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The mansion’s grand foyer was a writhing, sweating mass of flesh, the air so thick with the scent of sex it clung to the back of Peter’s throat like a second skin. The bassline of the music wasn’t just heard—it was felt, a deep, rhythmic pulse that synced with the slap of skin on skin, the wet squelch of pussies being pounded, the guttural groans of men burying themselves balls-deep in whatever hole they could claim. The chandelier above flickered, casting jagged shadows over the scene: a redhead bent over a grand piano, her tits swinging as a black man with a cock like a forearm reamed her cunt from behind; a group of women on their knees, their mouths stretched around a single thick dick, spit and pre-cum glistening on their chins; a blonde with her legs hooked over a man’s shoulders, her pussy gaping as he fucked her raw, her juices dripping down the crack of her ass.

Peter leaned against the doorframe, his fitted black tee clinging to his lean torso, the fabric damp with sweat. His jeans were already tented, the outline of his cock a heavy, dark ridge straining against the denim. He wasn’t here to watch. He was here to fuck.

A finger traced the curve of his bicep, slow and deliberate, the nail just sharp enough to make his skin prickle. He turned his head, his dark eyes locking onto the two women who had claimed him without a word. Mary Beth—all soft, jiggling curves and blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders—stood with her hips cocked, her black lace lingerie barely containing the heavy sway of her tits. The cups cut into the underside of her breasts, the flesh spilling over the top, her nipples hard little points against the fabric. Beside her, Susie, the curvy brunette, bit her lower lip, her dark eyes smoldering. She was shorter than Mary Beth, her belly soft and round, her saggy tits pressing against the lace like they were begging to be freed. The lingerie clung to her hips, the thong disappearing between the thick swell of her ass.

Mary Beth didn’t bother with words. She sank to her knees in front of him, the carpet plush beneath her, her thighs spreading just enough to let the cool air hit the damp heat between her legs. Her hands went to his jeans, her fingers fumbling with the button, her breath hot through the fabric. Peter exhaled sharply as she freed him, his cock springing out—thick, dark, veiny, already half-hard and twitching with anticipation. Susie pressed against his side, her body warm and yielding, her hand sliding up his chest before she turned his face toward hers. Their lips crashed together, her tongue shoving past his teeth, wet and demanding. He groaned into her mouth, his hands finding her hips, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh. The lace of her lingerie was already damp, the heat of her pussy seeping through, her thighs trembling against his.

The room was a symphony of filth. Somewhere to his left, a woman wailed as a cock bottomed out inside her, the wet slap of flesh echoing off the walls. A man grunted, his voice rough with effort, followed by the thick splat of cum hitting skin. The scent of sex was overwhelming—sweet and musky, the tang of sweat and the coppery bite of arousal. Peter’s cock jerked in Mary Beth’s grip, pre-cum already beading at the tip.

She didn’t tease. Her lips parted, her tongue swiping over the swollen head before she took him into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him deep. Peter’s knees nearly gave out at the sensation—her mouth was scorching, her throat tight, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth. A guttural sound tore from his chest, his fingers tangling in Mary Beth’s blonde hair, guiding her movements, pushing her down further. Susie’s nails scraped over his scalp, her kiss turning sloppy, her moans vibrating against his lips as she ground her hips against his thigh. The lace of her lingerie was soaked now, the fabric clinging to her pussy, her juices slicking her inner thighs.

Mary Beth gagged as he hit the back of her throat, her eyes watering, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she hollowed her cheeks, her tongue swirling around his shaft, her free hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently. Susie’s teeth grazed his lower lip before she dropped to her knees beside Mary Beth, the two women exchanging a heated, knowing look. Susie didn’t hesitate—she leaned in, her tongue joining Mary Beth’s as they licked him together, their lips brushing, their moans mingling in the humid air.

Peter’s breath hitched. The sight of them—two mature, thick women, their tits nearly spilling from their lingerie, their mouths working in tandem on his cock—was almost enough to make him break the rules right then. He fisted his hands in their hair, guiding them, his hips twitching as they took turns sucking him, their tongues swirling over his shaft, leaving glossy trails of spit. Mary Beth moaned around his length, the vibration sending a jolt straight to his balls. Susie’s hand cupped them, her fingers rolling gently, her other hand sliding up to squeeze his ass, her nails digging in.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice a low, rough rumble. He couldn’t take much more of this.

With a sharp tug on Mary Beth’s hair, he yanked her to her feet. She gasped, her body pressing against his, her tits mashing against his chest. He turned her roughly, bending her over the arm of a nearby couch. Her ass was round and soft, the lace of her thong already damp, the fabric clinging to the cleft of her cheeks. Peter didn’t hesitate. He hooked his fingers into the delicate material and ripped, the sound of tearing lace filling the air as he exposed her. Her pussy was dripping, her thighs slick with arousal, her asshole already puckered and eager.

Susie was on him again, her body pressing against his back, her lips finding his neck. She kissed him hungrily, her teeth grazing his skin as her hands roamed over his chest, her nails scraping over his nipples. Peter groaned, his cock twitching as he lined himself up with Mary Beth’s ass. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He spat onto his palm, slicking his cock before pressing the thick head against her tight hole.
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