door.

“Sorry, Sir,” Sue said with an airy relief, clutching her clothes to her chest as she stepped out into the hall.

“You should be sorry, it’s your fault I didn’t get any!” Mary said as I shut the door behind them. “This is why we take shorter turns!”

Ha! Poor Mary.

“So,” I said, turning around to face Helen, my unruly erection jolting between us. “You gonna tell me what this is all about?”

“Me tell you?” she said, her eyes locked to mine with intent as she strained to avoid looking at my impatient cock. “You tell me!”

“Ha! Tell you what?”

“Well, I’ve got Jo downstairs making all sorts of cryptic remarks about what you’re up to while I’m trying to make dinner,” she said, busying herself as she made her way to the bed. “But she refuses to tell me, the bloody stubborn girl. Says to ask you... fine! Then, I come upstairs to hear about you and what you’re going to do to some ‘Mrs Lewis’! So, again; you tell me!”

Shit, she’s pretty fired up!

“Couldn’t you have waited until I got downstairs to ask me?” I said, parking myself next to her on the edge of the bed. “I mean, does it look like I’m in a fit state to enjoy a meal right now... or a conversation!”

The comment was enough to finally draw her eyes as they momentarily surrendered to a glance at the huge, throbbing erection that sat beside her. “Well, then... make it go down!”

“Mary was just about to do that!” I laughed, enjoying the look on her face as she avoided eye contact, her breathing flustered and fast.

“Argh- you know what?” she snapped, shuffling abruptly on the sheets. I thought she was about to leave, which only served to shock me further as she moved closer and wrapped her hand around my hardened shaft.

Woah! What?! Now she wants to?!

“Fine,” she said, her hand beginning to jerk as she kept her gaze fixed strictly to the ceiling. “I’ll see to this while you tell me what’s going on.”

“Jefferey Lewis wants me to fuck his wife while he watches,” I choked immediately, my eyes glued in disbelief to her hand as it gripped and shook on my cock.

“What?!” she barked, looking towards me, her hand never pausing from it’s task. “And you’ve told him that you will?!”

“Yeah... and not just his; his friend’s wives too,” I blurted, her warm, electric touch acting as an intense truth serum as I leaned my head back on my shoulders in ecstasy.

Fuck me, that feels good!

“Why would you do that?” she said, her grip tightening slightly as her fingers readjusted. “That’s not what I meant by ‘taking a wife’, Ethan.”

“I wasn’t going to, but Jo persuaded me... and now I want to!”

Fuuuuck, I want to grab her and tear those clothes off so bad!

“Ugh, the silly girl!” Helen tutted. “What good will that do?!”

“It’ll teach them a fucking lesson!”

“You’ve already taught them a lesson; you practically own all of their investments!”

“I want to teach them a bigger lesson!”

“What... what lesson is that?” she asked with a laboured breath, my eyes peeking to find her fixed to my cock as she beat me off faster.

Fuck, she’s looking at it now! Please, just get on your fucking knees and suck it!

“To take better care of their wives!” I groaned, lying back on the bed as her grip took me towards the edge. I tucked my frustrated hands behind my head in an attempt to stop me from reaching for her. “Fuck, Hel, that feels so fucking good!”

“Well, errr... hurry up,” she said, her brow furrowed in concentration as she stared at my cock. “Your... dinner’s getting cold!”

It’ll go faster if you suck on it!

“Use both hands,” I urged, her mind visibly racing for a moment before she turned her body further, her other hand reaching for me.

“Like... like that?” she asked tentatively, her deep breath out breezing over the head of my cock as her hands wrapped up and down.

“Yeah, that’s good!” I groaned, thrusting instinctively into her grip as I watched her breasts jiggle with her efforts.

Fuck, look at her! She wants it! Look at that concentration! And look at those fucking tits!

“Good,” she breathed, readjusting her position as she gave it her all. “I won’t be accused of teasing anybody!”

Is that why she’s doing this? Because of what Mary said? Or because of ‘Mrs Lewis’? Or both?

“You don’t tease me,” I smirked, her eyes meeting mine as she finally tore them from my cock. “Do you?”

She blinked defensively before returning her full attention to her task, her hands slowing their pace as she jerked long strokes from root to stem. “I... don’t mean to,” she said thoughtfully, her wrists beginning to twist slightly as she loosened up, her cleavage bobbing in her bra. “I just... oh- OH!” she squealed. “Oh, it’s...”

Oh, fuck me I’m there!

“Keep going!” I ordered, all the muscles in my body tensing as I held a thrust from the mattress.

“Okay!” she gasped, the panic in her voice only turning me on more as she jerked faster. “Oh, my goodness, it’s so- OH!”

“Fuck!” I growled, the first spurt erupting from me as she held me tight at the base, her other hand jerking up and down frantically.

“Oh, wow! Wow!” she said, her eyes following each spurt like an excited dog watching a sprinkler. “Oh, wow! There’s so much!”

“Don’t stop!”

“I won’t!” she said, her grip finding a new determination before slowing with my load, squeezing gently as she coaxed every last drop from me. “Oh, my goodness,” she breathed, globs and streams of my seed streaming and streaking down over her fingers. “Wow, you really needed that, didn’t you?”

She looked at me as I collapsed to the bed in satisfaction, my thrusting hips still twitching. I lay in bliss, Helen still keeping her word as she continued to jerk me more delicately. “Yeah, I did!” I groaned.

“Well, erm,” she said, swallowing a gulp as she composed herself. “Your dinner’s getting cold... And, erm... I think I’m gonna get an early night.”

She wants to hurry off, again... even now.

“You cou-”

“Goodnight, then!” Her hands released me, my cock lolloping lazily back to my stomach as she made a dash for the door.

“Errr, yeah sure! Goodnight!” I called after her as she hurried from the room. “... Thank you!”

Thank you?! Yeah, “thanks for jerking me off, see you later!” Shit, I can’t believe that just happened! Was she jealous? Well, whatever it was; it’s gone now! Couldn’t wait to leave, as always. She didn’t even wipe my cum from her hands, for fuck’s sake!

I lay still for while, processing what had happened before scraping the energy to get up and throw my robe on. Knowing that dinner was more than likely cold already, I took my time; exchanging pleasantries with each of the ladies that I crossed paths with on the way to the kitchen.

There’s still plenty of room here for a few more ladies, right? I’m sure the others would welcome Mrs Lewis and her friends with open arms... Not sure Helen would, though...

I finished my meal, weighing the situation in my head; the prospect of taking their wives from them proving too difficult to turn down.

Fuck it, might as well try. I’ll just... give them the option. I can’t force them to leave... but their husbands can’t force them to stay.

Thoughts of the naked and frantic Mrs Lewis filled my mind, her eyes darting back and forth between her husband and I before she follows me out the door.

Ha! Let’s leave it to her to decide...

* * *


THE EVENT

“I’m so fucking excited!”

“Ha! Why?! You aren’t even coming inside!” I replied, watching as Jo rocked giddily on the steering wheel.

“Argh! I know!” she groaned dejectedly. “... I might try and find a window to peep through!”

“Don’t do that,” I laughed, imagining the mischief she’ll be getting up to while I’m occupied. “‘No trespassers’, the sign says... probably don’t take kindly to peepers, either.”

“Oh, I think you’ll be the one doing the trespassing... and he’ll be doing the peeping!” she sniggered, taking an age to slowly wheel the car down the path of the Lewis estate.

“Are you seriously going to try and bring her back with you?!”

“I might give her that option,” I smirked.

“Ha! What if you don’t even like her?” Jo asked, continually peeping back at me as she crawled the car along.

“Liking her is a bonus,” I replied, taking in the view of the grounds, happy to find that Mary was correct in her assessment.

He’s probably used to people being intimidated by this place... It’s alright, I guess.

“So even if she’s a horrible witch, and she smells really bad, and she can’t suck a dick to save her life,” Jo reeled, “... You’re still gonna try and bring her back?”

“... Okay, maybe not if she smells really bad,” I laughed, “but I can work with a horrible witch that can’t suck dick.”

“HA!” Jo burst, slapping her hand on the steering wheel. “Okay, okay, I like the commitment! You must really hate these guys!”

“It’s not just that I hate them,” I replied defensively. “It’s that everybody does! I’ve seen how they act with people they think they’re better than; the sheer arrogance, the looks of contempt. They gave me those same looks when I first showed up... I’m doing this for everybody!” I laughed, almost convincing myself.

“Ha! I’m not sure you’re a ‘man of the people’ kind of guy,” Jo smirked, seeing right through me. “Maybe ‘man of the women’...”

“Good enough... I’ll humiliate them for every woman they’ve pissed off over the years then!”

“Yeah, but that’s the thing,” Jo said, bringing the car to a halt at the steps to the house. “These guys seem like they’re into the whole ‘humiliation’ thing... you might end up just giving them the biggest hard on of their lives!”

“Well, I’ll put that fetish to the test for them,” I replied. “Help them make their minds up.” I looked to the door of the house, half expecting Jefferey to roll out the red carpet for me.

“And what about when he calls his friends up later, warning them not to let you near their wives?” Jo smirked. “What you gonna do then, huh?”

“You don’t need to know that,” I replied coyly. “Just make sure you’re free for the next few days, I could need you at any time.” With that I opened the door to step out. “Wait right here.”

“Ooh, yes Boss!” she squeaked as I shut the door behind me, hearing the car shake on its suspension as Jo shuffled for a better view from the window.

Ha! That girl!

I made my way up the steps and rang the doorbell. I didn’t have to wait long before the door swung open, a very excited Jefferey standing with his arms out, almost as if expecting a hug.

“Good evening,” he smirked, his arms falling back to his sides after my hands remained in my pockets. “Come in, come in... Oh, is your driver okay?”

I turned around to find Jo peeping out of the window, the car rocking again as she darted back out of view.

Ha!

“She’s fine,” I said, turning back around.

“She can wait inside, if she’d like?” he asked, peeking around me.

She absolutely would like.

“No, she’s fine where she is.”

“Oh, okay,” he said, fiddling with the lapels of his robe. “Well, come in, come in. It’s chilly out here.”

I stepped inside onto the rug, delighting me to find it was indeed red as it streamed atop the dark varnished floorboards. As I entered further into the hall, something caught my eye from the floor above, missing it as whatever it was slipped from view, followed by the creaking of a door.

Ha! That must be Mrs Lewis...

“Can I take your jacket?” Jefferey asked, holding his hands out expectantly, which only made me want to do the opposite.

“No, I’ll keep it on for now,” I replied, his arms dropping once again. “Where’s Mrs Lewis?”

“Ah, she’s upstairs,” he said, pointing. “Raring to go, as they say! As am I!”

Ugh... Can’t I just make him stay down here?

I let his comment hang in silence as I stepped towards the stairs.

“Oh, yes,” he said, darting in front of me, his stubby feet trotting up the stairs before me, “right this way!”

I followed behind, taking in the decor of his home.

So this is what ‘old money’ gets you, huh? Doesn’t seem so special... This is what... a mayor’s house at best? Mine’s a king’s.

“She’s just in here,” he announced, ushering me down the hall until his giddy hand chose one of the brass door handles. A twist and a push; he entered, leaving me to follow.

Here we go, then.

I stepped inside to find an awfully shy looking woman waiting for me, her hands crossed over her lap as she perched awkwardly on the edge of a grand four poster bed.

“Honey, this is-”

“Hello, Mrs Lewis,” I interrupted, stepping towards her and holding out my hand for hers. “My name is Ethan... Ethan Stone.”

“Oh,” she fussed, hopping from the bed to shake my hand, the fabric of her gown flowing to catch up with her. “Nice to meet you, Ethan... Please, call me Gloria!”

“It’s nice to meet you too, Gloria,” I smiled, my eyes casting over her shy body. “You look beautiful.”

“Oh,” she blushed, her hands fiddling with her dressing gown. “Thank you... I-I didn’t know what to wear.”

“I told her she looked fine hours ago,” Jefferey butted in, “but she’s been busying away up here... wouldn’t even let me in!” Gloria visibly winced, her bare toes curling in the soft carpet. “We’re all very excited,” he continued. “Truth be told; the others are quite jealous that we get to go first... They’ve given me their cards to give to you... To, errr... make the arrangements, if you will.” I watched as he shuffled to the bedside table, glancing at Gloria as she looked like she was trembling.

Shit, is she okay?

“Here,” Jefferey announced, cards in hands. “There’s Ben’s, Richard’s aaand Nicholas’.” He held the cards out. “It’s up to you in which order... They all live rather close by, if that’s of any concern.”

“Ben, Richard, Nicholas- that order is fine. Tomorrow night, the night after, and the night after that,” I said, still letting his hand hang. “You can call them to make the arrangements now,” I continued, “I’d like to talk with Gloria for a moment... Alone.”

“Oh,” Jefferey said, bringing the cards back to his chest and looking to Gloria, finding her slight nod enough of a green light. “Yes, of course... the sooner the better- no hesitation! I like that!” he said, stepping away awkwardly. “I’ll be right back then... Can I, errr, bring you anything? A drink, perhaps.”

“I’m fine.”

“N-No, thank you,” Gloria said, looking bashfully at me before her mind clicked. “Oh! Water, please! There should be a bottle in the fridge.”

“Ahh, yes... There’s thirsty work afoot!” Jefferey laughed before hurrying off down the stairs, leaving us alone.

The room fell silent as we looked to each other, Gloria unable to hold my gaze for long as she fiddled with her gown once more.

She’s a bundle of nerves.

“You’ll tear a hole in that lovely gown,” I smiled, her eyes darting back to mine.

“S-Sorry?” she said, seeming to be searching for a hidden meaning before I nodded at her fiddling fingers. “Oh! Ha! Yes! Sorry... I’m quite nervous.”

Ha! She’s probably used to looking for the hidden meaning in everything that prick says.

“I can tell,” I smiled again. “Listen, be honest now... Has he put you up to this? Because if this isn’t what you want, I can leave right now and this can just remain a nice, albeit quite peculiar, meeting.”

“Oh, no!” she said, her hand almost darting for me before she composed herself. “I mean- yes, this is what I want! And no, he didn’t put me up to this!” she laughed awkwardly. She stood a little straighter, her hands slightly more controlled as she shook her freshly dried locks from her face. “It’s just been quite a while... And you’re so young... and handsome... I feel a little embarrassed!”

“Well, there’s no need to be embarrassed,” I assured her as I cast my eyes over her shy, voluptuous form. “Unless it would embarrass you to be exactly my type...” I glanced down at her body, her full, heaving breasts pushed up in the bra beneath her gown, her stomach bare beyond the light, see-through fabric. I could tell she was tensing in an attempt to appear thinner, refusing to exhale completely as I looked her over.

Gloria blushed. “That’s very sweet of you,” she said, still struggling to keep eye contact with me as she fought her smile. “The, erm... other ladies will be very pleased to hear that you’re a gentleman...”

“I am not gentle, Gloria,” I said, warning her with my eyes as I raised my brow. “And you certainly won’t find me to be a gentleman when this starts.”

Her eyes darted back to mine as she appeared to be holding her breath. “... Good.” She didn’t smile, it was the most serious she had looked since I arrived, her eyes taking their turn to look me up and down as she exhaled. She wet her lips before swallowing hard, her breasts rising a little higher with her breathing as she looked back into my eyes.

Okay, you’ve been warned, my gaze reasserted, letting the silence drown her a little longer before my phone vibrated, making her jump. Is that Jo pestering for something? I thought as I removed my phone, disturbed to find a message from an unknown number, containing an address. Ugh... I forgot they’ll all have my number now... Ah, whatever, I can get a new one.

“It seems Ben wastes no time,” I smiled, hiding my disdain as I slid my phone back into my jacket.

“I, erm, think you’ll find his wife, Jane, a little more urgent,” Gloria smiled, leaving me to guess which of the other ladies from the picture was Jane.

It wasn’t long before my phone buzzed again. Assuming it was Richard, I left it alone, keeping my undivided attention on Gloria.

“Did you...” she said, breaking the silence, “find the place okay?” I smiled at her, forcing her into an awkward giggle as she rose up on her toes. “Sorry! I just don’t quite know what to say!”

“You don’t have to say anything,” I said with a subtle shake of my head. “But, anything you do say won’t shock or appall me... Just say whatever comes naturally in the moment.”

Hey, lady... I mean talk as dirty as you like.

“Okay,” she smiled, stepping tentatively from the bed. “Can I... take your jacket for you?”

“Yes,” I replied, remaining still. “Thank you.”

“That’s alright,” she said, stepping closer toward me, looking up into my eyes as she raised her hands to my lapels, slowly parting them over my shoulders. She looked me over as she peeled my jacket from me, my arms straightening to allow her to remove it from behind as she made her journey. “You’re very tall, aren’t you?” she said as she hung my jacket over the dressing table chair, turning to face me. “Nice and broad, too,” she smiled as she drank me in, her attention caught by the sound of her husband racing back upstairs.

“I hope I didn’t miss anything,” he said as he entered, holding the bottle of water in one hand and the business cards in the other. “I took the liberty of giving them your number, I hope you don’t mind. They should send you their addresses shortly.”

Gloria looked to Jefferey, glancing back to me as she stood by the dresser chair, her juicy thighs resting against my jacket. “Shall we... begin?”

“If there’s no objections?” Jefferey asked, getting no reply from me as I kept my eyes on his wife. “Okay, well let me just get this thing ready.” That did get a response from me, my head turning to find him fiddling with a camcorder.

I knew they’d want to film it!

“You didn’t say anything about filming,” I said, his giddy face turning to worry as he looked back at me.

“Well, I just thought-”

“We don’t have to film it,” Gloria piped anxiously, looking to me as she approached the bed. “If you don’t want to.”

“Or I could keep your face out of it?” Jefferey said, clearly desperate for the footage.

Fine... I’ll just have to take his camera as well as his wife.

“... As long as Gloria’s fine with it,” I said, approaching the dressing table and unfastening my tie.

I’ll give her the Helen treatment...

I unbuttoned my shirt, watching as her eyes scattered over my chest and abs before removing it and resting it over my jacket. Shoes next, kicking them aside as I slowly unfastened my belt, my cock swelling at the sight of her flustered breathing.

“Here we go! Look at her,” Jefferey said, leering towards her with his camera in hand. “Are you excited, honey?”

“Yes,” she said, ignoring the camera as she kept her eyes fixed to my crotch, her nails scratching gently at her bare thigh.

Shit, she looks it.

I undid my trouser button and pulled the zipper as I stepped towards Gloria, deciding it best to let her undress me from here. I stood before her as she leaned back on the edge of the bed, looking to her with an expectant grin as she tore her eyes from my crotch.

“Oh,” she said, quickly taking the hint as she dropped to her knees before me, her hands taking a delicate grip on my trousers before slowly pulling them down my legs.

“Yeeeah, take it out, honey,” Jefferey whispered, “let’s see what I’ve brought you.”

You’ve brought your own demise, Jefferey.

“Oh, my goodness,” she breathed as she came face to face with my crotch, my cock raging to be released from my boxers as she hurried to remove my trousers. “Would you like me to take your socks off?” she asked, her face still flicking up to take peeks at my bulge.

“Yes,” I said, the time for pleasantries over as I put my plan of point proving into action, her shaking hands quickly obeying as I lifted each foot for her.

I’m not gonna be nice... I’ll be the one ‘taking liberties’.

She threw aside my socks in a hurry before reaching for the waist of my shorts, tugging slowly down my tensed shaft until my cock sprang free, her eyes shooting wide open, along with her mouth.

“Oh, my goodness!” she gasped, looking up to me on her knees in disbelief, then looking back down to the monster as it lurched and bobbed inches from her face.

“Ohohooo!” Jefferey exclaimed, focusing his camera on me. “I knew you were big, but I didn’t think it would get that big!”

Is that the first hint of regret I hear?

“It’s...” Gloria paused, her hand raising to stroke at it, “... Beautiful... Wow,” she smiled up at me. “It’s very... large!”

“Not too large, I hope,” Jefferey laughed, zooming in on his wife’s face as she ogled at my cock.

“Is it bigger than your husband’s?” I asked, setting the tone early, Gloria’s eyes darting to Jefferey awkwardly before answering.

“Yes,” she said, her fingers wrapping around it before looking up to me again, as if for permission to jerk, beginning to pull gently upon my nodded command.

“Heh... Quite a bit bigger,” Jefferey said, taking the first hit to his pride as he watched his wife’s wide eyes.

It’s only gonna get worse from here, Jefferey.

“Use both hands,” I ordered, Gloria complying immediately as she brought them together at the base of my cock, placing them one above the other until she reached the head.

“Wow,” she breathed before lifting my heavy cock to observe my full, hanging balls; biting her lip  as she made them jiggle with her pumping. “Oh, you’re perfect.”

“Is this what you’ve been wanting?” I asked, her eyes glancing to the camera once again before meeting mine.

“Yes,” she nodded slowly, taking a firmer grip with each hand as she pumped more enthusiastically.

“Show me then,” I said. Better yet... “Show your husband.”

“Heh,” Jefferey squirmed. “That’s it, honey... you go ahe-,” he said, his wife in the process of parting her lips before he could finish. “Ahead... Oh, wow.”

“Mmmmm,” Gloria hummed as she filled her mouth with the swollen head of my cock, her eyes blinking up at me as she began to gently suck.

“That’s it, suck that dick,” I smirked, reaching down to gently gather her hair into a bunch in my fist.

“Mmmhmmm,” she hummed greedily as she sucked harder, her eyes wide with fright as she stared down the length of my shaft.

“That’s it,” I said, pulling her sucking lips from my cock with an audible pop. “Tell me how much you want this dick,” I teased, holding her head still as I rubbed my cock back and forth across her face, cheek to cheek as she closed her eyes.

“Badly,” she whispered softly, as if ashamed as she held her face still, her tongue slowly slipping from her mouth as she opened wide.

“I can’t hear you,” I teased, trying to warm her up as I tugged gently on her hair.

“Badly!” she gasped louder, her eyes shutting tighter as I began to softly bat my raging cock across her cheek. “So badly!”

“Well you deserve it, honey,” Jefferey piped, still watching the action through his camera. “Heh! Not too hard, now...”

“No, I like it!” Gloria gasped, sticking her chin out like a goading boxer. “Harder... please,” she moaned, her hands tracing down her body to fidget between her thick thighs.

Ha! So polite...

“You like that cock slapping and sliding all over that pretty face, don’t you?” I teased, complying with her request as I slapped my length across her forehead. “Look how much she likes it!” I said, my tone serious as I looked to Jefferey.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her hands in a frenzy between her legs as I brought my balls to her lips, resting my throbbing shaft across her face as her tongue came alive.

“Shit, she’s a hungry girl, isn’t she?” I laughed as her tongue waved across my hanging sack. “Why don’t you get a close up of that?” I said, looking to Jefferey with a grin as I pointed.

“Heh... yeah,” he replied, unable to look me in the eye as he lowered his angle, focusing in on his wife’s hungry mouth from below.

“Show your husband how much you like those big balls,” I ordered, her tongue waving wilder as my cock jolted on her face and dipped into her thick, blonde hair.

“Ahlahalahalah! Mmmmmm!” she moaned, lapping with her tongue before struggling to suck them into her mouth. “Mmmm! Mmmmmmm! Lahlalahalah!”

“That’s it,” I said, pulling her away by the hair, her eyes looking up at me with a burning lust. “Look at your husband and tell him what you want next... Go on,” I said, directing her towards the camera lens as she moaned from her own fiddling touch.

“I want... I want to suck his cock,” she gasped, her lips covered in drool as she licked at them.

“Hold that tongue out,” I ordered, her hungry tongue stretching out to rest on her chin as I patted my cock to it. “Now, open wide.” Again she complied, baring her teeth as she stretched her jaw as far as she could.

“Ahhhh!” she moaned in anticipation as I held her head still, my hips beginning to lunge towards her. “AGHHH!” she choked as I stuffed her mouth, testing her throat before pulling swiftly back out.

“You like that?” I teased, watching her catch her breath as she looked up at me.

“Yes!” she said, her eyes ablaze as she stared at the head of my cock. “More, please!”

I held my cock at the base as I fed it into her mouth, holding her steady as she began to gag. “You spit all over that dick if you need to,” I said, her eyes blinking fast as I pulled out of her drooling mouth. “Don’t be shy.”

“GHAAH!” she choked, swiftly complying as she spat and dribbled at the head of my cock, her hands still locked between her legs. “More!” she pleaded, her mouth opening wide to engulf me as I began to rock her head back and forth. “AGHAGHAGHAGH!”

“I think your wife likes me fucking her face,” I said, my eyes still fixed to her hungry lips as they struggled to accept my girth, her grunts of choking pleasure filling the air as she rubbed vigorously at her pussy.

“Oh, wow,” Jefferey gasped, hovering closer to the action. “You’re taking it so well, honey! That is so hot!”

Hey, you’re not supposed to like it! Hmmm...

“Whose cock do you like better?” I asked, pulling my dick from her panting throat as she spat her overflowing juices.

“Yours!” she groaned, her hands finally escaping from between her thighs to grip at my cock, sliding her slobber up and down the shaft as she looked up at me. I smirked at Jefferey, his eyes meeting mine with a brief shame before I let go of Gloria’s hair. She used her newfound freedom to double her efforts; jerking faster before gobbling me up as I stood firm, her jaw appearing to almost dislocate as she stuffed me into her mouth and rocked her head. “AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGH!”

“That’s it,” I encouraged her, her breasts bobbing violently beneath her greedy mouth, streaks and spatters of saliva landing on them with a splat. “Show him how you suck a real dick.”

“AAGHAAGHAAGHAAGHHHHH,” she gagged, holding me deep in her throat as she shook her face from side to side, her cheeks puffing wide as she choked and spluttered me back up, gasping for breath as she did.

Well, she smells good... she isn’t a horrible witch... and she sucks a mean dick... I’ve seen enough... I’ll take her!

“Shit, Gloria,” I groaned, her eyes meeting mine as she spat her juices at her jerking hands, “you’re good at that, aren’t you?”

“Thank you,” she replied in earnest, looking back down at my cock with a new determination as she took a deep breath. “It’s just so long and thick... I can’t fit it all in my mouth,” she laughed hazily before opening wide to attack once more.

“Wow, honey,” her husband said, “you’re doing such a good job... you’re getting me so fired up!” With that, he began to fiddle with the tie around his waist, his robe falling open as he did.

Ew, he’s naked under there... He doesn’t look “fired up”.

“You never said you’d be naked,” I scowled, Gloria pausing from her spluttering efforts to look at her husband, Jefferey standing like a deer in the headlights.

“W-Well... yes, of course,” he stuttered, looking to his wife for advice, Gloria turning away to kiss the head of my cock as she pumped her hands. “Is that... an issue?”

“What do you think, Gloria?” I asked, her face looking shocked to be asked. “Should we let him?”

Gloria paused, her mouth open as she looked to her husband, then back to me. “Erm... yes?” she asked me back.

Ha! She wants my permission to give him permission!

“... If you say so,” I finally answered, Jefferey wasting no time in giddily removing his robe, his little cock wriggling free from an unruly thicket of pubic hair as he threw it aside.

Oh shit, you poor woman! I thought before looking back down to see the wryest smile across Gloria’s glistening lips, disguising it by refilling her mouth with my dick. Ha! She knows what I was thinking!

“Just make sure you don’t touch me at all, alright?” I warned, not even wanting to look at him as Gloria sucked and slurped her fill of my cock. “And don’t touch your wife, either.”

Don’t worry, Gloria... I’ve got your back.

“Hoho,” Jefferey choked refocusing his camera as she took a short step back, “you’re the boss.”

“Is that right, Gloria?” I teased. “Am I the boss?”

“Yes,” she gasped quickly before hurrying back to her hungry supping on the head of my cock.

“Not your husband?” I persisted, hammering the point home.

“No,” she spat, jerking me faster as she looked up at me. “You are.”

Shit, I’m liking this more than I thought I would!

“Stand up,” I ordered, Gloria struggling to her feet immediately, keeping one hand on my solid shaft. I gripped behind her neck, making her shudder as I held her tight, pulling on the tie of her gown and letting it drape apart before peeling it from her shoulder.

“Oh, God,” she gasped as I gave her a little shake, tugging the bra strap from her left shoulder. Her heavy breast spilled out, her nipple jutting hard as stone as I ran my palm across it. I cupped her breast, squeezing it firmly in my hand as I lowered my lips to suck. “Oh, God!” she moaned, my tongue swirling around her nipple before sucking hard on it, releasing the suction with a pop as I stood back up and looked down into her lusty eyes.

“Your tits are fucking incredible,” I smirked, her lips mirroring mine momentarily before opening in shock, her neck tensing in my grip as I cupped her pussy.

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” she groaned, shutting her eyes as I began to rub, her panties already soaked with her juices as I traced my middle finger up and down her roasting hot labia. “Oh, that feels good!”

“Is this pussy wet for me?” I asked, her eyes opening as I flicked at the waist of her panties, delving deep and rummaging my fingertips at her entrance.

“Yes,” she gasped, her eyes flickering towards the camera before she shut them tight again.

“Not your husband?” I teased, slipping a finger inside her and stroking gently across her weak point.

“No!” she moaned, her stomach tensing sporadically as I teased at her walls before slipping back out and tracing up to her clit, rubbing it round and round with my fingertips as she began to make a soft gurgling sound.

Shit, it’s like she’s never been touched before! Look at those eyes rolling! We’ve only just started!

“Does that feel good, honey?” her husband asked, focusing in on her face as she hummed with pleasure.

“Yes!” she gasped, her hand jerking my cock furiously as I fiddled with her clit. I gripped the back of her neck tighter, tugging her panties down her thighs before slipping my two middle fingers into her steaming hot pussy, pressing my palm flush to her engorged clit. “Oh God, yes!” she cried into the air, baring her neck to me as she surrendered to my fingers. “Finger my pussy!”

Ha! Now she’s warming up a bit!

I shook my rigid fingers inside her, my palm slapping and rubbing on her clit as I clasped her tight. “That’s it! Show me how juicy this pussy is!” I growled, shaking my wrist up and down in a blur as I tugged on her walls with my fingers.

“Oh, f-f-fuck!” she stuttered, her gaze panicked and lusty as she peered down at my hand, her bare breast heaving with her heavy pants as her pussy began to slosh louder and louder. “Ah! Ah! Ahhh!”

Not so fast, that’s enough for now... I’m gonna keep building her up until she begs me to knock her down.

I gave my wrist one last flourish before I slipped my fingers from her, teasing her clit with a swift swipe and pat before I released her neck and eased her back towards the bed. She perched lightly on the edge, her full attention fixed on me as she awaited my next move. I rested my hand across her chest and pushed her back against the mattress, my other hand gripping at her panties and yanking them down to her feet.

“Oh, God! Yes!” she groaned as she flicked them from her feet, landing on the floor in front of her watching husband. “Take me!”

“I want to taste you first,” I replied, tracing my hand from her chest to join my other at her thighs, spreading them roughly before delving into her.

“Ahh! Oh, my God!” she squealed as I lapped at the length of her lips, the tip of my tongue teasing at her clit before I began to gobble greedily. “Oh! AH! AHHH! HOLY SHHHHIIIIIIIIT!”

“What’s he doing, honey?”

“OOOH! HE’S SUCKING ON MY CLIT!”

“Hoho! Is that good?”

“Y-Y-YESSSS!”

I shook my sucking lips across her pussy like a hound shaking its prey, her hand reaching for my head as I licked and lapped fervently at her smooth, freshly-shaven lips and groins. I spat the juices I had hoovered up back at her pussy before running her swollen clit between the ridges of my fingers, her hips thrusting from the mattress as she began to wail.

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” she winced, flinging her arms wide as she collapsed back to the bed. “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!” she fussed, sounding almost in shock as her indecisive hands searched for something to grasp.

“Cum for me, right now!” I growled, my hand a blur as I rubbed her clit from side to side, her back arching from the sheets as I brought her to heel.

“FUUUUCK!” she screamed, falling back to the bed, her hips in a thrusting frenzy as she came, her moans undulating wildly with her jittering jerks.

“That’s it,” I said, giving her pussy a patting as I looked to the open mouthed Jefferey, his hand pumping furiously on his still soft cock.

Pathetic.

I closed Gloria’s legs and crawled on top of her, straddling her waist, her hands coming alive as they rose from the sheets to stroke and scratch at my thighs. She wasn’t holding in her stomach any longer, her soft flesh providing the perfect cushion to rest on.

“Oh, thank you!” she breathed heavily over my cock as she stared up at me. “That was amazing!”

“You sounded like you enjoyed that, honey,” her husband laughed, edging closer to the bed to get a better view of his wife.

“We’re not done,” I warned them both, my hand pawing at her remaining bra strap before tugging it down her arm. Her flushed breasts spilled apart, free and unhindered, pooling heavy on her chest as I slapped at them with my angry cock.

She scooped at her breasts from the sides, piling them into huge mounds for me as I squeezed my cock between them. “Ugh! Ugh! Oh, fuck yes! Fuck my tits!” she groaned as she offered them to my cock.

Fuck me, look at those fucking tits!

My mind melted as I squeezed my cock in and out of the mounds of her soft, billowing breasts, my hand reaching for behind her neck. “Spit all over those tits while I fuck them,” I ordered as I lifted her neck from the mattress, her filthily obedient mouth spitting and dribbling wildly on cue.

“PTOO! PTOO!” she spat as I began to launch long thrusts up into her cleavage. “Oh, my GOD! YES! PTOO! PTOO! PTOO! UGHHH! YESSS! You fuck those tits as hard as you... WANT! OH, SHIT!” she squealed as I reached behind me with my free hand to stuff my fingers back inside her pussy.

“You like that?” I asked, smirking down at her as I supported her weight, her hands still propping her breasts into a tight flesh vice around my enraged, thrusting cock.

“Yes!” she groaned, her eyes flickering as I rubbed and fingered her drenched pussy, my cock sliding up to her neck and back between her beautifully puffed up tits with every long thrust.

“Fuck me,” I laughed, enraptured by the feel of her soft, jiggling body, “your wife is fucking great! I might take her home with me!”

“Ohoho! You get your own wife!” Jefferey japed as she focused in on my fingers rummaging inside Gloria’s pussy.

Nah, I think I’ll still take yours... Thanks, though.

“Suck,” I ordered, Gloria immediately dropping her big tits to grab at my springing cock, directing it to her lips.

“God, your fingers are so... strong!” she groaned desperately as I jangled them inside her, sucking hard on the head of my cock. “MMM! MMM! MMMMM!”

I hooked my fingers firm and tugged on her walls, teasing her spot over and over as she huffed in desperation, my cock stifling her cries. “That’s it, cum again for me!”

“AAGHAGHAAAAAAAAAAH!” she gargled, her eyes shut tight as her hips began to thrust out her orgasm, my fingers retreating from her hot hole to slap at her swollen clit. “AGGGHHHHHHHHH!”

“That’s a good girl,” I teased, enjoying her desperation to keep my cock lodged in her throat as I looked to her husband with a sadistic grin.

“Oh, she’s my best girl, aren’t you?” Jefferey leered, aiming his camera closer to his wife’s stuffed face as he jerked. “That’s it, be my good girl and suck that big cock!”

Woah, woah, woah... she’s my good girl now! Let’s ask her...

“Is that right, Gloria?” I asked, her teary eyes looking up at me with her mouth full. “Are you his best girl? Or are you mine?”

“YAAGHHHHH!” she choked in response as I held her in place.

“I can’t hear you,” I teased, keeping my cock lodged in her throat, her tongue waving its lost words down my thumping shaft.

“YAAAGHHH! AGHH! YAAAGHHH!” she tried again, her face flushed red as tears began to stream down her cheeks.

“What?” I teased, finally hauling my cock from her gasping throat.

“Yours!” she panted as I released her, letting her collapse to the bed with a bounce as she coughed and gasped for air. “I’m yours!”

“Ohoho! For the night, honey! For the night!” Jefferey laughed, still unfazed by his wife’s lusty blurting, seeming only to get more excited.

I’m gonna have to up my game... I’m clearly being too nice... I need to dig deeper.

“When was the last time you sucked your husband’s cock?” I asked, Gloria’s brow raising before she looked away.

“Ohoho,” Jefferey piped in shock.

“How long?” I persisted, squeezing at her breasts as I patted my sloppy cock over her chin, regaining her attention.

“I don’t know,” she said meekly, her hands reaching to pump on my shaft as she kissed at the head.

“Too long, I’d say!” Jefferey laughed. “She doesn’t really like to do it, do you honey?”

Could have fooled me.

Again, Gloria’s eyes looked for safety before I teased further. “Is that right, Gloria?” I said, wrestling control of my cock from her, her face turning anxious as she looked back to me. “Do you not like sucking this dick?”

“No, I do!” she spat desperately, her worried hands reaching for my thighs.

“Are you sure?” I asked, refusing to relinquish control of my cock until she begged for it.

“Yes!” she nodded, her urgent hands moving up my thighs to tickle at my balls and groins, still not wanting to presumptuously snatch it back.

I let her answer hang for all to dwell on while I kept my silence, looking into her eyes as she waited with excruciating patience for my response. “Well, if you’re sure,” I finally spoke, letting go of my cock.

“I am!” she said, her frenzied hands immediately returning to my shaft as she forced herself up into a crunch. “MMMM! MMMM!” she hummed as she sucked greedily, rocking her body in her sit-up position, never letting herself fall back to the mattress as she gobbled me up.

“Hmm,” I said, looking to her husband with a feigned puzzled look. “Must just be yours then.” He looked to me briefly, before looking back down to his wife as she broke her back to besiege my cock.

Ha! That one hit home! Shit, look at the effort she’s putting in! She’ll have abs like me by the time she’s done!

“Okay, that’s enough,” I said, enjoying her body too much as it was to let that happen. I took back control of my cock and eased her down to the mattress before she paralysed herself. “You can suck it more later.”

“Okay,” she gasped, her breasts pooling towards her sides as she lay in recovery.

Fuck, I do love a trier! She looks worn out already... Better pace her.

“Pass me that bottle,” I said, Jefferey finally looking up from his camera with a confused face. “The water.”

“Oh,” he said, looking around before spotting it on the floor, stumbling to fetch it for me.

“You look a little hot,” I smiled down at Gloria as she panted heavily, feeling her heartbeat in her stomach as I knelt over her. I held my hand out for the bottle as I kept eye contact with her, finding her a little more comfortable with holding my gaze.

“Here you are,” Jefferey said, the bottle pressing to my palm.

“Take a sip of this,” I urged her, tilting the bottle head to her lips as I gently raised her head to drink. I slowly trickled the water into her mouth as she drank gratefully, pausing to give her time to swallow as she stared up at me. “That’s enough,” I smirked, easing her back down before pouring a few dashes of the cool water over her chest, enjoying her gasping reaction as the water rushed between her breasts and up to her flushed neck.

“Thank you!” she giggled as I blindly handed the bottle back to her husband, leaning to sup and slurp at the gathered water on her chest and neck as he took it from me. “Ah! Oh, God!” she gasped as I sucked on her neck, spreading her arms and legs apart in surrender. I licked and kissed my way up to her ear, sucking and nibbling on it as I reached between her legs.

“I’m gonna fuck this pussy now, Gloria,” I whispered into her ear, quiet enough that her perving husband couldn’t hear. “I’m going to fuck this pussy like its never even dreamed of being fucked before.”

“Oh, God! Please!” she gasped, my fingers at work between her legs. “Please! Please! Please!”

“You will never have another night like this again,” I teased, letting the prospect sink in as I began to bat my cock against her swollen pussy.

She swallowed hard before speaking. “Fuck me with that giant cock!” she begged, gasping with each quaking slap to her pussy. “I need it so badly!Put it in! Please! Put it in!”

“Tell me how you want me to fuck this pussy,” I whispered, teasing at her opening, threatening to breach before sliding back up to her horny clit.

“Oh, God!” she cried, spreading her thighs wider for me. “However you want! Make me take it! Make me yours!” That was all the encouragement I needed; my hand gripping at the base of my shaft and aiming the head at her opening, prizing at her puffed and soaked labia before leaning strong. “Oh, God! Ah! Ah! Ooooh!”

“Oh! Wait! Wait! Wait!” Jefferey piped as I stuffed the head of my cock into his wife’s burning hot pussy. “The condom!”

I paused my thrust, smirking at Gloria as she lay spread open and gasping for more beneath me. “I didn’t bring any,” I said, the head of my cock swelling as I tensed inside her.

“It’s okay! It’s okay!” Gloria moaned, thrusting her pussy at my waiting cock, stuffing me a little deeper. “Oh, my God!”

“I’ve got some!” Jefferey said, dropping his camera to the bed as he rushed to the bedside table, fumbling in the drawer. “I bought a whole box, just in case!”

Ugh... Buying another man’s condoms... for him to use with your wife... that’s low, Jefferey... Hang on, wait a second...

I looked down at his wife, the look of desperation on her face making me smile as I gripped my base and shook my cock inside her. “Let me see,” I said, holding my hand out for the box, keeping myself lodged inside her as I took it in hand.

Ha! Thought so! There’s no way these will fit me... Okay, I can use this to my advantage...

I slipped my cock from Gloria, practically leaving her in tears of frustration as I handed her the box. “If he insists,” I said, watching as her shaking hands fumbled and ripped at the packaging. She picked one out and threw the box to the side, biting at the wrapper and pulling the condom out as she struggled to sit up.

“Ooh, yeah, that’s hot,” Jefferey creeped, refocusing his camera, “put it on for him, honey!”

Ha! She can try...

She placed the rubber ring to the tip of my cock, struggling to find a good position before attempting to roll it. “It’s... it’s not... going on,” she said, her fiddling fingers failing to unroll it over the head of my cock. “It’s too small,” she said, peeling it slowly until it threatened to tear. “Am I hurting you?” she asked, suddenly conscious of the tightness as she let go, leaving the condom wrapped comically around the tip of my cock.

“No, I’m good,” I smiled at her before looking to her husband. “But that’s not going on,” I said, nodding to the condom. “It’s way too small.”

“It’s okay!” Gloria piped, her hands returning to delicately remove the condom. “We can be careful! Can’t we?” she insisted, looking to me.

“Yeah... we can be careful,” I smiled.

“We’ll be careful, honey!” she said, looking to her husband as she jerked on my unburdened cock, already lying back to get into position.

“Well...” Jefferey said, looking to his wife, then to me; finding a blank but incredibly serious look on my face. “Well, as long as you’re... careful.”

“We will!” Gloria said, her breathing increasing as she directed me to her pussy, my hand taking over as I gripped at the base. “Oh, put it in! Put it... IN! Oh, fuuuuuck!”

“Fuck, that’s a tight pussy,” I groaned as I leaned harder, stuffing her slowly as her lips spread wide with a quivering acceptance.

“Oh, my GOD!” she cried, her eyes burning with an anxious lust as she stared up at me. “You’re so big!”

“Deep breath,” I smirked, watching her huff in before I slowly eased further, feeling her tighten and tense in response.

“What does it feel like, honey?” her husband whispered, getting a close up of her flushed face as I entered her.

“It’s so big!” she gasped, her hands gripping at the bedsheets. “Oh, God! It’s stretching me!”

“Relax that pussy for me,” I urged her, feeling her fight me for every inch. “That’s it, let me in,” I groaned, feeling her loosen as she let out a long, deep moan. “Fuck, that’s good!”

“UGHHHHHHH!” she groaned in a low tone, accepting me inside as I ploughed on. “Oh, God! It’s so deep!”

I began to pull out, feeling her creaming walls tighten and suck on me as I did. So I gave her what her pussy seemed to demand, cramming it back inside further. “Shit, that is tight!”

“MORE!” she begged, reaching to hold her legs apart. “I want all of it!”

You asked for it...

I lunged hard, tensing my cock as I ploughed her deep, enraptured by her heat as I crammed inside to her limit.

“OH, FUCK!” she squealed, her stomach tensing as I held my lunge. “You’re hitting my cervix!”

“Wohoho! He’s really deep in there!” Jefferey loomed, getting a view of his wife as I filled her up.

“Is this what you wanted?” I asked him, his eyes wide with lust as his little cock twitched at the sight of his wife’s pussy choking on my dick.

“Oh, yeah,” he said, his hand reaching to tug on himself as I took a firm hold of Gloria’s thick thighs and prepared my position.

“You want to see another man fuck your wife’s brains out?” I asked, Gloria breathing like she was in labour beneath me. “Is that it?”

“Oho! Oh, yeah!” he said, aiming the camera back up to his wife’s face. “Are you ready, honey?”

“YES!” she cried, hooking her arms behind her knees and propping herself up. “Give it to me! OH, FUCK!”

I pulled out and thrust back inside, hard; her pussy squelching with delight as I did. “That’s it, take that dick!” I growled as I launched another strong thrust into her, feeling the head of my cock ring her cervix like a gong as her entire body shuddered.

“HOLY SHIT!” she wailed, her hands struggling to keep control of her shaking legs as I rang her womb again before slowly pulling out.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned as I hauled myself from her, enjoying the feel of her hot, creaming walls pleading for me to stay. I dragged the head of my cock up to her clit, giving it a shake before ramming back inside her, her pussy squelching juicily as I forced the bubbling air from her gaping hole.

Fuck, I love that noise!

“OH, MY GOD!” she cried, throwing her head back as I began to fuck her with purpose, gripping her juicy thighs and dragging her pussy up and down my shaft. “UGHHHH! FUUHUUUHUUUCK!”

“You look so pretty getting fucked!” I smirked down at her, enjoying the look on her face as her jiggling breasts rocked against her chin.

“THANK YOU!” she cried, her arms visibly tiring as her legs began to fall with each plunge.

“Come here,” I laughed, relieving her as I took control of her legs, folding her up and holding her secure against the mattress. “Fuck me, look at that pussy,” I groaned, her neck struggling from the mattress as she tried to peek beyond her breasts. “Just swallowing that big dick right up.”

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” she moaned desperately, staring down at the sizeable breach. “I can feel it pounding inside me!”

“Does that feel good, honey?” her husband asked, getting a view of her stuffed, quivering pussy.

“It feels amazing!” she gasped, her head collapsing back to the bed as her hands reached for me, scratching her nails down my tensed abs. “Oh, you’re perfect!”

“This pussy is perfect!” I corrected as I jabbed inside her. “And it deserves to be fucked properly!”

“Oh, FUCK!” she cried as I jabbed again and again, wailing into the air as I began to pound her. “OH, MY GOD! FUCK ME! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!”

I watched my cock invade her juicy pussy again and again, dragging spoils of her creamy juices up and down the length of my shaft with each plundering thrust. Her cries were so deep and guttural, she almost sounded angry as she begged for more.

Shit, she’s definitely warming up now...

“UGHHHHH! FUCK! GIVE IT TO MEEEHEEEHEEEEE!” she bellowed as my hanging balls crashed to her asshole with each thrust. “AHH! SHIT! IM GONNA FUCKING CUM!”

“Cum on that... fucking... dick!” I ordered, keeping up my long, pounding strokes, her pussy caving under my girth with each drive.

“OH, FUCK! OH, FUCK!” she whined, her eyes shutting tight as she clutched desperately at the bedsheets. “FUUUUUCK!”

“That’s it,” I encouraged her, pounding her furiously as she began to scream with a release of bottled pressure. I gave her one last earthquaking thrust, burying my cock as deep as it would go and holding her anchored to me as she shook out her orgasm.

“AHHH! AHHH! AHHHAHAHAAAAHHHH! FUUUUUUCK!” she cried, her spasming pussy clinging in electric bursts to my shaft as I held her tight, her stomach tensing sporadically as she whined wildly into the air.

Fuck me... She needed that...

“Oh, wow! How did that feel, honey?” her husband asked, aiming the camera at his wife’s face as she wept with her eyes closed.

Shit, give her a second...

“Oh, my GOD!” she cried, sucking the air out of the room as she panted in recovery. “Oh, my God! Oh, my God!”

“Fuck, come here,” I said, easing her quivering legs down to the mattress before leaning over her, feeling her heart pounding through her chest as I sucked one of her peaking nipples into my mouth.

“Oh, God! Thank you!” she gasped, clasping her arms around my head as I fed on her huge, juicy tits. “Thank you! Thank you!”

Ha! Is she gonna thank me every time she cums? ... I like that!

My cock raged inside her while I enjoyed her appreciative caressing of my head, my hips instinctively bucking as she stoked my primal nature.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as I pressured her cervix, licking my way up to her neck as I buried my cock as deep as I could. “UGH! Fuck! You’re so huge!” She scratched her nails through my hair pulling on my head before I felt her begin to lick and suck at my ear.

Fuck that feels good... let me see if I could just...

I turned my head to face her as I pumped another thrust into her, her mouth gasping open as I sucked on her bottom lip, the top one closing to suck at mine as she kissed me back.

“Mmmm!” she moaned as I forced my tongue into her mouth with another thrust of my cock. Again she kissed me back, her hands clasping my cheeks as she massaged me with her loving tongue.

“Ohoho!” Jefferey piped in our ears. “Erm... No kissing, remember?”

I tucked my hand behind her head, running my fingers through her hair before pulling her into a feverish kiss, shoving my tongue deep into her mouth as she moaned into mine. Her busy hands squeezed and scratched at my sides, roaming my body as I kissed her, her tongue waving wildly at mine before I finally eased away from her.

“Sorry,” I smiled at her as she opened her eyes. “I couldn’t help myself,” I said, before turning to her husband. “... Move back.”

He paused, camera and cock in hand, almost building himself up to say something before he took a step back.

Yeah, that’s right... you’ll do nothing. Just shut up and watch me fuck the wife you don’t deserve.

“Come here,” I said, turning back to his groaning wife as I hauled my cock from her and scooped her up. “I want you completely naked,” I smirked, peeling her open gown from her and tossing it behind me to her husband, addressing her bra next as it remained awkwardly skewed beneath her free-hanging breasts.

“Wow, you look beautiful, honey,” her husband said as she sat in her glory, ignoring him completely as she stared up at me.

“He’s right,” I smiled, standing from the bed and offering her my hand, ushering her from the bed as she took it. “You do look beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she gasped, her hands reaching to stroke my cock as we stood naked by her husband.

“You’re welcome,” I smiled, her mouth opening wide in anticipation as I leant to kiss her again, sucking lustily on my tongue as I did.

We stood before her silently impotent husband as he watched our brazen breaking of the rules, his wife’s horny hums filling the room as she jerked impatiently on my throbbing dick.

“Ugh, I’m...” her husband groaned, the two of us still ignoring his imminent objection before he groaned again. “Oh, shit... I’m gonna cum, honey!”

What?!

“Ughhhhhuhuhuh!” he whimpered, the two of us pausing from our frenzied kiss as I gripped her and pulled her aside.

He’s not cumming anywhere near us!

“Oh, God! Honey!” he groaned, his stubby fist mashing his cock furiously before he seized up. “UGH! UGHH! UGGGHHHUHUHH! HONEYYY!”

“I’m... I’m watching, honey,” Gloria said, sounding almost embarrassed as she alternated her glances between her husband and the cock in her hands.

“UGHHHH! UGHHHHH!” he groaned, the veins in his forehead threatening to rupture before his cock began to leak its gooey mess, dripping to the carpet as he shook it out. “OH! HONEY! UGH! UGH!”

“... Wow... Well done, honey!” Gloria called, looking up at me with a tormented shame before forcing herself to look back to her whimpering husband.

‘Well done’?! Oh, God... That’s so sad... I feel like I’ve just seen her entire marriage in that one look... Shit, look at her... Nobody should be forced to watch this... She looks like she’s watching a car crash or something... Oh, fuck... I need to save this poor woman!

I gripped her neck and pulled her into another kiss, her lips seeming more grateful than ever as she purred into my mouth, her husband fading to an unfortunate backing track of grunts and groans.

“Oh, honey!” he sighed, sounding like he was about to pass out as he panted. “Oh, I came so hard!”

Ha! You came like you were emptying the last awkward dollop of ketchup... from a very small bottle.

I looked back at him to find him filming his own oozing cock in awe, my revulsion forcing me to action. “Clean that up,” I ordered, nodding to the droplets on the carpet. “I don’t want to see it.”

“Ughh!” he groaned, showing no signs of even thinking about refusing as he waddled to the dresser with his cock in hand. He placed his camera down as Gloria became too impatient to wait any longer, dropping to her knees to suck on my cock.

“Woo!” Jefferey huffed, pulling a few tissues from the box on the dresser and cleaning his messy hands before grabbing a few more to take to the floor. “Ugh, there’s so much!”

Oh, you are setting yourself up for another fall, Jefferey... I can’t believe he just came while I was kissing his wife... Maybe Jo’s right, these guys just get off on the humiliation and powerlessness of it all...

I pondered the meaning of existence as I watched Gloria bob and choke on my cock, ignoring her husband as he cleaned up his filth on his hands and knees.

Wait, he’s gonna pick that camera up again... I’ve got to touch that!

“Now, go and clean your hands,” I ordered, his flushed face looking up at me in shock before cowering back down.

“Heh,” he squeaked, “... Yeah, that’s probably for the best...” He struggled to his feet, his robe flapping behind him as he hurried from the room with his dirty tissues in hand.

I looked down at Gloria, her eyes already looking up at me as she slurped on the head of my cock. “How the hell did a woman like you end up with a weasel like that?” I asked, shaking my head in disbelief, her eyes flickering with guilt as she slipped my sloppy, swollen head from her mouth.

“I... I don’t know,” she replied softly, looking to the door as she jerked her slobber up and down the full length of my shaft. She looked back up at me, finding me silent as I returned her gaze. “I just...” she paused, searching for the words until rushed by the sound of her husband scurrying back down the hall. She stuffed me urgently back into her mouth as he entered, sucking down her words before she could utter them.

“Okay!” he said, heading straight back to pick up his camera. “How are we doing in here?”

How does this guy just brush off such a shaming like that?! Okay, I need to double down... I’ve got to break this guy.

I looked at him with contempt as he aimed his camera back at us, Gloria busy choking me down as she rubbed at her pussy. “Are you ready for more?” I asked her, my cock never leaving her mouth as she nodded it up and down enthusiastically. “Up, then.” She slipped her slobbery mouth from me before hurrying to her feet, her breasts jiggling delightfully as she did. I guided her to the foot of the bed, her husband following like an unwanted shadow to get a better angle.

“Oh, God!” she gasped as I spun her around and bent her roughly over the edge, folding her arms behind her back and holding them in place.

“Tell your husband what you want,” I ordered her, giving her big, juicy ass a swift spank.

“Ah!” she squealed, her body tensing up before she purred with pleasure. “I want him to fuck me!”

“How hard?” I asked, giving her other cheek a spank, a little harder than the last.

“AH!” she squealed again. “Hard! I want it hard!”

“Ohoho! Easy, now!”

Another spank, clattering her into confession. “I want him to fucking use me!”

Oh, shit! Ha! Okay, now we’re getting somewhere!

Another spank, squeezing tight on her quaking cheek, spreading it slightly to peek at her hungry pussy. “AH! FUCK!” she cried, her heavy breath rippling the sheets as she pressed her face to them.

“Tell him how badly you want me to fuck you,” I teased, sliding the head of my cock between her asscheeks to rummage for her pussy.

“Oh, God!” she groaned, arching her back as I pressured her swollen labia. “I want him to fuck me sooo badlyyyy!” she moaned, bouncing her ass up and down to cram my dick inside her as I held fast upon the start. “I’d do anything for his big DICK! OH, FUCK!”

Ha! I love doing that!

I rammed my angry cock inside her, filling to her limit as I set the tone, the next clattering following without delay. The next, then the next; each pounding thrust building the eruption inside her as she released her howl of pleasure.

“ARRRRRGHHHHHHHH!” she roared like a lioness, reverberating through her body as I had my way with her. “FUUUHUUUHUUUCK MEEEHEEEHEEEEEE!”

“That’s it!” I growled, spanking her ass as our bodies collided, her legs kicking wildly in desperation. “I’ll give you what you fucking need!”

“OH, FUCK! I NEED IT! I NEED IT!”

“You hear that?!” I asked her husband with a scowl, never pausing from my angry thrusts into his wife. “Have you not been giving her what she needs?!”

“I... Well... I-”

“Has he?!” I asked his wife as I leaned over her, swiping her hair from her face.

“NO!” she cried, her face burning bright as she took my ramming cock. “NEVER!”

Oof! Never!

“Fucking hell!” I growled, looking at him with disgust as he stood startled, aiming the camera lazily as he looked at me with fear. “Just film your wife while I make her cum! That’s all you’re fucking good for!”

“I- Sorry,” he choked, readjusting his focus as he zoomed in on his wife’s panting face.

“Don’t tell me you’re sorry!” I shouted again, making him flinch as he looked back to me.

“W-What?” he stuttered, cowering with his little camera and his even littler cock.

“Tell your wife, you fucking idiot!” I scolded, directing him to Gloria’s howling face.

“Oh... I-”

“TELL HER!”

“I’m sorry, honey!” he winced, leaning towards her face, Gloria not seeming to notice at all as she enjoyed her shafting.

“Sorry for what?!” I shouted, sending another crashing thud to his wife’s cervix.

“For not... giving you what you need.”

Oh, you are fully lost now, Jefferey!

“UGHHH! GOD! IT’S OKAY! IT’S OKAY!” Gloria howled, the camera inches from her face as she screamed her dismissive reply.

“No, it’s not!” I growled, not letting him off the hook that easily as I clattered into her juicy, jiggling ass.

“NO, IT’S NOT!” Gloria agreed, her body beginning to seize up as her pussy squeezed me tight. “NO, IT’S NOT! NO, IT’S NOT! NO, IT’S... NOT! FFFFFUUUUUHUUUHUUUUCK!”

I looked up at her husband as she came on my cock, her back spasming as she stretched her legs out with abandon, my hand still locking her arms behind her as she bucked like a bronco, howling all the while.

“Have you ever seen her cum like this?!” I asked him, presenting the jerking body of his wife as she rode out her orgasm with my cock stuffed inside her.

“... N-No,” he said, his breathing heavy as he filmed his wife weeping with pleasure.

“Well then, you haven’t done your fucking job, have you!” I glared, watching him digest my words, hoping for a single tear. “Have you?!”

“No,” he replied immediately, leaning towards his wife. “I’m sorry, honey! I’ll try to give you what you need!”

Oh, wow... Is he trying to dry this pussy up on me?!

“You can’t!” I laughed. “If you could, you would have by now... Just, step back! Give her some room!” I ordered as he fussed by her head with his camera, immediately retreating to a safer distance on command. “You know what, just pull up a chair and stay there... I don’t want you distracting her any more!”

“Sorry,” he said, heading to the chair in the corner of the room and taking a seat, his hand reaching for his little prick as he stared through his camera.

Fuck, it’s still turning him on!

“You like this don’t you?!” I sneered, seeing him slowly nod as he continued to jerk. “Don’t you?!”

“Yes!”

“You’d want to watch me make your wife scream every night, wouldn’t you?!”

“Yes!”

“What do you think, Gloria?” I teased, much gentler as I thrust slowly and wiped the hair from her burning hot face, releasing her obedient arms in the process. “Do you want this every night?”

“YES!” she groaned, using her freedom to search me out blindly, waving her arms behind her for me to retake control. “PLEASE!”

“What do you think, Jefferey?” I laughed, making a point of nodding to her desperate arms before I took them in my grip, holding them behind her like reins. “Shall we do this again?”

“Oh, that can definitely be arranged!” Jefferey said excitedly as he watched me begin to launch my cock into his wife.

Good, because I’ve already arranged it! Slowly, slowly now...

“OH, FUCK!” Gloria yelled as I pulled on her arms, filling her hot pussy up until her thick ass brought her to a slapping halt. “OH, GOD! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!” she begged as I dragged her up and down my shaft by her arms, her grateful pussy squelching its joy with every thrust.

“That’s it!” I encouraged, feeling the tension rise inside her with every pump. “Show your husband how many times you can cum!”

“OH, GOD! OH, GOD!” she howled as I doubled my efforts, her ass a jiggling blur as I pounded her at pace.

Let’s see how obedient she really is...

“Tell your husband to jerk his little cock while a real man fucks you!” I teased, tugging her down my shaft and holding it tensed deep inside her.

“UGHHHHHH!” she groaned, letting her head lollop on her shoulders as she surrendered to me. “Jerk your... little cock...” she groaned, her blonde locks covering her face as she dangled desperately, “... while a... real man... fucks MEEEE! OH, FUUUUUCK!”

Ha! She said it! She’s fucking mine!

“Who’s pussy is this?!” I growled, pounding angrily as her head rocked.

“YOUUURS!”

“Tell your husband!”

“IT’S... HIS... PUSSYYYYY!”

“Not his!”

“NOT YOURS! OH, FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! HNNNNNNNGGGGAAAAAAH!” Her pussy squeezed so tight around my cock I thought it might seal up completely, forcing me from her as I dropped her arms. “WAAAAAAAHAHAHAAAAH!” she howled, her legs straining to stand on her tiptoes as her pussy exploded, firing a powerful stream of her hot juices crashing to the floor. “OH, MY GOD! OH, MY GOD! HNNNNNNNNNNGGG!” she squeezed, her hands rushing to her flooding pussy to rub furiously at her clit, her frantic efforts sprinkling another torrent of her juices between her fingers like rainfall to the carpet.

“Hohoho!” Jefferey exclaimed excitedly as he pumped himself. “Did he just make you squirt, honey?!”

“Y-Y-YES!” she cried, slapping at her clit as she bent awkwardly over the bed, her unstable legs shivering as she tried to stand. “TH-THANK YOU!”

Ha! The obligatory ‘thank you’! Even now! I like this woman!

“Fuck me, you are welcome,” I laughed, getting to my knees behind her and taking a firm grip of her reddened ass. “Let me taste you!” I growled as I spread her thick cheeks apart, finding her fingers still fiddling at her clit as I delved my tongue into her hot, tricking hole.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” she groaned, her legs still shaking as I lapped at her spent pussy, her asshole puckering before my eyes with every horny grunt.

Only one rule left to break... But, I’ve got plans for that one, I’ll just break it a little bit for now...

“Ah!” she gasped as I slipped my tongue up to her asshole, circling it as she tensed up at the tickling touch. “Oh, that’s nice! Oooooooh!”

“What’s he doing, honey?” her husband perved.

“Ugh, he’s- Oh!” she gasped again as I raised my hand, pressing my middle finger at the centre of her forbidden hole and lightly teasing it. “Oh! Ooooooh!” she moaned as I breached her defences, slipping inside.

“Mmm! What’s he doing?” her husband insisted.

“His... finger’s... in my ass!” she oozed, holding as still as she could as I dipped in and out of her.

“Does that feel good?” I teased, taking my time with her anxious, little hole.

“Yes,” she gasped, her fingers slowly rubbing on her clit as she drank in the fresh sensation.

I pulled out slowly, leaving her wanting more before standing to my feet and tapping the head of my heavy cock to her asshole. Her body jolted with a gasp before settling down, growing used to the thuds before I swiftly switched my attention to her pussy, confident that I had planted a seed that would grow in time.

... Into a big, filthy anal tree! She’ll be begging for me to fuck her ass sooner or later!

“You know...” I said, running the head of my cock up and down her swollen and soaked labia, “... You’re more than welcome to come home with me, Gloria.” I shook at her opening as she groaned with delight. “You’ll never want for anything... anything.”

“Oh, we’d love to, wouldn’t we honey?” Jefferey piped excitedly.

“Not you,” I said coldly, giving him an even colder look. “I was speaking to your wife.” He paused, this time looking desperate to say something before I slipped my length inside his wife’s waiting pussy, taking his thoughts of what to say with it. “Would you like that?”

“Oh, God!” she groaned, her ass backing up into me as I began to pull out. “Yes!” she squeaked as I tugged myself loose, arching her back and propping her ass up to tempt me back inside her. “I’d love to!”

“That would be hot, wouldn’t it Jeff?” I said, looking to him as he sat jerking in the corner. “You wouldn’t mind me borrowing your wife for a while, would you?” His hand jerked faster, watching me bat my heavy cock across his wife’s ass as she slowly shook it side to side for my amusement. “Not that you could stop me...” I left him to stew on my threat as I spanked Gloria’s ass into action. “On the bed.”

She scampered giddily up onto the mattress, crawling up to the head of the bed and turning to face me, her breasts wobbling this way and that. “How do you want me?” she asked, spreading her legs as I made my way around the side of the bed, scooping up the bottle of water and taking a swig.

You were right, Jefferey... fucking your wife is thirsty work!

She crawled towards me as I urged her with my finger, waiting patiently on her knees for me to drink my fill before I placed my hand under her chin. “Open,” I said, her smirking lips parting as I poured the water into her mouth. She let her mouth fill up, streaks spilling down her chin as she gargled before she gulped, teasing me with her eyes. I threw the bottle to the bed as I leant to kiss her smirking lips, feeling her sensual nature come to the forefront as she teased me slowly with her tongue, her hand reaching to slowly stroke on my rigid shaft. “Do you want to sit on that cock?”

“Mmmhmm!” she moaned, squeezing me tighter as I pulled away from her lips.

“Prop those pillows up for me,” I smirked, giving her thigh a spank as she spun into action with a dizzy giggle, fashioning a throne of pillows by the headboard for me to sit on as I leapt to the bed. “Tell your husband what you’re about to do.”

“I’m gonna bounce on his big cock,” she said, her eyes never leaving it as I took my place at the head of their marital bed.

“You... you go for it, honey,” he groaned, watching as she began to straddle me while he continued to jerk. “... You deserve it.”

“Damn right, you deserve it,” I laughed, giving her thigh a spank while she jerked my cock, sending her into a giddy giggle. “After dealing with that thing for so long! Now, stop playing with it and take a seat,” I laughed, watching her think about the best way to mount me before I lifted her up into a squat. “There.”

“Oh, you’re so strong,” she smiled, giving me her weight as she fumbled with my cock between her legs. “Oh! Oh!” she gasped as I began to lower her, my towering cock breaching her tight hole and parting her desperate lips further with every inch. “Fuck, it’s so big! You’re so fucking big! Ahhhhh!”

“There you go,” I calmed her as she reached halfway, “now, drop to your knees.”

Her knees dropped tentatively, one at a time as I held her up, my cock lodged deep inside her as she settled. “Oh, God! Oh, God!” she cried as she knelt up with her pussy stuffed, her fingers fiddling at her horny clit.

“Now, ride it,” I smirked, making her shudder as I gave her ass a quick spank. “Show your husband how much you’ve been needing a real man all these years.”

“Oh, God! I’ve needed it so badly!” she groaned, her eyes closed tight as she began to slowly thrust along my rigid shaft.

“How much better does it feel than your husband’s?” I probed, enjoying the waving motion of her hips as she eased into it.

“So much better!” she groaned, becoming a little more daring with her dips as she picked up the pace. “Oh, God, it’s so much better! Ughhh! Fuuuck!”

“Tell your husband,” I teased, giving her thighs a hard squeeze as she ground her pussy deeper. “Look at him and tell him.”

She rocked her hips as she stuffed her pussy further, turning to her pathetic husband as he jerked in the corner. “You could... never compare... to him!” she groaned as she looked at him, her head rocking back on her shoulders as I thrust up into her. “Ahhh!”

“That’s it, keep telling him,” I teased, pawing and slapping at her huge, heaving tits as she surrendered to my upward thrusts.

“Oh, fuuuck!” she groaned, her hair dancing down her back as she howled into the air. “You could never... fuck me... like this! Only... HIM! ARRRRGHHH! FUCK!” she screamed as I began to thrust harder, deep up inside her hot, creaming pussy.

“Ugh! Ugh! Uggghhuhuhuh!” came the whimpers from the corner, making me sit up to peek. Thinking it would be tears that I’d find, I was disappointed to discover the pervert was very much still enjoying himself. “Uggghh! Oh, honey! I’m gonna cum! HONEY!” he groaned in desperation, hoping for his wife’s attention before I stepped in.

“Don’t look at him,” I growled, taking a grip of her arm and pulling her down to me. “You look at me,” I ordered, taking her face in hand and squeezing her cheeks. “You look at me while you fuck me,” I growled, her eyes struggling to focus on mine as they rolled in her head.

“Ughhhhh! Fuuuuuck! Yes, Sir!” she moaned desperately, struggling to keep a sight of me as I fucked her like a jackhammer, her body jiggling wildly in my grasp.

“HONEY! HONEY!” her husband cried, pleading for her attention. But it never came, her horny gaze fixed to me as she rode my cock. “Ughhh! UGHHHH! UGGGGHHHHUHUHHH! HONEY!”

Fuck, she shouldn’t even have to hear this!

I clasped my palms across her ears, shielding her from the outlandishly desperate grunting of her husband as he spilled his goop in the corner. Unfortunately, nobody was as kind to me.

“UGHHHH! HONEY! UGHHHHUHUH!” he whimpered, forcing me to fuck his wife harder in an attempt to drown him out with her much more pleasant wailing.

“OH, FUCK YES! FUCK ME! FUCK ME!”

“Who’s pussy is this?!” I growled, allowing her to hear once again as I removed my hands from her ears.

“YOURS! IT’S YOURS! OH, FUCK!” she wailed, her back arching as I collided with her ass, stuffing her to the hilt with every buck.

Ha! Right on his post-nut comedown! I hope he remembers that every time he chokes his little sausage from now on!

“Bounce on that dick!” I ordered her, squeezing at her huge tits and pulling them to my sucking mouth as she obeyed.

“Oh, God, yes! Suck my fucking tits! Fuuuck!” she groaned, grinding enthusiastically on my cock as her husband whined, still vying for her attention.

“Oh, honey, I came so hard!” he whimpered as his wife continued to ignore him. “Ugh! You made me cum so damn hard!”

“Fuck him!” I laughed. “You’re gonna make me cum if you keep that up!” I smirked at her, her eyes opening wide at my words, her hips turning the burners on as she ground her pussy frantically.

“Oh, fuck yes! Cum for me!” she groaned, her wild, bucking desperation turning me on even more as she pleaded for my cum.

Shit, does she want me to cum inside her?

I watched her frantically try to get me off with her creaming pussy, deliberating what to do when her spine began to jolt and jerk, her pussy wrapping tight in bursts of pleasure. “AAHHHH! F-FUCK!” she screamed, collapsing to me as her body spasmed, my hands reaching to squeeze and spread apart her big, juicy asscheeks as she rode out her orgasm on top of me.

Okay, shit! I need to cum pretty bad! It’s time to get out of here, anyway!

I gripped Gloria tight, keeping my cock lodged deep inside her as I sat up and lay her down on her back. “My turn,” I smirked, her hands scratching at my sides as she spread her legs wide for me, groaning deeply as I knocked on her womb.

“Oh, fuck yes! Give me your cum!” she moaned, baring her neck for me as I licked and sucked on her. “I want it all!”

Well, I guess her husband should get ready to film the money shot he’s so desperate for...

“You might want a close up of this part!” I shouted to him, hearing his stubby feet race across the room.

“Ohoho! Okay!” he said, standing by the bed with his camera in hand. “Are you ready for it, honey?”

“Yes!” she cried into my ear, her hands reaching desperately for my ass as I pumped my thrusts deep inside her. “Oh, God! Give it to me!”

“Fuck, look at that,” I groaned, lifting her neck and directing her gaze down to her stuffed, squelching pussy. She stared down at my cock as it disappeared inside her, her eyes hazing over as her breathing turned heavier.

“Cum inside me,” she whispered, looking as if she was about to pass out as she stared at my invading cock plunging deep inside her.

Oh, shit!

“Ha! I-”

“Cum inside me!” she cried with abandon, looking up at me in desperation as I thrust into her. “Cum in my pussy!”

“Honey, wait!”

“Cum in my pussy! Please!” she begged, her hands frantic on my back as she held me tight, her legs wrapping around me as she lay back in surrender.

Shit, this wasn’t part of the plan! Stick to the plan! Oh, fuck! I’m too close for this!

“Y-You can’t!” her husband cried impotently, still filming by the bed. “Honey, wait! We spoke about this!”

“Fuck! I want it!” she groaned, ignoring the pleas of her husband as I approached the edge. “I want it! I want it!”

“Wait!”

“Oh, FUCK!” she screamed as I began to pound her pussy into oblivion, my cock raging inside her as my overflowing balls began to tighten. “CUM IN MY FUCKING CUNT!”

Oh, fuck me!

My mind was racing, my rampant body locked in a vice of her limbs, her strength surprising me as she wrapped me to her beating chest, pleading for my seed. Her husband choked and spluttered by the bed, his meek protestations falling on deaf ears as his wife cried for no mercy. I looked to her flushed, sweating face, her frantic eyes looking back at me before I kissed her deep, and shot my load even deeper.

“MMMMM! MMMMM!” she moaned as the first hot spurt struck her cervix, swiftly joined by my ploughing cock as I buried myself as deep as I could. “OH, MY GOD!” she screamed into my face, breaking from our kiss as she watched me fuck my load into her.

“W-Wait!” her husband whimpered, his wife moaning with satisfaction as I filled her up before his eyes in their marital bed.

Way too late for that! Fuck!

I pulled apart her gripping arms and spread her legs, hauling my cock from her as my balls continued to contract. “Fuuuck!” I growled, jerking my shaft while the relentless, hot spurts continued, firing at her horny clit and swollen lips as she encouraged me with her, now completely unashamed, mouth.

“Oh, fuck yes! Give me that fucking load!” she groaned, watching as I plastered her pussy before aiming up her stomach. “Ughh! Yes! Cover me!” she cried, sitting up on her elbows and squeezing her massive breasts together. “Shoot that hot, young cum all over these titties!”

Never one to turn down such a request, I shut her legs and straddled her, shooting the rest of my load over her tits as she presented them to me. “Fuck me!” I groaned, jerking wildly over her while her husband stood in silent disbelief.

“Oh, God! That’s it!” she moaned, biting her lip as she watched my balls empty all over her. “Fuuuck! Let me taste it!” she pleaded, opening her mouth wide. “Mmmmmmm!” she moaned, sucking hard on the head of my cock for the last remnants of my load, her greediness making me growl into the air with pleasure.

“Fuuuuuck!”

“Is... Is that nice, honey?”

“Mmmmhmmmmmm!” she responded, opening wider to send me to the back of her throat. “AGHAGHAGHHH! MMMMMM!” she gagged and sucked, my spent cock slipping from her gobbling lips as she collapsed back to the sheets. “Oh, God! You’re delicious!” she groaned, reaching to pump on my shaft, squeezing hard from base to tip and scooping the final drop from the head. “Mmmm! Mmmm!” she hummed, sucking my cum from her fingers as her husband watched on, still tugging his soft pecker.

Okay... That went well... I guess... Got a little out of control at the end there... Now, time for the getaway...

* * *


THE AFTERMATH

I slapped the head of my cock to Gloria’s soaked tits, giving her a smirk as she looked up at me, before jumping from the bed.

“Wow... look at you, honey!” her husband said, looming over her with the camera and panning across her body as she scooped at her breasts.

“Oh, God! Thank you!” she gasped, sitting up urgently to face me as I made my way to my clothes, her husband taking a step back as she spread her legs.

“You’re welcome,” I replied, watching as she checked her body over, her tentative hand patting at her covered pussy as my cum dripped from her to the sheets.

“Oh, there’s so much!” she whispered, licking at her fingers before scooping at her pussy for another helping. “Oh, God! You taste divine!”

“Is it still... in there?” her husband asked, getting a close up of his wife’s cum-covered hole as she began to squeeze my load out of her.

“Hnnng!” she tensed, spreading her legs further. “Oh, it’s so deep! Hnnnng!”

Shit! He’s just filming it! He doesn’t even look like he minds anymore... I can’t break him... He’s too shameless... Okay, fuck it... One last try.

I took one of the towels from the dresser and gave my body a wipe down, scrubbing the sex from my cock before throwing the towel to Jefferey. “There!” I scowled at him as I began to get dressed. “Clean up my mess.”

He looked at the towel as it lay waiting on the floor, then back up to me as I tucked my still hard cock down the leg of my shorts.

Refuse... For fuck’s sake, just say ‘no’... Oh, fuck me, he’s doing it!

He picked up the towel before turning back to his wife, his hand reaching to dab at her breasts while he filmed with the other.

“I said clean it, not play with it!” I shouted, making him jump before he began to scrub with purpose, Gloria sat awkwardly still as she glanced between me and her husband. “Tell him to clean you properly,” I smiled at her.

“Clean me properly,” she said, smirking back at me as he complied. “... But, leave my pussy alone,” she added, to my surprise and delight in equal measure. “That’s for him.”

Ha! Okay, this next bit should be easy...

“Is the rest of her clean?” I asked, putting on my pants as I watched him scrub.

“Yes,” he said, looking to me as he finished scrubbing his wife’s stomach.

“Then hand her the towel and fetch her something to slip on,” I said, continuing to get dressed as he rushed towards the cupboard. “Bring her a nice robe.” I looked to Gloria as she scrubbed at her pussy, her eyes never leaving mine as I buttoned up my shirt.

“Here you are, honey,” her husband squeaked, handing her a silk robe as she prepared to stand from the bed.

Alright, let’s go...

I slipped into my shoes and walked over to her, taking the robe and helping her into it, folding it over her ample breasts and tying it firm as she stood before me. “Are you ready?” I smiled down at her, her brow rising as she looked up into my eyes.

“Heh... Ready for what?” her husband asked from behind me as I stood between him and his wife. “You’ve... just gotten dressed.”

“To leave,” I said, turning to face him. “I told you... I’d like to borrow your wife.”

“Heh... W-What?” he said, his awkward, smiling face a muddle of confusion.

“You asked me to fuck your wife, and I’ve enjoyed her very much... I’d like to enjoy her for longer.”

“I... I thought you were-”

“Joking?”

“Well... no, not joking-”

“Ah, role playing?”

“Well... yes,” he said, closing his camera before his illusion was spoiled.

“... I am,” I replied innocently, turning to face his wife with a smirk, her eyes open wide as she looked up at me. “Now, I’ll be taking on the role of host... There’s no need to worry; you know who I am and where I live, after all. And she won’t be alone, I’ll be offering the others the same option.”

“Well-”

“I’ll make this simple,” I said, turning to face him, his worried face looking up at me. “If your wife agrees to leave with me; I’m taking her, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.” He looked up at me, clutching his camera as he processed my words. “You wanted this, you get off on this, so I’ll give you a choice... Option A; You’ve had your fun, I leave right now, and I never come back... Or option B...” I took the camera from him, his scared hand surrendering it immediately. “Your wife comes with me, just like the others will, and I fill this camera with footage that would make what you just filmed look like a fucking picnic.”

His eyes lit up at the prospect, just like I knew they would, his mind racing with the thoughts of me railing his friend’s wives along with his own. “Well, I-”

I left him to stew as I turned to his wife, looking down at her as she brushed the hair from her face. “What do you say, Gloria?” I asked. “Would you like to come with me?” She looked up at me, her mind visibly shaken. “You’ll be free to leave any time you wish, and anything you could possibly want; you’ll have.”

“Well... when would she be back?” her husband choked. “I’m not su-”

“Okay,” Gloria blurted, her brow furrowed with worry and shock as she nodded at me.

“Honey? Are-”

“She said, ‘okay’,” I interrupted, turning to face him as he tried to peek around me.

“Well, I-”

“It’s okay,” Gloria said, taking a hold of my forearm as she showed herself to her husband. “It’ll just be for a few days, right? And like he said; it’s not like you won’t know where I am... and the girls will be with me.”

“Yeah, but-”

“And, erm, think about how, erm... hot it would be,” she continued, trying to sell it to him. “Who knows what he’ll... do to me, while I’m away.” She gulped before looking up at me, her eyes beginning to glaze with lust as she thought about her own words.

“That settles it, then,” I announced, making to leave. “You’ll be hearing from us.” He looked up at me in abject defeat before I stepped to the bedroom door, opening it and standing aside as I turned to them. “Are you ready, Gloria?”

“Oh,” she said, looking down at herself before looking around the room. “I don’t have-”

“You’ve got everything you need, already,” I said. “Everything you could think of is already waiting for you, and everything you could dream of will be brought to you.”

“Oh... Okay,” she said, flattening her robe down her front as she calmed herself before stepping towards me, almost wincing as she passed her husband.

“Wait, honey, are you sure?” Jefferey said, almost begging his wife to reconsider with his sad eyes as she halted in her tracks.

“Yes, honey, don’t worry,” she said, turning to face him and forcing her feet closer. “I’ll be fine... and just think about what you’ll get to see, huh? ... What’s a few days?” she said, talking him down as she leaned to peck sympathetically at his cheek, leaving him frozen to the spot as she walked away.

Ha! He’s gonna let it happen! He’s not even going to try and stop us!

“After you,” I said, standing aside for her.

“Thank you,” she smiled, her face a mixture of excitement and nerves as she left the room, turning to wait for me. I offered her my arm as we took off down the hall, her husband following behind.

“This is all, errr... moving a little fast,” he said, his voice shaking with worry. “Maybe we should talk about this a little more.”

“What’s there to talk about?” I said, helping his wife down the stairs. “Your wife has decided she wants to come with me, you’ll hear from us in due time... And don’t go telling the others, I want it to be a surprise... Is that clear?” I said, turning to him as we reached the door.

“Well, yes, but-”

“No ‘buts’,” I interrupted. “This is happening... And we all know you’re going to go straight upstairs and jerk off thinking about what your wife is doing with my cock on the way home... You’ll be up those stairs before we’ve left your property.”

“I-”

“Keep your phone close, perhaps she’ll call you to say goodnight.” With that, I opened the door and stepped out, offering my hand to Gloria. She took it, stepping carefully outside to the paving in her bare feet.

“Say ‘goodbye’ to your wife, Jefferey,” I said as we walked towards the steps, noticing Jo looking excited through the window of the car upon spotting us.

“G-Goodbye, honey,” he called. “I love you!”

“Bye!” she called back without turning around. “... Love you!”

“O-Okay... Have fun!” he shouted, the tortured uncertainty in his voice music to my ears.

“I will!” she called back as she made our way down the steps, Jo jumping from the driver’s seat.

Oh, God, what’s she doing? The little troublemaker!

“Let me get that for you, Sir!” Jo blurted, scooting in front of us as Gloria covered herself up awkwardly. “And madam...” she smirked as she opened the door for us.

“Thank you, Jo,” I replied, giving her a knowing look, one that she failed to interpret as a serious warning.

“Ooh, you smell lovely, madam,” she continued as Gloria climbed in, looking back up at me with a smirk. “You’re a keeper.”

“Thank you, Jo,” I repeated, raising my brow a little higher.

“Oh, erm... thank you,” Gloria piped, seeming very embarrassed as she waited for me to enter.

“You’re welcome, madam,” Jo said, leaning to smile at Gloria in the car. “Is your husband not coming with us?” She turned to the house, Jefferey still stood pathetically in the doorway. “Hello, sir!” she called to him, waving theatrically, Jefferey’s arm raising in confused stages to slowly wave back.

Oh, she is so dead!

“In the car,” I said, lowering her waving arm back to her side. “Home.”

“As you wish, Sir!” she smirked, heading back to the front and jumping in, the same smirk waiting for me through the privacy window as I slid onto the back seat.

Fuck me! What now?

“Anything in particular you’d like to listen to? Or watch, perhaps? That’s a TV, right there,” she said to Gloria, pointing out the gadgets.

Oh, she is pushing it now...

“Oh, erm,” Gloria stuttered, her arms folded defensively over her breasts as she looked to me for guidance.

“No, there’s controls for everything back here if we need them, that’ll be all,” I said firmly, my eyes shooting daggers as I held the switch to raise the privacy guard, something I had never felt the need to do with Jo before.

“Oh, what?” she moaned, watching the guard raise. “Ugh... Yes, Sir,” she said dejectedly, turning to set off as the window closed.

“She’s, erm... a nice girl,” Gloria said, her hands fiddling on her lap as she looked at me. “Jo, is it?”

“Joanne,” I replied. “My driver.”

“Just... your driver? I mean, she’s not...” she said, searching for the right words. “I mean, you’re not...”

“What? Together?” I asked, my mind flashing with imaginings of Jo bouncing on my cock as she struggled to keep her driver’s cap on. “No, we’re just friends.”

If she doesn’t blow this for me!

“Oh,” she said awkwardly, looking to the shut partition. “Sorry.”

“Why? What made you think that?” I asked, intrigued by her mental leap from driver to girlfriend.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have said anything,” she said as she fussed with her robe, glancing at me before looking back down. “It’s just that... you seem quite close... and she’s very pretty... and you’re... well...”

“You’re very pretty,” I said, pausing her in her tracks as she swallowed, looking as though the gravity of the situation was hitting her hard.

“... Thank you,” she said, looking away as if she didn’t believe me. “I just feel like... you’d be much better off back here with a young, pretty girl like her.” She looked towards the closed partition, looking embarrassed as she dropped her gaze to fiddle with her robe, then out of the window as we left the grounds of her home. “If...” she said, pausing to choose her words carefully, “... If you’re only doing this to get at my husband... I’ll understand... I’d just like to know.”

Oh, shit, she’s breaking my heart... She looks seriously deflated... Thanks a lot, Jo! What the fuck do I say to that? How much does this woman and her friends even know about me?

I paused for a moment, the look of resignation on her face palpable, as if she had just woken up from a pleasant dream. “Okay, I’ll be honest,” I said, urged to action by her melancholic silence. “I can’t stand your husband, and I can’t stand his friend’s either... I can’t stand most men really, but those four in particular.” She nodded without looking up, as if already knowing the answer. “That is the reason I agreed to do this.”

“Okay,” she nodded again, her voice calm and cordial. “Thank you, for being honest with me.”

“But, don’t take that to mean that I don’t find you attractive,” I continued, as she looked to her lap. “Or that I’ve had to grin and bear it or anything like that... I didn’t lie when I told you that you were exactly my type... I haven’t lied to you once since we’ve met.”

She finally looked up, turning to me for a moment, before shying away again. “... Thank you.”

“You’re very polite, aren’t you?” I laughed, forcing her gaze back to me. “Ha! You want to say ‘thank you’ just for that, don’t you? Look at you! I can tell!”

A shy smile crept across her lips. “Yes,” she giggled, looking back down.

“I like that,” I said, enjoying her softening up before my eyes. “Good manners go a long way with me.” I looked her over as she nodded, still detecting uncertainty in her smile as she struggled to look at me.

Shit, I need to pick this woman up! She’s way too down on herself...

“Hey, listen, look at me,” I said, her eyes meeting mine before I spoke. “If you want to go back, you can... We can turn the car around and you can go back to your husband... Or...” I paused, looking her up and down as she sat in her silk. “You can take that robe off and show me what he’s missing...”

She stared into my eyes, still flickering with insecurity before she mustered her bravery; her hands slowly lifting from her lap to untie her robe at the waist. She kept her eyes fixed to mine, as if trying to read my bluff as she began to peel the silk from her shoulder, letting it fall down her back before she moved to the other to do the same. She shook her body softly, letting the robe fall from her arms before sitting back, breathing in deep.

She’s tensing her stomach again... I hate to see that... Why do they think they have to do that?

“Don’t suck that stomach in for me,” I said, my hand reaching for her midriff as she looked embarrassed to be caught. “That ends right now, or I’ll turn this car around myself!” I teased, giving her stomach a rub as she smiled bashfully. “Just relax,” I reassured her, coaxing her with gentle strokes as she began to exhale.

“I don’t like my belly,” she said shyly, watching my hand caress her as she began to loosen up.

“Good, you won’t fight me for it then,” I smiled, giving her a rub and squeeze, her heavy breasts resting on my forearm as I did. “I can have it all to myself.” My cock began to lurch and grow down my leg as I rubbed her soft stomach, determined not to stop until she was fully relaxed, but the slow parting of her thighs was too enticing an invitation to turn down.

I looked to her to find her desperate eyes already fixed to mine, the subtle thrust of her hips forcing my hand down through her trimmed pubic hair. “Oh, God,” she gasped, shutting her eyes at the sensation.

Ha! I’ve got to ask...

“Did you shave this pussy for me?” I smirked, running my fingers down her smooth lips and back up to her neatly trimmed strip of hair.

“Yes,” she gasped, staring down at my hand as I teased at her pussy. “I wanted to... look good for you! Oh! Oh, God!” she moaned as I began to stroke on her clit.

“It’s beautiful,” I told her, petting her pussy as she leant her head back, her eyes shut as she drank in the sensation.

“Thank you!” she gasped, giggling when she noticed she had said it again, her giggle choked by another sharp intake of breath as I flicked at her clit.

“But I wouldn’t have cared if you didn’t,” I said, sliding my hand back up to her stomach, kneading it on my way to her heaving breasts, squeezing and pawing at them as she leaned back.

Oh, fuck me! I do love her body! I need to get out of these pants!

“If your husband can’t satisfy you sexually, that’s one thing,” I said, removing my hand from her breasts as I began to unzip my pants. “But, letting you reach the point where you aren’t completely comfortable with your body is even worse.” I sat up to take my pants down, pulling my boxers with them, my cock springing free, slapping with a heavy thud to my abs. “This is how good I think you look,” I smirked, taking a grip at the base of my rigid shaft and waving it at her, unable to think of a more succinct way to make my point.

She stared at my cock as I shook it in my hand, the smooth head swelling as I tensed for her. “Oh, God, look at it,” she groaned, biting at her lip before she glanced at the closed partition.

“Don’t worry about her,” I smiled, easing her concern as she looked back at my cock. “Don’t worry about anything.”

“Okay,” she replied softly, her hand reaching slowly for my cock. “God, you’re so big,” she said, taking a delicate grip and giving it a gentle squeeze. “And so hard... I love it.”

“Why don’t you show me how much you don’t like to suck cock?” I teased, forcing a smile from her as she leaned closer.

“I’d love to,” she oozed, nestling next to me as she prepared to lower her head, my hand pulling her into a kiss before she could. “Mmmm,” she moaned as I buried my tongue into her mouth, running my fingers through her hair and scratching at her scalp before letting her go, her eyes burning with a new vigour.

“Now, show me,” I teased, easing her head down toward my towering cock, her mouth opening wide to gobble at the head. “Fuuuck, that’s it.”

“Mmmmm!” she hummed, sucking on the tip before dribbling her juices over the head, opening wide to stuff it into her mouth. “Aghhhhhhhh!” she gurgled, holding herself down before bobbing back up for air, her hands pumping the full length of my shaft as she drooled over me.

“That’s it, don’t worry about any mess,” I teased, taking a grip of her thick, blonde locks and lowering her back down, her mouth opening wide for me. “Shit, wait right there,” I said, her slobbering mouth halting around the head of my cock as I picked up the camera and turned it on. “Say ‘hello’ to your husband,” I said as I hit record, aiming the camera at her sucking lips.

She slipped my cock from her drooling mouth, licking at the head as she looked to the camera. “Hi, honey,” she said, pumping me slowly into her mouth.

“Do you miss him yet?” I asked, her head shaking ‘no’ as she kept up her sucking. “Are you sure?” I teased, her head nodding ‘yes’. “What do you think he’s doing right now while you’re sucking my dick?”

“Probably... jerking his little cock,” she smirked, kissing at the head as she looked into the camera.

Ha! She’s getting braver!

“Why don’t you suck your husband’s cock like this?” I asked sadistically, awaiting her response as she licked her way down to my balls and up again.

“... Because I don’t like his cock,” she whispered, looking into the camera as she jerked me.

“Why not?”

“... Because it’s small,” she said, stroking her hand up and down my shaft as she spat at it. “And it’s soft... Ptoo! Ptoo!”

Oof!

“So you told him you don’t like giving head?” I asked, labouring the point.

She nodded, looking straight into the camera as she batted my sloppy cock across her cheek. “I lied,” she confessed, pouting her lips to kiss at it from the corner of her mouth. “I love this big, hard cock,” she moaned, slapping it to her lips as she dribbled. “I could suck it all night long.”

“You can if you want,” I laughed, watching as she lapped at me like an ice cream cone.

“I’ll do whatever you tell me to do,” she said, kissing at the head as she looked at me with a promising assurance. “I’ll do anything for this big, juicy dick.”

Shit, I bet she would...

“You hear that, Jefferey?” I laughed. “Anything.”

Hmmmm... What else can I say to torment him...

“What if I told you...” I said, squeezing at her breasts as she jerked me, “... That I’d take you home right now if you didn’t fit that whole dick down your throat... What would you do?”

She smiled as she looked into the camera before eyeing up the length of my cock. “I can’t fit it all in,” she whispered, “it’s too big.”

“Well, I guess it’s home time for you then,” I said, making her giggle as she got to her knees and made her way between my legs.

“Please, don’t sent me home,” she smiled, gripping my shaft and directing me to her lips as they parted. “Mmmmm,” she sucked slowly, looking into the camera before opening wide and delving deep. “AGGGHHHHAAAH! Oh, fuck!” she gasped, coming back up for air, pumping my cock giddily before trying again. “AGHAAGHAAGH!”

“Is that the best you’ve got?” I teased. “Are you trying to tell me you want to go home?”

“AAAGHAAAAGHAAAAAGHAAAAAAGH!” she gagged, deeper and deeper with each gulp until her mouth could take no more, forcing herself down as she tried to cram my throbbing girth past her lips. “AGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

“Fuck me,” I groaned, watching as she finally relented, hauling my cock from her mouth as she knelt up, gasping desperately for air, strings of saliva dangling from her chin. “That was a good effort, nearly halfway!”

“... Thank you,” she smirked, jerking her slobber up and down my shaft as she caught her breath. “You’re not going to take me home, are you?” she asked, leaning to rub my cock all over her face and slap it to her cheeks.

“No, I’m not gonna take you home,” I said. “Maybe ever...” I let the threat hang for her husband to panic to before I spoke again. “Well... we’ll be at your new home shortly,” I said, filming out of the window at the passing scenery. “Say ‘goodbye’ to your husband...”

“Bye, honey,” she smirked, sucking on the tip before I shut off the camera.

“I don’t even know if I’m gonna let him have this back,” I laughed, placing it down on the seat.

“Seriously, he’ll probably cry if you don’t,” she giggled, “the others will want to film it, too... They’ve been talking about it for so long... They’ve been talking about you for even longer.”

Oh, yeah?

“Really?” I asked, interested to hear more. “And what do they say about me?”

“Well... At first, they said that you were a very rude young man,” she smirked, still jerking my cock as she spilled the beans.

“Ha! Me? Rude?” I laughed, my mind flashing back to all the times I stared at them with flagrant contempt.

I suppose that could be interpreted as rude...

“They said you walked around the club like you owned the place,” she giggled.

“Ha! That’s projection,” I dismissed, shocked at the gall of them. “They just couldn’t stand that I didn’t kiss their ass like everyone else.”

“Then you started actually owning... well, everything,” she laughed. “They didn’t like that at all... They tried to come up with ways to ‘freeze you out’... whatever that means.”

Ha! I knew they’d try! That’s why I bought so many shares in everything else and forced them into their little crumbling corner!

“Well, that didn’t work, did it?” I laughed. “So how did we go from hating me to asking me to fuck their wives?”

“That would be Jane,” she smirked, raising a warning brow.

“Jane? Is that Ben’s wife?”

“Mhmm.”

“So, how does Jane come into this?”

“Well,” she said, preparing her explanation as she kissed at my cock. “After you bought up everything, they realised that they couldn’t do anything to stop you... You could ‘ruin them overnight’, they said.”

If I wanted...

“And when they just gave up... Jane was furious,” she giggled.

“Oh, Jane wanted a comeback did she?” I laughed, imagining a faceless, little fireball berating Ben as I struggled to remember the other women from the picture.

“She wanted something,” Gloria replied. “But when it became clear nothing could be done, she got a little... obsessed with you.”

Ha! What the fuck? Where’s this going?

“What do you mean?” I asked, looking down at her smirking face. “Obsessed?”

“A little bit, yeah,” she laughed. “She told us that...” She paused, thinking whether she should go any further.

“What?” I laughed, insisting that she did.

“She said that... she called out your name in bed to get a rise out of her husband... but he liked it!” she giggled, squeezing tight on my cock as she awaited my response.

“Fuck off,” I laughed. “Noooo!”

“That’s what she told us!” she giggled, looking me dead in the eye. “She said she ‘didn’t expect that sort of rise’!”

“Ha! I bet she didn’t!”

What the fuck? I’d have thrown her out there and then!

“After that, she said she wasn’t going to let him have her again until you did first,” she smirked, giddy to be filling me in.

“Are you serious?” I asked, imagining the look on Ben’s face when he was told the terrible news.

“Yes,” she nodded with wide eyes, assuring me she was. “She said, after that, she’d had enough... that she’d lost all respect for him... that if he’s going to give up his livelihood to you, just like that, then he should give her up as well.”

Shit... Maybe this is one big Jane conspiracy to destroy me... Maybe I should skip Jane...

“She said she told him she’d get you to fuck her so hard that he’d feel it!”

Okay, no, definitely not skipping Jane!

“Well, shit...” I laughed, processing the wive’s gossip as she continued to jerk me. “So... if Jane was the instigator... how did your husband end up being the one to ask me? How did the others get involved?”

“Ben wouldn’t ask you!” she laughed. “He’s petrified of you! They all are... but, Ben especially... So, he started talking about it with the others... Dropping comments, trying to get them on board... and us girls might have helped nudge them... As it turned out, they didn’t need much persuading.”

“And what about the ladies?” I laughed, trying to get my head around the details. “You were all on board with it straight away?!”

“Well, the way that Jane would talk about you,” she laughed defensively, “it’s like you were the answer to our prayers! ... And she told us that you had a big cock... She said Ben saw it dangling in your pants while you were in the locker room!”

“Oh, I feel violated!” I laughed, moving to cover myself up with my hands as she giggled and struggled to keep a hold of me.

“She is going to freak out when she sees this thing!” she laughed, shaking it in her hands. “We weren’t expecting it to be this big!”

“So... your husband was the big, strong, brave one, huh?” I smirked. “You must be very proud... That must earn him some respect, right?”

She pursed her lips as she shook her head, almost cringing at the thought of her husband. “Any respect he gained for that, he lost while he was wiping your cum off my tits,” she winced, replaying it in her head. “I didn’t have the heart to let him clean my pussy... I think I’d have cried!”

“I was trying to make him cry, not you!” I laughed.

“I know you were,” she smirked. “You’re a big bully, aren’t you?” she said, jerking me across her face as she grew excited. “Are you going to ruin me with this big bully cock?!”

“As soon as we get home,” I replied, enjoying her heavy breathing all over my shaft as she made out with it, her eyes shut with a sensual concentration. “Not long now... you’ll just have to keep sucking it until then.”

“I will!” she groaned, lapping at my balls before licking up the shaft and taking the head into her mouth. “Mmmmm! I’ll suck the cum right out of these big bully balls!” she moaned, her hands massaging at them as she started to choke herself on my cock.

Oh, fuck me!

“I can’t believe you had me cum in your pussy!” I groaned, watching as she tried to devour me, her spluttering lips coughing me back up to answer. “I wasn’t expecting that... What happened to all those rules, huh?”

“Fuck his rules!” she groaned, jerking me impatiently. “Oh, God, it was so hot! You came so deep! And so much!”

“Well, there’s one rule we didn’t break,” I said, looking down at her as she slowed her strokes, her eyes widening slightly.

“... You want to shove this big, fat cock into my little asshole, don’t you?” she teased, gripping me at the base and giving me a shake and lick. “Is that what you want?”

“Yes,” I replied candidly, watching her look my length up and down, “that’s exactly what I want.”

She looked at me, then back to my cock, tilting the head to her lips and licking. “Then that’s exactly what you’ll get,” she said, enveloping the head as she stared up at me, keeping her eyes fixed to me as she fed me deeper into her mouth.

Well, that’s a promise! Look at those eyes!

I glanced out of the window, spotting my woodland in the distance as I counted down the seconds until I was stuffing my cock in her ass. I gripped a handful of her hair and guided her slobbering mouth up and down my shaft, her eyes doing their best to lock onto mine as I rocked her. That was when I noticed it. The partition window crept down a smudge, looking as though it had already done this a few times before; the next time revealing Jo’s blinking eyes in the rear view mirror.

No way! Oh, she is a fucking naughty girl!

I placed my hand on the back of Gloria’s head and held her down, leaning forward to chastise Jo with my eyes, waving my hand for her to raise the partition. But, she didn’t; her smiling glare teasing me as the screen inched down further.

“AAGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!” Gloria choked, struggling to be let up as I held her down, waving Jo away with my free hand to no avail. “GHAAAAH!” she gasped for air as I lifted my hand from her head, giving up on shooing away the prying eyes. “Fuck! I love choking on your cock!” she giggled breathily, looking up at me as she jerked, my eyes trying to lock to hers as Jo fought for my attention.

Fuck! She is so bad! I’ve let her get away with far too much! She’s the one ‘taking liberties’ with me... Argh, but I like that about her! But she knows it! The little fucking minx! Right, she’s had her little peep, we’re nearly there anyway... That’s enough.

I placed my hand back on top of Gloria’s head and guided her down, filling her throat as I leant for the partition switch, shaking my head at Jo as it closed. “Fuck! That’s it,” I groaned, letting her back up for air as we entered into the pitch black darkness of the woodland. “We’ll be there in a few minutes, you better kiss it goodbye for now,” I teased, her lips planting their kisses as I picked up her robe and draped it over her back.

“Tell me how hard you’re going to fuck me with that big cock,” she smirked, her giddiness palpable as she slipped back into her robe. “Tell me what you’re going to do to me in that big castle of yours!”

“I’m gonna take you to the dungeons first,” I replied, pulling my pants back up and arranging my raging cock down the leg. “Nobody will be able to hear you scream down there...”

“Do you seriously have a dungeon?!” she asked, her eyes lighting up with a fiery lust as she looked up at me.

Well, shit! Now I wish I wasn’t joking!

“Ha! No,” I replied. “Sadly not... But, I could have one installed to keep you chained up in, if you’d like.”

“I would like,” she smirked, her hands scratching at my thighs as she knelt up to kiss me, her attention captured by the grounds opening up outside as we left the woods.

Shit, she’s a kinky one... Wait... Could I actually have a dungeon installed?

“Oh, wow! Look at this place!” Gloria gasped, sliding onto the seat beside me and peering out of the window. “Oh, it’s magical!”

“Yeah, it looks nice when it’s lit up at night,” I said, following her gaze across the sprawling water gardens as they sparkled with silver.

“Nice?!” she laughed. “It’s gorgeous! Oh, are those... stables?! Do you have horses?!”

“Yeah, I have quite a few,” I replied, noting her giddy excitement as she clasped her hands together. “Do you ride?”

“Nooo, not anymore! But, I used to as a girl,” she said, looking out towards the stables. “Oh, I love horses!”

“You can take your pick and go for a ride tomorrow, if you’d like,” I said, Gloria turning to look at me.

“Well, I’m not really dressed for that kind of riding, am I?” she smirked, noting her attire.

“Gloria, honestly, there are more items of untouched women’s clothing and random products in my home than there are in town,” I said, reassuringly. “You can take your pick... or if there’s something you’d like to order in, I’ll introduce you to Claire; she deals with all that. She’ll have it by the next day at the latest... You can leave with more clothes than you have at home if you’d like, you’d be doing Claire a favour!”

“Wow... you, err... you weren’t kidding, were you?” she said, looking at me with a raised brow. “About wanting for nothing.”

“I told you; I haven’t lied to you,” I said. “Did you think I was gonna promise you the world and then leave you outside in some dingy kennel in your robe?”

“Well, no, but-”

“Listen, if you want to spend the next few days horse riding and shopping around my house for a new wardrobe, you’re more than welcome to,” I said, leaning back in my seat as we crawled down the drive. “That was the deal and I’m a man of my word.”

“And if I’d rather spend more time with you, instead?” she asked, sliding closer to me and stroking her fingers along the bulge in my pants. “What if I don’t want to wear any clothes at all? And what if I only want to ride you? What then?”

“Well, then I’d be obliged to give the lady what she wants,” I said, looking into her eyes as I enjoyed her touch. “Or I wouldn’t be a man of my word, would I?”

She smiled, narrowing her eyelids and looking me over, as if searching for a chink in my armour, before gazing back into my eyes. “Oh, I like you,” she whispered, “... I like you very much.”

The car came to a stop by the stone steps that led up to the main entrance, Jo jumping out in a hurry and opening the door for us.

“Welcome home, Sir... Madam...” she announced in her poshest voice, her ever present grin plastered across her face.

“Thank you, Joanne,” I replied, still giving her the frosty full name treatment as I stepped out and offered my hand to Gloria.

“Will that be all for tonight, Sir?” she asked, her eyes teasing me as she sensed my annoyance.

“Not yet,” I said, reaching to scoop Gloria up into my cradling arms as she stood barefoot on the cold ground. “You can open the door for us... Go on.”

“Yes, Sir,” she smiled, sauntering ahead in her little uniform as I followed behind with Gloria in my arms, teasing me with the flicks of her hips.

She always does that walk when she’s in front of me! She never walks like that when she doesn’t know that I’m watching! I mean... if she’s trying to get my attention, it’s obviously working! She needs a good spanking, the naughty thing!

“Oh, my goodness,” Gloria gasped, looking up at the fortress-like building as I carried her to the entrance. “It’s magnificent!”

Jo opened the door wide and stepped aside, curtseying jovially as we entered. I set Gloria down inside, her eyes wide in awe as she drank the place in, looking up to the above floors and peering down each wing towards the sound of women’s laughter.

“Just one moment,” I said to Gloria, leaving her to look around as I took the encroaching Joanne by the arm and guided her back outside. “Wipe that grin off your face, you,” I said in a hushed tone as I looked down at her, her lips feigning sadness as her eyes beamed with glee. “You had your fun in the car... Enough, now.”

“What?” she said innocently. “I just wanted a little peek... Why does everyone else get to see it, but me?”

“Goodnight, Joanne...” I said with a warning look, her grin morphing into a pout as she looked back up at me.

“I didn’t even get to see it, anyway... She was in the way!” she smiled, looking down at my bulge.

“Goodnight, Joanne.”

“Ugh! Fine!” she huffed, looking back up at me with a grumpy face. “Goodnight, then... you big bully...” The grin was back again, more mischievous than ever as she took off towards the car, doing the same teasing walk, my eyes following her hips as she went.

Ha! Guess she heard that then... She’s getting more and more unruly... I’m gonna have to deal with her eventually... But, not tonight...

I stepped back inside, shutting the door into its arched stone frame, the boom making Gloria jump as I stepped to join her in the middle of the hall.

“How many people are here?” she asked, looking down the east wing as a handful of ladies crossed the hall to join the others in one of the lounges.

“To be honest, I’m not sure,” I replied, keeping an eye on the west wing, expecting Helen to show up with her usual greeting. “It varies... probably about eighty or so at the moment, judging from the noise... There could be more asleep upstairs, though.”

“Is there a party or something?” she asked, her eyes still fixed down the hall.

“Oh, no, you’d know if there was a party!” I laughed. “Sounds like they’re just hanging out... C’mon.” She took my hand as we made our way up the staircase.

“Is it true that you don’t let any men here?” she asked, peering down the corridors on the second floor to find more women stepping in and out of the bedrooms.

“Where did you hear that?” I asked as I guided her up the staircase.

“Well, you know...” she said, her feet stepping softly up the marble steps, “... people talk, don’t they? ... And I know you don’t hire men.”

“Ha! I suppose people do talk,” I replied. “And they’d be correct on this occasion... These floors are for any of the ladies that wish to stay the night, and up here,” I said leading her up to my living quarters, “is where you’ll usually find me.”

“How big is this place?!” she laughed, getting tired out by the steps as she looked up the remaining flights.

“Big enough for now,” I replied, guiding her up to the landing. “Down that way is my personal library, you can go in there if you want but there’s more of a choice in the main library downstairs.” I stepped down the corridor pointing out each of the rooms. “That’s a gym, that’s a lounge, cinema room, dining room and kitchen... and up here... last steps, I promise... is the bedroom.”

“Wow,” she said, stepping inside and taking a look around. “It’s huge... Oh, the carpet’s so soft,” she said, wriggling her bare toes in the soft fibres.

“The bathroom is just in there if you need it,” I said, pointing to the door on the far side of the room.

“Oh, I do!” she laughed, doubling over on herself. “Quite desperately!”

“Ha! You should have said, I’d have taken you downstairs!”

“Sorry, I was too caught up in everything,” she said, her hands straightening the silk over her thighs. “May I?”

“Of course,” I laughed, nodding to the bathroom door, “go ahead!”

“Thank you,” she said, hurrying off towards the door before opening it and searching for the lights. “Oh, wow! Look at that bath! ... Sorry!” she said, smiling back at me as she closed the door.

Ha! I like her! I can’t believe she’s actually here... What a fucking crazy night!

I took my jacket off and hung it up on the stand, heading over to the balcony doors and opening them wide, stepping out into the cool night to survey the grounds. I listened to the soft noises of Gloria running water in the bathroom behind me, half expecting to see her husband’s car come pelting down the driveway after us. But, it didn’t.

Nah, he wouldn’t dare... I gave him every opportunity to sack up... I practically tried to force him to! But, he just let it happen... He just let me take his wife home with me... Fuck me!

I heard the bathroom door open, Gloria soon peeking out onto the balcony, smiling when she spotted me.

“Oh, wow, look at that,” she said, stepping out to join me, her eyes dazzled by the glittering sights of the grounds.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I asked, enjoying the wonder on her face as she looked around.

“Oh, erm... some water would be lovely, thank you,” she replied, looking up at me.

“Just water?” I asked, making sure she wasn’t trying to spare me out of politeness. “You could have anything you’d like... Wine... Champagne... I think I could even stretch to a glass of orange juice!”

“Well... I suppose this view deserves a glass of champagne,” she giggled. “If it’s not too much trouble...”

“It’s no trouble at all,” I replied, “and don’t be shy about telling me what you really want from now on, okay?”

“Okay,” she smiled as I stepped back inside, heading over to the drinks cabinet, leaving her to look around while I selected a bottle and set out the glasses.

I popped the cork and poured, leaving the bottle in the cooler as I carried the glasses to the balcony. “Here, you are.”

“Thank you,” she said, taking a delicate hold of the glass. “Cheers...”

“Cheers.” I clinked mine to hers, the two of us taking a smiling sip.

“So, tell me...” she said, looking up into my eyes. “What are your intentions from here on out?”

“How do you mean?”

“Well... what do you plan to do with the others?”

“I told you...I plan to bring them here,” I said, mirroring her in taking another sip. “... In fact, would you mind telling me the names of the other two...”

“Don’t you know?” she giggled. “How much did my husband actually tell you?”

“Practically nothing,” I laughed. “He pretty much just showed me a picture of four ladies and asked me to fuck them.”

“He told me he was ‘very thorough’!” she said, shaking her head. “Did he even tell you my name?”

“He did, actually... pointed you out as his and everything... To be honest, you’re the only one I could really remember from the picture at all...”

She smirked at me. “And why’s that, may I ask?”

Because you look a bit like Helen...

“Because you’re beautiful, of course... and because he pointed his stubby finger right at your face!”

Does that count as a lie? I think I’m still clean with that one... She is beautiful...

She giggled, shaking her head as she looked out towards the night. “So, you agreed... with such little information... Why? What do you get out of this?”

I paused, taking another sip, not really knowing how to answer before I spoke. “Well... I get to meet some beautiful women... and furthermore; I get to make sweet, sweet love to them in the ways that they so desperately desire...” I joked, sending her into a giggle.

“I find it hard to believe that you would struggle with any of that without my husband’s and his friend’s help,” she said, looking at me. “Tell me why... really why...”

Okay, fine... Shit, where do I start?

“... I don’t have any family... that I know of, at least... I grew up as an orphan... I don’t know who my parents are or were... Did you know that about me?” I asked, her eyes widening slightly.

“I... I did, yes,” she said, seeming a little embarrassed to know such a personal detail as she looked down to her feet.

“I was a very angry, young man,” I continued, letting the honesty flow as I took another sip. “I was always getting into fights, or some other kind of trouble... So, I was sent between the sort of places they send troublemakers... I have no memories of spending any meaningful amount of time around women until I was a grown man... Only men... And I hated every one of them...”

“I’m... I’m sorry that you had to go through that,” she said, resting her hand on my arm.

“No, it’s fine,” I laughed, “I found women to be very much worth the wait!”

She smirked as she took another sip. “Well, with looks like yours, I can imagine it didn’t take long for you to become acquainted with us...”

“Oh, I acclimatised quite well,” I replied, my mind flashing with an array of firsts.

“Like a fish to water, I’d bet,” she smiled.

“Something like that,” I said. “So, I grew up around all kinds of men... I know how they work; most are cowards, just like your husbands... They’ll never admit it, but they are...” I finished my drink and placed the glass down on the ledge, turning to face her. “Some might say otherwise, but I don’t think I’m a cruel person... I won’t go out of my way to harm a man for being a coward. If they leave me alone, they’ll generally have no problems with me... But the ones that don’t leave me alone... The ones like your husbands... The ones that gather like little hyenas; plotting and scheming while they think they have the upper hand, only to cower in fear when they find out they’re dealing with a lion, and then have the temerity to go on pretending they’re still bigger and better than everyone else... Those men, I will go out of my way to harm, and I’ll enjoy it...”

She looked up at me, digesting my words as she sipped at her drink, looking a little shook.

“Listen, I don’t know what you want from this. I’m not expecting anything from you,” I continued. “I know nothing about you, or your friends, apart from the fact that you’ve all made the same terrible mistake of marrying snivelling, little wimps... And if they want to make the mistake of letting another man near their wives, I will gladly make them pay for it...”

She was frozen stiff, her eyes wide as she took in my diatribe, but it wasn’t enough to stop me.

“I find you to be a pleasant lady, Gloria, and hopefully I’ll find your friends to be the same... But, to be entirely honest; I wouldn’t care if they weren’t, because the fact remains... I have your husbands’ balls beneath my heel where they fucking belong...” I stepped closer to her, her head tilting as she followed my eyes. “... I want to take their wives from them and make them cum so hard that they never want to go back... I want your husbands to regret ever even dreaming that anything good could come of this... And the fact that you’re here with me now, instead of lying awkwardly in bed next to him, tells me that there’s at least a part of you that wants that, too.”

She stared up at me, her eyes fixed to mine before she slammed back the remainder of her drink and placed the empty glass down. “You’re right...” she said, her hands shifting to her waist to loosen her robe. “That is what I want... It’s what we all want.” She parted the glistening silk and let it fall from her body, standing unashamed before me as she stared into my eyes. “I wasn’t born yesterday, I’m not stupid or deluded... I know that you could have any woman you wanted... We’re not expecting you to love us...” She stepped closer to me, her breasts nestling into my stomach as she ran her hands up my chest to unbutton my shirt. “We expect you to own us... like we’ve never been owned before...”

Well, shit... I did ask her not to be shy...

She spread my shirt apart, her nails slowly scratching their way down my chest and abs until she reached the waist of my pants. “We know that you hate our husbands, and we know that they’re scared of you... That’s why we wanted you.” She tugged on the waist of my pants, peering inside as my cock raged within. “We know they’re weak... We know they’re pathetic... How can we not when there’s a man like you to compare them with?” She ran her fingernails along the length of my bulge, looking up into my eyes. “We want you to make them see just how weak they truly are... and we don’t want you to be nice about it.”

Well, well, well...

“Then it would seem we understand each other a little better,” I smiled, holding her intense gaze.

“It would seem that we do,” she replied, her lips pouting into a delicious smirk. “Why don’t you take me to your bed and make me understand a little more?” She looked to the bed as it lay in waiting, before back into my eyes. “You’ve already brought my husband to heel, now do the same to me... If you can...”

Ha! This is definitely not the same woman I met a few hours ago!

“Oh, I’ll bring you to heel,” I promised, warning her with my glare. “You’ve had it easy so far.”

“I don’t want it easy, I never asked for easy,” she whispered, her breath growing heavy as she gripped at my bulge. “I want it hard.”

Oh, I’m gonna enjoy this...

“Inside.”

She smiled, her eyes glancing at my lips briefly before she stood to her tiptoes for a taste.

Ah, ah, ah!

I gripped her face, squeezing her cheeks firmly as I stopped her encroaching kiss in its tracks, her eyes widening anxiously. “I said... ‘inside’...”

Her eyes glazed, her head nodding in my grip as she let out a sigh of relief. “Yes, Sir.”

Ha! She is definitely a kinky one! Okay, this’ll be fun! I can play the ‘big bully’...

I kissed her puffed up lips fiercely before letting her go, her breasts heaving as she looked at me with a burning lust, her feet immediately stumbling over themselves to get inside.

I followed her in and shut the doors behind me, turning to find her waiting expectantly in the middle of the room for her orders. I left her to stew as I walked by her, taking a seat on the edge of the bed, her feet hurrying to join me as she dropped to her knees to attack my shoes.

“Let me get these for you,” she smiled, slipping them from my feet before tugging on my socks.

“Is this what you do for your husband when he gets back from a long day at the office?” I asked, enjoying the feel of her dainty hands massaging at my big feet.

“Not once,” she smirked, placing my foot back down, shocking me as she bowed, her lips planting soft kisses to my feet.

Ha! She really does want to be brought to heel... It’s like she’s worshipping me! I wish her husband could see this... Wait... Where’s the camera?! ... Oh, fuck! I’ve left it in the car! Shit, I bet Jo’s found it by now! She is definitely gonna have a look at what’s on it...

I sat on my bed, thinking about what I should do, my mind racing as I watched her ass shake from side to side as she kissed at my feet.

Fuck it, I’m not leaving to get it now... I’ll have to get it back from her tomorrow... Plan B, it is...

“Why don’t we give your husband a call to let him know you’ve arrived safely,” I said, taking my phone from my pocket. “You can say goodnight to him.”

She knelt up, looking to my phone with a smirk. “If you insist,” she said, as I searched for his number, turning it on speaker and placing the phone beside me on the bed as it began to ring. No sooner than I had let go, his desperate voice answered.

“Hello?!”

“... Hi, honey,” Gloria called, fighting back a giggle as she looked up at me.

“Oh, honey, it’s you! It’s good to hear your voice,” he replied pathetically. “Are you... okay?”

“Oh, we’re great, Jefferey,” I said, imagining his stunned face on the other end. “Isn’t that right, honey?” I teased, looking to his wife, my choice of words not lost on her.

“That’s right, honey,” she smirked back at me. “We’re more than great.”

“That’s, errm... that’s good,” her husband stuttered. “Is, errr... Is the place nice?”

“Honey, could you take my pants off for me?” I teased, forcing a grin across Gloria’s lips.

“... Of course I can, honey,” she replied, trying to fight back the laughter. “... And, yes,” she called to the phone. “His home is beautiful... I love it,” she said, shuffling on her knees between my legs as she unzipped my pants and pulled them down.

“Good, good,” he said, clearly forcing his enthusiasm. “So... everything’s... okay, then? I’ve... been worried about you.”

“Don’t worry about her, Jefferey,” I butted in. “She seems absolutely fine... By the way she’s undressing me, she seems quite desperate to get to bed for a good night’s sleep.” I watched as she dragged my boxers down giddily, my cock springing free, the head oozing with precum after an age of teasing.

“Oh, my God,” she groaned as she knelt up between my thighs, lifting her heavy tits to rest either side of my throbbing cock. “Tell me to suck it,” she said, looking up at me. “Tell me to fucking choke on it!”

“Woah! I guess I was wrong,” I laughed. “She doesn’t seem that tired after all... My apologies, Jefferey.”

“Well, errr, honey... are yo-”

“Excuse me, Jefferey,” I interrupted. “Don’t be so rude, your wife was just talking to me...” I sat up from my elbows gripping my shaft and directing the head to Gloria’s waiting lips. “What was it, honey? Ah, yes, that was it... Choke on my fucking cock.” She burst into action, her mouth accepting me greedily as she forced me to the back of her throat, coughing me back up with a torrent of her saliva when she could take no more.

“I’d... I’d like to speak to my wife... privately,” Jefferey said, his tone as meek as a mouse.

Well, fuck me! Could it be true? Does his spine actually have a single vertebra left intact?!

Almost proud of him, I reached for the phone. “Of course you would, Jefferey,” I said with a feigned earnestness. “It’s only natural that a husband would want to speak with his wife in private. Forgive me... Gloria, honey, take that dick out of your mouth, your husband would like to talk to you in private.”

I passed her the phone, leaving it on speaker as she held it by her sucking lips. “What?” she asked begrudgingly as she kissed at my cock.

“Am I... off the speaker?” he asked cautiously, my nod to his wife confirming her answer.

“Yes, what is it?” she asked, smirking at me before swirling her tongue around the swollen head.

“Can you... go somewhere private? So we can talk,” he said, obviously able to hear his wife’s passionate lips all over me.

“No, I can’t, that’s rude,” she replied, smooching at the tip of my cock before engulfing the head with her sucking lips.

“Well... Are you okay?” he asked. “It all happened so quickly, I didn’t know if you wanted me to stop him...”

Ha! Stop me? Fuck off.

“No, I wanted to go with him,” she replied bluntly, tapping my cock to her pouted lips. “And you wouldn’t have stopped him, anyway.”

Ha! She said it!

“I would!” he replied unconvincingly. “If... I thought you wanted me to.”

Ugh, how weak. “Is it okay if I object, honey?”

“You wouldn’t, you’re scared of him,” she laughed, finding her words very pleasing to me as she looked up for my response. “You just stood there while he took me away... But, it’s okay... I wanted him to take me... As soon as he offered me the chance to go with him, I couldn’t wait to leave...”

Well, fuck me! Look who’s trying to make him cry now! I’m gonna need to up my game, she’s not making him cry before I do!

“... Honey-”

“I knew as soon as he squeezed his big, fat cock inside me that I wasn’t going to be happy with just one turn,” she confessed, looking into my eyes as she jerked her slobber up and down my shaft.

Fuck! She’s gonna win! I need to get back on the playing field!

“Have you cleaned the rest of my cum off your sheets yet, Jefferey?” I called, the phone remaining silent. “I know it wouldn’t have taken you as long as cleaning up all your mess, though! Wow, seriously, Jefferey... you came soooo much,” I teased in the most sarcastic tone I could muster.

“Are you bullying my husband?” Gloria jumped in. “It’s not his fault his little balls can’t hold as much as yours,” she said, smirking at me as she bunched mine up in her hands and kissed at them.

Fuck, she’s really going for the jugular...

“Mmmmm, I love these big bully balls!” she teased, her tongue lapping her saliva all over my heavy sack as she jerked my cock urgently. “Are you gonna bully me next?” she teased, squeezing my shaft tight. “Are you gonna bully me with this big dick while my husband listens like a little bitch?”

HA! Fuck me, she is brutal!

The phone was silent. For some reason, Jefferey didn’t feel like talking. “What do you think, Jefferey?” I called, trying to prompt him. “Shall I bully your wife with my cock?” But still, the phone remained silent.

Shit, is he even still there?

“He’s too scared to answer,” she said, looking at the phone. “He’s just going to sit there and-”

“Yes,” came the weak, belated reply.

Ooh, forced to action!

“Well then, ask him nicely,” Gloria replied, keeping her husband wriggling on the hook.

“... Please...” came the tortured reply.

“Please, what?!” Gloria chastised, looking to the phone.

“... Please... bully my wife... with your cock...” he said in the tone of a completely beaten man.

Oh, shit! She’s broken him... There might actually be tears!

“Well... since you asked so nicely,” I said, standing to my feet and reaching under his wife’s arms, lifting her from the ground and tossing her to the bed.

“Oh, God, yes!” she squealed as she came to a bouncing stop, looking up at me as I climbed to the bed and stood over her. “Throw me around! Treat me like he can’t!” she growled up at me, her hand still gripping the phone as her husband listened on in silence.

I took to my knees, planting them either side of her before taking a grip of her hair and lifting her head from the mattress. “Open that mouth wide,” I ordered, taking a firm grip of my shaft and thrusting it into her slobbering mouth.

“GHAAH!” she choked as I hauled myself back out. “Fuck, yes! Fuck my face!” she spat, popping her lips open again. “AAGHAAGHAAGH!” she gagged as I began to buck into her throat, her free hand rummaging between her thighs for her pussy as I began to rock her head back and forth. “AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHHHHH!”

“Oh, fuck me!” I groaned as I released her, only for her to continue her rocking unhindered, her face a spluttering blur.

“AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGH!”

Shit, look at her go! Fuuuuuck!

“AGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAGHAAAH!” she choked, gasping for breath as her head fell back to the sheets, streaks of saliva stringing from my raging cock to her panting lips. “Fuck! I love it so fucking much!”

“Have some more, then,” I smirked, leaning over her and stuffing my cock back into her mouth. “Talk to your husband, he’s listening,” I teased as I began to thrust slowly into her mouth, fucking her face as she lay flat against the sheets.

“AAGGHHHHHHHH!” she spluttered as she brought the phone to her cheek, her tongue waving at the underside of my shaft as she choked her muffled words. “AGGHHH! AGH! AGGGHHH!”

Fuck, that feels good!

“Keep talking,” I ordered, holding my plank as she struggled to get her message across. “Scream down that fucking dick!”

“MMMMAAAAAAAAAGHHHHHHH!” she screamed, my cock buzzing in her sloppy mouth with the intense vibrations.

“Fuck, that’s it! Scream for that dick!” I teased, watching her face turn bright red as she began to shudder, her hand vigorous as she brought herself to orgasm.

“MMAAAAAAAAAGH! AAAGHAAGHHHH! AAAAGHAAAGHAAAAAGH!” she screamed and choked, thrusting her pussy from the mattress as she rubbed herself with a desperate fury. I rode out her storm, holding as still as I could until her body began to calm, her moans joined by the heavy breathing of her husband. “Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” she gasped as I slipped from her lips, her eyes shut tight as she lay sprawled beneath me.

“Give me that,” I said, kneeling back up and snatching the phone from her, tossing it to the side. “You need both hands for this.” I slapped my sloppy cock to the middle of her chest, her hands immediately following their cue as she propped up her breasts.

“That’s it, use these big, fat titties!” she teased, squeezing her breasts together as I thrust into them. “Fuuuck, that’s it! Fuck them hard! UGH! UGH! UGH! Fuck them like you’re gonna fuck my pussy!”

I picked up the pace, my angry cock ploughing through her soft, slick cleavage as she held them tight, her sporadic spitting driving me wilder.

Fuck, man! I could probably cum! Better get that out of the way before I start fucking her!

“Come here,” I growled, reaching under her back and lifting her head as I began to jerk my cock at her lips. “I’m gonna cum all over that pretty, little face!”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she purred, staring at my cock as she tilted her face for me to paint. “Give it to me! Fucking mark me! Make me your little whore!”

Oh, fuck me!

“Suck on those balls!” I ordered, jangling them by her lips, her tongue immediately lapping at my heavy sack.

“Lahlahlahlah! Mmmmm!” she moaned, trying to suck one into her mouth, her frustrated tongue licking hungrily at me as my balls began to tighten.

Fuck, I’m there!

I gripped her head tight as my muscles seized, the first spurt striking her delighted face with force, splattering across her lips as they uttered their filthy encouragement.

“Oh, fuck, yes! Give me that fucking cum!” she moaned, sticking the tip of her tongue out to flick at her chin as I my load began to pile up on her face. “Ahhhhhlahlahlah!”

“Fuuuck!” I growled, pumping my cock for all it was worth, the never ending spurts firing streaks across her face and up into her hair.

“Oh, God, yes!” she groaned, her eyelids shut delicately as my hot, sticky load struck and streamed down her face. “Cum all over your little whore’s face!”

Oh, fuck me! She’s a naughty thing...

I took deep, angry breaths, the force of my orgasm shuddering through my body, the craving to be inside her an urge too strong to shake off. “Fuuuck! Come here!” I growled, gripping under her arms and dragging her up the sheets before flipping her over onto her front. “I need this fucking pussy, right now!”

“Fucking take it!” she yelled, propping her ass up for me. “Take that fucking pussy! It’s yours!” she begged, her face covered in my seed as she panted on the sheets.

I spanked at her jiggling ass before parting her cheeks, rummaging my still oozing cock for her opening, struggling to squeeze inside between her closed thighs.

“Oh, my GOD!” she wailed as I crammed my way inside, sending a forceful thrust to lodge myself deep. “FUCK! IT’S STRETCHING ME OUT!”

“That’s it! Take that fucking dick!” I growled, gripping at her hair and piling it into a fist. “You’re not used to a dick like this, are you?” I teased, colliding with her thick, rippling ass cheeks as I drove my cock deeper.

“NO!” she howled as I began to rock her body on the bed with my pounding thrusts, her husband's heavy breathing getting heavier as the phone bounced on the sheets beside us. “GIVE ME THAT BIG FUCKING COCK!” she screamed desperately, my seed dripping from her face to a pooled mess on the sheets. “OH, MY GOD! YOU FUCK ME SO FUCKING GOOD!”

“Better than your husband?” I teased, glancing at the phone with the same contempt I would usually show him in person.

“SO MUCH FUCKING BETTER!” she screamed viciously, her voice cracked and harsh as I held her by the hair. “He could never... NEVER... OH, SHIT!”

I felt her shudder before her body tensed, her jiggling ass cheeks tightening as she arched her back, her heavy breasts rising from the mattress as an almighty roar rose from her core. “FFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” she howled, her hips thrusting wildly as her spine jerked, my cock still ramming inside her with abandon. “AHHHHAHAHAAAAAAAH!” she screamed, her hands searching desperately behind her for something to cling to.

“That’s it, cum on that fucking dick!” I growled, taking control of her arms and folding them across her back, pressing her howling face into the gooey mess on the sheets.

“UGHHH! FUUUHUUHUUCK!” she groaned as I pummelled her into a dizzy lust, her breathing laboured as her cheek lay plastered to the sticky sheets. I sent one last crashing thrust into her tight, quivering pussy, lodging myself deep as I held her arms tight, her body wriggling with tensing bursts as she struggled to control herself. “Oh, my God!” she huffed desperately. “You’re a... fucking... animal!”

“Me?” I teased, gripping at her hair as I leaned over her. “You’re the one howling and panting like a fucking she-wolf, you horny, little beast!”

She exhaled a breathy giggle as she lay in recovery, groaning as I scratched down her back and spanked at her puffed up asscheeks. “Mmmmm, is that what you want me to be for you? Your horny, little bitch?” she teased, shaking her hips as she ground her pussy back against me. “I can do that,” she oozed, her glazed face looking back over her shoulder as she gyrated her hips. “Are you the big, bad alpha that’s come to take us from our beta husbands?”

Ha! Did she just call her husband a ‘beta’?

“I’m sorry to break it to you, but your husbands aren’t betas,” I laughed, ringing her cervix with another thrust. “They’re fucking deltas at best!”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she groaned as I picked up my rhythm. “Give this horny bitch what she needs!” she laughed maniacally, howling like a wolf into the air as her husband began to groan and whimper down the line. “OWWWOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” she howled, panting wildly as she lifted her hungry pussy to meet my thrusts, giggling hysterically as she heard her husband hit his guilty climax.

“Ughhhh! Ughughughhhh! Fuuuhuuck!” he whined down the line, his pathetic, whimpering orgasm ruining my vibe as I halted my strokes.

“Shit, turn that off!” I growled in disgust, struggling to reach for the phone as Gloria wept with laughter. “I don’t want to hear him, he’s gross.”

“Make him just listen, then,” she laughed, watching as I switched off the speaker, his whimpers fading to mousey whispers of static. “... Make him listen while you take that big dick and shove it deep inside my little asshole...” The mousey whispers turned to squeaks, her husband’s shocked protestations falling on deaf ears as she ground on my cock.

Ha! She’s pulling out all the stops!

“Have you ever let your husband fuck you in the ass?” I teased, hauling my throbbing cock from her pussy and slapping the sloppy head to her pursed asshole.

“Never,” she moaned, spreading her asscheeks apart for me. “I told him it would hurt too much, even with his little dick... But, I’ll take it for you... I want you to stuff that big fucking cock in my asshole! Make me fucking howl!”

Shit, she’s fired up! Alright, let’s do it!

“Oh, you’ll howl,” I promised, spanking her thigh as I leapt from the bed. “Wait, right there.” I opened the bedside draw, grabbing the bottle of lube that Sue had been so kind to leave behind after one of our more intimate meetings.

“Oh, God!” she groaned as I crawled back on top of her, her hands parting her big asscheeks for me as I began to pour liberally.

“Let’s make that big, beautiful ass shine,” I teased, dripping the lube all over her cheeks as her hands began to rub it in. “Shit, look at that,” I ogled as her asshole puckered with anticipation, her hands struggling for purchase on her slippery cheeks.

“Oooh,” she moaned as I teased at her slick asshole with my thumb, pressing firmly until I slipped inside. “That’s so fucking bad!”

“Tell your husband how much you want me to fuck this little asshole,” I teased, dipping my thumb in and out with ease as she began to relax. “Pick the phone up and tell him.”

Her hand reached for the phone immediately, holding it to her ear as I fingered her. “I want him to use my little asshole,” she groaned down the line. “I want him to use it like you always wanted to... Oh, God...”

I pressed the head of my cock to her hole, tapping and teasing at it as I tested her resolve. “Are you ready?” I asked, my raging cock straining upon the start.

“Yes!” she cried as she arched her back, her ass rising to attention. “Shove it in!”

“Easy, now,” I teased, slowly increasing the pressure on her asshole as I gripped my shaft tight. “There’s no rush... I’ll break you in nice and slow...” I leaned harder, the tip of my cock penetrating her tight, slick hole as she began to hum. Her hole began to slowly spread as I leaned, wrapping tightly around the head of my cock

“Ooooh, fuuuuck,” she moaned, her body tense and still as she let me inside. “It’s so fucking big!”

“That’s just the head,” I laughed, tugging gently on her hole as I slipped back out, plunging back slowly a little deeper.

“Oh, shiiiiit,” she breathed, dropping the phone in favour of her pussy, her fingers rubbing desperately at her clit as I pressed on. “It’s so fucking intense! AH! FUCK!” she squealed as I spanked her glistening asscheek, squeezing tight around my cock as she did. “Ughhh, yes, baby! Spank that big ass while you fuck it!”

“You like this big dick in your ass, don’t you?” I teased, slipping deeper as I spanked her jiggling cheeks.

“Yes!” she cried, her face planted to the sheets as she propped her ass up, her fingers desperately flicking at her clit. “Fucking give it to me!”

Shit, she’s horny as fuck! She sounds so angry, I love it!

“Oh, FUCK! YES! Make me fucking take it!” she growled through gritted teeth as I increased my pace. “Fuuuuuuck!”

“Look at that little asshole, just swallowing that big dick right up,” I teased, staring at her hole as it spread taut around my shaft. “Your husband has been missing out...”

“Ugh, fuck! So have I!” she groaned, slapping at her horny clit as she surrendered her ass to my thrusts. “Ughhhh, you’re so... fucking... DEEP!”

“Tell your husband what it’s like getting fucked in the ass...”

“It’s so fucking intense!” she blurted, content with not hearing his reply as she left the phone by her side. “I can feel it everywhere! Ugggghhhhh! Fuuuuuuck!”

“That’s it,” I groaned, spanking at her ass as she began to jerk and quiver, her fingers growing urgent between her legs. “Make that pussy cum with that big dick in your ass!”

“UGH! FUUUUCK!” she wailed as I thrust deeper, spreading her wide with my girth as I took her halfway. “FUCK MY FUCKING ASSSSS!” she screamed desperately as I began to plough her with purpose, her thighs shaking as she brought herself to orgasm. “SHIT! SHIT! SHIT!”

“Fuck me,” I groaned, taken aback by the strength of her asshole as she tightened up, her body a jittering mess as she howled her abandoned frustrations.

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my... GOD!” she screamed, her feet kicking on the bed as she buried her cum-covered face into the sheets. “FUUUHUUUHUUUHUUUCK!”

Shit! She’s so fucking loud... Mary and Sue will be seething!

I looked to the phone as it lay still, the temptation to rub her husband’s face in the dirt too hard to ignore as I reached for it and turned the speaker on.

Oh, shit! Low battery! Better make this harsh and fast!

“You hear that, Jefferey?” I called, the phone remaining silent. “You hear how much your wife loves my big dick in her ass?”

“Arghhh! Fuck meeeeee!” Gloria groaned, almost weeping with pleasure as she panted into the sheets, her body falling to a blissful limpness as her orgasm subsided.

“Tell your husband how much you like it,” I ordered, holding her swaying ass up as I fucked it nice and slow.

“I love it!” she cried, laying on her cheek as she spoke towards the phone. “I love being his little fuck toy!” she goaded lustily, but the phone remained silent.

Well, the call’s still going... And he definitely hasn’t fallen asleep!

“Shit, Jefferey... If you could see your wife right now,” I teased, stroking up Gloria’s back and gathering her hair into my hands. “You wouldn’t believe how good her ass looks with my dick in it!”

“... Are you... filming it?” came the timid reply.

Oh, fuck off! Is that all he cares about?! He’s still not broken?!

It was my turn to take a pause, stunned by the sheer shamelessness of the man as I struggled for words.

“No! We’re not filming!” Gloria blurted, bouncing her ass up and down on my stiff cock. “You don’t get to see this! You only get to listen when he’s butt-fucking your wife!”

Ha! Okay, I like that better than anything I was about to say!

“... Okay, honey,” came the pathetic reply, his crushing disappointment palpable.

“You’re going to listen while he uses my ass for his pleasure!” she growled. “He’s going to butt-fuck your wife so fucking hard... And then he’s going to shoot his hot load wherever he wants!”

Well, I won’t argue with that... Hmmm, I think I’ll cum in the ‘forbidden hole’... for maximum effect!

“I’m gonna cum deep in this big, beautiful ass,” I teased, slapping at her cheeks before spreading them apart to make way for a daringly deep thrust.

“Oh, FUCK!” she squeaked, as I held my cock steady, tensing as she adjusted. “Do it!” she begged. “Cum in my fucking ass! Oh, GOD!” Her fingers darted back to her pussy as I looked to the phone.

Fuck, it’s gonna run out of battery! I need to hurry!

“Bounce that big ass on that dick,” I teased, slapping at her jiggling ass and thighs as she began to bob on the mattress. “Show me how much you want that cum!”

“Oh, fuck! I want it! I want to feel it deep in that fucking asshole,” she growled, backing up into me as she shook her tight hole up and down my throbbing shaft. “Oh, God, it’s so bad! I’m such a naughty fucking whore for your big cock! FUCK!”

“That’s it,” I teased, spanking her with encouragement. “Get that fucking load! And play with that pussy... I’m gonna cum when you cum!” I jerked at the base of my cock, my fist colliding with her asshole as she bounced up and down eagerly.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” she groaned into the air, her hair wrapped tight in my fist as she bounced on my cock and fingered her clit. “Okay... Okay,” she gasped, her hand fussing urgently between her legs. “I’ll cum for you!”

I tensed my cock, enjoying the feel of her bringing me to the edge with her eager efforts, her big, rippling ass a sight to behold. The sound of her asscheeks clapping and her heaving breasts slapping together filled the room with her grunts and groans, the rhythms meshing into a tantalisingly sordid tune as her rampant asshole brought me to the brim.

I gripped her tight, taking control of the rhythm as I tamed my approach, my balls beginning to tighten. “Cum for me, right fucking now!” I ordered, her desperate fingers rubbing and slapping faster at her clit as she doubled her efforts.

“I will! I will!” she cried desperately, her fingers a blur between her legs as I waited for her to tremble. “Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!”

Now!

I thrust hard, fucking her ass mercilessly as she bellowed her orgasm, her screams threatening to smash the windows as my squeezing balls ignited, firing my load deep inside her quivering ass.

“AHH! AHH! FUUUUCK!” she screamed, her body bucking wildly as I reined her in by the hair. “FUCK! I FEEL IT! UGHHHHH!”

“Fuuuuck,” I growled, pumping my load into her as I pawed and squeezed at her hanging breasts, holding her tight as I emptied my balls inside her. “That’s my good, little whore!” I teased, pinching at her rigid nipples as she shuddered on my cock.

“Oh, fuck! I am!” she cried, her hand reaching for mine as I squeezed at her massive breast. “I’m your dirty, little slut! Dump that load in my fucking ass while my husband listens! Tell him that you own me!”

“Your wife is mine, Jefferey,” I laughed, complying with her demands. “I’m gonna fill her up... every... single... fucking... day!” I thrust out my orgasm, her tight ass wringing the cum right out of me as I dragged back. “Fuck me, look at that!” I groaned, slowly slipping my cock from her juicy asshole as it gaped and winked.

“Oh, fuuuck!” she moaned as I slipped from her. “Oh, it’s so deep! Hnnnng!” she squeezed, her asshole puckering as she tried to force out my load, her fingers still rubbing and teasing at her clit.

I reached for the phone, taking it off speaker and putting it to my ear. “That’s enough for tonight, Jefferey,” I said, looking down at his wife’s freshly used asshole. “Maybe you’ll hear from us again... Say goodbye to your husband, Gloria...”

“Oh, God! It’s coming! Ugh! I feel it! Ughhhh!” Gloria groaned, concentrating on squeezing my spunk from her ass.

“Ha! Sorry! Where are her manners?” I laughed, slapping at Gloria’s thigh. “Hey! Say goodbye to your husband!”

“Bye!” she giggled, before returning to her task, my load beginning to pour from her as thick, white globs met her fiddling fingers. “Oh, God! Hnnnng!”

“... Goodbye, hon-”

Right, that’s enough of him, I thought, ending the call and tossing the phone away.

I jumped from the bed and made my way to the bathroom, grabbing a towel from the rack and running some water over it.

Let’s give her a scrub...

I returned to find her still bent over, looking up at me as I jumped back to the bed. I lay down beside her and lifted her chin to look at me, her horny, cum-glazed face giggling as I covered it with the towel.

“Ah!” she squealed as I scrubbed the mess from her face, shaking her around playfully before throwing her away, her body bouncing deliciously as she collapsed beside me. “Oh, you’re so rough!” she grinned, shuffling closer towards me, her breasts pooling as she lay on her side.

“You don’t know the meaning of the word,” I teased, throwing my arm around her and pulling her closer.

“Oh, you like to snuggle afterwards, do you?” she smiled, her hand roaming my body as her breasts smushed against me.

“I like snuggling with women that have bodies like you,” I replied, squeezing at her curves as she relaxed into me, her hand reaching to stroke gently at my easing cock.

“Well, you can fuck and snuggle me anytime you want,” she whispered, nestling her face into my neck, her soft lips teasing gently with their sensual kisses. “Oh, God! I’m tingling all over... I feel so relaxed! I don’t think I’ve ever felt this... satisfied!”

“Just you wait until tomorrow night,” I teased, squeezing at the side of her soft breast. “You’ll have had a whole day of this!”

“But I’ll have to share you with Jane, tomorrow night!” she whined, her kisses growing more desperate.

“Well, you’ll just have to share nicely, won’t you?”

“You don’t know Jane,” she giggled ominously. “She’ll be commanding, and demanding, quite a bit of your attention!”

Shit, I’m pretty excited to meet this Jane. She sounds like trouble...

“So, you think she’ll agree to come?” I asked, imagining Ben left standing in his doorway.

“Oh, I know she will... They all will, but Jane will be dragging you to your car!” she laughed. “... Oh, and it’s Tina and Caroline, by the way... the others, I mean...”

Tina and Caroline, huh? I wish I could remember what they look like! I just remember... cougars!

“... I could call them, if you’d like?” she said, lifting her head to look at me.

“No, I want to see what they’ll do,” I replied, settling her back down. “I want to see what they do in the moment... You can come with me tomorrow night though, if you want?”

“Really?” she asked giddily, lifting her head again.

“Yeah, you can wait in the car,” I replied. “If you don’t mind chatting to Jo... I’m sure she’d love to have a chat with you.”

“You think?” she asked.

“I know,” I laughed. “You won’t be able to shut her up! Or you could stay here and do whatever you’d like, it’s up to you...”

“No, I’d like to come,” she said, tickling at my stomach with her nails. “A girly chat sounds nice... I can find out some more about you while you’re occupied.”

Well, Jo was always going to be bending her ear at some point, I might as well just throw her to the wolves.

“Fine by me,” I replied, “just don’t go knocking on the door and interrupting me when you’ve found out enough... I’ll be busy.”

“See! You’re already thinking about her!” Gloria teased, feigning a sad face as she shook on me. “You’re going to abandon me, aren’t you? After I just told my husband that I’m yours! You’re just going to throw me away! You scoundrel!”

“Scoundrel?!” I laughed, lifting my head from the pillow. “Scoundrel?!”

“Scoundrel,” she repeated slowly, goading me with her eyes as she smirked, her hand reaching for my cock.

Shit, is she ready for more already? I thought she was done...

She looked at me, waiting for me to respond as I looked her over, her hand squeezing on my hardening shaft.

Fine... One more should do it... Shit, how am I going to get any rest when there’s four of them? Well, I suppose there are worse problems to have...

I gripped her arm and rolled her over, forcing her into a frightened giggle as I spanked at her big, juicy ass, spreading her cheeks and slapping my cock to her pussy.

“I’ll show you a fucking scoundrel...”

END


BACKMATTER




Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed yourself :)

If you did, please consider leaving a review.

Penny x
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