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any injustices existed
in the world. There were injustices of sex, injustices of race,
injustices of wealth, and injustices of birthright. However, to me,
there has always been one injustice that seemed to trump them all; it
was the injustice of fitness.

	
	
	



Many laws and rules
protected people from prejudice caused by race or sex. Being poor
might suck, but everyone was that one right job away from making as
much money as they needed. No matter how bad a person’s family,
when they turned eighteen, they could leave and start a life of their
own, free of such a burden.

Nothing quite shackled
a person down like being fat and unfit. First off, everything started
to hurt more. Your health deteriorated. You were tired all of the
time. The more you fell into it, the harder it became to get out of
it. Most importantly, the only people who cared about the issue were
the ones profit from so-called weight loss plans.

Being fat made it
difficult to move. Every calorie of work you performed required just
that much more energy than the same work done by a skinny, fit
person. Your chances of getting a job plummeted. It made society as a
whole look down on you. Being fat destroyed your sex drive, and it
made you less appealing to those of the opposite sex. You’d have
sleeping problems and waking problems; it wasn’t surprising if
depression followed. 


Despite all of these
setbacks, you wouldn’t hear any sympathy from society. After all,
being fat was a choice. You could have been fit, but you chose not to
be. You didn’t want it bad enough, so you needed to live with the
consequences. Some of us would try to desperately climb out of a
lifetime of bad eating habits by jumping from one diet to the next.
Perhaps some would climb out of their rut, but many would fall right
back in. The rest just give up, accepting a life of being overweight
and unhappy.

That was the rut I had
fallen into myself just a few years prior. I didn’t start out fat.
When I went to college, I was a pretty fit guy. I had a big dick, and
I got some nice use out of it in my freshman year. As I went for a
business degree, I found two ways to relieve my stress, fucking and
food.

Have you heard of the
freshman fifteen? Well, I gained all fifteen pounds, and while I
still didn’t have too much problem with the ladies, my confidence
had taken a hit. My freshman fifteen became the sophomore thirty. The
sophomore thirty became the junior fifty. As I gained weight, my
confidence dropped, my success with the ladies dropped, and my stress
increased. Without sex, that meant more food, and so I ended up
gaining a hundred pounds by the time I finished college.

I did earn my degree
though, and I told myself now that the hard work was done, I’d get
my life back in order. How could I know that work was going to be
even more stressful than college? Thankfully, there was a saving
grace, and that saving grace turned out to be a woman. She was very
cute, and she didn’t even mind that I was a bit chunky.
Beauty-wise, she was as hot as any of the girls I banged back in my
freshman year, and she was willing to be with me even though I was
already nearing three hundred pounds!

How did I end up so
fortunate? Well, Beth was sort of damaged goods. She had fallen in
love with a guy in high school, and she had decided to give up
college to support his college education. She’d work and put him
through college, and then when he graduated, he’d take care of her
as she raised his family. You can probably tell where that went.

Four years later, she
was pregnant with his child when she found him cheating on her with a
freshman college student. He broke it off with her, and so she ended
up with a one-year-old baby and no prospects. Her future as a loving
wife was obliterated, but that’s when I met her.

I knew that she wasn’t
that attracted to me. After all, she was a hotty. Even though she had
just had a baby, she had managed to immediately lose the pregnancy
weight with a strict workout. Her appearance mattered to her greatly.
Meanwhile, I couldn’t even see my penis anymore. Unless you’re
fat, you might not realize this, but the extra fat takes away from
the length of your cock. Fat guys have smaller penises since the fat
blocks an inch or two.

Since it wasn’t my
looks or my virality, the thing that attracted Beth was stability. I
made a steady paycheck at a job I hated, and she just wanted a steady
life for her and her child. So, we tied the knot. It wasn’t like
our marriage was loveless. She’d sometimes fuck me. She would never
put it in her mouth though, and anal was out of the question. My wife
was as vanilla as could be. She told me it was because her ex used to
fold her into all kinds of positions, and having sex like that
reminded her of him. Why would I want to remind my wife of another
man when I was banging her? So, I was dumb enough to accept her
excuse.

I took care of her, and
to a lesser extent, her child. Her daughter’s name was Emily, and
she was a major dad-con. Not me, her real father. She wanted to spend
all of her time over there and she hated me. She would never listen
to anything I said, and eventually, her behavior was so out of
control that we sent her to an all-girls boarding school. That was
expensive, and I had to work more to afford it. I ended up gaining
another hundred pounds.

I remembered the last
time I was truly intimate with my wife. When I was done, she said
that I was too heavy and it felt like she was being smothered. I
offered doggie, but she immediately made a face, turned away from me
dismissively, and that was the last time we had sex. That would have
been two years ago.

You’d think at that
point, I would have realized that my life needed to change, but
unfortunately, even that wasn’t enough. The wake-up call I needed
came almost six months later. My wife and I had been sitting on
opposite sides of the couch. I was watching television while she was
texting with her friends on her phone. We rarely spoke much anymore,
and we never touched each other. 


Around that time, she
had started looking better, doing her makeup, and focusing on yoga.
Her body was still as tight and sexy as it was when she was
twenty-two. I thought she might have been trying to rekindle the
romance between us. I wanted to pounce on her, but part of me was
afraid I wouldn’t even be able to get it up. I had been having
trouble with that. Plus, I was almost certain she’d say no, like
the last two or three times I had tried, when she had just rejected
me with a ‘maybe later.’

My wife got up to use
the restroom, and she had forgotten her phone on the coffee table. It
was a very cliché event, but her phone kept buzzing every few
seconds, and I finally got irritated and picked it up. The phone was
locked, but I knew the pattern she liked to use, so it was easy to
get in.

That’s when I found
out that she had started talking with her ex again. Some of those
texts got pretty flirtatious, although it wasn’t at a level that
I’d say she was outright cheating. I had always kept his social
networks saved on a tab, and so I knew he was married, good-looking,
and rich.

He had managed to get
his life together only a few years after ditching his wife and kid.
He owned a used car lot and sold beat-up cars to the gullible. The
reason my step-daughter loved her daddy so much was because he had a
pool at his big house, a yacht he could take out on trips, and he
even got her a horse for her sixteenth birthday, although she only
kept it until she went to her private school. Why was I paying for
her private schooling? That was anyone’s guess.

He was hitting up and
flirting with my wife, even though he had a wife of his own. She was
a smoking-hot girl too. She was ten years younger than him, still in
her twenties, and they didn’t have any children. Why would such a
bastard have to go after my wife when he had a young beauty of his
own? Well, his name was Tom, do I need to say anything more?

It made me so angry,
and I very nearly prepared to confront my wife when she returned. I
knew she’d deny anything happened or would happen, and she’d only
make me feel guilty for being jealous. It’d be a disaster and I’d
be the one to pay for it. 


That’s when I noticed
that his wife appeared to have a side job. She was an exercise and
fitness coach, and she was nearby. I jotted down her number and then
pretended I saw nothing when my wife returned.

A few days later, I
called the number. I couldn’t tell you what was going through my
mind when I contacted her. If Tom and my wife were going to chat,
then I would chat with his wife. I didn’t like that my money would
end up going to that rich bastard, but the idea I’d get to go and
see his wife in tight clothing and that we’d be in close contact
with each other, sweaty and breathing hard, for an hour every day, it
tickled my fancy.

“Hello?” A youthful
and energetic voice answered the phone.

“Um… I was calling
about the fitness, uh…never mind.” I couldn’t do it. I went to
hang up.

“Wait, wait!” She
stopped me just as I was about to hang up. “Are you overweight?”

I winced. What kind of
question was that?

“Yeah,” I
responded.

“I used to be
overweight too!” She spoke loudly enough I pulled the receiver from
my ear for a moment. 


“What?” My voice
was incredulous. “In those photos, you’re so hoo–aawww…”

I couldn’t believe I
almost said that. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she hung up on
me.

“It took a lot of
work to lose that weight,” she admitted quietly. “In high school,
I was always that fat girl. Boys weren’t interested in me, and
girls teased me. I realized I was always going to be just that…a
fat girl; unless I did something and changed my life. That’s why…
That’s why I want to help someone else change their life too!”

“I don’t…know…”


I felt a little
strange. She sounded so impassioned that I was feeling guilty. I
really just wanted to get back at my wife’s ex. It was starting to
feel like I was exploiting her goodwill just a little bit.

“Just meet with me.
Once. No charge,” she insisted.

I finally agreed,
wondering if she really was excited about weight loss, or if she just
wanted my money. Still, I ended up meeting her for the first time at
a nearby park. It had an outdoor gym, a few pipes sticking out of the
ground that let you do pull-ups, pushups, and a few other exercises.
It was a brisk afternoon, and when I saw her there bundled up in
gloves, a sweater, and a beanie.

Jenny was a properly
fit girl with a butt that looked amazing in yoga pants. She was
brunette with light blue eyes, and she wore her hair fairly short and
trendy. She wasn’t as curvy as my wife, her butt and breasts a bit
on the small side, but her body was toned, and it looked like she had
a lot of stamina in that tight little package. 


 I was a little
regretful I couldn’t see those tight workout clothes she had
underneath.

When she saw me, her
eyes seemed to light up, and my heart started beating faster. When I
saw her, I was just glad she didn’t have her husband tag along for
protection. It wasn’t just because it would be awkward. She and I
had never met before; I gave her a fake last name, so she had no clue
who I was, but her husband had seen me a few times and could probably
recognize me on sight. This really did feel like an affair; I was
even more regretful. 


“You know, meeting a
stranger like this isn’t very safe.” I had meant to come up with
an excuse to leave, but I ended up saying such a ghastly thing. 


She smiled, her eyes
twinkling. “You’re right. I could push you down and have my way
with you as soon as I get you someplace alone.”

“Huh?”

She covered her mouth,
her cheeks blushing. “I’m sorry, it’s a nervous habit. I flirt
when I’m nervous. Back when I was…bigger, the only time guys
would pay me any attention was when I threw myself at them. It drives
my husband crazy.”

“Oh? You’re
married?” 


“Mm-hmm.” She
smiled. “Are you?” 


“N-no…” And there
it was, no going back. “And I can’t imagine any guy who wouldn’t
go for you, you’re beautif-ahem… I mean.”

She giggled, seeming to
find my attitude amusing. I wasn’t too happy with myself at that
moment. I had a wife, but there I was, flirting badly with some other
woman. My only solace was that I was certain it was never going to go
anywhere. She was really hot, and I was some fat guy. Her husband was
rich and decent-looking. She was only treating me nicely because she
wanted me to pay her money. That’s all it was. That’s what I
thought back then.

I had never been so
wrong.
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on’t stop,” I
panted. “Keep going. Almost there… Almost…”

	
	
	



“Ahhhh… Ahhh…”

“Faster… Yes…like
that.”

“Hah… Hah…”

“Aaaand done! Take a
breather.”

Jim collapsed to the
ground, and I found myself collapsing right next to him. I really did
push him past his limit there. I didn’t know what came over me; I
just wanted to see if he could go all the way, and when he managed
it, I couldn’t help but feel pride and joy.

“Miss Jenny, I feel
like you’re trying to kill me.” Jim panted.

“It’s Mrs…” I
responded. “And if I was trying to kill you, I have better ways.”

“Oh?” Jim looked
over at her with a raised eyebrow. “You’re still married? I
didn’t see a ring on your finger.”

I blushed, hiding my
hand instinctively. “Ah, it’s just, I didn’t want to lose it by
accident.”

Jim rolled over, facing
me. He was still panting hard, and I could feel his hot breath
flutter across my skin. I could feel my face only growing hotter. Why
was it always like that with him?

“What better ways?”
He asked.

I forced myself to look
at him, not wanting to give him the wrong impression. We were both
sweaty after a long workout, and if I turned away or tried to avoid
him, I’d only make him more self-conscious. I knew this all too
well because I used to be just like him; I used to be overweight and
lacking in confidence.

“Hmm… Maybe, I’d
smother you between my thighs.” As soon as I said the words, I
regretted them.

I had just been
thinking of types of assassinations and women, and the femme fatale
who kills a man with her thighs popped up in my head. However, no
sooner had the words left my mouth than I realized just how
flirtatious that sounded.

“What a way to go,”
he responded, rolling back onto his back.

I let out a breath of
relief that I hadn’t realized I was holding. That was part of what
appealed to me about Jim. He never seemed to respond too much to my
nervous habit. I’d flirt a little, but he wouldn’t start
expecting something from me.

In some ways, Jim had
become my last hope. It was a little weird, but he was what I needed.
You see, when I began, I had grand dreams of helping people out and
making them feel better about themselves. People like Jim were
exactly why I wanted to do this.

It probably started
when I was in high school. I was a fat girl nearly from birth. I was
over two hundred pounds by the time I reached high school, and I
stayed that weight until graduation. I ended up not going to college
and it was then that I started finding jobs going to prettier,
skinnier girls. I started to realize just how much my weight had been
controlling my life. Eventually, one employer who was hiring for a
waitress job just flat-out said that I was too fat to work in
waitressing.

Thus, while living with
my parents, I started reading a ton of books, forming weight loss
plans, and working for nearly four years before I figured out the
right combination to keep me fit and healthy. It was shortly after
that when I met Tom.

Tom was exactly the
kind of guy that I never got to date in high school. He was handsome,
rich, and sociable. He had represented everything I had ever wanted,
and everything I couldn’t have because of my weight.

Thus, when he started
showing interest in me, I folded quickly and succumbed to all of his
charms. Even though he was ten years my senior and had a daughter
from an earlier marriage, we still ended up becoming infatuated with
each other and quickly married. There was some pushback. After all,
his daughter was only eight years younger than me. However, we were
in love, and that was that.

At first, our marriage
was blissful. He was a successful car salesman, while I kept the
house clean. Yet, several years had passed and I never got pregnant.
He told me it was because I was working out too much and that it was
my fault. I was so scared of becoming fat and undesirable again that
I couldn’t quit; that’s when our relationship started to become
distant.

I decided that since I
was working out so much, I’d try to make money off of it. At first,
my husband was not happy at all, but it was something I wanted to do,
so I did it anyway. I didn’t do it behind Tom’s back, but I
didn’t advertise it either.

Jim was the first
person to call me, and my first customer ever. He was exactly what I
was looking for. He was someone who had potential but had squandered
it the same way as I had.

Of course, while he was
the first, he wasn’t the only one. My good experiences with him had
urged me to get a large base of clients. I had ended up meeting
numerous people, and as time passed, I realized Jim was a rare
exception and not the rule.

Most of the guys who
had met with me had other intentions. They had seen pictures of a
cute girl and were looking to exploit me. Many of them weren’t even
that out of shape but thought they could score with me if they paid
me enough. Some of them treated me like I was a prostitute they could
throw money at, and those were the good ones.

I couldn’t complain
about any of this to my husband. He didn’t want me to do coaching
at all, but I was bored out of my mind and I wanted to contribute
somehow. Yet, most of the men dropped out as soon as they knew I
wouldn’t sleep with them and the rest got kicked out when they
attempted to take things too far. I’d make a flirtatious joke and
the next thing I knew, my butt was being grabbed.

Get female clients? I
had tried that too. I eventually asked around on various online
coaching boards to find out what I was doing wrong and someone
eventually messaged me telling me that the problem was me. Women were
self-conscious when it came to losing weight, and when they had to
work out next to a woman like me, it made them feel shame. In short,
I was too attractive. I had a shapely body that I had toned for
years, and I was also in the prime of my life; it made them all
jealous.

So, a year had passed
by, and my business flickered out and nearly died. The only reason I
hadn’t given up was because of Jim. He would come to every workout
session with a smile on his face. He’d do everything I asked him to
do. He was polite. He wouldn’t get into my space. He ignored my
flirting. He was the perfect guy. I mean, the perfect workout client.
It was just business.

“I’m really hot.”
He panted, lying next to me in the grass.

Although we had first
started in the fall, it was now the middle of August and the sun was
beating down on the pair of us. After a long, ten-kilometer run, I
was just as hot as he was. Of course, I wasn’t one of those coaches
that told their trainees to do something and then didn’t do it
themselves. Since he ran it, I ran with him.

During our run, I had
tried to push him to a faster pace…only for him to meet it. Things
got a little out of control, and we both ended up running like we
were in a race. That’s ultimately what wore us out.

“Then, take off your
shirt,” I declared.

“You take off your
shirt!” He responded.

“If I did that, I’d
scare the school children.” I turned to him with a grin.

He looked back,
chuckling. “I’m pretty sure it wouldn’t be fear they would
feel, although you might ruin a few pants.”

“You’re so dirty.”
I giggled, glancing at him. “What about you? You take off your
shirt, you could drench a few panties.”

“If any girl saw
under my shirt, they’d be horrified,” Jim responded.

“You’ve lost a lot
of weight,” I defended.

“Not as much as I
wanted.”

“Yeah, but some of
that is muscle weight,” I explained. “It weighs more than fat.
Come on, it won’t be that bad.”

“You want me to take
off my shirt?” He raised an eyebrow as he sat up.

This was part of my
coaching job too. It wasn’t just a matter of losing weight, but
accepting in your mind that you were no longer fat. That took me
nearly as long as the weight loss. One of the reasons I jumped into
Tom’s arms so quickly was exactly because I still had the mentality
of being undesirable and he was the first man to show any significant
interest in the new me.

If I knew four years
ago that it would have left me basically as a trophy wife, if I knew
my husband would be gone all day working and that he’d come home
smelling like some other woman’s perfume, if I knew our sex life
would dwindle to the point where we haven’t done it in months, I
might not have married him.

I gave Jim an
encouraging smile, even sitting up on my knees like I was eagerly
awaiting to see what he wanted. This was a moment to build his
confidence, so no matter what, I would compliment him on how much
better he looked.

Jim stood up, and after
giving me a hesitant look, to which I responded with another nod and
a big grin, he reached down and pulled off his shirt. It had been
covered with sweat, so it mostly peeled off his body.

My mouth fell open as I
took in his body. I had been with him the entire time so I hadn’t
noticed how much he had been improving. He wore the same shirts he
wore when he was fat. They were baggy, and they did a good job hiding
his figure. That’s why I was completely floored when I saw he had a
six-pack.

His body was ripped. He
had nicely toned muscles, and his skin was a nice tan. He had hair in
all the right places, and for the first time, I realized just how hot
Jim was. Why did I never notice? No, why did he never notice?

Jim was giving me a
worried look like I might turn away in disgust. My heart was beating
so fast that I felt a bit light-headed. Compared to my husband, he
was practically an underwear model.

Was this the same
four-hundred-pound guy that I had started with almost a year prior?
It had taken me four years to lose less weight. Testosterone was a
heck of a hormone. He had gotten so jacked, so quickly, it took my
breath away.

“See… I knew it.”
He put his shirt back on, shaking his head unhappily.

“What?” As soon as
my view of that beautiful body was taken away, I snapped back to
reality. “I mean, you look good.”

“It’s fine,” he
responded. “I still have a lot of work to do.”

I had taken so long to
respond that he thought I didn’t have anything good to say, but it
was the opposite. I opened my mouth to correct his misconception, but
then a thought hit me.

He’s already fit.
He does not need me anymore. If I tell him, won’t I be alone again?

I bit my lip. “I’m
sorry.”

“It’s fine.” He
shrugged, picking up a sports bottle and squirting some water into
his mouth. “I guess I’ll see you in a few days, right?”

“R-right,” I
responded.

He got up and started
heading to his car while I remained on my knees, watching him leave.
My heart was still beating so fast.

I had done everything I
had set out to do; he was in shape. He just needed to maintain it and
gain back confidence in his body. I should have been happy. Yet, I
felt extremely sad. I didn’t want to lose him. He was the only
thing that kept me sane, the only time I felt free. What was I going
to do?
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oney, I’m home.” I
walked through the door and gave the cliched line as I dropped the
keys into the mail slot.

	
	
	



The lights were on, so
I assumed my wife was home, but I didn’t hear a response. I’d
been working out with Jenny for a while now. I had more energy than I
used to, but I still had a long way to go. I hadn’t dropped too
many pants sizes and my shirts still fit me so I couldn’t have lost
that much weight.

I was reminded of all
of those overweight people who showed their previous pants that they
could fit three of their current selves inside, and I hadn’t even
gotten close to that state. It wasn’t that I wasn’t working out
enough, it was just that every time I did work out, it seemed to
become muscle and I’d gain weight as fast as I lost it; it was
maddening. Jenny’s reaction earlier that day had been all the
information I had needed to tell me this was a road I’d be on for a
long time.

Although, despite that
ending, it was a really good day. Jenny was wearing short shorts and
a tank top, and damn was she hot. Watching her run, her butt bouncing
as she went, I couldn’t help but chase her. I even kept up with
her, but why wouldn’t I? That view from behind was outrageous.

Since I had started
losing weight, I had felt my libido slowly coming back to life. I was
getting hornier and hornier, and it was getting harder and harder not
to flirt with Jennifer. At this point, I had nearly forgotten my
original grievances, the fact that she was Tom’s wife. Beth hadn’t
done too much I’d consider suspicious over the last year, so I had
nearly forgotten about all of that.

It still bothered me
that Beth was talking to Tom behind my back, but I was talking to his
wife behind her back, so it mostly evened out in my mind. As I headed
into the family room, I started hearing a noise upstairs in our
bedroom. It was the sound of water running. My wife was upstairs
taking a shower. In the past, I would have just made myself a
sandwich and watched television until she came down.

However, not only did I
run ten kilometers today and was feeling a bit of a workout high, but
I had to run behind Jenny’s beautiful behind. Just the thought of
her bouncing boobs and tight butt was enough to cause me to grow
hard.

I was almost certain
that if I entered the shower with my wife, she wouldn’t be
receptive, but my horniness quickly overcame my reason. With a grin,
I abandoned the family room and crept up to our room. The distinct
sounds of the shower grew as I entered the master bedroom. My wife
had laid out her clothes on the bed. I glanced at them and was a bit
surprised.

Wasn’t this a little
scandalous? I had never seen my wife wear such naughty lingerie. The
outfit she had selected also looked a bit naughty, a short skirt and
a tank top. Was she going through a midlife crisis? A small voice
worried that such an outfit wasn’t for me, but some other guy. That
only meant I needed to go hard on my wife, so no other man would
touch her.

I lifted her underwear
and then gave it a sniff. Was it a little perverted to be sniffing my
wife’s underwear? Maybe, but that was how long it had been since we
last had sex. The undies had a faint smell of detergent, and even
that was enough to make my dick throb with desire.

I pulled off my
clothing, tossing it on top of hers. If she wanted to get dressed,
she’d have to go through mine. Damn, what was with me today? I was
acting like a teenager too. Maybe, that was something the both of us
had in common.

I stepped into the
bathroom, and I could instantly see her naked silhouette past the
curtains. I let out a sigh. She was beautiful. I was eyeing Jenny
like a pervert when I had a perfectly beautiful woman right here. Had
she lost weight? Her boobs were looking particularly pert.

“Hey babe, you mind
if I join you?” I asked.

I thought she might not
have heard me, but then she started nodding her head
enthusiastically, and that was all the response I needed. I slid open
the back of the curtain and got into the shower. A puff of steam
immediately fogged my glasses as I stepped in. I ignored it though,
reaching out and grabbing my woman. As soon as I grabbed her, I heard
a yell.

This happened at the
same time I heard the door downstairs slam shut. I looked down at my
arms, only to see that the naked woman in them wasn’t my wife. She
had long, blonde hair and brown eyes. Her body was pert, smooth, with
some hints it was still developing. It was my stepdaughter!

What? What? What?

My mind was
short-circuiting, and the way she was staring at me like a deer in
headlights, her mind seemed to be frozen too.

“Jim, are you home?”
A voice called up from the bottom of the stairway.

That voice seemed to
snap both of us out of it at once. Her eyes widened in shock, and I
could almost read her mind. Her mouth opened to yell, and I
instinctively grabbed her, putting my hand over her mouth, and then
held her forcefully so she couldn’t escape. Holding her so close, I
realized that she couldn’t hear me because she had headphones in at
full blast. Were they waterproof, or was she just taking a chance?

“Mmm!”

“Yes! Yes, I’m
home!” I yelled, louder than her muffled cry. “I’m just
showering after my workout!”

“Oh, well, I’m just
letting you know Emily is going to be home.”

Her eyes met mine,
still dancing around wildly as she struggled in my grip. 


“I see…” I
responded darkly before yelling. “Why isn’t she at school?”

“She got kicked out…
Don’t argue with me right now. We’ll talk about it later,” Beth
shouted preemptively.

“Kicked out…”

“Mmm! Mmm!” She was
struggling against me, but her smooth, naked body pressed against
mine was stimulating.

In particular, her butt
kept rubbing back against me. The second I saw her, my wood
disappeared, but with her butt wagging back and forth, just in front
of it, how could I not respond? It grew hard once again and ended up
poking her.

“Mm!” She jumped
when she felt it.

“I’m going to let
go of your mouth, but you’re not going scream, okay?” I hissed in
her ear.

She nodded, and I
closed my eyes and took a breath. How did I get into this situation?
It wasn’t like I could do anything to her, not really. I slowly
pulled my hand off her lips, but I left it just over her mouth so I
could cover it again quickly if I had to. I could feel her warm
breath against my palm.

“Why are you in my
shower?” I asked in a hushed whisper.

“I’m in Mom’s
shower because her shower has better water pressure.” She reached
up and pulled her headphones out of her ears before matching my tone.
“You’re a fucking pervert. I knew mom should never have married
you.”

“I’m the pervert?
Aren’t you the one who wants higher water pressure so you can
masturbate with it?”

“How did-” Her face
flushed red. “I’m going to tell mom about you!”

I had guessed
correctly. I had increased the water pressure in this bathroom
exactly because I knew my wife used the showerhead to please herself.
Sometimes, I’d listen at the door when she took a shower and took
care of things. It was the most intimacy I got these days. Her
daughter was eighteen now, so it stood to reason she’d have similar
desires.

“You won’t say a
damn thing!” I growled.

When she threatened me,
I reached out and slapped her ass. The movement caused my dick to
slide the rest of the way between her legs. The feel of her young,
teen thighs against my neglected pecker was nearly enough to cause me
to cum right there. This was my stepdaughter, though, so how could I
do something like that? Then again, how could any of this be
happening?

“Ah! You… Fuck…”
I thought my actions would set Emily off, but she suddenly grew a lot
weaker in my grip.

She nearly fell, and I
had to reach out and grab her, holding her against me. She looked
over at me, but her eyes didn’t hold hate, but another look. Her
cheeks were flushed and she was breathing hard. That’s when I felt
her legs squirming. I focused on the feelings my penis was
experiencing, and that’s when I realized where my cock was. 
It was jammed right up her crack, the tip of it pushing against her
clitoris. Her body was rocking slightly, causing my dick to stimulate
her clit.

Her body was extremely
hot to the touch, and I realized she was getting close to orgasming.
Perhaps, she had already started during her shower, and I had
interrupted her fun time. For the first time, I started to grow
extremely aware that I was with a young, eighteen-year-old girl. She
might have been two when I married her mom, but she had been away for
the last two years at boarding school, so I hadn’t seen her develop
into this sensual, young woman in front of me.

The feel of her body in
my grip was more than I could take, and I found myself reaching down
and grabbing her clitoris, spreading it open. I then began to rock my
hips, pushing my cock between her legs and sliding it up her slit
before it barely teased her clit. She reached down and grabbed my
wrist as if she wanted to pull it away, but she ultimately didn’t.

“Hah… Hah… N-no…”
She moaned quietly.

What the hell was I
doing? How had this ended up this way? I was in the shower violating
my wife’s daughter. I was scum, but it felt so good. I moved faster
and faster, my hips thrusting as I slid my dick between her wet,
smooth thighs. Her body started to shudder in my grip, and I used my
thumb to rub her clit. I finally reached my limit. I was far too
horny, and with one last thrust, I started cumming. Of course, my
dick was between her legs, so it shot mostly out in front of her. A
little ended up on her stomach, but most of it fell to be washed away
by the shower harmlessly.

Her own body quivered,
and I realized she had shoved a mouth full of her hair into her mouth
to keep her cries stifled. She finally collapsed as my dick started
to soften. Her head fell on my chest like she no longer had any
energy. With my sexual frustration released, I started to realize the
horror of what I had done. I didn’t just cheat on my wife. I
cheated on my wife with her daughter!

Emily’s eyes seemed
to regain lucidity as quickly as mine. She immediately went to pull
away from me, but I grabbed onto her one more time.

“Wait!” I hissed in
her ear.

She shook but remained
in my grip. At that moment, the door to the bathroom opened just a
crack.

“Did you hear me?”
Beth asked from the other side of the door.

I quietly reached out
and turned the water off. The naked Emily was still in my arm,
dripping wet.

“Uh, no, what?” I
spoke loud enough for Beth to hear.

“I said that we’ll
order out tonight when Emily gets home, but tomorrow, I have
someplace to be and you and Emily will be on your own, okay?”

“Yeah, fine,” I
responded.

She closed the door
again, and I let out a sigh of relief.

“Y-you pig! Never
talk to me again!” She elbowed me in the ribs, and I finally let go
of her.

Stepping out of the
tub, she went for a towel. I took the opportunity while holding my
gut to check her out. Emily was extremely sexy. Her body was so
smooth and perky. Her butt was tight, and her breasts were firm. The
feel of them matched their appearance completely. Just the look
seemed to trigger my libido again, and I started getting hard.

Emily threw the towel
over herself, finally blocking my view of that wonderful body. Once
she tied it, she turned again to shoot me a scathing glare, but it
slipped off her face and she let out a little gasp. Her wide eyes
were trained on my erect dick; it did feel large again after losing
the weight. There was less of a fat pouch and the hot water had let
it come out to its full size. Emily’s face turned red as she probed
me up and down.

“See anything you
like?” I asked.

“P-pig…” Her
voice had much less force in it, and she didn’t look at me.

After making sure my
wife was downstairs, I helped her flee to her bedroom with her
clothing that had been hidden under my own. She slipped out the
window, something she had done enough of while she lived here that
she earned her boarding school stay, and then made her debut at the
door. I got dressed and went down to eat.

Beth was clueless,
talking with delight over her daughter being home again. Emily kept
her mouth generally quiet, occasionally slipping me a look.

I had half expected her
to finally reveal the truth. I had been waiting for this whole
fantasy to come crashing down. However, we finished supper and Emily
went to her room without a word. Beth went up to our room a bit
later. The moment of justice never came. Had I gotten away with it?

I joined Beth in bed a
few hours later. Beth looked a lot like her daughter, only much more
mature. She had a curvy body with large breasts and nice round hips.
Her lips were pert and kissable, and she had curly blonde hair that
was a bit wild to look at. I really did regret that we hadn’t had
more sex. I put my hand on her hip and leaned over and kissed her.

“Not now… Emily’s
in the other room.” She mumbled into her pillow, half asleep.

It was real. I couldn’t
believe it. Not only had I done stuff with my stepdaughter, but it
appeared like it wasn’t going to cause me trouble down the line. I
leaned back in bed, marveling at my luck.

Well, look at that.
I wonder what tomorrow will bring.
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'm in charge. It
wasn’t easy getting to my position. I was told business was a man’s
game. I was told that women didn’t have the right temperament to
make it in such a competitive workplace. I proved them all wrong. I
rose through the ranks and became the boss. As for those that doubted
me, I ground them under my heels.

	
	
	



As I walked down the
cubicle-lined hallway, every man diverted his eyes immediately. Once
I passed by their desk, I could feel their eyes immediately jumping
to me, slobbering over my body for every detail. It wasn’t like
there wasn’t something to look at. With my stiletto heels,
thigh-high black stockings, and short, black business skirt, I knew
my looks drew attention. I wore appropriate women’s business
attire, a white button-up blouse, and a black dress coat that covered
my cleavage. Of course, when I was in the mood, I’d wear a shirt a
size too small so that my breasts pushed against the buttons,
threatening to burst open. It drove them crazy.

All of it was designed
to send a message. I was a woman. I was a goddess. You could look,
but you could never touch. No, scratch that. You couldn’t even
look. Men wanted to look at my long legs.  They couldn’t help
but stare at my butt as I passed. When I spoke, their eyes would
stare at my red lips, but they would always inevitably drop down to
my chest. When that happened, I knew there was nothing left in their
brains but me.

Men were so easy to
control, so easy to manipulate. They would do anything asked of them
for the attention of a pretty woman. My superiors sometimes asked me
how I got such great numbers. They asked why my subordinates worked
so much harder than anyone else’s. I always gave them vague answers
about training and work performance. The true answer was rather
simple. Men were dogs, and with a single look, I could make them do
whatever I wanted.

My strategy was heaven
and hell. I was the heaven, a strong, independent woman of beauty
that became the wet dream of every man here. The job was hell. I
would use a whip and ride them harder and harder until they produced
just for me. The men would do it too. They feared me, and would never
check out my body while I was facing them. They loved me because they
couldn’t stop staring when I wasn’t looking. With that kind of
environment, we became the top-performing branch. Those who couldn’t
accept the situation couldn’t even complain about it.

If any man dared claim
I was dressed inappropriately or that I asked too much of them, I
didn’t even need to do anything; the other men took care of it for
me. They would instantly become white knights for me, defending my
right to dress how I wanted. Of course, deep down, these knights were
hypocrites who only wanted to keep drooling over my long legs and
perfect body. However, they were useful in that they destroyed anyone
who tried to break the status quo.

My methods weren’t
perfect. I sometimes experienced some consequences. A man might wise
up to my game and stop responding to my stick and honey. In more
extreme cases, a man would lose the ability to control his impulses
and try to act out his evil fantasies on me. These issues were easily
dealt with. In this modern climate, filing a sexual harassment claim
was all it took to get rid of them. The higher-ups wouldn’t even
look at it twice. My numbers were too good, and even they were fooled
by my looks. No one expected a pretty girl to be such a taskmistress.

Yet, I demanded numbers
and I demanded results. That’s why a small frown formed on my lips
when I passed by one of my peons. He wasn’t desperately clicking
away at his computer, working his best to satisfy me. He was staring
off slightly vacantly as if he was lost in thought. It took me a few
moments to remember who he was. He had worked under me since I was
promoted three years ago. He was one of the longest-lasting
employees. Most people broke down and had to be replaced, but he kept
on working.

It wasn’t necessarily
because he was the best employee here. Quite the opposite. He was
exceedingly mediocre. Mediocre enough that he had never earned very
much of my attention. If I recalled correctly, he had used to be fat.
He had been quite disgusting. Yet, lately, he was losing all of that
weight. He seemed to have more energy at work, which meant his
numbers were getting better. That would normally be something to be
happy about, but that’s not how I felt.

If this guy started
improving, he might get it in his head that he had value. He might
start looking for things like promotions or raises. Technically, he
had been a loyal employee for longer than even I had been working
there. I was starting to remember more about him. Although his work
was mediocre, his knowledge was vast. He understood the inner
workings of the system we were using more than anyone else. Whenever
there was a problem, he was the guy who people asked.

I used to send him
emails all the time asking him how to do this or that, and he would
always answer politely. That was when I first started and was still
getting into my groove. In reality, he should have been the one
promoted to my position. He had worked there longer and understood
the job better. Yet, he was also such a wallflower that the position
passed him right by and he never even reacted to it.

Once I became boss, I
made sure he understood his place. Through subtle manipulation, I got
all of his coworkers to turn on him. At first, I had been threatened
by him. I thought, given his qualifications, that he’d be a threat
to my job. So, I took all of the kindness he had shown me and threw
it in his face, making his life in the office hell. Yet, no matter
what I did to him, he never gave me a reason to fire him. Eventually,
I realized that he was no threat at all, and I went back to ignoring
him.

That was until this
moment. Did he dare to sit there daydreaming during work hours? It
appeared that he’d need some reeducation. If any of the men had
dared to look at my face at that moment, they would have seen a
sadistic smile on my face. No one could ever say I didn’t love my
job. I walked up to him, my stilettos clicking with each step until I
stopped just outside his cubicle. Even though the clicks made a clear
noise that let every man know when I passed by, he still hadn’t
noticed me, which irritated me greatly.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

I stood there with my
arms crossed and taped my toe, yet he still seemed to ignore it.
Other men in the nearby cubicles looked over, but as soon as they saw
me, they quickly got busy doing something else. I finally had enough,
and I cleared my throat loudly. Finally, that was enough to cause him
to be shaken out of his daze. He blinked a few times and then looked
up at me.

“Yes? Did you need
something?”

I put on a workplace
smile, tilting my head to the side and letting the curls in my auburn
hair bounce just a bit. I was an attractive woman, and I knew it. It
was part of my arsenal of weapons. Whether it was my size D breasts
that men couldn’t look away from, or long thighs that made them
drool, it was all just a means to remain in control. 


I looked down at this
peon ready to be put back in his place. What was his name again?
That’s right.

“Jim, what should you
be doing right now?”

He looked right at me.
“I’m on break.”

I felt a tinge of
anger. To express that anger, I locked eyes with him and kept them
there. My cool look was usually enough to put any man into distress.
They’d break their gaze. Their eyes would fall. And once they were
looking at my tits, I’d have them. Yet, his eyes remained connected
to mine. It was like he was peering right into me. It was starting to
feel awkward that the both of us were just staring at each other.

“Jim, while it’s
true you’re allowed two fifteen-minute breaks, you’re not
expected to take those at your desk. It should be clear when you’re
working and when you’re on break so there is no workplace
confusion,” I explained in a clear voice.

He watched me silently
for a moment and then responded. “Oh. Sorry. Just had some stuff on
my mind. It’s not written in the rulebook. Is that something new?”

I felt a spike of
anger. Was he seriously going to do that? He was going to challenge
my words? He was right, but that didn’t matter. There be no rule,
but how dare he think he could question me on it.

“Jim, please come
with me to my office. We need to talk.”

It may have seemed like
small disobedience, but I couldn’t allow that in my work; that’s
why I went with the nuclear option. A private talk in my office was
the most anticipated and feared thing of all for my little peons.
Several of the employees nearby who had been listening while
pretending they weren’t gulped audibly. The idea of being in my
office alone caused every man here to be filled with excitement and
dark fantasies, but also fear and trepidation. They knew in their
hearts I was taking them there to discipline and yell at them,
possibly even to fire them, but another part of their anatomy always
hoped something else could happen. It never would. That was the peak
of my heaven and hell philosophy.

He finally looked away
from me and at his computer screen. I felt a strange weight in my
chest release. He looked away first. Good, I was still in control.
Yet, when I noticed he was just checking the clock, my irritation
returned. When had this wallflower suddenly become so disobedient? I
would need to bring the whip. He would be brought back under my
control, and if he wasn’t? Well, there was always a sexual
harassment claim.

“Yeah, I have some
time.” He nodded to himself and stood up.

My mouth tightened, but
I nodded and led him to my office. As we walked, every man now openly
looked. They weren’t looking at me, though. They were looking at my
victim. They had expressions mixed with both envy and pity. It would
have been nice if the man himself seemed to read the room and
understand his place!

When we entered my
room, I closed the blinds and then locked the door. This was one of
those female privileges. A male boss could never take a female
employee into a room and lock the door; his job would be ended
immediately. Yet, if I was in a locked room with a man and claimed I
was assaulted, they would always side with me, no matter who locked
the door in the first place.

When I turned around, I
realized he had already sat down at the chair across from mine
without waiting for my permission. I was going to immediately
discipline him, but then I noticed he was holding a pen which he was
nervously clicking. It made me feel at ease. At least he was starting
to understand the situation he was in.

I moved to the other
side of the desk and then sat down, crossing my legs in a very
deliberate way that showed them off, teasing him with the heaven
before I drove him to hell.

“Jim, how long have
you been working for this company?” I asked.

“Ten years,” he
responded right away, more focused this time.

I nodded. “A long
time…yet you’ve never been promoted. Even your raises have been
meager.”

“The company had said
their sales were below expectations, so bigger raises weren’t
acceptable.”

They always said that.
It was a lie. I made sure to get my raise, but what was the point of
fighting for their raises? Paying them more only meant more pressure
to perform better. I didn’t just get the best numbers for the most
sales, but also because our overhead was some of the lowest.

“Lately, you- will
you stop clicking that pen!” I was trying to speak, and he was
clicking away.

He stopped, putting the
pen down on the desk. “Sorry, if you have something to say, can you
get to the point?”

I felt another bubble
of fury building within me. I was only going to admonish him a
little. I had given him every chance to repent before his goddess,
yet he wanted to make it difficult for himself. Fine, I’d make
things hard on him first.

“A week from now is
Halloween. Every year, we have a Halloween party, and someone needs
to handle it.”

He blinked. “Don’t
you handle the parties?”

She crossed her arms.
“I have more important work to do, that’s why I’m delegating it
to you.”

“That’s a lot to
plan in a week!” He rose slightly, a bit of anger in his voice.

I raised an eyebrow at
him. “If you aren’t willing to be a team player, then maybe you
shouldn’t work here anymore, hmmm?”

He opened his mouth to
say more, but then he closed it again. A smirk appeared on my face.

You did this to
yourself. You have nothing to blame but your actions.

“Fine. I’ll set it
up,” he finally agreed, but his voice was icy.

“That’s all, you
may go.” I made a shooing gesture with my hand while smiling.

He picked up his pen,
turned, and left the room stiffly. I kept my smile until the door
closed. Only then did that smile fade. Despite getting a bit of
revenge, I didn’t feel any better. He was angry, but he wasn’t
beaten down. I would have to break him. I might have to end up taking
some more aggressive measures. Just thinking about it was starting to
make me excited. I guess I was a sadist.
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  ’m home.”

  I walked through the
front door with a sigh. Work had been another mind-numbing day. At
this point, I was extremely overqualified for the job I had. In my
ten years working there, I was supposed to be promoted twice, but my
work decided they needed a more diverse hire, and thus I was
overlooked both times. By the time the new girl, Kennedy, was hired,
I had stopped trying. I knew there was no way I was going to go
anywhere in that company.

Why did I stay there?
Well, the reason for that was currently lying on my couch like a
layabout, snacking on junk food earned with my money. That would be
my stepdaughter, Emily. The boarding school I sent her to was
extremely expensive, but this job just happened to offer nice tuition
reimbursement. It was at a level that I couldn’t afford to send her
to school without it, even if any other job would pay fifty percent
more. Thus, I bucked up and forced myself to continue to work there,
even though each subsequent boss was worse than the last.

It wasn’t all bad; I
was more knowledgeable about the job than anyone. That’s why I knew
that the job they had me performing could be automated with just a
few macros. I had set those up, and now my job just did itself. I
spent my time pretending I was working. Sometimes, I played games,
while other times I used my phone to browse the internet. To be fair,
Kennedy wasn’t the worst boss I had ever had. She wasn’t too bad
on the eyes, and more importantly, those stiletto shoes she clomped
around in meant you could hear her from a mile away. Thus, I was
never caught no matter how much I had slacked off.

Well, that was the case
until today.  I had been distracted, and I could lay the blame
for that distraction once again on that brat lying on my couch. She
was lying face down on the couch, a bag of chips opened at her side.
Her butt was slightly propped up in the air by a pillow, and she was
staring at her cellphone, clicking away. She was oblivious to me
staring at her because she was once again using headphones with the
volume at full blast.

After our mishap in the
shower, I sat down with my wife and discussed why the stepdaughter I
had spent an exorbitant amount of money on to send to boarding school
had unexpectedly come home. Beth had explained that Emily had been
kicked out, however, when I pressed for an explanation, both of their
answers were vague. That only meant one thing, that Beth was covering
for her daughter because she thought if I heard the reason, I’d be
angry.

She wasn’t wrong. I
was pissed, and I didn’t even know what she did. The fact that they
also felt they could hide it from me was even worse. Beth immediately
sided with her daughter and made it out like I was the bad guy
because I started raising my voice. Emily stormed off to her room and
Beth gave me the cold shoulder. That was yesterday, and as far as I
knew, neither of them was talking to me. Staring down at Emily, my
anger only returned.

After what happened in
the shower, one would think she’d learn her lesson, but once again,
she was lying around oblivious to her environment. Her slacker
personality which caused her to fail out of school and forced us to
send her to boarding school was on full display. She was just a
good-for-nothing waste of space. She used up my money and didn’t
treat me with an ounce of respect. She had absolutely no prospects in
her future. Well, that wasn’t true. There was one.

My eyes flickered to
her ass. It was pretty nice. My stepdaughter was wearing somewhat
small shorts, and they wrapped tightly around her buttocks. In that
position, I could see just a hint of her cameltoe. Despite myself, my
penis twitched a bit. I remembered the feeling of her body in the
shower vividly. My dick had been sliding between those smooth thighs,
pressing up against that naughty slit. That tight buttock had been in
my hands, my groin pressed against her.

Just thinking about it
made me hard once again. It wasn’t that I was being perverted
because of my daughter! It was just that ever since I had started
losing weight, my dick would trigger from the slightest provocation.
I couldn’t help but recall my wife being gone today, and it was
just the two of us. A dark part of me wanted to pull down those
shorts and fuck her from behind right there on the couch, regardless
if she was my daughter or not. At least then, she’d be contributing
to the household.

She was a stepdaughter,
and not a close one. We had no blood relations. However, the risk was
just too much. I had been certain she’d tell Beth about what
happened between us, which was the only reason I had allowed things
to stop with stony silence last night. With only a few words from
Emily, our decade of marriage would have been over. Yet, despite
everything that had happened, nearly two days had passed and Emily
had kept her mouth shut.

Despite Emily’s lack
of awareness, she must have felt something because she suddenly
looked around, her eyes meeting mine. She let out a cry, spinning
around and backing up as she ripped her headphones out from her ears.
I felt her reaction was a bit exaggerated, but I didn’t care.

“What do you want,
you fucking pervert?” Her voice came out in a tone that held no
respect.

“Why did you get
kicked out of school?”

I had to ask. I had
never gotten a straight answer from her mom, and considering this
fact was going to shape my life potentially for several years, I
would never be able to just forget about it.

Rather than answer the
simple question, she put on a sneer. “None of your fucking
business. Mom says I don’t have to tell you a damn thing.”

It wasn’t like this
behavior was new. Emily had always been a disrespectful bitch, and
when it came to taking sides, my wife always had her back, which
emboldened her to disrespect me as a father figure even more. In the
past, this attitude of hers led me to one of two responses. I’d
either yell at her until I was red-faced and she ran to her mom while
showing fake tears, or ignored her and sulked in my room.

Yet, I felt something
different this time. I was still extremely pissed; it wasn’t like
what she said didn’t anger me, but I had no desire to yell at her
at all. I also didn’t feel cowed and helpless either. Part of it
was because of my exercise. I felt better than I had in ages, and so
I didn’t feel so exhausted after coming home from work. However,
the biggest change was our time in the shower.

I had seen Emily
completely naked and vulnerable. I had forcefully held her young,
teen body in my arms, stuck my dick between her legs, and even rubbed
her clit. I felt her body shake and orgasm against my dick. I heard
the cute, little noises she made as she tried to stifle the pleasure
she felt. It had changed my image of her completely. Oh, she was
still a lazy, good-for-nothing bitch, but I didn’t feel any dread
or hatred. Instead, I found her attitude amusing. Even that hateful
stare on her face looked just a bit cuter to me. I had tasted a piece
of her, seen her at her most vulnerable, and now she was just a
silly, teenage girl.

I gave a slight grin,
looking Emily up and down. Emily’s expression quickly became
surprised as the trick she had used on me hundreds of times suddenly
no longer worked. As she saw my eyes roaming her body, a hint of a
blush formed on her cheeks. So, it seemed this girl did know a little
bit of shame.

“Your mother isn’t
here right now,” I reminded her.

She inhaled a breath
suddenly, but her stunned expression quickly returned to the insolent
one from before. “What do you think you can do to me? If you even
touch a hair on my head, I’ll tell mom everything. She’ll divorce
you, and then she’ll take everything!”

I took a few steps
toward her, and she instinctively pushed back into the couch but
didn’t have anywhere to go. Suddenly, I was looming over her, and
Emily had to look up at me to meet my eyes. I liked that. Her
position under me was much more agreeable.

“What I just heard is
that if you’re going to tell your mom anyway, I might as well get
my worth out of you. Since you’ll cost me everything, doesn’t
that mean you’ll have to give me everything?” I asked, chuckling
darkly.

“S-stop…”

Her insolent expression
fell once again. I could see her eyes darting around; she was no
longer in control of the situation. Her chest heaved a couple of
times, her breath growing frantic. I leaned down, and she lay back on
the couch. Her eyes were closed and her mouth parted; she had
absolutely no defenses. With those few words, she had completely
given up. She was a slut. She was giving herself to me to do whatever
I wanted to her.

However, I wasn’t a
dumb guy, and if I pushed her down now, she might have regrets about
it later and then end up telling her mom I raped her. Instead of
pushing her down, I merely moved my lips near her ear.

“Do you know what I
think?” I asked, causing her eyes to pop open. “I think you loved
how I made you feel. I think you want more. I think you want another
taste.”

“F-f-fuck off!” She
responded weakly, not even lifting her arms to push me away. “Why
would I ever be turned on by an old, fat bastard like you?”

I had been called fat
many times, and I also knew I had lost quite a bit of weight. Such
insults rolled off of me.

“In a week, I have to
host a Halloween party for my coworkers. You might want to come.”

She frowned a bit,
regaining just a bit of her vigor. “Why would I waste my Halloween
going to some boring business party?”

“Every year, these
parties are boring. My boss forced it on me, but I know she’s not
even going to go to it. That’s why I decided to give my coworkers
some fun. It’s going to be a costume party. Everyone will wear
masks anonymously, so no one has to take responsibility. I’ve
thought of hiring a few hookers to liven things up. There will also
be a lot of booze and alcohol. You come to that party, and who will
know you’re only eighteen?”

Her eyes flashed for a
moment. “You’d let me drink?”

She took the bait. I
knew that the idea of going to an adult party with drinking would
appeal to an eighteen-year-old girl like her far more than anything
she could summon up with her former friends.

“You might need to
drink a bit so that you’re ready.” I chuckled.

She looked confused
this time. “Ready for what?”

“The party goes from
eight until one in the morning,” I explained. “At midnight, there
will be a big, bad woof waiting in the garage. If a…little, red
riding hood should happen to wander into the garage at that time, he
will assuredly eat…her… up…” I spoke those last words slowly
and quietly.

Her eyes slowly widened
until they were like teacups. I was afraid that saying that would
come off as really dorky, but after seeing the effect on Emily, I was
quite pleased. I immediately stood up and stepped back from her,
showing no more interest in talking to her anymore.

“W-wait…”

“I have places to be.
Figure out food on your own,” I replied, walking out the door
without waiting for a response.

Did my words have an
effect? I’d have to wait until the end of the week to find out!
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 hat the hell am I
doing? I’m a married woman!

	
	
	



Jim had called me and
asked for more workout time. We usually met to work out only two
times a week, but he had suddenly asked me to meet him daily for the
next week. If it had been anyone else, I would have told them that
there was no way I could make those kinds of exceptions on short
notice. However, with the possibility of spending more time with Jim,
I grew excited and agreed to it right away.

It was still difficult
though. I could leave twice a week for an hour or two without my
husband asking where I had been or what I had been doing. If I told
him I was working out, which was true, that was the end of it.
However, for me to go off to meet Jim five times a week? I had to
make up something, and for the first time, I blatantly lied to my
husband about my whereabouts. It felt like I was having an affair,
but this was just working out, right?

“A…Halloween
party?” That was what Jim had told me when I asked why he wanted
the sudden extra sessions.

“I haven’t dressed
up in a Halloween costume in years.” Jim sighed. “I want to get
into as best of shape as possible before then. It’ll be my debut.”

It was a shockingly
innocent reason to want to work out. It was pretty cute, and I
couldn’t help but giggle before I quickly covered my mouth.

“S-sorry…” I
tried to get out, only to break into laughter.

He gave me a pouty
face. “Are you laughing at me? It’s not like I want to go as an
underwear model or something. Adult, one-size-fits-all costumes are
bullshit.”

Jim in nothing but
his underwear? Now, that is something I want to see.

I quickly got my
giggling under control, mostly because that lewd thought had shocked
me out of it. I also started to feel a bit of guilt; it was because I
was keeping the truth from Jim. He was already fit, and there was
nothing these sessions with me could do for him anymore. I could help
him stay on course, but that was it. The problem with being fat was
that you always felt fat. Even when you lost weight, your
expectations always exceeded reality, and a person who was losing
weight just couldn’t see it. It had taken me a long time to accept
I was fit, but Jim had only just gotten that way.

He was much fitter than
my husband. His chest was broad, his arms were muscular, and he even
had shown the signs of a six-pack. Short of dehydrating himself and
going on insane diets, there was no way he could look better than he
was at that moment. Yet, he felt the need to schedule extra
appointments, convinced he wouldn’t look good in a Halloween
outfit. In truth, Jim would look good in anything. I wanted
desperately for him to see that, but if I told the truth, then I
would have no reason to be in his life anymore.

Those sad thoughts
haunted me as I went through the workout routines with him one more
time. However, as he started doing squats, I caught myself looking at
his butt. Then, I did it again during his stretch. What was going
through my mind? Was it hot? I felt really hot today, despite it
being October.

“Are you okay?” He
asked politely.

He caught me in a daze
as I was thinking about him. That was embarrassing!

“I think I pulled
something. C-can you help me stretch?” I asked, coming up with an
excuse on the spot.

Why did I ask him to do
that? I was supposed to be helping him stretch, not the other way
around. That would involve him having his hands on my body. I had
always been extremely careful so that only I touched the client,
never the other way. As I felt him walk up behind me, I couldn’t
keep my face from growing hot. 


“Where is the
injury?” He asked, his lips not far from my ear, causing a strange
tingle to shoot through me.

“M-my leg,” I spoke
nervously. “Can you lift it?”

Jim gave a smile, and I
felt my heart throb. He then kneeled and I lifted my ankle. His warm
hands squeezed it, and I felt a shiver through my leg.

“You want me to pull
back?”

“Y-yeah…” I
agreed.

He brought my leg back
behind me, his hands on the top of my foot as he lifted it like I was
doing a standing swan pose. I felt a stretch in my thigh that was
pretty good. I realized I could stretch farther with the assistance,
and the sensation of someone else moving my body felt better than I
thought. No wonder so many guys tried to take advantage when I was
helping them stretch.

“N-now the other
way,” I said, not wanting it to end even though my heart was
beating so hard that it caused my eardrums to hurt. 


He nodded, letting my
foot down gently before getting in front of me. I raised my other
foot forward this time, and then he took it by the Achilles heel and
started to lift it.

“More,” I declared
as he brought my leg up. “More, keep going.”

He kept bringing it up
until he had to take a step forward and close the distance between
us. My breath quickened as my leg continued up and my personal space
was invaded. I was in a daze though, barely noticing.

“I-is that good?”
He asked, a half-smile on his face. “Were you just trying to show
off, Miss Jenny?”

I snapped out of it,
and that was when I realized he had lifted my leg to my shoulder in a
standing split. I knew I was that flexible, but I usually didn’t
push myself to do that. Yet, with my leg like that, Jim’s groin was
nearly pushed against mine. If we weren’t wearing clothing, we
could have been having sex as we stood right there. My body trembled.
His lips were just a few centimeters away, and I wanted to kiss him
so badly.

“I…”

He took my trembling as
me having reached my limit and pulled away, bringing my leg back
down.

“You shouldn’t try
to push yourself so hard. You told me that.” He smiled as he
returned to a respectful distance away, letting me breathe again.

“R-right.” I
nodded. “But sometimes, a girl likes it hard.”

His eyes widened and I
nearly turned red as I realized how dirty my joke was, but he quickly
laughed it off. It might have seemed like a simple exchange, but
after that, things quickly started to change. 


I couldn’t stop
myself from constantly flirting with him. The next day of our
workout, I chose much more revealing clothing. It was still workout
clothes, but the stuff I’d use at home. I also started to do my
hair and put on makeup, just for working out. One would think this
would make my husband suspicious of me, but he liked that I was
putting more effort into looking nice. In his mind, I was doing it
for him, and it was indicative of our relationship going strong. For
a trophy wife, attractiveness was what gave me value.  The hotter I
looked, the more smugly he could act as he showed me off to his
friends. Every jealous look he got as he paraded me around only made
him feel superior. 


Knowing that I was
taking advantage of my husband’s vice, I felt guilty about what I
was doing. Even though I knew this was wrong, I couldn’t stop
myself. I began to use every opportunity at my disposal to be in
physical contact with Jim. I increased the time of our stretching
sessions and commonly asked him to stretch me as much as I stretched
him. It was filling me with desire and frustration, but I was even
more helpless to stop myself.

As the days passed, I
realized that I wanted Jim. I didn’t want him as a workout partner;
I wanted him as something more. I felt so happy with him, happiness I
hadn’t felt in years. He was clever, witty, and cute. He had a
great body, but more than that, he understood what it was like to be
on the other side, fat and insecure. He understood me.

Of course, even though
I was happier, the guilt was killing me too. I was guilty of every
moment I spent with him, not just because of my husband, but because
I knew I was playing with Jim too. I was a married woman who could
never give him what he wanted, but I still teased him relentlessly. I
knew I had to end things before they went too far. I had my fun, now
I needed to end it. Mentally, I committed to telling him at the end
of that last session that I would no longer be his workout coach. I’d
end it like pulling off a band-aid.  

That day came much
faster than I expected. We were at the park, and the autumn colors
gave the forest a beautiful allure, while the fallen leaves crunched
under our feet on what was otherwise an unusually warm stretch of
October. Other than the crunching leaves, it was a very quiet day. We
ended up meeting fairly early in the morning, so we had the park to
ourselves. We just finished a run and were doing some light
stretching. Jim could be a bit self-conscious still, so the spot we
stopped to stretch at was an open park pavilion that was hidden from
the roads and paths. It was filled with picnic tables and an adjacent
restroom, but the view was just a thicket full of trees, so it was
rarely ever occupied.

“Miss Jenny. You’re
looking sexy today.” He smiled, looking me up and down as I
stretched with my leg on a picnic table.

My heart began to beat
fast, and I knew my face was bright red. “O-oh…”

Many guys had come onto
me like that and I’d usually respond with apathy, if not disgust.
Yet, after spending so much time with Jim, and after having come so
far, those words from him hit me completely differently. I also knew
that the only reason he was growing so bold was because of my
actions. I had flirted with him, touched him, and teased him for a
week straight. If he didn’t think I was interested, he’d be a
blind man.

Keep your cool. I
desperately told myself, looking down shyly.

“This is our last
day, huh?” He asked.

My eyes shot up in
shock. He had said exactly what I was thinking. How did he know I was
going to break things off? 


“Wh-what?”

“This is the last day
before my Halloween event. I don’t feel like I lost very much
weight the last week,” he explained. 


I let out a breath of
relief. “Ah, but you’ve gained a lot of muscle.”

“I used to say that
all the time when I was fat, trying to justify myself. It’s fine.
We can end things here. Um… How much do I owe you?”

No sooner had I relaxed
than he got up to leave. Even though he hadn’t said this was the
last meeting, and I hadn’t officially ended it yet, I still felt a
surge of panic.

“W-wait… Can you
help me…stretch something?” I asked desperately, trying to keep
him from going so soon.

He stopped reaching for
his pocket and turned to me. “What do you need?”

I dropped my leg from
the table and then showed him my back. 


“Pull my hands behind
my back,” I instructed.

“Alright,” he said
without even questioning why, reaching out and grabbing my wrists as
he stood directly behind me.

“Good, now I am going
to lean down.” As I bent down, I pushed my butt back.

When my butt pushed
into his groin, I expected him to pull back. That’s what he usually
did. However, this time, he pushed his hips forward. I could feel him
pushing against me and for a second, it felt like we were thrusting
against each other. 


What am I even
doing? Isn’t this a sex position?

I was bent over with my
arms behind me and he was grinding my butt. It made me feel a bit
dizzy, but that was only because he had something in his pocket that
was poking me down there. W-wait… That wasn’t something in his
pocket, was it? I could feel it pressing nearly against my most
sensitive regions. As I stretched, my legs kept shifting my center of
weight, moving my butt up and down, rubbing his part against mine. I
started breathing hard.

“Miss Jenny, are you
sure it’s your back that needs stretching?”

I straightened up and
he let go of my wrists. I brought them to my front, rubbing them, and
then I spun around, shooting him a glare.

“Y-you…”

I was going to yell at
him. He was overtly sexually teasing me. This was my chance. It was
the reason I was looking for. I could just accuse him of going too
far. I could just end it here. Yet, when I saw his face, I couldn’t
say anything.

“I’m sorry…” He
sighed. “That was inappro-mmm!”

My body moved on its
own. My arms threw themselves around him, and I kissed him without
any thought. I used tongue too, something I had only done with my
husband. His tongue darted into my mouth, and I could taste his manly
body for the first time. Our kissing grew more and more intense, and
his hands roamed my body. My mind screamed that this was wrong and
with the last bit of resistance, I pulled back away from him.

He stared at me with
surprise, and I stared right back. Then, he grabbed me and kissed me
again. I went to push him away, but when my hands touched his chest,
all of their energy seemed to disappear. I felt his hands grab my
ass, and then he hoisted me up. I let out a gasp as he plopped me
onto the nearest picnic table. My husband couldn’t lift me, but Jim
easily did so without losing his grip. Jim’s arms felt so strong.

I realized the
situation I was in. We had been in this secluded structure many
times, but it was the first time I realized I was alone with a man
who was much stronger than me. Jim could do whatever he wanted to me,
and I wouldn’t be able to resist. Even if I screamed, the noise
would likely be swallowed up by the trees.

As I fell back onto the
table and spread my legs, I came to an even more horrifying
realization. It didn’t matter whether he could force me or not,
because my body was completely willing. It wouldn’t listen to my
mind at all; it was completely submissive to his touch. No matter how
much my mind screamed, my body kept saying yes. Jim was on top of me,
and I trembled while staring at him with tear-filled eyes.

I had worn tight yoga
pants on our run, and I realized that with my legs spread, he
wouldn’t be able to get them off me. That didn’t deter Jim,
though. He reached down and with a single pull, he ripped my crotch
open. I let out a cry of surprise as my lower body was suddenly
exposed. Yet, my legs betrayed me, spreading wider and begging him to
come inside. He pulled his dick out, and for the first time, I was
able to see it. It was much larger than my husband’s!

My heart was beating
fast. I was covered in sweat. My breathing was panicked. I had never
felt so excited in my life. Even on my wedding day, I hadn’t wanted
it this bad.

Just as Jim was about
to thrust into me, he stopped for just a second, his eyes looking
into mine. “Is this okay?”

My lips parted. “Fuck
me.”

My mind no longer
disagreed with my body. Jim pushed my panties to the side and lined
himself up with my waiting womanhood. With his hands squeezing my
butt, he thrust forward, pushing into me aggressively. He was so big
that there was a bit of discomfort as an object at my limits entered
me, but I spread myself wide and let it all in. I felt a feeling of
wonder and euphoria. I felt complete and happy.

He didn’t wait for me
to grow comfortable with this new feeling. He immediately began to
thrust into me wildly. Jim was like an animal that had been in
captivity all his life. He finally broke free of his chains and all
of his frustration was being put on me, and I loved every moment of
it. I found myself climaxing much quicker than I ever had with my
husband. When I slept with Tom, it was only every three or four times
where I’d even reach climax before he did. However, Jim’s larger
size and the wild way he just took me seemed to stimulate the sexual
triggers in my body and set me off.

My husband had always
been a gentle lover. I had always seen that as love, and in my
inexperience, I had told myself that a gentleman who cuddled me and
moved slowly was the ideal sexual partner. It was only at that moment
as Jim folded me up, pushing my legs until my knees nearly touched my
breasts and then thrust into me with his jackhammer that I realized
just how much better sex could be.

I experienced a second
orgasm, and I heard loud, naughty moans and cries filling the air. It
took me a few moments to realize those noises were me. We were
outdoors in a park and if someone heard, we could be caught. Not only
could I not stop making noises, but it made me more excited and
caused me to cum harder.

About a minute after my
second orgasm, my pussy was starting to feel sore from the rough
treatment, but I still thought I might climb to a third orgasm. Jim
wasn’t even kissing me. He just had a hard grip on my ass and was
plowing my cunt like it had personally wronged his family jewels.
That’s when he growled out a line that made me shiver.

“I’m about to cum.”

If he had been my
husband, I would have let him cum in me. We had been trying to have a
baby, after all, and even though we had stopped trying, I still had
hope. However, how could I have a baby with Jim?

“Pull out! I’m not
wearing protection,” I said, realizing with horror that I was
having unprotected sex with a man I barely knew.

Sure, I had been
hanging out with Jim for nearly a year, but I barely knew about his
home life at all. Given Jim’s aggressive state, I had been afraid
he would just cum in me anyway, and I was even more afraid because a
part of me wanted him to. Yet, he pulled out and I let out a sigh
that was a bit more regretful than I cared to admit. Yet, that was
when I realized Jim had moved to the side and up. Suddenly, his penis
was right in my face.

“Wha-”

I had opened my mouth
to ask what he was doing, but that’s when a shot of white erupted
from his penis. Half of the warm liquid splashed on my cheek, while
the other half ended up in my mouth. It was so surprising that I
reflexively swallowed. My sex life with Tom had been very vanilla. I
had sucked his dick before…twice, but I wouldn’t let him release
in my mouth. That was gross. When he needed to release, Tom would
pull out and then release in the toilet, or at least a tissue. That’s
why I had never expected Jim to suddenly point his dick at my face.
He was cumming on me like I was some kind of cum dumpster!

Had my husband done
such a thing, I would have been outraged. I would have yelled at him
first and then refused to talk to him for a week. Yet, I was so
exhausted, so aroused, and so hot that my mind was mush. As I
swallowed the thick liquid down my throat, Jim grabbed the back of my
head and then shoved his dick into my mouth. My eyes widened, but I
couldn’t even resist as a second load shot into the back of my
throat. I started coughing, but more streams followed. There was so
much of it. It was warm and gooey, and it tasted salty. I desperately
swallowed it all to keep from choking.

Jim fed me his dick and
I ended up drinking it all. The whole event probably only lasted less
than a minute, but it felt like an hour. When it was done, I could
feel the tip of his dick going soft in my mouth. He finally pulled it
out. We both stayed like that, him kneeling on the bench and me lying
on the table until we both caught our breath.

“How was it?” He
asked, a slightly guilty expression finally showing on his face.

As my mind started
working again, all of my protests and fears seemed to disappear like
smoke. I felt extremely satisfied; I felt happy. I reached up and
touched my cheek. There was a streak of cum across it. I rubbed along
my cheek, picking up all the cum. Lifting my finger which had a drop
of white stuff on it, I licked it.

Maybe I could get
used to this.
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 had been extremely busy
since the last week. Not only did I have work and had to set up this
Halloween party my boss pushed on me, but I also decided to increase
my workout routine too. The party was going to be something else.
Normally, these parties were boring, but this year, I was going to
give my coworkers the time of their lives. I knew that would piss
Kennedy off; it might even cost me my job. However, she was the one
who had dumped it on me, so if I was going out, it’d be in a blaze
of glory.

	
	
	



There were a few
reasons why I had increased my workout routine. The reason I had told
my coach, Miss Jenny, was genuine. I did want to fit in an adult,
one-size-fits-all costume and look good. However, there were several
other reasons too. If I did lose my job, I probably wouldn’t be
able to afford Miss Jenny anymore. I’d have to stop hiring her at
least until I got a better job. Furthermore, with my wife giving me
the icy silent treatment, I didn’t feel welcome at home. As for my
stepdaughter, Emily, after teasing her in such an effective way, I
wanted to distance myself as much as possible. I wanted her to stew
for a bit. Working out was just a means of staying away from home.

As for what I had told
my daughter about the big, bad wolf and the garage, I was planning on
messing with her. I wanted to see how she’d react. As for what my
actual plan was, I had come up with many options. I had considered
the classic tar and feather routine. I had considered ghosting her
and leaving a camera to see her dejected appearance. If she told her
mom and tried to fuck with me, I considered using a decoy wolf and
then having her outed to her mom as a liar and a slut. I even
considered hiring some young stud with an STD to bang her and leave
her with a venereal disease, although that felt cruel, even for me.

The one course of
action I hadn’t considered was following through on it. I had no
plan to show up as the big, bad wolf and then bang little, red riding
hood. First off, as alluring as that moment with Emily in the shower
had been, it was completely an accident. We didn’t have sex and we
didn’t even like each other. She was also my stepdaughter. It was
true that I wanted to push Emily down, but that was horniness, and
perhaps a desire to get revenge on her. In the unlikely event that
she wanted it, it wouldn’t even be revenge at all, would it?
Furthermore, it would be cheating. I’d be having an affair on my
wife and with her daughter of all people! It was true my wife had
done a few questionable things, but I had no proof of her infidelity,
while this would absolutely be an affair. There would be no going
back from that.

The second reason I
wouldn’t consider it was that I had no clue what Emily was
thinking. She could go to her mom and tell her everything. She could
send her own STD-riddled little, red, riding, whore decoy. She could
just not show up. I had wanted to set her up, but it wasn’t until I
had thought about it that I realized I was setting myself up too. To
engage in that situation was to put myself out there. Even if I had
been regaining my self-confidence, having the confidence to try
banging my stepdaughter in my house with my wife still home and even
a few dozen others nearby was a whole different level of risk. Thus,
it was not something that was going to happen…

That was, until my last
meeting with Jenny. During the week I was avoiding home, I spent a
lot more time with my coach. She started acting a bit differently.
She asked me to help her stretch. At first, I thought it was because
she was trusting me more. I didn’t feel like I deserved that trust,
because every time I laid my hands on that delicious, muscle-toned
body, I became so aroused I wanted to have her right there.

The fact that she
belonged to Tom only made the feel of her body in my hands more
amazing. It took every bone in my body to not squeeze wherever I
touched her. In retrospect, I would have preferred if she hadn’t
suddenly started trusting me more, especially during the time when I
was in a dry spell and had already had a taste of my stepdaughter.
Between the two, I’d much rather have Jenny. She was older, but she
was also matured and experienced. Furthermore, she was married too,
so we both had the same risk involved.

As I found myself
contemplating the ramifications of an affair with her, I stopped
myself. That was a dark path to go down. Yet, as much as I tried to
put it behind me, things only grew harder. She was always a bit
flirtatious, but I had learned over the year we had worked together
that it was her nature, and she usually did it when she was nervous
about something. She had suddenly started flirting like crazy. She
would say all kinds of suggestive things and even she’d get
embarrassed by some of them. My conclusion at that point was that she
was nervous about something.

Yet, it didn’t end
there. Miss Jenny, who had always run behind or paced herself beside
me, pushing me to go farther and farther, had started exclusively
running in front of me. That tight and delectable ass that had teased
me for a year was suddenly a constant force, always right there if I
ran a few steps faster. Her workout clothing seemed to have changed
too. She either wore pants so tight that she showed cameltoe, or
short shorts that if I looked at the right angle, showed me the goods
directly.

It wasn’t just her
pants. She was showing more cleavage, and I swear she was looking
more beautiful too. I wasn’t sure why I thought she was more
beautiful, but she was much hotter. Her new behavior of constant
teasing mixed with her new outfit and every day became an endurance
run of me resisting saying or doing something that would ruin this
relationship we had. I knew I was just her client, but over that
year, I felt like she was a friend too.

Then, that final day
came. I mostly wasn’t thinking about how hot she was as my mind was
on the Halloween party. I was so distracted I even said she was sexy
out loud. That thought was supposed to be left in my head, but seeing
her stretch in those yoga pants was too much and I lost control of my
mouth.

When she asked me to
help her stretch again, I was sweating, and when her butt bumped into
my penis, it immediately came to life. My hips pushed forward, and
for some awkward minutes, I ground my dick into her ass. I tried to
make a joke of it, but I realized I had gone too far. As she spun to
scold me, the last thing I expected was that kiss. Yet, that kiss was
what broke the dam. After years of sexual suppression, I couldn’t
take it anymore.

I barely even thought
about what I was doing. I managed to just stop myself short of
penetration, remembering a rape prevention seminar Kennedy had forced
us to attend. However, the second she said yes, nothing in the world
would have been able to stop me. I released nearly a decade of
pent-up sexual desire on her. It was only after I finished cumming
that my brain started to work again, and I realized how I had treated
her.

After that, I had
expected her to turn away in disgust. I had expected her to hate me.
I had expected a lot of things, but none of it happened. She got back
up, and it was then that I realized I had torn apart her pants. She
was walking around in panties that had a noticeable sex spot on them
and ripped yoga pants.

“I’m sorry…” I
said awkwardly as I gave her my coat to tie around her waist.

“It’s fine.” Her
cheeks turned pink, and it was kind of cute.

“In that case, will
you be fine?”

“Ah!” Her eyes
suddenly widened. “N-no! I can’t go home like this!”

Her expression started
to turn to one of horror, so I raised my hands and immediately
comforted her. “It’ll be fine. Just come with me, I’ll get you
something to wear.”

That’s how we ended
up driving to a nearby discount department store. While she waited in
the car, I walked in and found her a replacement pair of pants. I had
ripped them open, so it was my responsibility to replace them.
However, after picking out pants, part of me couldn’t resist
walking over to the erotic section. It was a section I had mostly
ignored for years, but after having sex again after such a long dry
spell, I felt invigorated.

I ended up grabbing a
Plan-B pill and a box of condoms and then went to the checkout line.
When I got back into the car, I handed her the yoga pants and the
Plan B. When she saw it, her eyes went wide.

“Just in case…you
never know,” I responded.

We did have unprotected
sex. Since she had me pull out, she didn’t want a baby. I didn’t
want a baby either. I had read that even if you pulled out, precum
could still be enough to do the job. It was better safe than sorry.

“Y-yeah…” She
responded.

“I also got condoms
for next time!” I actually pulled the condoms out of the bag and
showed them to her, only realizing how silly I was being after.

“N-next time!” Her
face turned yet another shade of red.

I dropped the smile,
putting the condoms back in the bag. “I-if… I mean, if there is a
next time.”

That seemed to be
enough for her, and she started doing the task of replacing her yoga
pants while sitting in a car. She was pretty funny about it too. When
I looked down at her mid-change, she grew very flustered. I had
already seen all of it, so why couldn’t I look?

She finally got them
on, and I pulled out of the parking lot, aiming to return to the park
so she could take her car.

“Is it okay?” I
asked her, looking over at her pants again.

“They’re…a bit
loose,” she responded.

“Your pants are
always tight,” I said. “This…hides more of your body.”

She gave a slow nod.
“You want to hide bodies because you’re self-conscious.”

I blinked. “No, I
want to hide your body because I don’t want other guys looking at
you.”

“W-what!” Her head
perked up.

“Your body is sexy,
and I love the way you look in that tight stuff, but I’ve seen
other guys throw you glances during our workouts. I don’t like
other men looking at my woman. Your beautiful body is something only
I should see.”

She shuddered visibly
and then bit her lip before looking up at me. “You know I’m
married, right?”

That was true. I spoke
a bit too aggressively. I was already calling her my woman, but she
belonged to him. After sleeping together, I had gotten a bit too
excited and moved too fast. Yet, since she asked, I decided to give
her my honest take.

“Your husband can’t
make you happy,” I said.

She suddenly made a
strange noise, and I saw a tear run down her cheek. Did I make her
upset?

“Will you make me
happy, then?” She asked.

“No,” I answered,
prompting her to look at me with surprise before I continued. “The
only person that can make you happy is you. You need to make the
choices that make you happy.”

She hesitated for a
second. “And…if the thing that makes me happy is my husband?”

“Then, I read things
poorly,” I responded wryly as I pulled the car back into the park’s
parking lot, stopping right next to her car. “And I wasted my money
on a box of condoms.”

I clicked the automatic
door unlock for her side of the car. She continued to stare at me for
a bit. My heart was racing, and I was very worried about what she
would say. Then, she reached out and grabbed the bag on my lap. She
reached into it, opened up the box, and pulled out a single condom.
Dropping the box back in my lap, she held it up.

“For our next
workout,” she said.

My mouth fell open, but
she had already turned and opened the door, almost like she was
escaping. She practically leaped into her car and started it. I
remained there as she pulled out and drove away, watching her leave
the entire time.

Not only had I fucked
Jenny, but she wanted to continue doing it. I wondered if I still had
to pay her for being my coach. Wouldn’t that just make her a
prostitute then? Never mind that I was the happiest I had been in a
long time. I started my car and drove back to my house. I was feeling
great. However, as I drove into the garage, it reminded me of another
woman who was waiting on me.

If I hadn’t just had
such an incredible and successful time with Jenny, I never would have
dared go after Emily. However, I appeared to be on a winning streak.
I took the box of condoms and then hid them somewhere in the garage.
I had made my decision. When the party came tomorrow, there would be
a big, bad wolf waiting in the garage. I just wondered if little,
red, riding hood would show up. I couldn’t wait to find out.

I left the garage with
excitement. I was far too excited to realize that when Jenny had
grabbed the bag, she had knocked the store receipt out of it, and
rather than being in the bag with the condoms I hid, the receipt was
sitting in the passenger seat of the car.
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 can’t believe Jim
is cheating on me.

	
	
	



I looked down at the
receipt in my hand one more time. When had he started this affair?
Was it when he started losing weight? Was it earlier this week when
he was suddenly never home? All I knew was that Jim recently bought a
box of condoms and a Plan-B. Someone wouldn’t just go out and buy
those things. It wasn’t for me. It wasn’t just that we hadn’t
had sex in…

How long? Had to be
a few months ago…. Was it longer?

Besides, I had an IUD
put in three years back. I was already protected, so Jim had no
reason to need those things.

I could just ask him,
but I had already stopped talking to him over my daughter. The worst
part was that it wasn’t even really his fault. My husband had every
right to be angry at our daughter, but I knew I absolutely couldn’t
let him know the truth.

“I don’t understand
why you’re kicking my daughter out of school.” When I had gotten
the call that she was expelled and I needed to come to get her, I had
driven up there right away. “From the way it sounds, my daughter
was taken advantage of…”

“Ma’am…our school
has an image to uphold. We’ve already fired the instructor
involved. However, we can’t have rumors of this spread. After
careful consideration, we’ve decided it’s in our best interests
to remove her from the school. We’ve come up with a list of
recommended alternatives.”

“They’re all twice
the price!”

“I’m sorry, it
can’t be helped.”

A few minutes later, I
slammed my car door angrily. “Those bastards! They’re trying to
cover their asses at the expense of my daughter.”

“M-mom…I’m sorry.
I didn’t mean to…” My daughter responded tearfully.

“How am I going to
tell Jim this…”

“No! Jim can’t
know.”

“He’s been your dad
for ten years, can’t you just-”

“I’m never going to
call him dad!” Her eyes flashed angrily. “I have a dad and he’s
not it!”

I let out a sigh. We
had this talk dozens of times, but her attitude never changed.

“Alright…but why
can’t he know?” I asked.

“The instructor…was
someone Dad recommended. They’re close friends.”

When she spoke about
‘Dad’, she wasn’t talking about Jim, but her father, Tom. Tom
had been my first boyfriend, and I thought we’d be together
forever. I had given up so much for him, and he had ended up tearing
my heart out and then trading me in for a younger model. I had hated
him for so long, but my daughter adored him. It took years for me to
forgive him. We had started exchanging texts, and gradually, I had
come to forgive and maybe even respect him, although I only did it
for my daughter’s sake. I didn’t want to lose her because I was
too petty to forgive my baby’s daddy. I did know why she wanted to
keep it a secret, though.

“Fuck…”

“Yeah… You know if
Jim realizes that Dad was partially responsible, we’d never hear
the end of it. He would tell Dad, and if Dad knew what happened…”

“He’d kill him,”
I finished.

Tom was like a powder
keg. If you didn’t mess with him, nothing would happen, but if he
got triggered, he’d explode. That was something I had never told my
husband. Tom had an explosive temper, and he’d hit me before. He
insisted that he changed though, and based on his new wife and the
reports from my daughter, it looked like he had. But I never forgot
that dark man still existed underneath, and made sure my daughter
knew it too.

Jim had once overheard
me talking about the abuse I used to receive, and I ended up having
to make up a story that Tom was into rough sex. In truth, Tom and Jim
were polar opposites in bed. Tom was extremely gentle, but it was all
a façade. Jim was a loving man, but he was rather aggressive in bed,
and especially early on, his aggressiveness would sometimes cause me
flashbacks to my former trauma. That was why I made Jim act more
vanilla in bed, even though he eventually got bored of it and our sex
life declined.

In the end, we couldn’t
tell Jim the truth. I had to keep it a secret from him. It made me
once again feel rage toward Tom. It was always Tom. It had been
nearly two decades, and he was still managing to ruin my life. He
made me have to lie to my husband, and I hated him for it.

“Although, Tom and
this instructor don’t have all of the blame,” I voiced my thought
out loud. “You’re eighteen now, Emily. Why the heck would you
blow an instructor for a better grade.”

Emily bit her lip. “I
don’t know. He asked, and older guys kind of turn me on. Since you
sent me to boarding school, it’s not like I have any friends.”

“Emily…”

“Mom, have you ever…”

“H-how could I do
something like that? I-it’s gross…”

“You’re so boring
sometimes… I almost feel sorry for Jim.”

“What’s that
supposed to mean?”

“Nothing!”

Like that, I had taken
my daughter home and then covered things up all to protect my
daughter and a man I still hated. To force Jim to drop it, I had to
lay it thick too, punishing him for something I knew wasn’t his
fault. I felt extremely guilty. Had I pushed him into cheating on me?
When Tom had cheated on me, I had almost taken it as a blessing. It
was my way out, to end that abusive relationship with him in a way
that he wouldn’t blame me. If I tried to leave him any other way,
he likely wouldn’t have accepted it.

However, when it came
to Jim, it was different. I was older now, and while I wouldn’t say
my life was filled with happiness, I was at least settled. Jim had
been good to me all of these years. As much as my daughter and Jim
got along like cats and dogs, he had taken her as his daughter and
paid and supported her for eighteen years when she wasn’t even his.
He had also taken care of me as well.

Plus, the sex was
amazing. He had a big dick, and when he gave it to me, I would go
crazy. If it wasn’t for Tom having ruined me, I knew that Jim would
have been able to keep me sexually satisfied. Unfortunately, I was
just damaged goods now.

“The guests will be
arriving any minute,” Jim called out.

I quickly shoved the
receipt in my pocket as Jim walked into the room. As he was passing
the couch, he stopped and shot me a hard look. For a second, I was
afraid he had seen the receipt, but then I realized that was highly
unlikely.

“Wh-what?” I asked.

“Where is your
Halloween mask? This is an incognito thing.”

Ever since his boss
asked him to do this Halloween thing, he had been invigorated. He had
been running around like a chicken with its head cut off, and he was
working quite hard. When would he have had time to have an affair?
Maybe, I was just being dramatic. He could have bought them as party
favors or intended them as some kind of joke. I was far too paranoid.

“Well, you’ll know
who I am.” I tried to be playful.

“Yeah, and you’ll
know who I am.” He shrugged. “But no one else.”

I was always bad at
being playful, and he had taken my words seriously. I had a dress on,
and my mask was a doll, so I looked like a doll.

“What is your, wow…”

I hadn’t noticed
before, but as I looked at what he was wearing, he appeared to be a
construction worker. He was wearing jeans and a button-up shirt.
However, he had his button-up shirt partially open, and I could see
his chest. He no longer had a belly, and it was all muscle. The
doorbell rang and he turned to get it as I watched his butt in those
tight jeans. Why had I never noticed my husband was such a stud? I
knew he had been getting in shape this last year, but I had never
really looked closely or paid much attention to it. I loved him no
matter how he looked, but that was before I realized how nice he
looked now.

If he was having an
affair, I couldn’t blame any girl for her tastes. For perhaps the
first time in years, I felt a bit aroused. However, I couldn’t
attempt to seduce my husband into bed now; the guests had just
arrived. Instead, I played the host. Most of my time ended up being
in the kitchen as I prepared appetizer after appetizer.

Most of the job fell on
me while my husband talked it up with his guests. Loud music played,
and my husband even used a fog machine to cover the place. The other
thing I noticed was just how much alcohol was getting pushed around.
They didn’t just have beer and wine, but an entire bar worth of
alcohol. One of the employees had taken a bartending course and so he
whipped up drinks. As the night wore on, rather than things settling
down, they only got rowdier. People were starting to get drunk left
and right. At one point, someone dressed as a mummy ended up slugging
someone dressed in a Dracula mask. He fell back and broke one of my
tables.

The party was seriously
getting out of hand. It wasn’t just drunk people fighting, but
several guys and girls had paired up. They were going to town on each
other. When I went upstairs to find something, I heard a noise in my
daughter’s room. I went to check on her, only to find two party
guests going at it. I didn’t know where my daughter was, but I
chastised them and made them leave the room. I couldn’t blame them
too much though because three other couples were doing the same kind
of stuff and didn’t bother to find a room.

This was just a mess.
Where the hell was Jim? We needed to put an end to this before we got
a noise complaint. I knew he wanted to have fun, but this was
unreasonable.

I went around the
party, asking if anyone had seen where Jim went. It was a little
after midnight and we needed to start shutting the party down before
someone got pregnant on my couch.

“I don’t know… I
think I saw someone go into the garage,” one drunk person muttered.

Another person in a
place they aren’t supposed to be!  

Feeling annoyed that I
had to deal with this, I headed to the garage. It wasn’t until I
cut off the noise from the speakers by closing the door that I began
to hear noises.

“Ah… Ah… Ah…
Daddy…” It was a youthful voice moaning in a lewd tone.

Smack! I jumped a
little.

“Ahhn!”

Smack!

“Daddy!”

I couldn’t say why,
but I found myself staying low as I worked my way around the car. The
wet, sloppy sounds I was hearing were undeniable. This was far
different from what anyone else was doing as they were just sloppily
groping each other. Half the guys were too drunk to even get an
erection. This, on the other hand, was much more hardcore.

I finally started to
see who was on the other side of the car, slowly moving out. The
first thing I saw was a red hood. It obscured the girl’s face
completely, but as I slowly edged around, I could see more and more
of her. Her dress had been propped up, and her bare ass was on
display. Two hands were holding her love handles, and a guy was
standing behind her, plowing her roughly. He raised his hand and then
he slapped her butt hard.

She let out another
cry, but she didn’t seem to hate it at all. She seemed to like it.
The way he was jackhammering her though… Wouldn’t that hurt her
vagina? Yet, by her noises, she was loving it! I knew that I should
have either interrupted this or left, but I became entranced by it.
The slight degree of horniness I had felt earlier when I saw my
husband started to amplify. He kept slapping her butt hard enough
that there was a red handprint on her pale skin, but she still took
it all.

My breathing
intensified, and I suddenly realized my hand had slipped up my dress.
Still crouched and peaking around the corner, I started to massage
myself. It didn’t take me long; I hadn’t experienced an orgasm in
nearly a year. It had been so long that I had even forgotten that.
The stimulating view of this rough, violent sex didn’t trigger my
trauma. Quite the opposite, watching it seemed to be far more
stimulating. I was so aroused that my legs nearly collapsed as I
orgasmed.

“Hah… Hah…” I
let out a light moan, which thankfully couldn’t be heard over the
other girl’s much louder moans.

“I’m going to cum
in that tight pussy of yours, you ready?”

“No! Not there. I
don’t want to get pregnant.”

“Hmph, you think I
care?”

“Please, I don’t
want a baby.”

“Fine then, give me
your mouth, but you better swallow it all!”

I could hear their
words, but only barely. They were muffled by the masks they wore, and
while the music was quieter in here, it was still too loud to get an
impression of them.

He pulled his dick out,
and the girl spun around and got on her knees. She lowered a red
scarf that had been hiding her face, but from my angle, I couldn’t
see anything. All I could see was his big, hard cock sliding into her
hood. Her head started to bob back and forth as she sucked on his
dick. He grabbed her head, and then shoved himself into her. I heard
a gurgling noise, and couldn’t help but gasp. Then, he started to
move his hips just as fast as he was doing with her pussy. He was
fucking in the face! I could hear her gagging and coughing, even one
time trying to push him off, but he kept his hands on the back of her
head and cruelly used her face.

It was demented, but it
was also hot. Why did this turn me on so much? My fingers were
rubbing my clit through the underwear like a blaze. I had told my
daughter blowjobs were disgusting, but watching it was really hot.
Porn had never appealed to me, but something about this seemed to
cause me intense arousal; I started to orgasm again. With clenched
teeth, my body shook violently, and this time I fell to my knees. I
felt droplets of lust drip down, hitting the concrete and splashing
on my legs.

This couple seemed to
hit their crescendo too, and the man stopped thrusting, just forcing
it deep down. His body shook a few times, and I could see her throat
swallowing it all down. When he let go, she finally pulled back with
a gasp.

“Hmph, not bad, for a
little slut.”

The girl looked up at
him for a few moments, and then she stood up, smoothed out her dress,
and fled the room. I ducked back into cover as the door opened,
letting loud music in again before shutting. I heard a slight
chuckle. I hadn’t seen much of the man as he was outside of my
field of vision. I had mostly seen that big dick of his. He was
probably as big as Jim, now that I thought about it.

I decided I couldn’t
help myself, so I looked up and caught a quick look at this man who
had treated that girl so roughly. He was wearing a mask, naturally;
it was a werewolf mask. Was there someone wearing such a thing at the
party? I didn’t recall seeing anyone like that. I had to duck down
again as he walked to the door and left as well.

I nearly collapsed once
he left. I came twice in probably five minutes. I felt both good, and
ashamed.

Wait, didn’t I
come here because someone said my husband might have been here?

As that realization
struck me, I quickly fixed myself up, abandoning my puddle of lust,
and walking over to where the couple had been fucking. One of them
couldn’t have been Jim, could it? I tried to recall if the voice
sounded familiar, but hearing anything was already difficult. That
penis looked familiar, but how could I make the call with just a
penis?

Looking around, I
noticed a used condom had been flung to the floor. It was filled with
semen, and on the tip was just a little bit of blood. It had to be
theirs. Right next to it, I found a condom wrapper. I picked it up,
and after looking at it for a moment, I pulled out the receipt from
earlier. Checking the code on the receipt with the condom wrapper, I
made sure to check twice before I accepted it.

“It’s the same
condoms…” I spoke out loud.

Did I just witness Jim
cheating on me? I needed to see if he was wearing a werewolf mask! I
left the condom wrapper where I found it and then left the garage. As
I entered the room, the music had inexplicably stopped.

“Hello, my coworkers.
I just wanted you all to have an enjoyable time.” I heard someone
speak over the speaker system.

“You rock!” One
drunk guy yelled.

That’s him. I raced
down the hallway and came out in the living room. That’s when I saw
Jim. However, there was no werewolf mask. He was dressed in the same
costume as earlier, mask included. I hadn’t gotten a good look at
the werewolf’s clothing from my position in the garage, but
wouldn’t jeans and a button-up shirt have been it?  It would
have been easy to swap masks. Once again, I was going nowhere.

“Thank you!” Jim
raised his hands. “It was good for me too. I’d love to do it
again. However, all the credit should go to the woman who funded
this. Even though she’s not here, you all know our glorious boss,
Kennedy.”

His voice sounded
slightly mocking, but everyone was so drunk they raised their glasses
anyway. “To Kennedy!”

The party ended soon
after that. I never found the werewolf or the little, red, riding
hood. Jim helped me clean up, which took until three in the morning.
By then, we were both exhausted. My mind was still confused and
worried. As we both finally collapsed in bed, I thought there might
be one more test I could try.

“Jim.”

“Yeah…” his voice
was muffled as he had it pressed into a pillow, trying to sleep.

“I want to have sex,”
I declared.

Since Jim had just had
sex, then he naturally wouldn’t be able to get it up again. That
would prove-

“Okay!”

I let out a cry of
surprise as Jim rolled on top of me and pulled up the dress. We had
been too tired to even get out of our costumes. I only realized at
that moment that even had he said no, it would have made perfect
sense after such a long day not to be in the mood, yet I had
underestimated my husband. He pulled my underwear to the side and
thrust it into me. His movements were extremely slow and methodical,
just like I had taught him.

As he humped me, I lay
there deep in thought. I had already orgasmed twice. The feel of his
cock was good, but not great. I felt the urge to ask him to do me
like that wolf did the little, red, riding hood. However, how could I
even ask that of him? That would acknowledge I was there! Plus, as
soon as I thought about it, the fear I felt over my trauma coming
back prevented me from asking. Jim lasted about ten minutes before he
came inside me, but I wasn’t able to reach climax. He remained on
top of me, cuddling me. I thought he was being affectionate until I
heard snoring. As soon as he came, he fell asleep, his soft cock
still in me.

I let out a sigh, but
then a small smile formed on my lips. I gently stroked his hair,
wondering what all of this meant. Did my husband cheat on me, or was
I just imagining things? Although, an even better question, was I
some kind of voyeur who only got off of watching others?
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 had fucked three women
in twenty-four hours. That probably wouldn’t set any world records,
but it certainly set some records in my life. First, Jenny had thrown
herself at me, and I had enjoyed the fit and mature figure of my
nemesis’s wife. Then, I fucked his daughter too. She came into that
garage like a demure, little kitten, and I did whatever I wanted with
her. She wasn’t calling me a pig or a fatty when she was taking it
from behind! Afterward, she ran away and hid in her room for the rest
of the night, but I was confident she wouldn’t tell her mom.

	
	
	



Then, that night, as if
to add cream to the pie, my wife unexpectedly wanted sex. She must
have been a bit drunk herself and had forgotten about her silent
treatment. The sex wasn’t nearly as hot or as exciting as with the
other two, but it still counted. My wife was an attractive woman, and
I hadn’t tasted her in a long enough time that it felt fresh. I had
to refrain from my usual vigor, but I was generally tired, so that
wasn’t a disadvantage. The feel of her body still had a great
appeal to me.

Beth didn’t have the
toned, hard body of Jenny or the pertness of Emily; she was instead
both mature and beautiful. Her breasts were big and sagged a bit. Her
body was fat and thin in the right places. She was curvy and soft.
Jenny’s butt was hard; you could bounce a coin off of it. Emily’s
butt was softer but still tight; it was a classic bubble butt. My
wife, on the other hand, had one of those soft, round butts and wide
hips. I could use her butt as a pillow, or as a fuck toy.

Well, that would be if
my wife wasn’t attached to vanilla sex. She’d never do anything
but missionary. Even doggie was something she only did when I begged
her for months, and she refused to do it again, claiming that Tom
used to do her like that. What a complete buzzkill.

Either way, not only
was my sex-life great, but in a single night, I had become a legend
with my coworkers. It was costly, but I had hired three
‘entertainers’ to mix in with the coworkers. Since everyone wore
masks, no one knew which mystery girl was the one giving them a hand
under the blanket or sucking their cock in the bathroom. The girls
did their job and serviced just about all of the guys. Of course, the
lady coworkers might have helped as well. People tended to act how
they saw others acting, and my promiscuous ladies, along with a good
amount of alcohol, lowered the inhibition of everyone, and even my
female coworkers got up to some naughty acts.

Everyone left the party
drunk and happy, and I received so many back pats that I couldn’t
help but have a smile on my face. The party was extremely expensive,
but that was the company’s responsibility. I made sure to keep my
receipts, and even the ladies I hired were sufficiently buried in the
protocol. Something that even Kennedy probably didn’t know was that
the top suits of the company always misused money to hire hookers or
do any number of other illicit acts on the company dime they didn’t
want exposed.

That was way back when
I was in line to be promoted as the boss; I sucked up to the suits at
the top. That included building in exemptions and exceptions which
allowed them to hide their nefarious deeds. I merely used the same
tricks I had built myself. Of course, while these expenses were
hidden to the investors, the accountants, and the record books, they
weren’t hidden to me. I knew just what kind of stuff they got up
to, and I had hard copies of it all. Suffice it to say that my job
was extremely secure.

In the past, I never
would have dared to leverage this information over them. If I had
that kind of confidence, I never would have let them pass me over for
a job like that. Things were changing though, and I was tired of
being stepped on. I dared to abuse these exemptions right in front of
them. It was equivalent to setting off a firecracker in the middle of
a crowded theater. Those suits had betrayed my trust and passed me up
for the promotion I deserved for diversity points. Years had passed
since that betrayal, and they had all grown more powerful and more
comfortable in their places. They had long forgotten I was even
there, but they would soon remember.

“Jim! In my office,
now!” Kennedy yelled out.

It was the next day of
work. After a quiet morning, Kennedy had suddenly shouted across the
room, her head poking out of the office. I could hear the concealed
fury in her voice. She didn’t walk over with her stilettos clicking
the entire time; she wanted the entire office to know her displeasure
with me. I closed out the game I was playing on my phone, and then
got up and started walking down the cubicle-laden hallway. Every eye
in the office was on me.

I’d be losing my job.
That was the thought that was running through all of their minds.
Usually, in such a situation, they would all watch with morbid
curiosity, enjoying the sight of a car wreck in motion. This time
though, I received far more appreciative looks. They had the weekend
to recover from that night of debauchery, and it had been the best
night of some of their lives. Not everyone was sympathetic though. A
few of them gave looks like it served me right for going against the
grain. Many of the people with those looks either hadn’t come and
only heard about it or fled before things got exciting.

Kennedy stood at the
door, tapping her stiletto with her arms crossed as she waited for me
to arrive. I took my time, and for nearly a minute, the workplace was
in complete silence. When I reached her, she stepped aside without a
word, and I could only walk inside. I heard her shut the door, lock
it, and then closed the blinds, the telltale signs of an employee
receiving her wrath. I sighed, moving to the chair and sitting down.
I pulled my pen from my pocket and clicked on it.

“I suppose you know
why you’re in here?” She asked, her voice nearly shaking as she
returned to her seat behind the desk.

As she sat, she crossed
her legs deliberately, showing a very alluring sight. She was wearing
white stockings today that came up to her thighs with a short, blue
skirt that stopped just a centimeter before the stockings ended,
teasing just a glimmer of her pale, smooth legs. She adjusted her
black-framed glasses as she glared at me. She was the textbook
example of a sexy librarian. In the past, I would do my hardest to
avoid looking at her body for fear of being reprimanded, but today I
took in her body fully, appreciating the sexy look that she had spent
so much time cultivating.

“I have no clue why
I’m here,” I responded flippantly while checking her out.

Kennedy opened her
mouth to say something else but then noticed that I was tilting my
head to get a better look at her legs. Her mouth compressed into a
thin line, her anger obvious. She hadn’t come to the party the
previous night, but I found myself wondering what she would have been
like drunk. She was a bitch when she was sober, though. For example,
at that very moment, she was trying to use her expression to tell me
I erred. She wanted me to acknowledge my indecency and apologize for
it without pointing it out herself. However, the silence lingered
until my eyes finally went to her face, a completely unapologetic
smile on my face.

She cleared her throat.
“I’ve found out what you did for the Halloween party. You used
company money to throw something completely against our company
image. Several coworkers were traumatized by the events at that
party. I have signed statements from three women claiming they were
sexually assaulted.”

I wanted to roll my
eyes. It was a party with loud music, alcohol, and women. No one was
forced to remain against their will. I found these so-called
traumatized workers very suspicious. As for the three women, I
wondered what she promised them to get them to make those claims. It
was a well-known secret that this woman had used sexual harassment
charges in the past to get employees she disliked fired.

“I wonder who were
the ones doing the sexual assault?” I wondered out loud.

“You had them all
wear masks so the identities are unknown!” She snapped back.

“What you’re saying
is that there is no evidence and that these women don’t even know
who to blame?”

“You’re the one to
blame!” She snapped. “It was your responsibility to set up this
party and you created a madhouse. Don’t even think of denying it.”

I nodded slowly, none
of the fear she wanted showing on my face. “That is regretful.
However, I think you’ll see the party didn’t fall under my
responsibility, it fell on yours.”

“What? I delegated
the work to you!” She snapped.

I shrugged. “There is
no paperwork supporting that moving of tasks. Furthermore, all of the
signatures on all of the forms are yours. You approved this every
step of the way.”

I had been extremely
thorough about it. She had dumped it on me last second, the
department approval had to be pushed forward quickly. I had dumped a
ton of files on her all at once, using confusing wording to hide any
suspicious transactions. In the end, she had automatically added her
signature to all of them without thinking of what that meant. While
her name was all over the party, the only thing that I had
contributed was my house.

“Excuse me?” Her
expression immediately darkened. “Are you threatening me?”

I clicked my pen. “How
could that be the case? I’m merely stating the obvious. The
Halloween party was a task you were expected to take care of. At the
least, you were inattentive to your duties. However, if you used
company money in an ill-advised manner, a thorough investigation
would reveal that too.”

Rather than being
threatened, a sneer appeared on her face. “You don’t seem to
grasp the situation that you’re in. The only reason I haven’t
fired you right now is that I was thinking I might still have a use
for you. However, if you’re going to be impolite, then there is no
use wasting words any longer. Do you think that the higher-ups would
take your word over mine? You are-”

Ring…

She stopped, looking at
her phone.

I clicked my pen again.
“You better answer it.”

She frowned, but we
could both see that the line being called was her line to the bosses.
They wouldn’t want to be left on hold, so they had a special line
to contact each office’s head so that they didn’t have to wait.
This was not a call she could ignore. While still watching me
suspiciously, she picked up the phone.

“Miss Kennedy’s
office,” she answered in her typical business voice, which was a
bit more baritone than her normal voice. “I’m sorry, what? Could
you… Him? Sir, there has been an incident… You’re aware? No,
sir. Y-yes, sir. I… Yes, I will… I apologize. Goodbye.”

As the conversation
went on, Kennedy’s face steadily grew more alarmed and shaken. It
was a short conversation though, and by the time she hung up, she was
staring at me grimly.

“Wonder what that was
about.” I smirked.

“That was…the
district coordinator,” she spoke dryly. “He’s given me a
go-ahead on this financial quarter. He has also informed me that you
will be the vice-director working directly under me starting after a
one-week vacation.”

“Now, isn’t that
interesting?” I clicked my pen one last time.
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  h-what? Who’s
cheating?” I couldn’t help but let out.

  

	
	
	



There was naturally
only one thing on my mind, and that was Jim. It had already been a
few days since we had ended up together on that picnic table, but how
could I forget it? I had spent the last couple of days flip-flopping
between being extremely guilty and being giddy like a girl in love.
When I thought of Jim, my heart beat faster and my body started to
yearn for his touch again. Then, like a chaperone during recess, my
mind would kick in and tell me how these feelings of excitement came
at a dangerous cost and could hurt me and others around me.

My only saving grace
was that my husband had been extremely busy with work lately, and so
I hadn’t had to deal with him enough for him to notice my
conflicting expressions. I had heard his daughter was also back home,
but she hadn’t come over either. Before she was in boarding school,
she had run over to our house often, and whether my husband was there
or not, I had to act the part of a sympathetic ear. She would
complain nonstop about her mother and a stepfather she hated, and I
had to smile and act supportive, less I create difficulties with my
husband.

Frankly, I didn’t
have any major opinion on the brat. She seemed spoiled to me, and the
amount of money my husband threw at her over some perceived guilt for
abandoning her when she was younger didn’t help. In the end, I
didn’t say anything. I couldn’t say anything. I was just the
trophy wife who looked fit and pretty, smiled and looked good on his
arm. I had no affection for his daughter though.

Emily wasn’t my
daughter, and in fact, she wasn’t even that much younger than me. I
was closer to her age than I was my husband’s, and her presence
only made me feel like some kind of gold digger. I believed that’s
what she thought about me. After all, I had encouraged my husband to
spend his money on our future together, and not concern himself so
much with honoring the past. 


Of course, there was
one person I dreaded more than Emily; Emily’s mother. She was Tom’s
first love and the mother of his only child. We had tried for years
and I had never managed to get pregnant, so Emily remained his only
child and Beth remained the woman who gave him access to his only
child. It was terrifying to see another woman have so much control
over my husband. I feared that he still loved her and she would one
day win him back. She was more mature than I, and it didn’t hurt
that she was a gorgeous beauty with a very large chest.

I had caught my husband
staring longingly at a photo of her once. I knew there was a history
there. There was regret and hope. The only thing that kept him from
ditching me and openly pursuing her was that she had remarried,
something that angered my husband greatly. I had never met the man
she married, but he was supposedly a pretty steady guy. Tom hated him
and talked shit about him relentlessly. I think that the reason Emily
talked so much crap about her stepdad was that it pleased her father
to hear dirt on him. I usually tuned it out when they started
slamming this guy. As a former victim of bullying myself, I didn’t
like talking crap about people I didn’t know. What was his name
again? It had been a long time since I had last heard it.

“Please don’t tell
Tom about this. It’s my husband. I think he’s cheating on me,”
Beth said quietly.

I was completely
floored. Beth had called the house directly. At first, I thought she
was calling my husband, and honestly, that would have infuriated me.
I knew they spoke a little, but how could I stand by while they
talked openly on the phone? Did that make me a giant hypocrite? Who
was I to talk about such things when I had my affair? I wasn’t even
sure if I loved Tom anymore, yet I felt jealousy over Beth? It was
then that what Beth said finally clicked in my mind. Her husband was
cheating on her?

“Wh-why are you
telling me this?” I asked.

“I wanted to ask my
daughter, but I feared she’d end up telling Tom. I didn’t think
you would, though. I still remember when you protected Emily with the
birth control pills,” Beth admitted. “I…don’t have very many
female friends.”

That’s because you
have big boobs that make other girls feel inadequate! Wait, was that
why she was trusting me?

Tom had found the pills
after they had fallen out of Emily’s pocket. To me, a girl who was
on the pill wasn’t a big deal. It was clear Emily wasn’t taking
them so she could have sex; it was to help regulate her periods. Guys
were stupid and didn’t understand such a simple thing.

Tom was convinced she
was having sex, and he got so angry that I was honestly frightened
he’d hit her. So, I told him they were mine. Considering we were
actively trying to conceive at the time, he accused me of trying to
undermine him and our baby. He said some pretty hurtful things, and I
even regretted helping her. It was an event that I still wasn’t
sure our relationship had recovered from. I never guessed it would
have gotten back to Beth, nor given her the idea I was trustworthy.  

“I’m sorry to hear
it, but are you sure?” As I tried to fake a supportive voice, I
couldn’t help the deep feeling of disbelief inside me.

I was openly having an
affair with Tom, and now Beth’s husband might be having an affair
with her.

Wait… If Beth
ended up leaving her husband, and Tom went after her…wouldn’t
that leave me free to be with Jim?

I was surprised by the
swelling of excitement I felt as I had that thought. Would Jim even
want a married woman? After we had sex, he hadn’t called me. Our
next appointment was tomorrow and I had heard nothing. Maybe, after
getting what he wanted, he was done with me? Such a thought caused me
to tear up. Why did it feel more painful than the idea of Tom leaving
me for Beth?

“I don’t know…”
Beth admitted. “I found a receipt with condoms on it. Then, I found
a used condom and wrapper in the garage and it matched the product
code from the box on the receipt. It could have been others, though,
as there was a party with a lot of people. Am I overreacting?”

I found my breath
quicken as Beth asked me this question. I couldn’t guess what was
going through her mind that she’d call me of all people, but she
had just asked me for my opinion. In a single word, I could either
soothe her mind or cause additional discord. I could destroy her
relationship with her husband and indirectly free myself of Tom. It
wasn’t like I would be doing anything wrong. If Tom left me to be
with Beth, then what would it matter if I found someone new? All I
had to do was reinforce all of her fears.

“You need more
evidence.” The pragmatic and kind side of me ended up winning out.
“There is no definitive proof.”

Why did I have to be an
adult now? I wished I could just act as Emily did, a spoiled brat,
but my conscience wouldn’t let me do that. The fact that being
honest didn’t make me feel any better didn’t help either.

“I know…” Beth
sighed.

“Then…”

“I want you to come
over.”

“Wh-what?”

“You’re young…and
you’re…desirable.” Beth sounded like she didn’t want to be
saying that. “I want to invite you over as a friend. Then, we get
my husband a little drunk. I’ll go away, and then you… You know…”

“What?” I was still
confused.

“Put the moves on
him.”

“What!?” I nearly
exclaimed, feeling a bit of embarrassment until I remember I was home
alone. “You want me to seduce your husband?”

“I want to see if
he’s loyal!” She responded. Although, rather than heartbroken,
didn’t her voice sound kind of excited?

“Beth, I don’t
think-”

“Please! You’re the
only one I can trust with this. I’m not asking you to flirt with
him. I’m just asking you to be there and see if he starts flirting
with you when I’m not around. Is that too much to ask? Please,
please…”

“Beth…”

“If you do it then
I’ll tell you a dirty secret about your husband,” Beth declared.

“A-a secret?”

That was how Beth
managed to convince me to play a honey pot. Of course, I had
considered another possibility. Perhaps Beth was trying to trick me.
She wanted me to come over and then she wanted to destroy my
relationship with Tom. But wouldn’t that let me be with Jim in the
same way?

Aghh… Why was I even
thinking about that loser? The only reason I was even there was that
Jim stood me up. I was going to tell Beth I couldn’t, as she
scheduled the time during my routine workout with Jim. Yet, Jim
suddenly sent me a text message saying he had to cancel. He didn’t
say anything else. He didn’t explain himself. He didn’t mention
the last time we were together. He ghosted me. I felt furious and
embarrassed, so I accepted Beth’s crazy plan. I dressed up as
sexily as I could. She said I should just be there and let him flirt,
but I was going to seduce the hell out of him!

Maybe I’ll even
fuck Beth’s husband. That will show Jim for standing me up.

It was safe to say my
fury over Jim standing me up outstripped my guilt and I wasn’t even
thinking about Tom at that moment. I walked up to their home, which
was admittedly smaller and less impressive than my husband’s, and
then I rang the bell. The door opened swiftly and Beth peeked out.
Her eyes immediately widened when she saw me, and I realized just how
ridiculous I had dressed.

I was wearing a
full-length dress which showed a lot of cleavage and had a slit up
its front. It was something you’d wear on a trip to the club. When
I saw her wearing a simple blouse and slacks, I immediately felt
dumb.

“S-sorr-ahh!”

“No! It’s great!”
Beth grabbed my arm and pulled me in. “Jim! Our guest is here!”

“Jim?” Hearing the
same name that had been shooting through my mind a million times
these last few days caught me off guard.

That was right, Beth’s
husband’s name was also Jim. That was an interesting coincidence.

“If you want to hang
out with the girls, I don’t get why you need to drag-”

A person walked down
the stairs into my vision, and our eyes seemed to meet at the same
time. His words stopped mid-sentence, and my brain immediately
stalled. It was him. It was Jim. It was my Jim. My Jim was here. Why
was my Jim here?

“I can’t recall if
you two ever officially met. I know Tom and you don’t care to see
each other, but this is Tom’s wife, Jenny. Jenny, this is my
husband, Jim.”

I stared at him with
wide-eyed wonder for several seconds. What was going on here? Jim was
married? He had never said he was married. He didn’t even wear a
ring! Wait, that wasn’t even the issue here. Jim and I shared the
same stepdaughter! He had to have known me when he first contacted
me. Was he manipulating me from the very beginning?

Too many emotions went
through my brain for me to even grasp. I was angry, frustrated, and
confused. I wanted to say something, but Beth was right there. I
could only swallow down all of my questions and give a smile.

“Hello, Jim. It’s
nice to me you.” My voice was a bit icy, but I couldn’t help
that.

Jim had a slightly
sickly expression on his face. I was going to get to the bottom of
this, one way or another!
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  n the five years since
Tom had married Jenny, Jenny and I had never met. I had seen pictures
of her, but being as I was a tech guy who knew a thing or two about
data leaks, I didn’t tend to place personal information about
myself online. Thus, it was perfectly reasonable that until that day,
she had never seen my appearance. Even then, I had always thought she
probably knew who I was and was too polite to say anything. Well,
that was before we ended up having sex on the picnic table the week
prior.

  After we had sex, I
wasn’t sure how to go next. I was happy that we did it. She was a
beautiful and sexy woman, and her body was great. Furthermore, I was
sticking it to Tom, which was a notable bonus. I felt some guilt for
cheating on my wife, but I also felt resentment for her talking to
Tom behind my back, among many other things. Since she didn’t want
to do the deed, why couldn’t I find someone who was willing?

Although, the cockiness
I had been showing the last few days deflated like a balloon under
Jenny’s cold stare. Worst of all, I couldn’t explain myself with
my wife there. I had to put on a smile and pretend I hadn’t seen
this girl naked. It was so much easier when I was just buying her
time for my reasons. I lifted the second glass of wine that night and
downed it, trying to fortify my nerves. Beth seemed to smile at me as
I drank.

“What?”

“Didn’t you say you
had something really important to tell me?” Beth seemed to ask in a
surprisingly chipper voice.

Of the three of us,
only Beth seemed to be happy. Did she know? Did she find out about
the two of us and was dragging this out to make us uncomfortable? My
eyes met Jenny’s for a second, and I realized she was thinking the
same thing. She had a small frown on her face as she looked at Beth.

“Oh, um… I got a
promotion,” I declared. “Vice-director. It’s just under the
director.”

That morning when I
came into work, I wrote my contacts an email. I had acted cocky in
it, and to be honest, I had neither expected them to call while I was
in the meeting with Kennedy nor that they would offer me so much. I
had merely reached out to them as a friend and implied that if they
didn’t give their appreciation for my hard work, then I’d also
stop valuing their anonymity. To think that they would promote me to
vice-director. That was a position that paid nearly twice as much.
Plus, I was given a week of paid vacation.

I imagined that they
were using that week I was gone to make sure that I was as dangerous
to their bottom line as I had seemed to be; that was one thing I was
confident in. I was dangerous, and if they fired me, I could bring
down half of the company with me. However, since they had shown me a
bit of respect, I accepted it.

As for putting me under
Kennedy, they probably saw that as some way of keeping me under
control and quiet. There was a time when I might have dreaded such an
appointment. In general, I never cared for a position of leadership
anyway; I just wanted to make more money. Since it was like that, I’d
work things out with her when I returned to work. For the moment, I
made up a story saying that the Halloween party was such a
morale-booster that I was going to be the boss’s assistant from now
on.

Beth made a face. “It
was a pretty wild party. I’m honestly surprised you didn’t get in
trouble. There were people having sex in the garage.”

Her words caused a
tight feeling in my chest, but I managed to keep my expression from
showing any surprise. “Oh? Those coworkers of mine… Maybe I went
overboard with the alcohol.”

“I found a used
condom,” she spoke, her eyes narrowing.

I cursed in my head. I
had headed back and thrown that out in the morning. My wife must have
seen it and left it there.

“I know…I had to
pick it up. It was gross. I’m still trying to find out which guy
did it,” I responded.

She made a noise in
irritation, but that’s when she sniffed the air. “Ah! My
appetizers are done!”

She stood up and then
ran to the kitchen. No sooner had she left the room than Jenny stood
up, glaring at me.

“You’re married!”
She hissed.

“So, are you?”

“At least I was
honest about it!”

“I never said I
wasn’t married.”

Her face flushed.
“E-even so… You knew who I was…”

“It’s true. I did
know who you were,” I responded, causing her eyes to flash. “I
just thought it would be amusing to spend some time with that man’s
wife, considering he seems so comfortable with my wife.”

“What does that
mean?”

I blinked. “You don’t
know? He’s been in contact with Beth. They’ve been exchanging
flirtatious texts for at least a year now, maybe longer.”

She opened her mouth,
but the door to the kitchen opened at that point and Beth walked in
holding a tray with oven mitts.

“I hope you like
mini-quiches…because I made mini-quiches!” She laughed, putting
them down on a towel on the coffee table.

Jenny gave me a look
like she wanted to speak, but I tried to respond with an expression
asking how she would say anything with my wife there. She crinkled
her nose at me, but as Beth turned to her, she immediately returned
to her previous smile.

“Your husband has
been looking good. Has he been losing weight?” She suddenly spoke.

I could feel the heat
rising in my cheeks. Just what was she playing at?

“Oh, yes! He started
working out every day.” Beth smiled. “Oh, aren’t you a personal
trainer or something? Maybe you could give him some tips.”

Jenny picked up a
mini-quiche while staring right at me. “Maybe I should…”

She popped it in her
mouth, but a second later, she opened her mouth and started waving
her hand because it was too hot.

“Drink, drink!”
Beth exclaimed, pouring more wine into all three of our cups.

She picked hers up and
began to down it. Beth was acting weird, but this entire situation
was weird. I brought my glass up, but just as I did so, I saw Jenny
give the slightest shake of her head. I pretended to drink instead.

We continued with
awkward chit-chat again until Beth decided she needed to go to the
restroom. While she was away, Jenny’s fake smile disappeared and
she crossed her arms in a huff.

“How many women have
you been playing with anyway?”

“Honestly, you’re
the first woman I’d slept with in over a year, including my wife,
and the first woman since my wife,” I stated.

It was true I had slept
with Emily, but that was after Jenny. At the time I had slept with
Jenny, it had been over a year. Of course, I proceeded to bang two
other women a day after, but I wasn’t going to mention that part.

“S-seriously…”

“What about you? When
was the last time you and…him?”

“N-none of your
business!” Her face turned red, but then she looked away and spoke
quietly. “Two months.”

“You’ve only been
married five years and your sex life is already that low? It took ten
years before my sex life became less than once a month.”

“It’s… He’s
just busy.”

“He should make time
for you,” I responded. “I would.”

“Like how you
canceled our workout?” She narrowed her eyes.

“To be here.” I
rolled my eyes. “Now, be honest with me, what the heck is on about
this.”

“A-about what?” She
looked away suspiciously.

“Don’t bullshit me.
Beth is acting weird. You’re here for no reason. What is going on?”

At that point, we heard
the toilet flush.

She leaned forward,
whispering quickly. “Just don’t get drunk. I’ll tell you in a
bit.”

My wife came back to
the family room. I noticed as she walked back to the couch that her
feet didn’t quite walk straight and her face was red. She had been
drinking the wine right alongside us, but I knew my wife didn’t
hold her liquor well. She flopped back down on the couch.

“Who wants a drink?”
She declared, grabbing the wine bottle.

I quickly emptied mine
in the plant next to my chair and then took another glass. Beth kept
pushing drinks on us, and as she became more inebriated, the
conversation grew a bit incoherent. With neither of us drinking, only
Beth was taking sips. Her eyelids started to get heavy, and then she
slumped over, dropping her glass. It missed the table and bounced on
the carpet. At least it was white wine, so I didn’t need to worry
about stains.

Jenny and I seemed to
wait in silence for a few minutes. When her regular breathing clearly
showed she was asleep, I let out a breath of relief. I was surprised
to see Jenny do the same. The pair of us glanced at each other
awkwardly.

“I-”

“Wh-”

We both started at the
same time and laughed awkwardly.

“You first,” she
said.

“No, you. I wanted to
know what’s going on, remember?”

Her face flushed again,
but there was a look of resolution there. “Your wife contacted me
because she thinks you’re having an affair.”

I blinked. “Um, you
do know that you’re…”

“Yes, I’m aware of
that! She said she found a receipt with condoms on it…” She
sounded like she was asking a question.

I sat up straight.
“That’s the condoms I bought for us! The Plan B is on there too.
Did you knock it out of my pack? When I couldn’t find the receipt,
I thought you took it.”

“Oh!” She stiffened
too, but then quickly narrowed her eyes. “What about the used
condom in the garage?”

“How do I know?” I
coughed. “I bet it was Emily. She’s eighteen now. At least she’s
using protection, right?”

Once again, I lied
without actually telling a lie. I was getting good at that.

She thought for a
second and then nodded. “That does make sense after what happened…
Ahh… I mean, what should we do now? Your wife is onto us.”

“Well, she doesn’t
know, right? Since you’re here, I’m guessing she wanted to use
you to see if I was flirtatious or not.”

“Y-you’re right!
How did you know?”

“I’ve been married
to her eighteen years. I do know some things about my wife.” I
sighed. “Well, since she’s trusting you, why don’t you just
tell her I was a perfect gentleman?”

“Ah… I see…”
She nodded, and then stood up and reached for her coat. “I guess
that’s what we’ll do then. Ah! Wh-what are you doing?”

Just as she bent over,
I grabbed her and pulled her down. She struggled in my grip a bit,
but not as much as she could have. She didn’t want to accidentally
wake up my wife, after all.

“Where do you think
you’re going?” I asked, one hand grabbing her chest, and the
other reaching between her legs. “I’m not done with you yet.”

“Y-you… Your wife
is right there!”

“She’s passed out.
Even if she was awake, she’s drunk so much she wouldn’t remember
anything anyway,” I whispered, biting her ear.

She shook slightly, and
while she was still wriggling a bit, her defenses were quickly
breaking down.

“I-I thought you were
supposed to be a perfect gentleman,” she responded breathily.

“I said you can tell
her I’m a perfect gentleman. That has nothing to do with how I
act.”

“Y-you… We’re
both married,” she defended.

“That didn’t stop
you last time.” My hand slipped into her dress. “Besides, you
told me that condom was for next time. This is next time…”

“Hah… Hah… I-I
didn’t bring the condom.”

“Oops!” I grinned,
lifting her dress. “Guess I’ll have to go raw then.”

She shot the
fast-asleep Beth one last look, and then her resolve broke. Pushing
up with her legs, she helped me push aside her panties. I pulled out
my dick as she spun around so she was facing me. She then sat down,
lowering herself on my dick. As soon as I lined it up, it slid right
inside her.

“You’re already so
wet.” I chuckled.

“God… And you’re
so big.” She moaned, one hand on my cheek while the other was on my
shoulder.

She was straddling me
as we faced each other. I was sitting up on the couch and she was
squatting on me, the dress running down and covering all of our
naughty parts. I reached out and grabbed her tits, taking the little
effort needed to pop them out of her dress. The last time I fucked
her, I hadn’t gotten to see them. I touched them a bit through her
workout shirt, but she had still been wearing her clothing. Well, she
was still dressed, but this time I buried my face in her chest,
sucking on her breasts one after another. As I did so, she began to
rock her hips, riding my cock.

“Hah… Hah… Ahn…
Ahh…” She made cute, erotic noises as she bobbed up and down,
only a seat away from my wife.

“You know, you’ve
been naughty yourself,” I spoke as I used my hands to massage her
breasts while she bobbed up and down on my cock.

“H-how…” She
gasped.

“Didn’t I tell you
I didn’t want any other man to see your sexy body? Yet, you came
here with the intent to show some man this erotic sight.” I twisted
her nipples slightly to make my point.

“Ahhn…” She cried
out. “That’s… It doesn’t count, because in the end, it was
you anyway, right?”

“You… I’m going
to make it so you’re only mine,” I said darkly.

“Wh-what are you
going to–ahhhn!” I grabbed her hips and started thrusting up into
her.

She had been going at a
steady pace, but I slammed up into her much harder, like the time at
the picnic table. My jackhammer movements met wet place with every
thrust. It was rather loud, and if my wife wasn’t completely drunk,
there was no way she wouldn’t have heard everything.

“S-stop… Wait…
When you do it like that…it makes me… Ahhhn! Ahhhn!

“Fuck, your pussy is
tightening on my cock. You’re going to make me cum.”

“N-not on my face.”
She seemed to remember the last time and quickly told me.

“If you insist!” I
shoved deep inside her.

Her eyes seemed to snap
open as she realized what was happening. “No, wait! I’m not on
the pill. I could get pregnant!”

“Ggghaaa….” I
growled as my dick swelled and exploded deep inside her.

“Shit…you’re
cumming. You’re cumming in my pussy.” Her body shook. “It’s
so warm…”

“Haah… Haaah…”
I finished releasing inside her. “Now, you’re mine.”

She collapsed in my
arms. We both had drunk more than a few drinks ourselves, and while
we weren’t as affected as my wife, we were still a bit sleepy. Her
face fell on my sweaty chest as she regained her breath. When the
pair of us recovered, she leaned up and kissed me on the lips.

“You’re not mad?”
I asked in surprise.

She shook her head.
“Mm…no. You’re right, I’m yours now. My body…a-and…my
hear–mmmm…”

She tried to say
something romantic but got too embarrassed. It was actually kind of
cute.

“Will you take the
Plan-B?”

“Why bother?” She
sighed. “I’ve been trying to get pregnant for years, and it never
happened. I think… I think I’m probably sterile.”

“Mm… Doesn’t that
mean we can go raw all the time?”

She looked up at me
while holding back a smile. “When did you become so naughty?”

“I was always
naughty, I just didn’t have the right to be naughty with you.”

She bit her lip. “I
don’t know what to do about Beth or Tom. I won’t tell them about
us for now, but can we just keep doing this behind their backs?”

I shook my head. “We’ll
figure something out. For the moment, I just want more of this.”

She snuggled up against
me, my dick still somewhat inside her.

“Don’t touch my
husband.” We both heard a voice, spinning to look at Beth.

Her head was back and
her eyes were closed, and as soon as she spoke, she started smacking
her lips before falling back into steady slumber. She had just been
talking in her sleep. The pair of us let out nervous laughs, having
almost forgotten we did this right in front of my sleeping wife.

“Have they…really
been exchanging texts in private?”

I nodded. “I read
them. That’s why I ended up calling you in the first place. I
figured…if I was going to lose her anyway…”

“You might as well
bang his wife instead?” She finished.

I flushed. “I didn’t
know… I mean…”

She put a finger on my
mouth. “I know. I’m just messing with you. Just don’t forget,
you have me now. I’m yours. So don’t…don’t forget me, okay?”

“I won’t…ever.”
The pair of us embraced again, and I found my cock starting to
harden.

She broke off the kiss
and looked at me with wide eyes. “A-again?”

“Isn’t this because
your pussy is made for my cock?”

“That’s true…”
She responded bashfully, and then we did it once again.

When we finished, she
took her car home and I cleaned up the mess. I picked up my wife and
brought her to her bed. As I put her down, she shifted a bit in her
sleep.

“Jim…did everything
go good?” She spoke, half-asleep.

I smiled, kissing her
forehead. “It went perfectly.”
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 tried to be a good
girl, but at some point, I ended up realizing that I wasn’t. I was
always rebellious. I hated being told what to do and I hated being
controlled. There was a time I didn’t care what I destroyed or what
I tore down. All that mattered was that I got things my way.

	
	
	



Jim was a man who had
been around as long as I remembered. He was this nerdy tech guy who
went to college, and he wasn’t good enough for my mom. He was fat,
irritating, and most of all, he wanted to tell me what to do. He had
no presence and was a wallflower. How could I ever respect a guy like
that? At first, he tried to act like a dad to me, but I quickly set
him straight. Since mom always took my side, it quickly reached a
state where he even became afraid to challenge me. I had won and
become the mistress of my domain at the ripe age of thirteen.

Plus, I had a father in
my life. My father was far richer than him, far better looking, and
he loved me greatly. He bought me all kinds of things, and he would
take me to all kinds of fun places. Comparatively, mom and Jim were
boring. Jim would never buy me anything and told me I should save up
and be responsible. He was such an idiot. Why would I need to save up
when I was just going to find a man like Dad who gave me everything I
wanted? That’s why I tried to stay over at my dad’s house as much
as humanly possible. I loved my dad, and he was my world. That was
until she showed up.

Dad suddenly met a new
woman, and I stopped being the only girl in his life. The
announcement had unsettled my mother, who had always claimed that dad
had a dark side underneath. I had never seen this dark side of his
and had always wondered if she was being melodramatic. Of course,
when Jenny came around, he had treated her just as nicely as he
treated me, so I had come to realize that my mother was full of shit.
All of her warnings and cautions, all of the restraint I had shown,
were meaningless. Dad was a good person and mom was a liar. That’s
what I thought back then.

So, my only real
concern was his fiancée, whom I instantly didn’t like. I had to
share his affection with another woman, and her name was Jenny. I was
much older when Jenny came along, but I handled it just about as one
could expect. I threw massive tantrums. I refused to accept it. I did
everything in my power to rebel. However, the event that caused
everything to fall apart wasn’t even a thing I caused. I used to
have really bad periods, so the doctor recommended I go on birth
control. My mom made sure I got the pills, but she kept warning me
that my father absolutely couldn’t find out about them.

At that point, I was
sixteen, and I adored my father, while I thought my mother was a
boring joke. I snuck out a lot. I did weed and smoked cigarettes. I
did just about everything a rebellious teenager would do. The only
reason I hadn’t had sex yet was that I was a bit intimidated by it,
even though I knew I wouldn’t get pregnant. Suffice it to say, one
day, my pills fell out of my pocket, and my dad found them on the
couch.

I finally met my dad’s
dark side. He got so angry that I was afraid. Then, he struck me
across the face. My dad had struck me. He had never done that before.
That wasn’t even the end of it. He called me a whore, and his face
was so ugly and hateful that I could never forget it. I thought he
might kill me but the most unexpected thing happened. Jenny stepped
forward, claiming the pills weren’t mine, but hers. His anger
turned on Jenny, and she took it all onto herself. He didn’t hit
her, but I knew that I had caused significant issues in their
relationship.

Normally, such a thing
would have made me ecstatic, but I only felt guilt and regret. My dad
did come to my room where I lay in my bed and cried and he begged for
my forgiveness, and even bought me a new laptop. However, the image I
had of my loving father was shattered.

If one would think that
Jim stepped up and became a father figure after that, it didn’t
happen. A week later, Jim suddenly decided to send me to a boarding
school. My dad told me that my mother had custody of me and Mom told
me that this was her husband’s decision, and I should just bear
with it. She told me she loved me, and that she wanted me to be home,
and if I was a good girl, then she could convince Jim to let me back
home. Thus, the father figure I had loved failed to protect me, and
the women I had disrespected turned out to be my heroes.

I tried to be a good
girl for my mom. I tried to stay out of trouble. I quit smoking. I
quit drugs. I started studying. Yet, even with everything, I couldn’t
get my grades up. I was so afraid that Mom would be disappointed,
that when a certain instructor I had a crush on started acting
flirtatious with me, I flirted back hoping it’d help with my
grades. Then, his nice demeanor turned dark, just like my father’s,
and he told me outright that if I wanted a better grade, I had to
suck his dick.

I had a small crush on
him, and I wanted the grade, so I did it. I fell on my knees and I
sucked his dick. Neither of us realized that there was a security
camera nor that the security personnel would see and report it. The
next thing I knew, I was being kicked out of school. It was what I
wanted, but seeing my mother covering up for me, I only felt guilt.
That guilt turned to anger directed at Jim. After all, if Jim wasn’t
around, then Mom wouldn’t have had to tread lightly. All men were
just scum.

That’s when he
attacked me in the shower. He had his thing right there. He had my
body in his arms. I knew that this was going to be it. He was going
to rape me. A part of me felt excited by it, and the other part of me
hated it. How fucked up was I that I got excited by that fatass?
No…he wasn’t fat anymore. I had felt his body. He was hard and
muscular. He was strong and warm. I had thought I was imagining
things, but then I saw his body after the shower, and he had somehow
turned himself into a hunk. After everything, he didn’t stick it
in. It got close, but he pulled back.

What a chickenshit.

That was the thought
going through my mind. He was a coward, like always. He didn’t even
have the guts to have his way with me in that situation. I decided to
forget what happened and show him my disdain. Yet, he then came onto
me, and for the first time, I saw his eyes. There was no fear. There
was amusement. There was no anger, just desire. He told me that if I
wanted it, he’d devour me, but he wouldn’t take me forcefully. He
gave me…control.

My mind was thrown into
chaos over those days as I waited for the party. My dad kept calling,
asking when I was going to come back home, yet I had some strange
feeling inside me like I didn’t want to leave this place. It wasn’t
because I wanted to be around my mother; it was because Jim was here.
Even though he was busy that week, my eyes were always on him.

On the day of the
party, I fretted just as much. I wondered if he really would be in
that garage. I told myself it was just a joke. I told myself he was a
coward who would never dare. Yet, I found myself putting on a red
cloak with a hood, sneaking into the garage, and there he was in the
corner…a wolf. My heartbeat was so hard that my mind froze. Before
I could even grasp what I was doing, I was bent over and was being
taken from behind.

It hurt at first, the
feeling of him tearing inside of me and taking my virginity. He was
so rough and so violent, and I told myself it was because men were
pigs. He struck my bottom, and he fucked roughly, but then it started
to feel good. I ended up experiencing my first orgasm in that garage,
and then he shoved his dick down my throat and forced me to drink it.
I was no longer on the pill. I didn’t want to risk my dad seeing
them again, and I couldn’t have them at boarding school anyway. I
just had to deal with my painful cycles using painkillers. Thus, even
though he shoved it down my throat, I didn’t complain. It was
better than the alternative.

I hated Jim, and yet it
was so exhilarating and so exciting. I was confused. I was afraid of
him, but I wanted more. I was like a moth staring at a flame. My fear
won out, and I fled to my dad’s place for the next few days. Who
was the true coward? Dad showered me with praise and presents and
sweet words, yet in my mind, I could only think about Jim and that
night in the garage.

I fell ill a few days
after that, and dad wasn’t the kind of guy to take care of a sick
person. He had his work cut out for him, and Jenny was unexpectedly
distant. Thus, my mom picked me back up and I was brought home. My
illness got worse, and for a day, I didn’t get out of bed and was
delirious. I felt Mom taking care of me. She was incredibly gentle.
She put a cold press on my head, and she held my head up and fed me
soup.

“Silly girl, I picked
up the condom later and saw blood. You should have told me you were a
virgin. I wouldn’t have been so rough.”

My eyes snapped open
for a second, and I was shocked to see that man instead of Mom. Had
he been the one taking care of me?

“Wh-where’s Mom?”
I spoke in a drowsy voice, my eyes already closing again.

“She’s been busy,
but it’s fine. I got the week off, so I’ll take care of you.”

My body shook, and I
was afraid of being alone with him. However, he never took advantage
of me. He brought me anything I needed without complaint. He even
left a bell on my nightstand, and every time I rang, he’d come to
check on me. I started ringing it unnecessarily, making dumb
requests, but he kept coming. Every time he did so, my heart would
start beating faster and faster. I should have hated him, so why was
I feeling this way?

“How is she?” I
heard Mom’s voice.

I had been almost
asleep, but the sound of her voice shocked me back awake. I kept my
eyes closed, though, pretending I was out.

“She’s doing fine.
The fever is going down.”

“Thank you for taking
care of her…even though…”

“Even though what?”
Jim asked. “I’ve raised her for eighteen years. She’s mine just
as much as Tom’s…maybe even more so.”

That last part caused
my face to turn hot.

I am Jim’s?

“I was going to say,
even though she’s always so mean to you.”

I could hear Jim sigh.
“I know she never saw me as her father and I suppose I don’t see
her as my daughter either. Agh… You never should have sent her to
boarding school. Maybe things would have turned out differently.”

What? Mom sent me?

“I know you were
always against it, but…” My mom hesitated for a moment. “But
Tom…demanded it.”

“Tom?” Jim’s
voice raised a bit, and Mom quickly shushed him, so his next words
were quieter but still furious. “I’ve been paying for a boarding
school for two years because of Tom? I had to lay low at my job for
two years because of him. When I had to make all those sacrifices, I
did it for Emily. I did it because you told me it needed to happen.”

“Jim…it’s not
like that. I have my reasons…”

“Then explain them!”
He hissed but was met with silence. “Right…because Tom is so
fucking perfect, everyone has to listen to him.”

“Wait…don’t go…”
Mom’s voice came out tearfully as his steps thudded away.

“I’ll sleep on the
couch tonight.” I heard his voice as he marched downstairs.

I could hear Mom
sniffling, but she didn’t go after him. A few minutes later, I felt
her cool hand on my forehead. She fixed up my blanket even while she
was still crying.

“Damn him. Why did I
say that? He ruins everything,” she muttered to herself as she
checked on me. “I hate him so much.”

What did Jim do? Why
was she being so mean to him? I had heard the entire conversation. It
was Tom and Mom who conspired to send me away. Jim was the only one
who wanted me here. He’s the one who took care of me when I was
sick. He’s the one who gave me a choice when no one else did. It
was Jim. Mom was throwing away such a perfect guy!

As Mom left and the
door closed, my eyes snapped open. I made a fist, my lips compressing
tightly.

 If Mom isn’t
going to give Jim the love he deserves… Then… Then…I will!
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fter finding out that
it was Tom who had gotten Emily sent to boarding school, I had been
extremely mad at my wife. Thankfully, I had the perfect out for my
aggravation. That was none other than his wife, Jenny.

	
	
	



“Ahhhn…ahhh…ahhh!”
She moaned as I fucked her while she was bent over a park bench.

We were having our next
exercise session, and we were both working out quite vigorously. I
spanked her behind just like I had Emily’s. It didn’t jiggle
nearly as much, and in fact, my hand started to hurt a bit too after
a while, but I smacked her butt anyway to release the tension.

“Shit, I’m
cumming.” I grabbed onto her glowing red ass tightly. “Where do
you want it?”

“Inside… I want to
feel it inside me,” she moaned lewdly.

My cock swelled up, and
I started to cum inside her again. As I came, she rocked her hips,
gyrating her round ass on my dick, milking it for every bit of seed.
Gasping for breath, I finally finished. We still remained like that,
with her bent over and my dick inside her for at least a minute
before I finally pulled out and let her stand back up.

As she stood up, some
white stuff started leaking down her legs. She quickly spun around,
closing her legs tightly to keep it inside.

“You need to be
careful. You might get pregnant like that,” I teased.

She giggled. “If I
get pregnant, will you take responsibility?”

“Not at all,” I
responded. “Tom can pay for this one.”

She gasped, although
her eyes still held amusement. “You scoundrel!”

I shrugged. “I’ve
been paying for his kid for eighteen years; this is just returning
the favor.”

Her expression turned a
bit more serious. “You really hate my husband, don’t you…”

“Doesn’t your red
ass prove that?”

“Is that why you
spank me?” She grinned. “I thought you did it because I liked it
and wanted to leave your mark on me. Either way, that doesn’t
explain why you hate him so much.”

I sighed. “His dick
has been inside two of the women I love. How could I not resent him?”

“L-love!” She
stopped in the middle of pulling up her workout shorts, her eyes
shooting to me as wide as saucers.

“Ah!” I realized
what I had just said. “I mean…um…”

“Jim…” Her eyes
suddenly turned wet. “I think…I love you too.”

“That…” I coughed
awkwardly. “I don’t want to move too fast.”

She giggled as she
finished pulling up her shorts. “I’ve known you longer than I
knew Tom when I married him, and since I had it in my head I needed
to be a virgin until I was married, we’ve had more sex too.”

“Wait, you were a
virgin before you married?” I asked in disbelief. “Shit! He took
the virginity of both of my women. Now, I really hate him.”

She put her hands on my
chest. “I may have given him my virginity, but you took my heart.”

“Corny!”

“Geh…” Her face
turned red, and she hid it by rubbing it on my shoulder cutely.
Although I could see that she still wore a smile on her face. “Shut
up… I’m just trying to keep my man happy.”

“If you want me to be
happy, you should let me give you some more obvious marks.”

“Huh?” Her eyes
widened as she saw me licking my lips, and she grabbed her neck. “You
can’t do anything that Tom will see.”

“In that case, pull
down your shorts again and spread your legs.”

“Yo-you want it
again? You’re so ravenous.”

“Shut up and do it!”

Jenny tamely pulled her
shorts back down and spread her legs, but as I moved my face down,
she blocked it. “W-wait…you just came in there.”

“You think I care?”
I knocked her hand away and dived down on her.

At first, I attacked
her thighs, sucking on them hard until noticeable bruises appeared on
them. I was going to ignore her pussy, because it was leaking out
cum, but I couldn’t leave that wet thing unserviced, so I used my
fingers. My tongue specifically targeted her clit, which was
unsullied by my semen, and I drove her into an orgasm. As she came, a
spurt of my own cum squirted out onto my hands, mixed with her own
lust. Well, it wasn’t any more disgusting than when I jacked off.
We went into our respective bathrooms and cleaned up.

When I came out of the
bathroom, she had lifted her shorts up, revealing the hickies on her
thighs. Her fingers were tracing them almost lovingly. When she
noticed me looking, she quickly pulled her pants back down.

“What do you think?”
I raised an eyebrow.

“I think I won’t be
able to sleep with my husband for several weeks,” she responded
with a pout.

“Good… I’ll make
sure to do it more regularly.”

“Y-you…” She was
smiling, though. “So jealous. As if I would fuck that man anyway
when I have your big cock.”

“Yeah? And don’t
forget it.”

“Never…” She
giggled. “This body is Jim’s property.”

“Hmmm…” I grabbed
her and turned her around, looking at a place just above her butt.

“Wh-what? What is
it?” She asked, trying to look behind her.

I touched the place
just over her crack. “I was thinking this would be a perfect place
to tattoo those words.”

“Oh! You…” She
playfully slapped my arm, but then I grabbed and kissed her.

We ended up going a
third time. I creampied her again in missionary. This time, her
clothing had completely come off and I took her butt naked in the
grass. Fingering her had gotten me horny again, and I unleashed all
of my lust on her body. Near the end of it, her watch alarm rang,
indicating that she had to return home soon. It was for the best. I
had work the next day, and staying out late wouldn’t be good after
being off for a week.

“What do I owe you?”
I teased as we cleaned up and got dressed again.

I thought she’d grow
flustered or hit me again, but she actually looked thoughtful. “Let’s
see. How about…you eat my pussy next time, your tongue…i-inside…no
hands.”

She tried to act
nonchalant, but she couldn’t help but grow shy by the end of it.

“I lick you a little
and suddenly you’re addicted to it?”

“Tom thinks it’s
dirty…so…”

“It is dirty,” I
responded, causing her eyes to grow alarmed. “And that’s why I’m
going to clean it thoroughly with my tongue!”

I grabbed her and
kissed her again. I had just licked her pussy, and now I was kissing
her. She remembered that but she didn’t resist, her tongue dancing
with mine for a few minutes. When I let her go, she was breathing
hard.

“However, if I eat
you out good, what do I get out of it?” I asked teasingly.

“You can…mm…stick
it…in my…in my butt,” she declared.

My mouth fell open. I
was expecting her to say something like a blowjob, but she jumped
right to the holy grail.

I grinned. “You
better keep your promise.”

“Ah!” She cried
out. “Sh-shut up. I will, but you have to make me cum…once…no,
twice with your tongue.”

“I’ll make you cum
until you can’t walk!” I grabbed her by the ass and kissed her
again.

We almost went again,
but she managed to pull away. “Next time… I really have to go.”

“Fuck, but my dick is
hard.”

“Again!” She looked
down at the tent in my pants with shock. “Where do you get the
stamina? You’re going to break me like this.”

“Aren’t you the one
who helped me get this stamina?”

“Physical stamina,
sure, but my husband can’t even go again once he cums once, and
you’re hard after three times.”

Technically, it was
only two, as I didn’t cum when I ate her out, but I didn’t
correct her, letting the legend live on.

Finally, Jenny summoned
the willpower to leave, and I returned to my own car and headed home,
feeling quite satisfied. I wasn’t even angry about Beth and Tom
anymore. I still loved Beth, and it did bother me a little, but at
least my anger had cooled.

When I got home, I
immediately headed for the shower, cleaning up in the bathroom wasn’t
nearly enough. It would be a problem if Beth caught wind of Jenny’s
smell on me. Thankfully, by meeting on alleged workouts, it was the
perfect excuse I needed to immediately shower when I came home. As I
was in the shower, I heard the door open and close. Our bathroom
didn’t have a lock on it, so I figured Beth or Emily opened the
door, realized I was there, and then left to the other bathroom. It
happened all the time.

However, that was when
I heard the curtain open behind me, and someone step in. A moment
later, I felt slightly colder, soft things press against my back.
Arms wrapped around me affectionately. Was Beth joining me in the
shower? This was completely unlike her, but kind of a nice surprise.
I was still horny from earlier. I had never given a girl anal, and
Jenny’s simple words were enough to ignite my imagination and keep
me aroused for hours.

I was still angry at
Beth, but since she was going to use her body to apologize, I’d at
least take the apology. That didn’t mean I needed to forgive her,
but that depended on how hard she worked for her apology.

I put my hands on
Beth’s arms and then turned around, ready to put my arms around
her. However, that was when I realized the woman behind me wasn’t
Beth at all. It was Emily! My mind went blank for a moment. Emily
wasn’t glaring at me or staring condescendingly. She was blushing,
a shy but alluring expression on her face.

“What are you doing?”
I asked nervously.

“D-daddy…” She
said quietly, “has been working so hard. So, I want to work hard
too, to make Daddy happy.”

As if to leave no room
for doubt, her hand came down and grabbed my dick. Her finger
squeezed it, and she looked up at me with misty eyes and pink cheeks.
Was this really my stepdaughter? My stepdaughter had always been a
condescending, self-absorbed brat. When had she been swapped out with
this cute, docile young thing? Was fucking her once all it took to
make her submit? I thought she’d hate me forever, but things seemed
to go the opposite direction. I reached behind her, turning off the
shower. She seemed to shake nervously as she looked up at me.

“Why don’t we do it
on the bed?” I asked unambiguously.

She nodded her head.
“Whatever Daddy wants.”

She had started calling
me Daddy when she was in the middle of our first time in the garage,
but now she was calling me that normally. It sounded so sexy coming
from her lips. I grabbed her and picked her up. She cried out in
surprise as I pulled her into a princess carry, but she didn’t
resist as I stepped out of the shower. With the both of us dripping
wet, we walked out of the bathroom and into her room. I checked my
watch as I carried her, and my wife shouldn’t be home for at least
half an hour. Thus, I put my stepdaughter on the bed and then got on
top of her. Her legs spread open for me without resistance.

I hesitated for a
moment. “You don’t have to do this.”

A small smile flickered
on her face. “I know… I want this. Please, Daddy, stick it in
me.”

Calling me Daddy one
more time pushed me past my limit. I grabbed her legs and then pushed
my dick inside her. She was just as tight as her first time, but I
was gentler this time, easing it in until she was nice and wet. I
began to thrust into her and was surprised when she started kissing
me. She started with my shoulder, and then my neck, and eventually we
were tongue kissing as I fucked her tight pussy.

Since I had already
released twice, I was able to go for nearly twenty minutes. I
listened to Emily’s soft pants and moans the entire time. Her nails
scratched my back as she came. At first, I didn’t mind, but by the
third time she had an orgasm, the scratches were starting to build
up. That’s why I grabbed her hands and held them up over her head
as my jackhammer continued to deliver blow after blow.

“Hah… Hah…agnnnn…”
I began to cum.

Her eyes widened. “Ah!
W-wait…”

I had been used to my
wife and Jenny. I hadn’t needed to use a condom with either of
them. Of course, I had mentally prepared for my time with Emily, but
this had been spontaneous, and I had completely forgotten about being
safe. It wasn’t until I was already exploding inside her that I
remembered.

“Fuck…” I moaned,
but I kept my dick inside even as I came.

“I feel it…it’s
so warm…” She moaned as I pumped her full of my seed.

It looked like I’d
need to buy more Plan-B. I was too young to be a grandpa.
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 could still fix this.
It wasn’t too late. Jim thought he had everything under his
control, but he was wrong. First off, there was no such position as
vice-director. I knew that they had created that position
specifically for him; it was an unneeded position. I hadn’t
realized Jim had any sway with those at the top but had they truly
wanted to have Jim have his way, they would have immediately given
him my position or even one above me.

	
	
	



The suits were clearly
in a bad position, and they wanted me to fix it for them. This was
why they had given him a week off. They wanted me to come up with a
way to silence him for good. When he came back, it’d be his last
day. I was happy to destroy his career. He had challenged me, and for
that, he was an obstacle on my road to success. I grew excited
thinking about it too. I’d make him crawl on his knees. I would
make him beg. I’d make him lick my stilettos. Even after he debased
himself, I would still fire him.

 As long as my
reasoning for firing him was sound, I would have their backing all
the way. I needed to paint Jim as a liar, a scoundrel, and a
misogynist, and then I could protect my job, and perhaps even gain
the credentials for another promotion. I could become the district
manager or perhaps even something more. Jim would become my slave,
serving my every desire. Of course, if he was fired, the idea of him
serving me as a slave couldn’t happen, but that was why it was
called a fantasy. I only felt a little strange that I was far more
excited by the idea of making him my little bitch boy versus just
firing him. I didn’t want him gone; I wanted him humiliated and
under my control.

It was the look in his
eyes the last time we met. They were so cold and dismissive. They
didn’t fear me. They didn’t shy away. He had dared to look at me
as a woman. Even if he had looked at me like a sex object, I would
have tolerated it, but for some reason, I couldn’t say he was just
admiring my boobs or my ass. He was admiring all of me. Under that
piercing look, my heart had ended up beating so loud. I had become
nervous and afraid. I would never let that happen again.

I sent him an email
early in the morning, telling him to report to my room. No one knew
about the promotion yet. Most had assumed that Jim was fired when he
walked out last week. The only odd thing was that he didn’t take
any of his stuff with him, but that could happen if someone was upset
enough. When he walked in this morning, it made quite the commotion.
That’s why I decided to do this quietly, rather than making a
scene. With luck, he’d be fired by the time he left my office, and
the order and control I have fostered could go right back to normal.

The time I had told him
to come came and passed. For nearly ten minutes, I waited, feeling an
increasing amount of anger and frustration. When there was finally a
light knock on my door, I nearly felt like exploding.

“Come in.” I
suppressed my anger.

The man himself poked
his head in. He wore an easy-going smile. He walked in the rest of
the way, and even closed the blinds and locked the door before moving
to my couch. He was acting so smug. That absolutely wouldn’t last.
Perhaps, he was still a little nervous, because he still had that pen
in his hand which he clicked incessantly.

“You have been made
the vice-director,” I explained. “You are now my assistant in all
things. With that, I expect you to come on time from now on.”

He smiled, ignoring the
slight. “I understand.”

My lips tightened, but
I went on. “Your tasks will be anything and everything that I want.
You’re here to please me.”

His eyebrow raised
slightly and he clicked his pen. “Oh?”

It was time to strike.
I stood up, and as I did so, I pulled out a hairpin, letting my hair
fall to my shoulders. I then walked out from behind the desk and
approached him. He watched me with deliberate curiosity, not shying
away even a bit. If anything, his eyes had gotten worse. He was more
confident, and it almost felt like he was looking down on me. I felt
my heartbeat speeding up, but I suppressed the feeling. I was in
control. This was my office.

“You’ve been a bad
boy, Jim,” I said, stopping in front of him and putting my leg up
on the couch next to him. “You’ve acted up in the workplace. You
need to be properly trained to be worthy of being my sla–servant.”

I had almost voiced my
hidden thoughts but just stopped myself. Jim seemed genuinely caught
off guard by my aggressive behavior, but this was all part of the
plan. Men became dumb when they saw an aggressive woman flirting with
them. I had faced this problem in the past, and it was no different
here.

My plan was rather
simple. I was going to put him in a situation in which he sexually
harassed me. As soon as he succumbed to his desires and touched me,
his ass would be mine.

“Then, Miss Kennedy,
please teach me?” He smiled up at me, seemingly unperturbed with me
literally on top of him.

If his eyes looked
down, he would practically see up my skirt. My long legs which I was
proudest of were nearly wrapped around him. I had even worn my
sexiest leggings today. Yet, he didn’t react at all. He should have
been drooling over my legs, but he was still meeting my eyes. Why was
my heart beating so wildly? It made it difficult to breathe.

I spun around and sat
in the chair next to the couch, trying to regain my composure. “I-if
you want to keep your position, you’ll do what I say.”

“What should I do
then?” He asked.

“You must…lick my
foot.” He had me so flustered that I had spewed out a fantasy
instead of what I should have said.

He raised an eyebrow.
“Okay?”

He clicked his pen one
last time, and then put it on the end table. He got off the couch and
kneeled in front of me. Seeing him get on the ground at my order made
me far more excited than I cared to admit. My breathing was
staggered, but I found myself lifting my foot to him.

“Your shoe and
stocking…” He stopped.

“Oh.”

I pulled off my shoe
and then pulled down my stocking excitedly. It was only when it was
off that I realized what I was doing. He was supposed to lick my
shoes, not lick my feet. What was I doing? This was crazy! He looked
at my foot with confusion, looking back up at me.

“You want me to…”

“Lick it!” I
responded, my breath shuddering excitedly.

How many times had I
wanted to make a man get on his knees and do this? If Jim’s cold
eyes hadn’t kept flustering me, it would never have gotten to this
point.

He reached out and
grabbed my foot, and I watched as she slowly took the big toe into
his mouth. It was wet and warm, and I could feel his tongue start to
circle it. When his lips closed, he sucked on it. I felt a surge of
pleasure shoot up my leg. This wasn’t licking! He was sucking on my
toe.

“Hah… St…mmm…”
I wanted to tell him to stop, but the feeling was better than I had
expected.

He sucked on each of my
toes playfully, seemingly touching the most sensitive parts first. My
body shook each time he took another toe inside. When he finished
with the last toe, I was panting excitedly, my face hot.

“What shall I do
next?” He asked.

I realized I was
incredibly horny, and so I blurted it out before I could stop myself.
“L-lick my pussy.”

His expression changed
suddenly. “No.”

I blinked. “Wh-what?
Do what I say, I want you to eat my pussy.”

“Why should I?”

I felt a spike of
anger. He had gotten me worked up earlier, and now he was refusing to
do what I demanded.

“If you want to keep
your job, eat my pussy,” I snapped.

He raised an amused
eyebrow, got back up off his knees, and then sat in the chair. “You
don’t seem to realize the situation you are in.”

“Wh-what is that
supposed to mean?”

“I don’t want to be
in charge. If I wanted to be the director, I’d be the director, but
that sounded like a hassle. That’s why, you’re going to do the
job and I’m just going to sit back and relax. Of course, I’ll
enjoy watching you work too.”

“You… You pig!” I
sneered. “Once I tell corporate about this–”

“About what?” He
asked. “About how you sexually harassed me?”

My face shook for a
moment as I worked out what I should say. “You’re a guy. I’m a
girl. Who do you think they’ll believe? I’ll just tell them you
came onto me. I’ve gotten rid of tons of employees that way.”

Rather than look cowed,
Jim laughed. “You just keep digging your own hole, don’t you?”

“Quit with your
nonsense. You’re done here!” I responded, although there was an
uneasy feeling inside me.

Jim leaned forward and
picked up the pen on the table. He clicked it once, and then clicked
a second time, and that’s when I heard a sound. It started with
just some noises, but then his voice came from it.

“Your shoe and
stocking.”

“Oh.”

As the audio played, I
realized that the little pen he kept bringing in had been a recorder.
On top of that, it had just recorded what happened between us.

“This is the part I
like,” Jim spoke up over the recording.

“If you want to keep
your job, eat my pussy.” My voice came from the little speaker.

Realization shot
through me. It had been a single moment of weakness. I had just been
trying to get him to come onto me, yet it sounded like I was coming
onto him. He clicked a button, stopping the audio right after ‘I’ve
gotten rid of tons of employees that way.’ My eyes closed tightly.
This couldn’t be happening. I may have been a woman, but with that
kind of evidence, how could I talk my way out of it? I would be
destroyed and my career would be over. I forced myself to take a
breath, and then I opened my eyes.

“What do you want?”

He blinked. “Didn’t
I just say? I don’t want to work as the director. Your job is to
keep doing what you’re doing, while I’m left alone. I mean, if
you need help, I’ll help from time to time, but that’s it.”

“Is that all?” Why
did my voice sound a bit disappointed?

“Of course, you could
get on your knees and call me Master.” He laughed.

I knew he was mocking
me, but I couldn’t do anything about it. I couldn’t get rid of
him now. Thankfully, he wasn’t after my position, and I could keep
working as normal. So, why was that a problem?

It was because he had
something over me. He had that evidence. The thing that was most
important to me had been taken, my control. He had the control now,
even if he pretended he didn’t. I had no doubt he would use that
control, no matter what he said. He’d only grow worse and worse,
and who knew what he’d demand then.

It was all the fault of
that stupid pen. As long as he had that, I had to do things his way.
If I could get it, though, couldn’t everything go back to the way
it was? My thoughts moved through my mind quickly and I concluded. I
had to do whatever it took to get that pen back. I slid off the chair
and then fell to my knees. As I did so, his eyes became as wide as
teacups.

“Please, Master…tell
me what to do.”
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t wasn’t like when I
entered Kennedy’s office that I knew things would turn out this
way. It was one of the privileges of not caring much about the
result. I always recorded every conversation, just in case something
was going to be used against me. As I had said, I understood the
power of personal information. Plus, I lived in a place where it was
legal to record someone without their knowledge, so I used my right.

	
	
	



I didn’t know what
Kennedy’s goal was, but when she said such an obvious sexual
harassment line, I knew that I had her. In normal circumstances, I
would have happily gone down on her, but years of abuse from this
woman had put me in a less charitable mood. Thus, when she fell to
her knees and called me Master, I felt darkness rise inside me. As I
watched her on her knees, looking up at me submissively, all of the
dark thoughts I had about her over the years came flooding to the
surface.

I wasn’t the only guy
who wanted to wreck this slut. She had made so many guys miserable.
She was a misandrist who always dumped on the men. Even many of the
women felt sorry for them. They didn’t favor Kennedy either,
because if they didn’t meet her definition of a proper female
employee, they could just as easily face her wrath.

I knew about one girl
who had been asked out by a coworker she had a crush on. Before she
could respond with a yes, Kennedy had somehow gotten wind of it. She
had brought the girl into her office, and she had left crying. A day
later, the guy was cleaning out his desk after being reported for
sexual harassment. To save her job, Kennedy had forced her to destroy
the career of the guy she liked, naturally destroying any chance they
had of being together. After that, in-office romances had ceased to
be a thing. Everyone was afraid of being next.

That was only one of
the many things Kennedy had done during her time at the job. Many men
fantasized about tasting her, both as a manifestation of their lust
for her beautiful body and also to cope with the anger they felt over
her extreme methods of management. That woman was now on her knees.
Her blouse hung down, showing a healthy amount of cleavage, and her
eyes looked up at me subserviently.

I reached down and
pulled off my shoes and then I pulled off my socks. “I want you to
lick…”

“Your feet?” She
finished with a slightly disgusted look on her face.

“No,” I manspread
on the couch as I made myself comfortable, “my cock.”

I reached down and
unzipped my pants, pulling my dick out. Her disgusted look went to a
gasp. Was it that surprising? She had asked me to suck her pussy. I
was just returning the favor. Perhaps, she didn’t think I would
dare. I had only sucked her toes, after all. This was a
disproportionate response.

“H-how can you…”
She spoke defensively.

“I’m sorry, I
thought you were a team player.” I mocked her, lifting the pen
threateningly. “I guess I’ll send it then.”

“N-no… Master…”
Her eyes darted down, and then I watched as she slowly crawled across
the floor in front of her desk until she was in front of me.

I watched with rapt
attention as she climbed up onto my lap and then reached out and
grabbed my dick. After a heavy breath that spewed hot air on my dick,
she put my cock into her mouth.

I leaned my head back,
allowing the feel of my boss’s mouth to satisfy my member. It felt
rather amazing. Her lips were warm, and it felt like she might have
had a bit of practice with this.

“You’re quite good
at this. Did you get where you are today by sucking dick?” I asked.

Her lips stopped for a
moment and her body shook, but then she continued again.

“Mmm…gmmm…glmmm…”
Her throat made lewd, wet sounds as her head bobbed up and down on my
cock.

Compared to Emily, I
got much fewer teeth and had to do much less of the work myself. When
it came to Jenny, I had only cum in her mouth; she had never sucked
on it. However, since the woman herself had agreed to give me her
ass, then shouldn’t her mouth also be offered freely? I found while
Kennedy gave me head, I fantasized about other women. Was it that
bad? It wasn’t that Kennedy wasn’t sufficiently hot, but that I
was in this unique position where I could enjoy so many women. I even
found myself imagining my wife in her place, although she had never
been kinky in the bedroom and we rarely did such things.

“Gaaaahhh.” Letting
my thoughts run away from me as I relaxed, I started to cum.

I had had my hands up
on the couch, leaning back as she gave me fellatio, but when I
reached a climax, my hands came down and grabbed her head, forcing my
dick down into her mouth. I had done something similar to Emily,
choking her with my thick cock.

“Mmm!” She made a
noise, her eyes going wide, but my hot jizz was already being
released.

I could see her
delicate throat contract as she swallowed down shot after shot.
Kennedy truly was a professional. She drank it all easily, not
coughing or sputtering like my stepdaughter. Only when I finished
cumming did I loosen my grip on her head. Rather than trying to pull
away, her head bobbed up and down, continuing to suck out every last
drop until my cock had lost all of its hardness. Finally, she pulled
her wet, swollen lips away. Her bottom lit remain pressed against the
rim of my penis’s head, and she let out long pants. I could feel
the hot breath tickle the head of my cock. She kept her mouth there
as if she was holding out just in case any last drop of cum leaked
out the top so she could gobble it all up.

Her eyes looked up at
me expectantly, and at first, I was confused, but I started to
realize she was waiting for her next command. She had called me
Master. I had rolled with it, but it turned out she was still taking
the master-slave thing seriously, even after I had already gotten
what I wanted. I had mostly acted impulsively. When she had fallen to
her knees, the anger and frustration of being suppressed by her for
the last three years had flooded to the surface.

I had only been passed
over again and again in the name of equality. Considering the ten
years I had loyally served the company, it was a joke. In those ten
years, I had gone through four separate bosses. One could see that
the higher-ups typically didn’t care about loyalty at all. They
hired people who only wanted to be there long enough for them to find
another, higher-paying job. Only Kennedy had stayed the longest, and
that was because she liked the feeling of power that running her own
branch gave her. She could bully her employees to her heart’s
content, and except in rare instances like the one I had caused, she
was free to do whatever she wanted while the bosses looked the other
way.

In a week, I had taken
that power dynamic and flipped it on its head, and now I had my boss
on her knees servicing me. As she stayed in that submissive pose, the
arousal that stained her cheeks pink dissipated and her breath
returned to normal; the atmosphere started to turn weird. Realizing I
had to do something, I reached out and patted her head. Her eyes
closed for a second, but she accepted my hand. With her head down,
she backed up several steps like a submissive dog. That’s when I
noticed it.

“Tsk.”

My hand reached out.
She let out a gasp, trying to pull away, but in her lowered state, a
single hand on her back forced her down to the ground. As I forced
her upper body down, I rummaged in her cleavage for a few moments
before pulling it out. It was my pen with the recording on it. A
flash of hatred and regret appeared on her face as she saw me take
the pen she had slid into her cleavage.

While she was giving me
head, she picked my pocket. Kennedy was truly a smart and devious
girl. She’d even go that far to get what she wanted. The angry
expression on her face quickly turned back to a docile one. It was so
complete that had I not been looking right at her, I might have
thought I was mistaken. I supposed that this was the kind of skill
someone needed to become a boss. You had to be able to fake it
completely. You had to lick the boots or even the dicks of your
higher-ups, and then stab them in the back while they weren’t
looking for your own gain.

“So,” I spoke up,
still holding the pen in front of her, “you want to do things this
way.”

Her face flushed, but
she kept her head down like a dog who knew it had gotten into the
trash and was waiting to be berated by its owner. I knew that this
behavior was only superficial. How could a person change their nature
in only an hour?

“Master…” She
finally spoke, but I immediately shot her a look that caused her to
freeze for a moment.

“You want this pen?”
I asked, pushing it in her face, but she seemed afraid to snatch it.
“Then you have to earn it.”

“Earn it?” She
asked, her voice slightly confused.

“Lift your skirt,”
I ordered.

She stared for a
second, but when I shook the pen in her face one more time, she
reached down and scrunched up her skirt. It was already shorter than
necessary for the job, sitting above her knees even when she was on
all fours. Her hands slowly pulled the skirt up over her butt,
revealing some rather scandalous, black underwear underneath. I went
behind her, taking a good look at her butt, and being in such an
embarrassing position, she couldn’t help but look back, her face
flushed.

“Now, pull down your
underwear,” I ordered. When she did nothing, I repeated myself, “Do
it.”

“This…” Her voice
sounded hesitant.

I reached out and
grabbed her underwear, yanking it down roughly and exposing her bare
backside. She tried to rise again, but a single push with my hand on
the small of her back, and her face was pushed back into the office
carpet. Her breathing had become ragged again, and I could feel her
trembling under my touch.

I looked down at her
backside. She had a tight, little asshole, a pink, swollen slit, and
I could just see the black hair of her pubic region. Her butt was
nice and round, and I found my hand grabbing onto it roughly as I
enjoyed the elasticity. I quickly snapped out of it though, and then
took the USB pen and slid it into her wet cunt. She let out a gasp as
she felt something enter her. Her hand instinctively reached under
her, grabbing at the item.

I grabbed her hand and
then forced her fingers around the end of the pen that was still
sticking out of her pussy. “Now, pleasure yourself with it.”

“I won’t!” She
snapped.

“You want the pen,
don’t you?”

“E-even so…”

Feeling a strange sense
of anger and arousal at her resistance, I unbuckled my pants. She let
out a gasp, and then started to slide the pen in and out of her. She
must have thought that I was threatening to rape her. If it came
between my penis or the pen, she would choose the pen. However, even
though she was complying, I still felt angry. Every single thing she
had done to me and my coworkers seemed to flood my brain all at once.
I pulled my belt out of my pants, and then folding it up, I lifted
it, and then slapped it down on her ass.

“Ahhh!” She let out
a cry as my belt slapped her ass.

I didn’t do it very
hard, but it still made a red mark, and her ass jiggled just a bit.
She had stopped moving the pen.

“Did I say to stop?”
I snarled, causing her to give me a guarded look. “Look, if you
take your punishment, you can have the pen.”

I spoke that last part
with a calmer voice, and she seemed to accept my words. Slowly, she
started to move the pen in and out of her wet crotch again. This
time, as I took in the scene, I felt more aroused than before. I
lifted the belt and smacked her again. She made a squeak but
otherwise kept pleasuring herself. I slowly gave her the belt. My
movements weren’t in anger. They were very contained and
methodical. Every minute, I slapped down once.

“Haaah…. Haaah…
Ah! Haaah… Haaah.” She was making extremely lewd noises, and each
time I hit her, the noises only grew louder and lewder.

Her sounds and the
enthusiastic way she was moving the pen spurred me on, and I started
to slap her butt more and more. Several welts had already formed, and
her butt was nearly completely red.

“Ah! Ah! Ahhhhhhn!”
She let out such a moan as her butt suddenly pulled down.

I thought she was
trying to dodge my next hit, but I realized she was spasming. She was
having an orgasm! Liquid squirted out from the pen, leaking down her
fingers. That’s when I remembered something, and rather than strike
her again, I pulled out my camera and hit record.

“Haaah… Haaah…
Ahhh… Ahhh... C-cumming!”

Kennedy had become lost
in her lust, and as she came, she was thrusting the pen into herself
as fast as any toy, lewdly seeking pleasure with it while letting out
naughty cries. I got a clear recording of her molesting herself, then
pulled around, giving a clear view of her on all fours, her face
ground into the carpet, red imprints already forming on her cheek.
Her free hand was digging her finely-manicured nails into the ground
as she orgasmed, her mouth open and a little drool coming out while
her eyes were closed. As her orgasmed finished and her body stopped
shaking, I ended the recording. However, the view of Kennedy like
that was far too tempting, so I switched to picture mode and snapped
an image.

Click!

The phone made a
picture-taking noise, which alerted Kennedy. Her eyes opened in
surprise, but when she saw me with a camera on her, still in her lewd
position, her face turned white.

“That was quite the
show,” I declared, putting my camera away. “The pen is yours, as
promised.”

“Y-you…” Her body
shivered with rage as she sat up, pulling her skirt down before
reaching under and yanking the pen out.

A long stream of liquid
connected the wet pen to her snatch, making it quite a lewd scene.
She immediately grabbed it and broke it in two, a slightly hateful
look on her face.

“I wouldn’t get too
excited though,” I responded as I headed to the door. “That
recording pen had Bluetooth. As soon as I took the audio, it was
uploaded to my phone and then to my cloud. So, it doesn’t change
anything. I look forward to my boss giving me many more exciting
shows in the future.”

Her eyes widened and
her mouth fell open. However, I unlocked and opened the door a crack,
sliding out into the hallway before she could come up with another
word. I think my position at work was pretty secure if I said so
myself.
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t seems like I was the
first to pass out.” I sighed. “What happened after?”

	
	
	



Jenny cleared her
throat. “What do you mean? Jim was a perfect gentleman.”

“Really? He didn’t
hit on you? He didn’t flirt at all?”

“How could he do
that? I’m a married woman! He would know that too,” Jenny
declared and then sighed. “You know, I was never a great choice.
Maybe if it was some single woman, you’d know for certain, but why
would a man like him go after a married woman like me?”

Her words kind of made
sense, but they also hadn’t been where my mind was at. I had
thought that since my husband was married, he’d be more inclined to
seek a cheating partner who was also married. Yet, after the night I
had tried to find out for certain if my husband was cheating, things
had once again come out inconclusive. Jenny declared that he didn’t
go after her. He had made sure I got to bed safely, helped her get a
ride home, and acted like a gentleman the entire time.

Even though the test I
had prepared came back squeaky clean, I just couldn’t shake that
feeling deep inside me. I just had to know the truth, and even
thinking about it caused my mind to shudder. It was far more than
when I had found out Tom was cheating on me. The truth behind Jim
seemed to have slowly grown into a strange kind of obsession.

I had dreams of him
cheating on me every night. Every dream had him with a different
girl. Sometimes I knew the girls, sometimes I didn’t. He’d sleep
with Jenny. He’d sleep with the girl at the convenience store. He’d
sleep with the coworkers I had met at the Halloween party. I even
dreamed about him banging my daughter. In a particularly strange
dream, he banged me, and I watched myself banging him, but from an
outsider’s perspective. I wasn’t me. I knew the dream was
confusing, but that summed up my state of mind perfectly.

Jim had been in a great
mood lately. He used to come home tired, collapse into his recliner,
and silently watch television until it was bedtime. He would then get
ready, go to bed, and be snoring. He didn’t even try to get
intimate. That was the Jim I was most familiar with. That Jim was
also nowhere in sight. This one, however, was happy. He smiled a lot,
cracked jokes, and was much more active. He helped clean the house
and he did the maintenance that he had let run for years. At night,
he would snuggle up to me to the point I had to push him off a few
times.

It made me feel
shameful that I was pushing him off as I did want to be intimate. For
some reason, my sex drive which had nearly been nonexistent started
back up. I knew exactly what caused it, too. It was that event in the
garage I had seen during the Halloween party. It had started with
low-level arousal that only seemed to grow as time passed. Jim’s
teasing didn’t make it easier. So, why did I still reject him? If I
started satisfying his sexual needs, wouldn’t he stop cheating? I’d
never find out the truth if he stopped now.

It’s not like I
want him to cheat on me. That’s just crazy. I just want to know the
truth.

I told myself that
repeatedly, but it only made me more confused. I was rejecting him,
even though he was becoming my perfect man. He was attractive, kind,
fun, and adventurous, all of the things a woman my age yearned for.
He even got along better with Emily.

“That’s cute on
you, Emily,” Jim suddenly announced one day.

I was in the kitchen
cleaning the dishes, but I had heard him say this in the adjacent
room. I had frozen immediately, tilting my head back and glancing
through the door to watch for my daughter to explode.

“Th-thanks…” Her
voice was quiet, and her face turned a bit red.

“Thanks who?” He
grinned.

“D-daddy…” She
finished shyly.

I couldn’t believe
it. When had she acknowledged Jim as her father? When would she take
any compliment of his? Why did their relationship seem so much
better? It left me even more confused.

Of course, I had worked
out explanations: he had lost weight, he had gained confidence. That
was why he was happier. That was why he was getting along better with
my daughter. Yet, such answers just didn’t satisfy me. I felt like
there was something more to it.

I should have been
ecstatic. All of these changes were good changes. Why wouldn’t a
woman want her man happy? Why would I feel bad that he was happy? Was
it because I wasn’t happy? This kind of negative thinking struck me
time and time again, and it left me in a state of near panic. I had
to fake every interaction I had with Jim because every time I saw
him, my heart would start beating wildly and I’d feel anxious.

Having reached my wit’s
end, I fell back on the last thing I could think of. I went out and
bought hidden cameras. I would put them in strategic areas of the
house, like the family room and our bedroom. If Jim was cheating on
me with someone, I’d inevitably catch him bringing some girl here.
In that way, I could catch my husband red-handed. Not only would I
have my answer, but I’d also have proof for the divorce
proceedings.

Even if he was
cheating, would you want a divorce?

The voices in the back
of my mind nagged me relentlessly. I didn’t want to think about
what I would do with the information. I just wanted a definitive
explanation. Did Jim cheat on me or not? Why did he do it? Who was he
doing it with? Once I knew the truth, then I could worry about
whether I’d leave him or not.

Therefore, I picked a
time when my daughter and Jim were both gone, and then opened my
laptop and plugged it into the hidden camera that had been placed
next to our television. I didn’t have a lot of money of my own, and
it would have been impossible to buy a bunch of surveillance
equipment with my husband’s money, so I had only gotten one cheap
camera which I had hidden near the television. It had only been
recording a day, but I had picked a day when I would be out the most,
giving Jim ample time to carry out his affair. I reckoned that if I
didn’t find anything in the family room, I would move it to the
bedroom next. Would Jim be so daring as to take another woman in the
bedroom we were sleeping in?

That thought, rather
than making me angry, seemed to cause my heart to race even faster. I
hastily brought up the video feed from the previous twenty-four
hours. I started clicking through it. It was a lot of nothing. For
half the day, no one was there and it was just a blank room. Then,
there were people there. I saw my daughter walk by. I saw Jim enter.
I clicked over a few minutes at a time. I neither had the time nor
the patience to just sit and watch it in real-time. Click. Click.
Click.

Wait? What was that?

I was getting bored,
but the last click had caught something. I clicked early in the
video, and there it was. The image I had been waiting for. My husband
was on the couch, and he had his dick out while he was plowing a
woman who was on all fours. It was the exact scene I had been
dreading. My eyes dilated and I started panting as I watched him go
at it. He was like an animal. He raised his hand, and he slapped her
ass. Even though the camera had no sound, I still winced at the
sight. It was exactly how the man in the garage had acted, although
this time, there was no wolf mask blocking his facial features from
me.

I glanced at the girl,
but her head was out of frame. This wasn’t a widescreen camera and
the couch was too close to the television, so I had only half-caught
the screen. The result was that her head and shoulders were cut off.
I started clicking back a little slowly, trying to find the
beginning. I saw him entering the room. He was speaking to someone
off-camera. A woman stepped right in front of the television – I
could only see her body. They were making out, and their touching
started getting heavier and heavier.

“Hah… Hah…” I
blinked as I realized I was rubbing myself through my pajama pants as
I watched my husband.

What was going on? I
should be furious. I should be raging. Why did I feel so horny and
aroused? He was stripping this girl, and it only made me tingle more.
My hand plunged into my pants, and I found my fingers instantly
hitting wetness. I was this aroused? I had to watch the entire scene
from beginning to end. I had to find out who the girl was. Yet, after
only a few minutes, I found myself with my legs spread instead, two
feet on the coffee table on either side of the laptop, and my finger
diving aggressively into me as I timed myself with my husband’s
thrusts.

“Hah… Ahhhn….
Fuck…” I moaned. “Jim…hah… Jim!”

I started to cum, my
body shaking as I had a powerful orgasm that flooded my brain with
pleasure. My feet pushed the table away slightly as they
straightened, and my panties became drenched in pleasure. I had even
moaned Jim’s name. I put my feet back down, feeling both
embarrassed and ashamed. When I looked back at the screen, I made a
noise of surprise.

“He’s still going
at it!”

My husband was still
railing that girl. I had already climaxed, but he still had stamina.
I remembered how he had plowed that girl even after she came,
torturing her with his dick. This was probably the same woman. At the
very least, their bodies looked similar. She was so young and perky,
but even she could barely handle him. Watching it happen on screen
was making me feel hot. My wet legs rubbed together as I waited for
that cum shot.

To my surprise, it
didn’t end with him pulling out and cumming in her mouth like
before. Instead, he grabbed her ass tightly, and the two stopped
moving for a bit. When he pulled out, white juice leaked out of her.
He had creampied this girl! He wasn’t even wearing a condom. Why
did that make me feel more excited? Why was I feeling so horny and
aroused? Where was my anger? Where was my normal reaction? I knew how
a girl should react, so why didn’t I feel it?

I ended up rewinding
and watching again. I also fingered myself to a second orgasm. When I
was done, I made sure to watch scene by scene. The girl never showed
her face, and the camera was blurry enough that even details of her
body were difficult to make out. The only thing I could say was that
she looked young and fit. There was a single point while they were
making out where her butt appeared on the screen. It was so tight and
youthful. It would probably look great in yoga pants.

“Yoga?” A thought
suddenly tugged at my mind.

I closed the laptop,
looking around the room before unplugging and setting up the hidden
camera, and then went upstairs to my room. When I reached my bed, I
opened my nightstand and pulled out a secret box. Inside the box was
the receipt I had saved from the car.

“Yoga pants.” I
read the part on the receipt I had previously ignored.

Other than my daughter,
which was impossible, there was only one other person I knew who had
an ass like that and would have yoga pants. That was Jenny! If she
was having sex with my husband, then it all started to make sense. Of
course, she would tell me that he was innocent. They were hiding it
behind my back and laughing the entire way.

I realized that I
didn’t feel angry. For some strange reason, I felt relief. I knew
the truth now, and I was starting to realize some new things about
myself. I didn’t want to reveal the truth. I didn’t want to break
them up. I didn’t want to change anything at all. There was only
one desire I felt. I wanted to see it with my own eyes.

“If you guys want to
fuck behind my back, then excuse me if I join in!”
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he last few weeks had
been the most fun I had in probably my entire life. I was juggling
three women. At home, I’d play with my stepdaughter, who was an
energetic slut who liked to experiment. She’d even let me fuck her
in the family room over the couch. There was Jenny, who was a horny,
little sparkplug that just wasn’t getting enough at home. She still
rendezvoused with me for our playdates. Whenever I went out and it
wasn’t for work, I played with her. We had even gotten a cash motel
one night and banged for hours. Finally, at work, I had my boss, who
had slowly grown into her submissive role.

	
	
	



Of course, she resisted
it at first, but I took more images of her in even more embarrassing
poses, which she never resisted getting into, and she only became
more tightly wound around my finger. It was almost like she wanted to
be my slave. She walked right into it time and time again, to the
point that her acts of defiance only seemed to be cute cries for
attention. I was happy to oblige, putting that naughty, little slut
back into her place time and time again.

However, I had enough
of soft play, and I was finally going to make her submit completely.
I hadn’t officially made her mine yet. That was to say that we
hadn’t had intercourse. I had made her masturbate in front of me
several times and even made her give me blowjobs and handjobs, but we
still hadn’t taken that last step. I would finally make my
permanent mark on her, I decided. I chose her final day to be Friday.
Can’t say why I wanted to do it on that day other than that she had
banned Casual Friday when she started as boss, and it was something
that annoyed many of the others.

They knew that I had
been promoted to vice-director, but they didn’t know about what we
did in that room. They believed that I had her by the balls, so to
speak. After all, she had wanted me fired, but instead, I was
promoted to work under her. It was generally agreed upon that I was
truly in control. After all, I had managed to undermine several of
her restrictions, loosening up the stranglehold she had on the
employees. She also rarely came out of her office to harass them.

Suffice it to say, they
put all of these workplace changes on me and were quite happy about
my new position. If they knew that she wasn’t able to leave her
office because she was tied up and facing her torture, would they
believe it? Her room sat at the end of the hallway, but it wasn’t
close to any other desks. Plus, the sound insulation was top-notch.
Thus, unless someone dared to walk up and sneak a peek through a
break in the blinds, they’d never know what was happening. And who
would guess in a million years?

I thought about these
things as I walked down the hallway, getting nods and even a
high-five as I made my way to her office. What had once been a
dreaded walk had now become my favorite part of the day. I walked up
to the office room, playfully knocking on the door. Of course, I
didn’t wait for the answer, opening it up. If someone was listening
carefully, they would have heard a slight buzzing sound coming from
the door, but I slipped in and closed it too quickly for anyone to
realize. When I turned to Kennedy, I couldn’t help but smile.

“Haahhn…hhhaaaa….
Please…” Her body shuddered.

“Maybe I should have
gagged you,” I responded with displeasure. “You’re making so
many noises you’ll be heard out there.”

“I-impossible… This
office was specially made. The original director had
severe…hah…severe OCD, and the sound of the nearby…nhaha…the
nearby air conditioner, he was bothered by…so he had the entire
room insulated…haaah…”

“Is that why?” I
mused. “I thought it was because Kennedy was a slutty, little girl
who couldn’t stop touching herself.”

“Hhaaahh…please…
Untie… Untie me… I can’t…another one.”

If anyone but me had
walked in on this scene, their eyes would have popped out of their
sockets. She was sitting on her nice, leather executive chair, but
her skirt was pulled up and her stockinged legs were pulled apart,
tied to the chair’s arms. Her feet were in the air, still wearing
those stiletto heels. Slipped inside her underwear was a vibrating
dildo which was turned on at full blast. I had slipped it in there
before going to lunch. It was still going even now. Those batteries
lasted longer than I thought.

She also had her blouse
popped open, and her rather nice boobs hanging out. I had placed a
pincher clip on each nipple. Naturally, her arms were tied back. I
had looped ropes around the back of the chair, locking her in a
position like that. I had to stay up all night looking at online
videos to learn how to tie those knots. The only thing that was
missing was a gag, but then again, she had to remain quiet or risk
alerting our coworkers. Well, now that I knew how resistant her
office was to sound, I didn’t feel as excited by that. She probably
moaned to her heart’s content, that little slut.

“You want that dildo
taken out?” I asked with a smile.

“Please…hah…hah…please…”
She could barely even speak.

I walked up to her and
reached down, grabbing her underwear and pulling it to the side. With
a wet sound, the dildo slid out on its own with a gush of liquid. It
landed on the carpet before it started bouncing around, muffled just
enough that it didn’t become too loud. Down below, liquids leaked
down the front of the leather chair, even dripping on the carpet and
making a wet patch there.

Just as she was taking
a breath of relief, I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her
head down. “Look at the mess you made. You wet the carpet, you
dirty bitch.”

“Th-that…” She
seemed speechless like she hadn’t even been aware her body could
make such a mess.

“Can you explain that
to me?” I demanded angrily, forcing her to look me in the eyes.

“I’m sorry…Master.
I’ll cl-clean it up.” She panted.

“Hmm, even if you
clean it up…won’t you just leak some more?” I asked darkly.

“N-no…I w-won’t.”
Her cheeks turned red while she shook her head incessantly.

“The only way to be
certain is to give you a proper test.”

“A-a test?” She
asked.

I crossed my arms and
nodded my head thoughtfully. “Of course, a proper test will have
rewards and consequences.”

“Wh-what?” She
looked up at me nervously.

“If you can hold off
without cumming for five minutes then I will unstrap you, and you
will be left alone for the rest of the day,” I explained.

“A-and if I don’t?”
Her breath quickened slightly in hidden anticipation.

“Then, your whore
pussy that only wants pleasure will be used for its intended
purpose.”

She blinked, seemingly
needing to think about it for a second before she realized what I
meant. When it came crashing home, she gave out a gasp.

“You don’t mean…”

“Yes, but you’ll
have to beg me for it.”

“B-beg?”

I pulled out a go-pro
camera I had recently bought and then leaned next to her ear and
whispered the words.

“You’ll have to
say…on record…” 


Her eyes widened and
she jerked in her chair. “What? I won’t say that! Not on camera!”

I laughed. “What are
you so alarmed about? Are you already admitting defeat? I thought you
said you could hold back. If you’re so slutty that you can’t even
last five minutes, just say so…”

“I-I’m not!” She
refuted, but when I raised an eyebrow, her cheeks turned red again,
although she had a stubborn look in her eyes. “Fine… You have
five minutes, not a second more!”

“Heh, we’ll see.”
I put the camera down on the table out of her reach, and then walked
up to her and fell to my knees.

“Wait! What are you
doing?”  She started to panic as I put my hands on her spread
thighs, feeling the fabric of her stockings under my palms.

“I’m going to see
if you can last five minutes.” I smirked, looking up at her.

“I thought…with a
toy… You’re down there…it’s dirty…” She was breathing
hard even as she spoke, a slight degree of panic in her eyes.

In reality, our
relationship up until this point had truly lacked any intimacy. I had
smacked her butt with my belt. I had made her crawl around. I had had
her strip and get into naughty poses for me. I had made her touch
herself using all manner of objects. I had even pulled my dick out of
my pants and made her suck it or stroke it, but that was as close as
we had ever gotten. I had never once laid a finger on her body. We
hadn’t kissed, hugged, or cuddled. I had certainly not reciprocated
any sexual favor with her. In the weeks since we had started being
physical, this was the first time I had ever touched her
inappropriately.

In her brain, she
likely knew how inappropriate the things we were doing were, but as
long as a certain degree of intimacy wasn’t breached, then it was
all just something she could tolerate without emotional attachment. A
person could subject themselves to a lot as long as they kept what
they were doing physically from the emotions they should have been
feeling. Yet, the second my hands touched her thighs inappropriately,
it all came crashing home. It was that exact imbalance that had given
me the confidence to make such a bet.

Well, even if I failed,
it would only be a small setback. The power dynamic between us might
shift a bit, but as long as I whipped her hard on Monday, she’d
fall back into her submissive role. However, if I succeeded, then I
knew Kennedy would be mine forever.

I chuckled at the
panting Kennedy. “So, you’re admitting you have a filthy, slut
pussy?”

She shuddered slightly,
looking away and speaking softly. “I don’t.”

“Then…let’s
begin!” Without waiting another moment, I dived down.

“Ah, wai-haaaa…”
Kennedy couldn’t even finish the sentence as my lips found their
way to her clitoris.

I had been getting more
practice with this lately. When I was younger, before I gained all
that weight in college, I used to love eating pussy. I watched videos
from experts and even practiced techniques. I could get two out of
three women to squirt. Regrettably, my wife turned out to be that
third woman. For some reason, I could never edge her like other
women. She either came or she didn’t, and it was always swift, and
then she was done.

True to those
statistics thought, I had successfully gotten both Jenny and Emily to
squirt. Thankfully, the squirter trait wasn’t genetic. I wondered
which group my boss fell into. Based on the dripping mess she had
left for me, I was going to guess squirter. That’s why I went at
her with all of my ability, sucking her clitoris roughly while two of
my fingers pushed in and out of her. Compared to the calm and
rhythmic vibrations of her vibrator, this was a much rougher
treatment.

“Hahn…haaaaahn…noo…
I can’t… If you keep it up… Fuck… Fuck… Jim…I’m
cumming!” Her legs struggled against the restraints as her hips
thrust up and down.

She ended up cumming
right in my face, her body shaking as she climaxed in her chair
violently. However, the restraints prevented her from moving. I felt
a warm liquid splash on my cheeks and chin as she erupted naughtily.
This kind of thing I didn’t mind at all, but why take it all when I
could share it? I stood up, grabbed her by the back of the head, and
then kissed her.

“Mmm!” Kennedy’s
eyes widened at the violation, but her mouth opened instinctively and
her tongue began to wrestle with my own.

I let her get a taste
of her lust, kissing her until her orgasm finally started to settle
down, only then did I pull my lips away. Several streams of saliva
and her fluids connected our lips. She stared up at me silently. Her
eyes didn’t hold fear, disgust, or resistance. Rather, they had a
somewhat drunken look, like the thinking part of her brain had shut
off.

“You didn’t even
last two minutes. I didn’t know Kennedy wanted my dick so bad,” I
teased.

“I do…” She
closed her eyes. “I want it.”

I was surprised by her
words, but I quickly recovered while clearing my throat. “Then, you
know what to do.”

I undid her restraints,
freeing her from her chair, and then walked over and grabbed the
camera. I quickly set it up as she stood up, slightly unbalanced. She
walked over to the couch and then sat down on it. I put the camera on
her and hit record.

“Alright,” I
pointed the camera at her, “what would you like to say?”

She looked up at the
camera, her cheeks still a bit red. “My name is Kennedy. I’m the
director at–”

“Skip that, get to
the good part.” I coughed.

She nodded. “I’m of
sound body and mind. I would like it to be known that I’m a slutty
bitch who likes cock.”

She reached down and
lifted her skirt, revealing her naked lower half. She lifted her legs
again, spreading them for the camera. She even reached down and
grabbed the lips, spreading them open and exposing all the sensitive
red tissue on the inside.

“Whose cock do you
like?” I asked.

“I want Jim’s big,
hard cock. A-as his boss, I’m using my authority to demand he
pleasure me sexually. If you want to keep your job, then f-fuck…this
whore pussy.” Her face turned redder as she spoke, and she slipped
at a few points, but she got the whole thing out.

I clicked stop. “If
you insist.”

With that little
recording, it was the same thing as handing me everything. No matter
what I did to her, the recording proved consent, and it framed her as
the one abusing her position. I wasn’t stupid. I knew that it
wouldn’t hold up perfectly in court. Someone could claim I had a
gun to her head or something. However, it was enough. If such a thing
leaked, it would ruin her, and when combined with all of the other
evidence, it was a smoking gun.

I slipped the go-pro
into my pocket because I knew she wouldn’t try to take it at this
point. She was already mine. I lined my dick up against her while she
looked up at me with eyes filled with desire. I had teased her for
weeks straight, but girls weren’t built like guys. A guy lived on
orgasms, and as long as he got the pleasure, he didn’t care about
anything else. Girls, on the other hand, were emotional beings.
Sexual pleasure was great, but it only took them so far.

Even though Kennedy
acted like a cold woman, she was as innocent as anyone else. She
desperately wanted that emotional feeling. She didn’t want to be
fucked, she wanted to be loved. Thankfully, those two things came
hand in hand, and after getting physically satisfied for so long,
there was a gaping hole in her heart ready to be filled by a man’s
embrace. I had calculated and waited just long enough so that whether
she wanted it or not, that hole would be filled by me.

I slid myself into her.
As she let out a cry, I leaned in and kissed her. Slowly, I started
to thrust into her. Our clothing started to come off, and we ended up
lying back on the couch. She wrapped her legs around my hips and she
tightly held on to my body. Her lips never left my own willingly as
she savored every intimate touch she had been denied. I could already
feel her growing addicted to my touch, it was pretty hot.

Thud. I heard a sound
and tried to lift my head, but then Kennedy started to orgasm. She
grabbed me and pulled me back down. Now that her barrier was broken
down, she became quite clingy. I’d need to train that out of her
with my belt. Well, for the first time, I let her act a little
spoiled. I pushed myself deep into her as I came. That was important
too; I had to mark her as mine. Cumming inside her pussy was as best
a marker as possible.

“I love you…” She
panted as she came.

“You’re mine,” I
whispered back, biting her ear.

When we were done, I
grinned to myself as I put my clothes back on. That went perfectly.
Kennedy didn’t bother putting her clothes on. She laid naked on her
couch, her hand right on her crotch as if she wanted to keep my semen
from leaking out of her.

“You’re not looking
to get pregnant, are you?” I asked.

Her face flushed.
“M-master…this bitch won’t get pregnant without your
permission.”

“Well, it’s not
like I mind.” I leaned down and kissed her cheek. “As long as you
take care of it.”

She bit her lip,
looking up at me. “You mean it?”

I was taken aback for a
second. I had mostly been joking, but was she serious about having a
baby? I had always failed to have one with my wife, and it came to
the point where I convinced myself I didn’t want one. However,
seeing the beautiful and sexy Kennedy lying there, I just couldn’t
tell her no.

“We’ll just have to
see,” I responded.

I checked myself to
make sure nothing was revealed, and then I slid out the door and back
to the hallway. I planned to play around at my desk for another few
hours, and once I could get hard again, I’d go for round two with
Kennedy.

“Hey, Boss, did you
get to see your kid?” The guy with the closest cubicle to the
office spoke up.

I jumped, thinking for
a second he had somehow heard the conversation we were having or
otherwise knew what I was doing with Kennedy. It took me a moment to
sort out what he was asking.

“What kid?”

“That cute girl who
just stopped by?” He cocked his head. “She said she was your
stepdaughter. I didn’t even know you were married.”

“Yeah…no one does.”
I frowned. “What happened?”

I had hidden my marital
status. I had read that companies promoted unmarried men more because
they were more concerned with their careers than family, and would
thus dedicate longer hours toward their work. Thus, I had lied about
my single status and never talked about my family. Even Kennedy
didn’t know.

“Huh? That girl said
she wanted to see you for lunch. I told her you were busy. She walked
up to the office. I thought she would knock, but when I looked up
again, she was already walking away. She’s really cute, and she’s
not too much younger than me. Could I have her number?”

“Not on your life,”
I responded, turning my back on him and heading back to my cubicle.

“Wow… He is
a dad.” He laughed it off, but I was suddenly very worried.

She didn’t see
what we were doing in there, did she?
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 wasn’t sure what to
think. Beth had suddenly started calling me a lot more and chatting.
I had always had complicated feelings when it came to her. After all,
every man I had ever loved had been with Beth first. My husband had
been Beth’s man, and they even shared a child, something I had been
unable to do for him. It was my first time, but Beth had taken that
from me. Then, she married Jim, the first man I had ever truly loved.

	
	
	



Yes. I love him. I’m
certain of that.

We had spent nearly a
year working out together, and my sessions with him had always been
the happiest times of my life. Since we started having sex, that
happiness had permeated my entire life, and everything just felt
better. My years married to my husband felt like a fog of
disappointment, and Jim was the light that brought me contentment.

Of course, Jim still
belonged to that woman, which made it extremely weird that she was
suddenly trying to buddy up to me. It had started when she made that
ridiculous request out of the blue. I wasn’t angry I had gone
through with it. If I hadn’t, I might have never discovered that
Jim was her husband.

I had thought this
revelation would have infuriated me. I should have hated Jim for
lying to me, and immediately called off whatever it was we had going
on. Yet, after finding out the truth, our relationship only grew
stronger. I knew his dirtiest secrets and he knew mine, and it left
me feeling happy that we could express ourselves together. I loved
him, and I didn’t think anything would change that.

After all, I knew that
despite his claims, he was still having sex with Beth. At that point,
I had been with Jim many times, so I had started to notice things. I
had noticed suspicious-looking hickeys on various parts of his body.
I had smelled a woman’s scent on him that wasn’t my own at
various points. Most damning of all, I had tasted his dick. He
claimed it came from working out, but I knew the difference between
sweaty balls and the dried remains of a woman’s cunt.

Jim hadn’t even
bothered to wash after fucking Beth, yet he wanted me to clean his
dick with my mouth. I had to taste another woman’s cunt while I
satisfied my man. Once again, this revelation should have made me
furious but I found that it turned me on instead. Beth wasn’t
enough for him, so he went to me instead. I got to finish off what
her pussy couldn’t take. Subtly, it was kind of hot. Since I was
willing to let Jim pull that kind of shit, I guess I was
unconditionally his.

It’s just getting
more complicated. Well, there is no going back now.

I sighed, carefully
discarding the trash in my hands before flushing the toilet. It was
just as I was cleaning up and getting ready to leave the bathroom
that my cellphone rang. I felt a moment of panic before I looked at
the number and saw that it was Beth calling me again. I wondered what
she’d think if I told her the truth about her man. I didn’t plan
to, but I couldn’t help but have such a dark thought for a moment.

“Beth, what’s up?”
I asked, pulling my skirt up.

“Do you want to come
over?” Beth asked, her voice sounding a bit breathy.

“Why? What’s up?”

“Oh, it’s nothing
much. Emily’s birthday is coming up and I wanted your input on what
to give her.” 


“It is? Ah…that’s
right. She’s turning nineteen.”

I had never really
cared about Emily’s birthday. She was already a teenager when I got
with her father, and I knew she had never liked me much. Plus, her
dad had all the money. It was only when I started my fitness coaching
that I had a little for myself, and by then, she had been sent off to
boarding school.

“That’s right. It’s
been a rough year for her, so I want to do something special,” Beth
continued. “Do you mind coming over? Jim is here.”

“He is?” I perked
up, but then I realized how awkward that sounded. “Wh-why would I
care if he were there?”

“No reason, I just
didn’t want to catch you off-guard. You know how Tom can be.”

“Y-yeah…right.
Then, I’ll see you soon.” I ended the conversation quickly and
then let out a long breath.

What am I doing? Am
I going to fuck him right under his wife’s nose?

That naturally brought
memories back to the time I did exactly that. Beth had drunk too
much, and the next thing I knew, I was fucking Jim right next to her.
It was both the most embarrassing and most arousing memory. Part of
me hoped that she had seen the whole thing, but after talking with
her, I had confirmed that she was completely out of it. I was
becoming a voyeur.  

It was because we had
been having sex outside so much. The park had become our playground,
and we would find any corner we could to do it. The pavilion was the
safest place for us, but it was still outdoors, and on busy days,
there were plenty of people who walked by. We had been caught several
times at the park already. Twice, a runner had entered while we were
in the middle of things, prompting us to get dressed and flee in
embarrassment. Jim never seemed to mind too much; he just laughed it
off.

I took it differently
and it helped me learn something new about myself. I seemed to have a
strange sexual kink around hidden sexual encounters. I was turned on
by Jim sneaking around having sex behind my back, but I was also
turned on by sneaking around and having sex behind Tom’s back.
These culminated into my greatest sexual kink, being caught and seen
in the act!

It was three weeks ago
when I had finally confirmed that aspect of my budding sexuality.
There was a young couple who had been nearby when we slipped off to
the pavilion. At some point during our encounter, while I was bent
over a picnic table and taking Jim’s hard rod from behind, I
glanced up to notice the two of them watching while hiding behind the
corner and giggling to each other. The guy had even pulled out his
phone and started recording it. I was too embarrassed to say anything
to Jim and too close to cumming to stop, so I had hidden my face and
let Jim finish. That had ended up being the strongest orgasm I had
experienced to that point. It felt wonderful.  

At the time, I felt
confusion and shame, but deep down, a part of me wanted to be seen. I
had gained a kind of sixth sense where I knew I was being watched,
and the next time Jim and I got together, I had found a spot where I
knew we’d get caught. A family with young children stumbled into
our little corner of the woods while I was bouncing excitedly up and
down on Jim’s cock. I came as soon as they saw me. It was so
embarrassing, but I convulsed so hard that Jim had to pull me off so
that he could cover us up. Well, we fled before the authorities were
called and we didn’t go to that park anymore. That was when Jim
ended up getting a hotel room for us.

I still had a lot of
fun with Jim at the hotel, and there was a clear advantage with us
being able to go longer and uninterrupted. However, I felt like I had
lost something in the hotel room. Privacy took a bit of the
excitement out of what we were doing. I ended up moaning much louder
than I usually did, letting anyone in adjacent rooms know exactly
what we were doing. That rekindled a bit of that feeling, but
ultimately, I still found being caught to be the best.

Should I let Beth
catch us?

As I was getting ready
to go, dressing far nicer than I had any right to do just to help a
friend get a present for a mutual daughter, I thought about such
things. It was an idle thought, a dirty fantasy. I wasn’t so
deplorable to ruin Jim’s relationship with his wife or ruin my
relationship with Tom. As much fun as I was having exploring my
sexuality and as much as I loved Jim, we had both agreed at the
beginning of all of this that we wouldn’t change the status quo.
That still didn’t stop me from fantasizing that I could take Beth’s
place though.

I could be his wife,
and we could fuck all over the house. Emily would come home from
school only to catch us in the middle of it. Yeah, that would be hot.
Neither of us had any direct relations with her and without Beth and
Tom, there would be no reason for her to be around us, but that
didn’t bother my fantasies at all. Suffice it to say that by the
time I finished getting dressed and was heading to Jim’s place, I
was already very horny.

I wasn’t the kind of
girl who masturbated when I grew horny. It wasn’t like I had never
done it, but it just wasn’t the kind of thing I did. I could only
suffer quietly or find a way of obtaining relief. It was probably no
wonder that my husband who always made himself busy at work drove me
to such a state. Thankfully, in this case, my relief was waiting for
me.

I drove up to Jim’s
house, feeling a small surge of excitement. Seeing his house was like
a tease. It showed me the life I could have had if I had found Jim
first. This was only the second time I had ever been there. Since
Emily was spending more time at his house, there was no way I could
visit without causing suspicion, so we always spoke on the phone and
then set up a place to meet. That was a bit odd, too. Emily used to
prefer to be at her father’s house, but ever since she came home
from school, she had been avoiding it like the plague. I wondered if
I could use that information to come up with a birthday gift for her.

I parked my car on the
curb and then began walking up the driveway. Just as I was going to
turn toward the walkway leading to their front entrance, the garage
door started to open. At first, I jumped in surprise, but when I
heard voices, I hid.

“Why is mom insisting
I go apply to take my GED?” I heard Emily asking in a whiny voice.

“Because you need to
have some way of earning your way,” Jim’s voice responded,
causing my heart to speed up.

“Why? Won’t Daddy
just keep taking care of me?” Her voice sounded playful.

“Who’s your Daddy?”
Jim asked.

“Hehe… I only have
one daddy…and if he takes care of me, I’ll take care of him,”
she responded in an odd tone.

I tried to get a look
at them, but the pair walked out of the garage. Realizing I was
completely creeping and didn’t want to be caught, I ducked back
behind a bush.

“Just humor your
mother.” Jim sighed, and then after a moment of hesitation, he
continued. “Um…about the other day… You didn’t happen to
see…anything, right?”

“You mean that I saw
you cheating on mom with another woman?” Emily asked.

My hand went to my
mouth to keep from gasping. Did she know?

Jim grunted. “You
saw…”

“It’s not like you
two were trying hard to hide it. To think you would sleep around with
her of all people in the open like that. You’re quite the
bad man.”

“You knew that
already.” Jim let out a breath. “Are you going to tell your
mother?”

“Why would I do that?
I already said, as long as Daddy gives me what I want, I’ll give
Daddy what he wants.”

“You promise?”

I tried to get a better
look at them as it was hard to understand the conversation without
seeing their expressions, but I was behind a pine tree and there were
too many needles in the way. When I finally got a look, the two were
standing apart, Jim with a frown, and Emily with a somewhat dark
look.

“You’ll just have
to wait and see…” Emily answered him coyly before turning and
leaving.

He watched her go, but
his eyes quickly noticed my car mysteriously sitting on the street.
“Hm? We have a guest?”

He turned and walked
back into the garage. As soon as he hit the garage door button, I
raced up to the front door and knocked on it. Beth answered the door
pretty quickly and let me in. I let out a breath as I entered the
house, but my mind was whirling.

Their conversation had
left me panicked. Emily must have seen us having sex during one of
our incursions. Now, she was blackmailing Jim to be silent. He was
having to pay her hush money just to keep her silent. That little
brat Emily could destroy everything! The only reason she hadn’t
gone after me too was that Jim must have made some agreement with
her. I was just basking in my affair, while Jim was seriously having
to fight for us. It made me feel guilty, but I also felt even more
affection for him.

“Are you okay? You
seem a bit distracted,” Beth spoke as she put my coat up, a big
smile on her face.

Before I could answer,
the door to the garage opened and Jim stepped inside. “Do we have a
guest? I saw a car-”

When he saw me, his
eyes widened for a moment and his mouth stopped moving. After a
second, he snapped out of it and glanced at his wife. Thankfully, she
was looking back at him. My cheeks turned red just seeing him; I
couldn’t be this transparent! Her daughter already knew something
was up. If I was the reason Beth found out, I’d never forgive
myself.

“It’s about Emily,”
Beth declared.

He stiffened like he
had just seen a ghost. “Wh-what about her?”

“Her birthday is
coming up next month and I’d like to get her something nice. I
invited Jenny here to help me come up with something. Do you have any
ideas?”

Jim stared at her for a
moment, and then let out a long, low breath. “Birthday? I had no
clue. She probably wants a car.”

Beth’s eyes
brightened. “That’s a good idea. Hey, can you drive us out to
look for a car for her?”

Jim gave her a strange
look. “What are you on about? Even with my raise, affording a car
out of the blue like that is a bit much.”

“There is one way we
can afford it.” Beth smiled, looking to his side.

“What way?” Jim
asked, but as he followed her eyes, his gaze went straight to me, and
both Jim and I realized what she had in mind. “Tom.”

She wanted to use my
used-car salesman husband to get her daughter a car!
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ow did I get myself
into this situation? What is Beth thinking?

	
	
	



I couldn’t help but
grumble internally as I did the last thing I had ever expected to do
with my time off. I was in a car with my wife and my secret lover
driving to the workplace of my wife’s ex to ask him to help us buy
a car for my stepdaughter and side piece. Of course, that ex was also
the current husband of my secret lover and biological father to my
side piece too. It was all levels of messed up.

I couldn’t think of a
situation where Beth would think this was a good idea, but she had a
small smile on her face and spoke exuberantly with Jenny. I had only
managed to exchange one or two secretive looks with Jenny, and she
seemed to be as flustered and lost as I was. It wasn’t so much that
her plan was a bad one. I knew Emily wanted a car badly. Having to
get a ride from one of us had been one of her greatest chagrins,
especially since I wouldn’t give her a ride unless she gave me one.

I guess I won’t be
able to get any more blowjobs for a ride.

That said, it also made
sense to go to Tom. Tom owned a used-car lot. He had plenty of cars
and he could get them for cheap. Rather than selling one to us for a
good deal, Tom should be able to give her one without any trouble.
Given how much he had always spoiled her, the strange thing to me was
that he had never given her one before. She had ended up in boarding
school shortly after getting her license, but he still could have
bought her one before or since.

Now that Emily was an
adult and more or less past high school – even though she never
completed her high school diploma – it was better for her to have
some autonomy so she could move on with her life. Well, the fact she
was fucking me complicated things a little bit. I loved playing with
her tight, little body, but I still did feel some responsibility for
her, and I wanted her to move on and be happy.

As much as she teased
me about buying her things in exchange for sex, I didn’t do much
for her. Other than paying her college room and board I was already
paying for and the car rides that required her immediate performance,
I had never actually spent anything on Emily. Her playful words had
meant nothing, but they still told me that perhaps she wanted
something more from me. It wasn’t like she could become more than a
good time for me as long as I was still with Beth, but at least I
could give her some kind of support.

In the end, Beth’s
reasoning wasn’t the problem. It was her implementation. Beth and
Jenny didn’t have a particularly strong relationship, and as far as
Beth knew, I had barely met Jenny. As for Tom, we didn’t get along
at all. The few times we met could have been considered stiff and
cold. We had never physically fought, but that was because we had
avoided having to speak more than a few words to each other.

Now, my wife was
dragging all of us to Tom like we were all close friends to beg him
for favors. It was the kind of request he might hold over my head for
ages. There were better ways to handle this. I didn’t want Tom and
Beth talking, but Beth calling Tom and them discussing it over the
phone wouldn’t be a much smarter option.

As I pulled under the
ugly arch covered with balloons and for-sale signs, I could only feel
dread at the coming confrontation. I parked directly in front of the
main building, and it was only a few moments later that the man
himself, wearing a dark beige suit and tie, came walking out. He was
a handsome man with a linebacker’s shoulders, a strong chin, and
pearly white teeth which he liked to show a lot when he smiled. He
had blonde hair and blue eyes, the kind that women seemed to respond
to.

Back when I was
heavier, I had never felt pressured by him, but since losing weight,
I was much leaner than before and felt less confident. Well, I also
had a lot of muscle, and he was more stout than muscular. Jenny
seemed to look from him to me. Was she comparing us? I looked over at
her, and her cheeks turned pink.

Tom was already looking
through the passenger window. He could see his wife in a car with
another man. There was a flash of rage on his face, but before he
could say a word, my wife emerged from the back seat.

“Tom!”

I knew Beth should have
sat in front. It was extremely awkward driving with Jenny in my
passenger seat while my wife was in the back, but she insisted on
giving Jenny the better seat as our guest. Well, I popped out of the
driver’s seat quickly to keep from any more misunderstandings.
Seeing his ex appear, and then her husband, Tom wore as many
expressions as I had when Beth had suggested this insane quest.

“What’s going on
here?” He finally asked.

Beth reached out and
grabbed Tom’s arm. “Well, you know how Emily’s birthday is
coming up, right?”

I stiffened slightly,
and I noticed that Jenny’s eyes flashed with hidden anger too. Tom
didn’t even flinch, accepting her touching like this was something
normal. She started guiding him in, her body pressed against him far
more than was appropriate for an ex, not even minding that both her
husband and his wife were standing right there. Worst of all, Tom’s
flash of jealousy was nowhere to be seen, and he even smiled and
looked at Beth lovingly.

Had it already come to
this? I had known that Beth and Tom had been exchanging texts behind
my back, and some of them were even a bit flirtatious. I had also
told Jenny about it. Yet, a few flirtatious texts behind our backs
were one thing; this was blatantly in our faces. How could either
Jenny or I stomach the two of them acting so intimate together? It
was a slap in the face.

Before we knew what was
happening, we were in Tom’s office. Beth had been talking so
quickly and soundly that no one could get a word in edgewise, and
while she walked, she brought Tom to his office. The pair of us
followed, wanting to cut in, but not finding a chance.

Tom’s office had a
desk, numerous chairs, and a large window that overlooked the indoor
car displays. The window was one way, as the other side only showed a
mirror. It allowed Tom and whoever he was signing with to have
privacy while he could still see new arrivals. Just as it looked like
Jenny was going to snap, Tom suddenly pulled away from Beth.

“What do you mean?
You want me to give Emily a car?” His expression turned slightly
angry.

Seeing her husband
reject Beth’s intimacy seemed to please Jenny, but then she looked
at me and her expression turned odd. It was tough for me too. I was
both angry at Beth and Tom, but every time I looked at Jenny, I knew
I had no right to be. We had done far more than hug. Furthermore,
Beth’s actions had been so normal that she might not have even
realized she was doing it. She might have just been too excited, and
instinctively fell back on the strategies she knew worked with Tom
without thinking of the consequences. 

“You don’t
necessarily have to give her the car. We can cover some of the cost.
You just have to get us a decent one for a good deal. Emily would be
really happy about it.”

“We’ve talked about
this,” he responded, his voice angry. “She doesn’t get a car.”

“That was when she
was sixteen,” Beth responded. “She’s nineteen now. You can’t
possibly still want to control her.”

“It’s not about
control!” He snapped. “She could go to some boy’s house and do
who knows what. She can’t be trusted. As long as she’s staying
with one of us, we have a say on where she goes. She’s still my
little girl.”

I couldn’t help but
raise my head. Was that why he had never bought her a car?

Your little girl is
a slut who likes to give me head while calling me daddy, you dumb
fuck. I wonder how you’d act if you knew that because she doesn’t
have a ride, she rides my cock instead.

Those dark thoughts
cheered me up quite a bit, but I tried my best to keep them from
crossing my face.

“Well, you don’t
own me either,” Beth declared, her face looking a bit angry too.
“And she’s staying at my house, not yours.”

“Are you saying
you’re letting her do whatever she wants?” Tom took a step toward
her, and I nearly jumped.

For a second, I thought
he was going to hit my wife. Before I could step between them, Jenny
appeared and put her hand on his chest.

“Honey, she’s just
saying maybe Emily could come over more if she had a car,” Jenny
offered.

Tom blinked, looking
down at her like he had just realized she was there. Then he smiled
that fake smile.

“Ah, I didn’t think
of that. You’re right. She hasn’t been coming over at all. It
must be difficult without a car.”

He leaned forward to
kiss Jenny. She quickly turned her face, and he kissed her cheek.  I
clenched my teeth while my hands turned to fists. Who the hell did he
think he was? My mind was a mess. I couldn’t even tell if I was
angry because he was acting aggressively with my wife or because he
kissed his own. I realized that it didn’t matter which, I didn’t
want him touching either woman!

“Come on, Jim has
agreed to help pay for it.” Beth smiled. “She will be so excited
if you do this for her.”

I did?

“Jim?” He turned to
me and his smile seemed to grow slightly mocking. “I guess you’ll
become one of my customers then.”

His words seemed
innocent, but I could feel the smugness. He liked the idea of selling
me something and making me give him money.

Too late, fucker.
I’ve been giving your wife money so she could polish my knob for
weeks.

“So, you agree?”
Beth asked.

“Yeah, fine… I’ve
got a few cars that might be in his price range.” He nodded in my
direction.

It was another slight,
but I kept myself from exploding, speaking through clenched teeth. “I
can afford it.”

“In that case, show
me!” Beth declared.

“Huh? What? Now?”
He blinked.

“I want to pick out
Emily’s car now,” she declared, and as I turned to the door, she
held out her hand. “Don’t worry, you guys can wait here. I know
you’ve been at work all day.”

Jenny and I looked at
each other and then back at the two.

“I have a few cars I
can show her, it’ll just be thirty minutes or so.” Tom shrugged.
“You can wait in the office if you’re tired from being on your
feet.”

He intended that as I
slight.

“I’ve got to talk
down the price anyway, so I need my game face.” Beth gave a serious
look.

“Oh-hoh? You think
I’ll go easy on you because you’re my ex?” Tom let out a
chuckle, and the two of them left the room, suddenly acting intimate
again.

The door closed, and
the pair of us could only watch as they walked across the lobby to
the exit. Beth was holding his arm again, talking close to him.

“What…the fuck?”
Jenny growled.

“You saw it too?
Thank God.” I let out a breath.

Jenny let out a laugh.
“I thought it was just me. That’s not appropriate, right? Why is
Beth touching my man?”

“Beth? What about Tom
smiling all happily? And who are you calling him your man?” I
reached out and grabbed her.

“Ah… Wh-what are
you doing?” She cried out.

“Didn’t he say it’d
take them thirty minutes? Since he’s touching my wife, I might as
well return the favor!”
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eth, I’ve actually
been wanting to say this for some time,” Tom spoke quietly as we
sat quietly in the car. “I still have feelings for you.”

	
	
	



I winced. Was a few
touches and smiles all it took for this guy? I supposed I only had
myself to blame for dragging him into this. My intentions were rather
simple. I was trying to get Jim and Jenny riled up. I wanted to give
them the chance to cheat, so I had come up with the perfect plan. Of
course, I did think it was a good idea to get Emily a car, but that
was only half of it. The other half was to push Jim and Jenny
together.

If my plan worked, then
they were probably fucking in Tom’s office right now. Thinking
about it was making me excited. I knew such feelings were strange,
but I couldn’t stop them. Suffice it to say, I was only half paying
attention to Tom. Most of my focus was on this little, cat and mouse
game between me, Jim, and Jenny. In reality, Tom was the only one who
lost, and I didn’t mind, because I still had a lot of resentment
toward Tom.

“You’re not still
on about this, are you?” I tried to give as savage of a rebuttal as
I could. “I’m with Jim. You’re with Jenny.”

“Jim.” He said the
name like Jim had personally wronged him. “He will never love you
like I loved you.”

I disagreed, but I
didn’t want to argue with him, or worse, potentially anger him. His
explosive anger could be scary sometimes, and you never knew what
would trigger it, like when he had almost revealed his true nature in
the office. Jenny, of all people, managed to defuse the situation
though, which made me feel slightly guilty I was using her.

Well, I’m letting
you fuck my husband, so don’t act like you have such problems.

“You still have
Jenny!” I responded, realizing he was staring at me like he thought
I’d say ‘oh yeah, I guess Jim does suck, now take me!’

“I care about Jenny…”
He responded. “But I also care just as much about you. You, Emily,
and Jenny are the three women I care about most in this world. If it
could just be the four of us, that would be great.”

“You want me and
Jenny?” I cried out in disbelief.

“Is that so wrong?”
He turned to me, his expression serious. “I love you both. Perhaps,
we can all…”

He stopped when he saw
the look on my face.

“This isn’t some
male fantasy,” I responded coldly. “A guy gets to have multiple
women and all of us are just okay with it? That’s impossible.”

Aren’t you okay
with it when it’s Jim?

My brain couldn’t
stop pointing out the hypocrisy of my words. It wasn’t like I
wanted to share Jim. This was just… I don’t know what it was, but
it wasn’t the same thing. Tom suddenly leaned toward me, and I
realized he was trying to kiss me. I pulled away quickly, shoving him
away. He looked like a wounded animal. It was a look he had
perfected. It was often how he got his way. He would look pathetic
and innocent, and the act would be so perfect that you would feel
sorry for him and wonder if maybe all of his mood swings were just
something you imagined.

“Beth…” He cried,
his eyes even growing teary.

“This car will be
fine for Emily,” I responded coldly and stepped out.

I started heading back
to the main building, and Tom had no choice but to close the door and
chase after me. It wasn’t until I entered the room that I realized
I was returning too quickly. If Jim and Jenny were doing stuff, we
had promised them thirty minutes. It had only been fifteen. Well,
fifteen should have been enough, right? Still, if they were indecent,
I didn’t want Tom to catch them.

Are you naked behind
that glass right now?

I felt some of the
excitement that Tom had ruined earlier coming back. I turned and held
up a hand, stopping Tom who had been running after me.

“What about car
insurance?”

He blinked. “What
about it?”

“Shouldn’t you pay
for it?”

“Me? She’s staying
with you!”

Tom had always been
that way. He preferred grand gestures, but when it came to the little
things, he was never there. That was something Emily had never
understood. Over her lifetime, Jim had given far more than Tom ever
did. It was just that Jim didn’t pay for the exciting things. He
bought her food, shelter, clothing, shoes, and so on. Meanwhile, Tom
would save up and occasionally buy her some big thing, and that had
convinced her he was oh-so-generous. The real Tom would happily take
a loss on a car, or at least appear to take a loss, only for him to
be unwilling to pay a single bill associated with it.

I knew the argument was
one I’d lose the second we had it. I only had it to give them an
extra five minutes. With us arguing in the lobby, there was no way
they wouldn’t know we’d returned. When I felt enough time had
passed, I conceded, and a slightly annoyed Tom led us back to his
office. When the door opened, I immediately sniffed. Did I detect the
scent of sex and cum? It was hard to say. Tom had an air purifier
running nonstop as well as one of those timed air sprays.

Jim and Jenny were
sitting away from each other, nearly as far as possible. Her cheeks
looked slightly red, though. Yeah, they did it.

We finished up the
paperwork, and then we headed out. Tom insisted on taking Jenny home
himself and coming to get her car later. That left me and Jim to head
home on our own. He didn’t say much on the drive home. I kept
picturing him and Jenny, and my wild imagination probably made things
far naughtier than they were. When we entered the house, I was
unbearably horny.

“I’m going to go
take a shower,” he declared.

“No, wait!” I
grabbed him just as he was heading to the bedroom.

If he rinsed it off,
wouldn’t he lose all traces of her? How messed up was I that this
mattered?

“What is it?” He
asked.

“S-sleep with me.”

“Huh?”

“I want to have sex,”
I responded, suddenly feeling a bit shy.

“Beth, I’m
not–mmm!” I kissed him before he could reject me.

I had played the
rejection game too many times; I was a pro at it. The only way to win
was a pure offense. You couldn’t let them protest. Jim had always
been too gentle and loving with me. Had he been more forceful, I
would have put out more.

While I fished out his
dick, my imagination continued to play games. Was his dick covered in
her pussy juice or was it covered in her saliva? Could I taste it if
I sucked it? I hadn’t sucked his dick in years. It always felt
gross to me, but I suddenly really wanted to. However, I found myself
too horny for that, and his dick was inside me. I wanted him to do me
harder. I wanted it like he did Jenny in all those videos. I couldn’t
say that though. Instead, I held on until he finished.

After he came in me, we
collapsed on the bed, and it wasn’t long until he was asleep. It
had been alright. I had climaxed my normal one time. It wasn’t that
crazy feeling I felt when I was masturbating, though. I couldn’t
truly enjoy it unless I knew the truth. As night fell, I slowly slid
out of bed and got dressed again. It was time to find out the truth
and collect my award.

I sneaked out of the
house as quietly as possible, and then took my car and drove back to
Tom’s used-car lot. I typed in the codes and they clicked open. It
had been a decade, and Tom still used the same passcodes. With a
chuckle, I turned off the security and then entered his room.

There was one thing
about Tom that almost no one knew. His backroom was recorded at all
times. He had a nice camera and had it set up with color and sound.
He recorded everything that occurred in this room. The reason for
that was simple. It was to protect him from verbal contracts and
anyone else trying to sue him. The camera was high definition, and he
probably did fuck women in here and record it. I didn’t have proof,
but why else would you position the camera on a couch with such
lighting? He wasn’t my husband though, so I didn’t fret about it.
That was ultimately Jenny’s problem to worry about.

I still decided to make
use of his dirty, little secret. At worst, I’d need to return to
delete the evidence, but I planned to keep it as a souvenir, too. If
Tom knew I had used his sex camera to record his wife fucking my
husband, I wondered how he’d react.

When did you become
so naughty?

I couldn’t help but
giggle as I pulled out the camera and then brought up the feed. He
had a fifty-inch screen on the wall on the other side of the couch
and a coffee table between. It was a nice and comfortable place to
sit back and watch the game and have his own time. It was no wonder
he was never home since this office was a man cave. On paper, it all
made sense. Camera to protect yourself. Couch for comfort. Television
to show ads and specs. However, it was obvious he used the place for
pleasure more.

Well, I couldn’t
complain. I planned to do the same. Sitting on the couch, I opened up
the screen and clicked around on the past feed, I finally stumbled on
a scene where all four of us were in the office. I clicked play and
waited until I grabbed Tom and walked out. Did they do it? Did my
trap work?

I watched as my husband
grabbed onto Jenny and immediately started molesting her. She acted
slightly resistant at first, but her resistance quickly gave way, and
soon he was making out with her while squeezing her butt and grinding
himself against her.

Once again, I felt a
strange release inside me. I had already known my husband was
cheating. I had only guessed it was with Jenny. This entire thing had
proven it. Of course, I had pushed the issue by increasing their
feelings of jealousy, but they weren’t touching each other like
this was the first time. I continued to watch in the relative
darkness of Tom’s office room as their actions grew bolder and
naughtier.

I watched as Jenny
pulled down her pants and underwear. She had her knees right where I
was sitting, and my husband started taking her from behind. I was
right there, where a few hours ago he had been fucking her. I started
panting, and my hand slipped up my skirt and I started playing with
myself. Why did it turn me on so much? Why did I have to be like
this? I didn’t understand, but it felt so good.

“Why can’t you fuck
me like that?” I asked, lifting my clean hand to my face and
realizing I had a tear on my cheek.

I knew the answer,
though. I had stopped him from taking me that way. I had disapproved
of it. Now, the only way I could enjoy it was when he was giving it
to Jenny. Oh, but it was so hot. He was plowing her so aggressively.
Even I was shocked. I had fantasized they’d do naughty things, but
I wasn’t nearly as creative as them. He was fucking her bareback.
Her hands and tits were against the glass. That thin mirror layer was
the only thing that prevented Jenny from being seen by the people
outside.

The camera caught the
people outside the window. I could see them walking by even as Jenny
moaned and orgasmed, her tits smooshed up against the glass in full
view of all those people. They had no clue. Such an embarrassing and
public sexual display was never something I could do, yet Jenny
seemed to be getting off. She didn’t resist at all. Rather, she
seemed to be tempting them to notice her. It was only when Tom and I
appeared on the other side of the glass that I couldn’t help but
gasp.

They were still going
at it when we were returning. It wasn’t like she didn’t realize
it either.

“Jim…they’re
returning…” Jenny moaned weakly as he pounded her against the
glass pane.

Only about ten feet
away, her husband was standing right there, bickering with me. Right
next to us, our respective significant others were going at it hard
and wet. I could even hear the wet noises of her pussy in the audio.
How had we not heard them fucking?

“Hehe, but you’re
almost there,” Jim spoke teasingly. “Don’t you want to come
while looking at your precious husband?”

“H-how could I want
that? I love you!” She moaned. “Ahh…fuck…c-cumming.”

“Haha…you’re so
naughty.”

“Haaaah…aaaaahnnn…shhh-shhut
up.” She orgasmed.

“Fuck, I’m cumming
too… I guess I still love my wife then.”

“Wh-what does that
mea–ahhh… I feel it… You came inside.”

“Shit, they’re
coming back!”

“Ah! No!”

I had forgotten to
masturbate. I was sitting on the edge of my seat, watching as Tom and
I returned. Even though I had just been there and knew what happened,
I was stressed. They cut it close. When I opened the door, they had
just finished. She barely got her pants up. She had been sitting on
that couch with Jim’s cum staining her panties.

“Fuck…fuck…ahhhhnn…”
I started rubbing my clit hard to the point I started to orgasm.

“So, this is how it
is.”

I jumped as I heard a
voice at the door. I struggled for a moment with my dress while my
body was still tremoring from an orgasm.

“Wh-what are you
doing…hah…” My body shook.

“You think I don’t
know about my husband’s secret camera?” Jenny stepped forward. “I
couldn’t leave such incriminating evidence. When I saw someone in
here, I was terrified it was my husband. Finding you was far more
shocking. Is Jim just a game to you?”

She was giving me an
angry look, but it instantly made me feel enraged in return. “Don’t
act like you’re not the one having an affair!”

“Yo-you’re watching
us,” Jenny replied. “You’re spying on us for some kind of sick,
twisted pleasure.”

“And you’re fucking
my husband!” I snapped back.

“You’re one to
talk.”

“Excuse me?”

“You were all over
him today,” Jenny responded. “And I know you’ve been exchanging
texts with him in the past.”

“That was…necessary…”
My voice faltered slightly. “There is nothing between me and Tom.”


I felt slightly guilty
that I had given that impression earlier. I hadn’t expected her to
mention the texts, but they were just texts. Whenever I spoke with
him about Emily, I had to always stroke his ego or he’d get pissy.
It was honestly the only way to work with that man sometimes. 


My words were spoken
with so much conviction that Jenny also hesitated for a moment. 


“I guess that makes
sense.” She made a bitter expression. “Since you’re still
fucking Jim… He fucks you and then he fucks me, right?” Jenny
made a bitter expression. “I’m just sloppy seconds.”

It was my turn to feel
a bit awkward. “I…actually…we haven’t had sex in months,
maybe a year? I forgot.”

Jenny blinked. “What?”

It didn’t help my
argument at all, but Jenny seemed to be accepting what I said at face
value. She was so trusting that I found myself unwilling to lie. 


“I mean, we had sex
earlier today, after we got home…but usually we don’t.”

Jenny stared at me for
a few moments to the point I was wondering if I had said something
wrong.

“Oh.”

“He didn’t finish…”
I gestured to the paused television which showed all four of us on
screen right after we came back. “Is it okay if I finish him off?
You don’t want him worked up, right?”

What am I asking?
He’s my husband.

“He’s your
husband,” Jenny responded, echoing my thoughts.

The pair of us fell
quiet. The secret was out. Jim was cheating on me. Jenny was the one
he was cheating with. I…liked watching it. Why did I feel like I
was the one at fault in all of this?

“Jenny…”

“I love him,” Jenny
declared suddenly.

I winced. “I know…I
heard…”

“What I mean is…”
She closed her eyes for a second before looking right at me. “If
you tell Tom, I’ll choose Jim. I’m going to give everything for
him…e-even though I’ll fail.”

I frowned. “Why would
you fail?”

She gave a derisive
laugh. “Isn’t that obvious? You.”

I tilted my head. “What
about me? He’s cheating on me.”

“He still loves you.”
Jenny sighed. “He won’t leave you, even though…ahem… He won’t
leave you.”

I stared at her in
surprise. Jim still loved me? How could that be? We hadn’t been
together in forever. Our relationship was in shambles. Things were so
messed up. Why did…hearing that feel good?

“You know…Tom
confessed he still loves me too,” I spoke up awkwardly.

“Yeah?” Jenny
nodded, a bitter expression on her face. “Great…”

“He said…he wanted
both of us.”

“Bastard!”

“That’s what I
said…” I cleared my throat, not quite sure how to put this. “What
about…Jim?”

“What about him?”

“If he wanted both of
us!” I glared at her.

“What?” Her eyes
widened, and then she let out a laugh. “What are you saying?”

“Don’t you want
him?” I demanded. “Well, if I won’t give him up, and you won’t
give him up…then…maybe…”

If it’s Jim, it
might work.

“If it’s Jim,
maybe…” She once again spoke the same thoughts I was having, but
then she shook her head. “Wait, what are we talking about? Sharing
a man?”

“Isn’t it okay?”
I asked.

She stared at me for a
long while, her mouth slightly opened and in a stunned state before
she slowly nodded her head. “Alright…maybe… I don’t know…
We’ll need to discuss this.”

I nodded. “We have a
lot to talk about.”

“You have no clue.”

“Hm?”

“Okay… I haven’t
told anyone, but you have to promise to keep it quiet until I’m
ready.”

Jenny leaned into my
ear and started whispering. My eyes popped open and I gasped. That
changed everything.
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s this what you really
want?” I asked, feeling slightly odd.

	
	
	



“Come on, Daddy, it’s
for my birthday,” Emily purred from her place on her knees in front
of me where I sat in my chair.

“Still, she’s my
boss…”

“I thought she was
Daddy’s little slut.” She pouted.

“You’re Daddy’s
little slut.”

“So, wouldn’t we
look so good together?” She asked.

“Of course you
would…”

While we were getting
her a car for her birthday, Tom had already spoiled the gift, making
it sound like it was coming completely from him. I expected as much,
so I didn’t fret about it. However, I still felt like I should get
Emily something for her birthday. I used to be unable to stand her,
but since she started calling me Daddy and sucking my cock regularly,
I found her much more agreeable. Thus, I wanted to do something nice
for her birthday, and I asked her what she wanted.

I never expected my
daughter would want to have a threesome with me and my boss. She had
seen us together and knew we were in a sexual relationship, and she
naturally became curious. I couldn’t say I wasn’t excited by the
prospect of a threesome. My love life in high school and college
hadn’t been bad, but even I hadn’t managed to nail the elusive
threesome. Banging three girls on the same day had already become my
personal best. Banging more than one girl at the same time? That was
a fantasy I never hoped to achieve.

Yet, my cute, little
daughter had offered me such a fantasy on a platter. It turned out
Emily was bicurious, and she wanted to explore her sexuality and
interest in women with her father. What kind of dad would I be if I
didn’t agree? As to why she asked for Kennedy? Kennedy was a young
woman not much older than Jenny. It wasn’t like Emily would have an
interest in banging her mom or stepmom, so Kennedy won by default.

She also didn’t know
I was with Jenny, but she knew about Kennedy, and I had also hinted
we had such a relationship where I was in charge and could tell her
what to do. Kennedy certainly had many qualities that might appeal to
a lesbian, from her dominating, feminist personality to her heavy
makeup and women’s business suits. If I could introduce Kennedy and
my daughter, and they hit it off, wouldn’t it be a lot more fun for
me? I was wondering if there was some way I could rope Jenny in too,
but such a thing seemed like an impossibility.

“Is that a yes?”
She looked up at me eagerly.

“That depends.” I
smirked. “Will you give me what I want?”

“You…that!” Her
face went slightly white. “Daddy…you’re supposed to give me
things, not make me pay for everything.”

“Do I look like Tom?”
I frowned. “If you want free stuff, go bug him.”

I had decided early on
in our relationship that I would not give her anything for free. Even
if I wanted to give her something, that didn’t mean she wouldn’t
have to earn it. Most of the time, I just made her earn it with her
body. Thankfully, Emily was a naughty slut and would sell me her body
at any opportunity. There had been one thing, though, that my favors
hadn’t managed to buy, and I was hoping that I finally found
something to get her to do that.

Her expression turned
conflicted for a second. “N-no… It’s meaningless if it doesn’t
come from Daddy.”

“Your answer?” I
asked nonchalantly.

Of course, if she
balked, wouldn’t I throw my chance at a threesome away? I didn’t
want to do that, but I had my principles.

“F-fine.” She
finally nodded, getting up from her knees.

She turned around and
then bent over, lying down on the coffee table. She reached back and
then spread her butt cheeks. She usually spread a bit lower, giving
me a nice view of her pink slit, but this time, it was a little
higher.

“It’s my first
time. Please be gentle.”

I licked my lips. Since
my sex life had improved, I had naturally been wanting to do all the
sexual things I had been deprived of thanks to marriage. Anal sex was
another thing I had always wanted to do but never had the right
opportunity. I had considered bringing it up with Jenny because she
had already promised it to me, but we were usually out on runs, and
it wasn’t like I had lube available in my workout attire. They
didn’t have pockets. 


Emily seemed like the
best candidate but she could be rather vanilla in some ways. She had
originally refused to let me penetrate her ass. I thought about just
doing it forcefully and not giving her an option, but our
relationship was still too new and turbulent and I didn’t want to
risk it. Either way, wasn’t it better to see her willingly offer it
like that?

I could have taken it
from Kennedy too, but that was also a bit turbulent and uncertain.
Our relationship was already somewhat unique, and I didn’t want to
risk destroying it by pushing her too far. It was no problem though.
Emily had finally succumbed to a bit of persuasion. Before I tested
my relationship with Kennedy, I’d get to enjoy Emily’s tight,
teen asshole.

I pulled out some
lubricant that I had sitting in my pocket just for the occasion.
Given my sex-life, condoms, lubricant, and deodorizing spray had
become a permanent part of my pocket. Of course, I kept them in a
coin purse so that they wouldn’t fall out and get exposed. In this
case, I wouldn’t need any condoms. As for the deodorizing spray,
well that would depend on how dirty Emily was.

Since most of the time
I had sex with Jenny outdoors, I only needed to depend on such sprays
when Emily or Kennedy became especially messy and the room stank of
sex. It was a good and quick way of covering up their stink. As for
sticking it in her ass, this was my first time, so I’d have to see
how dirty things got.

After stroking my
rock-hard cock a few times, making sure it was covered in glistening
lube, I dragged my wet hand down Emily’s butt crack, smearing the
remaining lube all over her ass. I added a little bit more to the tip
of my finger and then I pressed it against her butthole.

“Hah…” She let
out a gasp as she felt the pressure.

I gently pushed my
finger into her, feeling the tight hole spread open to allow my
finger in. I carefully swirled my finger around in a circle, making
sure her anus was well lubricated. With that, I pulled my finger out.
Her breathing was very audible now. She was nervous about it, but it
wasn’t like I was going to stop.

Before I was fat, most
girls were completely against anal. I had believed it was the younger
woman who was naïve and childish. They feared pain and discomfort,
and since their pussies were still tight and virginal, they felt no
need to sacrifice their asses. Thus, I didn’t press it, thinking
that when they were thirty, they’d be throwing their assholes at
me. Yet, when I married, Beth had slowly become a prude. Rather than
becoming more sexually explorative as she got older, her interest in
sex waned. Even blowjobs were taken off the table, and any position
beyond missionary had become a rarity.

After fucking her
daughter, I discovered in Emily a young and budding girl who was just
starting to explore her sexuality. So, why was Emily such a naughty
slut where all those other girls resisted such naughty things? I
realized she wasn’t any different than those eighteen-year-old
girls from back then. The truth was that all young girls were
budding, little sluts. They just needed the right push to bring them
there. They needed a man who was going to take them past their
limits.

I was the one who
needed to change, not them. Back then, I was scared of losing what I
had and I was concerned about the girls’ comfort levels and
happiness. If they said they weren’t interested, I took them at
their word and I respected their desires. Had I known back then that
all I needed was confidence and bluntness to be able to take
everything I wanted, I wondered how things would be different.

Don’t get me wrong,
it wasn’t like I was assaulting her. Emily was spreading her butt
cheeks for my cock while bent over willingly. It had required me to
be open and honest with my desires and have the balls to get what I
wanted. Once I had broken her ass in, Emily would probably be up for
it more in the future. Well, I probably shouldn’t be thinking so
much about the future before I had even tasted her ass for the first
time. I pushed the head of my cock against her butt hole, and then
reached around and grabbed her thighs. With a thrust, I started
pushing the head of my dick into her ass.

“Ahhh!” She cried
out as the head popped into that tight bunghole.

“Fuck, it’s tight.”
I moaned as I felt it twitching around my cock.

It wasn’t quite as
soft and wet as her pussy, but that ring squeezed the rod tightly,
and I could feel her anus tightening like she wanted to push it back
out.

“I-it hurts…” She
panted, her hands leaving her ass cheeks and grabbing onto the couch
tightly.

“Relax.” I
encouraged her, my hand stroking her ass like I was petting an
agitated dog. “I’m going to continue.”

“O-okay…” She
spoke quietly.

That was one of those
subtle differences between now and then. In the past, I might have
asked if I could continue. It was only a slight bending of words, but
one was commanding while the other was wishy-washy. She still
consented in the end, but one wording left her room to retreat, while
the other implied she had no choice but to hold on. I began to force
my dick in a little more.

“Haaah… It’s too
big… You’re splitting my ass in half, Daddy,” She cried.

“Come on, you can
take this much.” I chuckled, continuing to push forward.

“Shit… Shit…
Shit…” She panted.

It was really warm. It
felt like sticking my dick into a thick, creamy abyss. It wasn’t
tight all along like when I was in her vagina. Rather, there was that
single, tight ring and then I was plunged into her soft and malleable
rectum. The difference between those muscular vaginal walls which
twitched and squeezed, and that soft inner tissue that was
defenseless against the penetration of my cock was difficult to
describe. It was no worse than using her other holes, and I didn’t
mind the feeling at all.

“Please say that’s
all of it…” She panted.

“Only about half,”
I teased.

“I can’t… I
can’t… I feel like I’m being broken in two.”

“In that case, let me
pull out.”

“Ahhn… Ahh…
Daddy…”

Just as I pulled out
most of the way, I forced it back in, a bit quicker this time.

“Nnnnn!”

“Alright, hold on.”
I squeezed her ass and then started moving my hips.

“W-wai–ahhh…
Haah… Aahhh…”

Waiting wasn’t asking
to stop, and I didn’t have the patience to wait anymore. You
couldn’t do everything a girl wanted in the bedroom. Sometimes, you
just had to take charge and do what you wanted with her. She needed
to know who was boss and be reminded of it during every sexual
encounter. That was something I had learned from my many play
sessions with Kennedy. The second I let her have a say, she tried to
assert control again, which was why I had to keep her down with a
strong hand. Emily was no different, although her behavior was more
spoiled and insolent than commanding and sadistic.

“Ahh! Daddy…
Fuck…Daddy… It hurts…” Emily moaned.

“It’ll start to
feel good,” I promised, even though I didn’t know if that was
true or not.

Either way, I knew I
wouldn’t stop until I was finished. As much as she called me Daddy,
she wasn’t my real daughter. She was a piece of ass that gave me
pleasure. The pleasure was coming from her ass at that moment, and I
couldn’t stop.

I thrust into her
harder and harder. My cock started to penetrate with the entire
length, and I violated her ass completely. Each thrust caused that
youthful ass to bounce pleasingly, and I narrowly resisted the urge
to smack that thing. I normally wouldn’t hesitate, but since this
was her first anal experience and it hurt, I didn’t want to amplify
the pain to the point she couldn’t feel any pleasure. See? I was a
very considerate guy.

“Haah…aah…ahhh…
Yes…Daddy… Fuck…” The pain in her moans started to decrease
and was replaced by true sexual arousal.

“Rub your clit for
Daddy,” I commanded.

“Yes, Daddy…” One
of her hands holding the couch went between her legs and she started
rubbing herself frantically.

I didn’t get why such
a thing would feel good for a girl, but I didn’t care. Since I had
watched anal sex in porn enough, I still knew women needed to touch
themselves to reach the end.

“Fuck…I’m going
to cum.”

“Cum in my ass,
Daddy…” Emily moaned. “I want Daddy to fill my butt with his
seed.”

I usually used a condom
with Emily or made sure she took a Plan-B. The last thing I wanted
was to make Emily pregnant. In this case, where I was in her ass, I
didn’t need to hold out at all. I gripped her butt and shoved it as
deep into her as possible. Whether it was by fluke or design, Emily’s
body started to shake and I could feel it tightening inside her. I
wasn’t feeling it from the inside, but the twitching could still be
felt through her anal walls. She was having an orgasm and her pussy
was tightening around a nonexistent cock. This seemed to tighten the
area of her asshole and drove me to the edge. I started to cum inside
her, sending wave after wave of jizz deep inside.

“Emily…fuck…”

“I feel it… I feel
Daddy… I love you… I love you, Daddy…” She moaned, her ass
shaking each time she shuddered in orgasm.

I finished up inside
her, my cock slowly losing wood. When I popped it out of her ass, I
was surprised to see it was much cleaner than I had expected. Emily
slowly got up, although her legs were a bit spread and awkward. She
noticed me examining my dick and blushed.

“I thought Daddy
might want this, so I…c-cleaned up before.”

I raised an eyebrow and
then looked up at her. “It turns out you wanted this as badly as
me. Aren’t you just a naughty slut using Daddy like that?”

I reached out and
cupped her cheek. She immediately put her lips on my thumb, licking
it and sucking it while looking at me lovingly.

“I want Daddy to have
every part of me. I love you; I mean it.”

To be young and fall in
love so easily. That said, her confession did move me a bit. It only
made her appear cuter and more naïve. The desire to have and defile
her only grew.

“Let’s go take a
shower, and then Daddy can enjoy your other holes.” I smirked.

“Y-yes, Daddy.” She
looked at me excitedly before hesitating. “And for my birthday?”

I smiled. “I’ll
invite my boss over on your birthday. We’ll find time for her to
serve both of us, okay?”

“Mm…” She smiled.
“Anything for Daddy.”
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ow have things
turned out this way?

	
	
	



I was on my knees with
a cock in my mouth. It was the cock of one of my employees who I was
servicing with great vigor. His dick was hard and hot in my mouth,
and the feeling of it was great. I wanted to touch myself, but he had
ordered me not to and told me he’d punish me if I didn’t obey.
Such commands only caused me to grow more excited, and I couldn’t
stop torturing myself as I sucked enthusiastically on his dick to the
point I could barely breathe. My head was foggy, my loins burned, and
I loved every moment of it.

Had I always been such
a slut? I didn’t think so, but I couldn’t deny how freely my
juices flowed whenever that man was involved. I was used to being in
charge, top of the hierarchy, but I had become completely submissive
to this man’s whims. At first, I had wanted to fight back, but he
always seemed a step ahead of me. Whenever I did something
insubordinate, he’d cruelly punish me in some embarrassing and
degrading way.

His actions slowly
started to warp the way I thought. I still defied him, but I stopped
doing so with the hope of being freed from his restraints. Rather, I
wanted him to catch me. I was looking to see how he’d punish me
next. I would wait with anticipation as he’d put me over his knee
and spank me with his belt, or make me pleasure myself while he took
pictures of it. It was during those moments that I had never felt
more alive.

Jim started to become
my world. I thought about him all the time. When I was home, I
yearned to be at work where he was there, ready to hold my leash. I
wanted him to dominate me. I wanted to be his little bitch. When he
left, I felt sad, and then I waited earnestly, hoping for his return.
These were feelings I could no longer help. They were an ingrained
part of my messed-up psyche.

“Mm!” I felt his
cock suddenly swell and a hot load of cum shoot into the back of my
throat.

Why did I love the feel
and taste of it so much? I used to think girls who sucked a guy’s
dick were trash. They were whores who gave away all their dignity
just to please a man. Since a woman gained no sexual pleasure from
it, the only point of a blowjob was so that the guy could humiliate a
woman for his pleasure, right? It wasn’t until the moment I put
Jim’s hard cock in my mouth that I realized that this was
completely wrong. There was something so exciting and thrilling about
it. My mouth could give him such joy, and it made me happy too. The
feel, the taste, and the motions all made me feel dizzy with pleasure
and excitement.

I continued to suck
away until Jim’s dick had lost all wood. That didn’t mean we were
done, though. Jim could sometimes jump back to full erection at a
moment’s notice. Just when I thought I had him satisfied, he’d be
on me like a beast. I waited excitedly, hoping that today he could
fuck me again. I wanted the feel of his dick inside my tight cunt.
That was when I felt happiness. However, I dared not beg for it, or I
knew he would never give me what I wanted.

I looked up from where
my head was sitting in his lap, watching as Jim stared off. He seemed
to be distracted, not quite paying attention to me or the blowjob I
had just given him. I couldn’t help but feel a bit of irritation. I
had worked so hard to make him cum, and yet he ignored me. Even this
kind of turned me on. I was so used to a life of men gawking at me
and doing what I wanted, that this neglect only made me want to work
harder to please him. I wanted him to look at me with excitement and
desire in his eyes. I wanted him to lose control and claim me
forcefully.

I opened and closed my
mouth various times, debating on whether I should ask him what was
wrong. Sometimes, he would spoil me by responding and explaining his
thoughts. Other times, he’d only get annoyed, and I’d be
punished. I didn’t know which I wanted. I just wanted Jim to be
happy. I wanted to be the one that made him happy.

The proud, domineering
boss was long gone; I couldn’t summon her up anymore. Yet, she was
replaced by a strange kind of excitement and happiness that made
every day fun and rich. I was happy with this life, and I didn’t
want to lose it.

“Kennedy.”

“Y-yes!” I nearly
jumped when he spoke.

He rarely used my real
name. He’d often just call me slut, bitch, or woman. Every single
one of those names I had accepted completely, but when he said my
name, it seemed to cause my face to feel hot and my heart to hurt.
Why did my name coming from his lips have such a more severe effect
on me?

“My daughter’s
birthday is tomorrow.”

I blinked as his words
suddenly came crashing home. The pair of us had never really talked
about our personal lives. Well, I had no personal life. My job had
become my everything in the years I had worked as a director of the
company. It should have come as no surprise that when Jim hijacked my
workplace, I was completely unable to separate my work life from my
personal life. I had never done anything to separate the two from the
beginning, but now it had caused my entire life to become dedicated
to him.

“You…have a
daughter?” I asked quietly, not being sure how I felt about that.

I had given up having
children so that I could be a career woman. I was still at the
appropriate age that I could have children if I started soon.
Originally, I had no desire to become a mother and saw myself never
having kids. It wasn’t until my relationship with Jim started that
the idea of children began to creep into my consciousness. How could
I think about having children, though, when my relationship was this
messed up? Could I be submissive to Jim and bear his children?

Well, how could he even
want that if he had a kid? I was just his toy, a thing he used for
entertainment. I was fine with that too. Thinking of myself that way
made things more exciting. I still felt a little sad. It shouldn’t
have been surprising. He was a bit older than me, even, so having a
child at his age made perfect sense, but I still couldn’t stop a
feeling of loss creeping through me. Well, it could be worse… He
could be…

“She’s my wife’s,”
he responded.

“Ah…” My heart
tightened again.

Jim is married?

I thought such a
revelation would have infuriated me. He was exactly like the piggish,
hateful men who cheated on their wives with some mistress at work.
Except, I was the mistress, and I had only just learned a wife even
existed. I didn’t feel anger, though. My relationship with Jim
didn’t change whether he had a wife or not.

Wait…his wife’s
daughter?

“She’s not yours?”

“No…just a
stepchild,” he responded.

He didn’t have a
baby. Why did that excite me a bit? He was married and had a
stepdaughter. However, if I had his child, wouldn’t he be stuck
with me? Couldn’t I force him into a relationship that way? I
realized those were the thoughts of the boss I used to be, the one
who would use sexual harassment to threaten and hurt her coworkers.
Since then, my mind had started to change a bit.

Jim sometimes forced me
into situations where I had to hear my coworkers out. He would get
them to talk crap about me while I could only listen, a vibrating
dildo deep inside me, or some other diabolical game. Either way,
during those torture sessions where I could only be quiet, I had
heard what many of my coworkers thought of me. Even the women seemed
to hate or fear me. I had thought I had always acted on their behalf,
but it turned out I had always just been acting on my own. This
inadvertently caused me to start changing the way I did things. I
didn’t want to ruin other people’s lives or abuse their
situation. Thus, any thoughts of manipulating Jim fell left my mind.

“Why are you
mentioning this?” I finally managed to ask.

“I want you to come,”
he responded.

I couldn’t help but
give an incredulous look toward him. “Your wife and stepdaughter
will be there!”

“Well, I’m not
going to show you to my wife.” He laughed. “However, when it
comes to my stepdaughter, she has already found out about us.”

Many emotions came
flooding through my mind. How was I supposed to take these things he
spoke about so casually? First, I didn’t even know I was the other
woman, and now our relationship had already been exposed?

“Wh-what do you want
from me?”

He smiled. “I just
want you to get along nice with my stepdaughter. How does that
sound?”

I eventually agreed to
go. What else was I supposed to do? I still didn’t understand what
he wanted me to do. He wanted me to hang out with his stepdaughter
who knew he was cheating? Wasn’t that kind of strange?

Yet, a few days later,
I found myself dressing up as nice as I had ever dressed. He told me
to dress as sexy as possible. I was wearing my typical business suit,
but underneath was scandalous lingerie that Jim had never seen me in
before. Even I could barely look at myself in such a naughty outfit.
It was far too much. Just as Jim had instructed, I went into the open
garage door and knocked on the door to the house. A moment later, it
opened, revealing a young woman. For a second, I feared that his wife
had answered the door. Why wouldn’t she be around on her daughter’s
birthday?

However, this girl
seemed a bit too young to be his wife. Could this be the daughter? I
had been thinking of some girl in her teens, but wasn’t this girl
an adult?

“You came.” The
girl gave a smile that came off somewhat perverted.

“Um, you’re Emily?”

“Yes, yes!” She
reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me into the house. “We
have to move quickly. I don’t know when Mom is going to be back.
It’s okay, though. You can stay in my room.”

What is she talking
about? What is going on here?

Although those were my
thoughts, I also had a nagging suspicion I knew the answer to those
questions. My body seemed to grow excited, but my mind kept throwing
those thoughts away as impossible. How could I be here for such a
thing? Emily quickly pulled me up the stairs and into her room. She
closed the door, leaving the pair of us alone. I stood awkwardly in
the room of a young, teenage girl, feeling like the strangest creep,
but it was her who suddenly locked the door.

“Now, strip.”

“Huh?”

She smiled. “Daddy
said he’d lend you to me. He said if you acted badly, I could just
spank you until you obey.”

My body shook. It was
as bad as those deep dark thoughts inside of me had suggested! I
couldn’t believe that this was happening. He was giving me out to
someone else, and that someone else was his daughter!

“W-will Jim be
coming?” I asked nervously.

“He’s going to join
us later…” She purred. “But I want to get started now!”

She jumped on me, and
she was every bit as aggressive as Jim. I found her pulling me out of
my suit, and soon I was only wearing that naughty lingerie that no
one should have ever seen.

“Ah…this…”

“I like it!” Emily
licked her lips, looking at me like a cat ready to pounce.

How could Jim do this
to me? It was degrading! It was embarrassing! It was…hot.

I wasn’t sure how far
we got as Emily touched me. I found myself wishing Jim was there. It
wasn’t because it didn’t feel amazing, but because I wanted to
share this experience with him. Just as Emily’s fingers were about
to dive in, there was a click and the door opened.

“Emily, why are you
locked up in your room? You know I have a key, and this celebration
is for…” An older woman opened the door and froze as she found me
with her daughter.

There was another girl
behind her, very fit and about my age. They both stared in wide-eyed
shock.

“T-this was Daddy’s
idea!” Emily suddenly declared, a panicked expression on her face.

“Jim?” I responded
instinctively before realizing I had just outed him.

“Beth…I think we
just found the other women,” the athletic woman in the back spoke
quietly, hiding a smirk behind her hand.

The woman named Beth
stared at the two of us, her eyes narrowing. “Well, well… It
looks like this party is missing one person. Just what are we going
to do about that?”
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hings were going great.
I had three beautiful women wrapped around my finger. Whether it was
my formerly domineering boss who had slowly become complete
submissive, my snotty stepdaughter who turned into a slutty nympho,
or the wife of the man I hated, whose heart I had conquered, I had
few desires in life. I was taking possibly the boldest step forward
in my relationships to date. I invited my submissive boss to my home
to become my stepdaughter’s plaything. Well, it wasn’t just for
my daughter. The pair of us would fuck her together, or rather, I’d
use her to fuck both my stepdaughter and her stepmom. How perfect was
that?

	
	
	



In time, both women
would get used to each other, and then I would try to use my
stepdaughter to bring Jenny into the fold. She already thought I was
sleeping with Beth, so it shouldn’t have been impossible to get her
to be okay with others. Soon, I would have three women who knew about
each other and would cover for me. I could even have a foursome with
all three of them! Well, that was a long way off. I was taking baby
steps here. First, I needed to inflame Emily’s bisexual tendencies
and get Kennedy used to being used and passed around. Of course, only
with my women, and only if I was involved.

It all sounded too
perfect. Yet, even though I got to toy with all three women,
sometimes on the same day, there was still something missing in my
life. I felt a small void of dissatisfaction, like as good as my life
got, my heart felt incomplete.

Just what is it?
What am I missing?

Perhaps today, on my
stepdaughter’s birthday, I would finally get the chance. It’d be
my first threesome and the beginning of my plan to form a harem.
That’s what they called it, right? When you had a group of women
who all served you sexually, they were your harem? I wasn’t a
sultan, but in this regard, maybe I could pull it off. My only
frustration was that my wife had suddenly sent me out. While cooking
the birthday cake for Emily, she was missing ingredients for the
buttercream.

My wife was a fantastic
cook. It was one of the reasons I had first started to notice her.
She could make elaborate wedding cakes, bake delicious cookies, and
cook tasty meals. That was probably one of the reasons I had
continued to gain weight and couldn’t lose it. To lose weight, I
had sworn off her food, and while Beth looked hurt at first, she
understood why I had to do it. This was the first time I was going to
eat something sweet in over a year. It hadn’t just been working out
that helped me lose weight but a strenuous diet plan too.

Well, tonight was going
to be a cheat night, in more ways than one. I had it all worked out
in my head. Beth would drink too much like she always did when Tom
was over, and she’d be passed out drunk. Tom would act like a
jackass like he always did, and Jenny would likely take him home
while being embarrassed and angry with him. Maybe I could give her a
little comfort while he was busy doting on his daughter. After the
pair left, I’d go upstairs and bang Emily, who would have been
thinking about her first bisexual experience all night, and Kennedy,
whom I’ll have had tied to the bed with a vibrator in her to keep
her motor running until I was ready for her.

Emily better not do
anything without me.

I was supposed to be
there to sneak Kennedy into Emily’s room, but I was suddenly sent
to the grocery store to pick up powdered sugar. I had no choice but
to ask Emily to intercept her for me. I made her promise she wouldn’t
touch Kennedy until I was back, and I also made her promise that Beth
and Jenny couldn’t see Kennedy no matter what.

I rushed the best I
could so I could be back and get Kennedy ready. Why did I have her
come over so early even though it was risky? Well, the risk was part
of the fun. Call me reckless or petty, but I wanted Emily to know her
gift was upstairs waiting for her. I didn’t want her attention on
the car Tom was gifting her. A nympho slut like Emily would be
thinking too much of the naughty fun tonight to be excited about
anything else.

Well, at least Tom
didn’t make me sign for the damn thing.

Tom eventually decided
to take over the entire responsibility of buying the car. I wasn’t
sure why he changed his mind. Beth said it was a control thing, but I
didn’t get it.

I don’t see the
car either. Is Tom late?

I pulled up into the
driveway, closing the garage that I had deliberately left open.
Kennedy should have been in the house now. I breathed in to control
my excitement, I grabbed the groceries, exited the car, and entered
the house.

“I’m home!” I
declared as I walked in, freezing when my eyes landed on the people
in the family room.

Specifically, I was
caught on one person who absolutely shouldn’t have been there.

“Kennedy…”

Kennedy jumped
nervously before shooting Beth a quick look and then biting her lip.
I glared at Emily, who distinctly avoided my stare. She had failed to
sneak Kennedy into the house and was now pretending like this whole
mess wasn’t her fault. I quickly schooled my expression to keep
myself from accidentally exposing something. I put on an innocent
smile instead, moving next to my wife like this was all natural.

“Honey! Your boss
stopped by unexpectedly. You never talk much about your work, so I
invited her to stay for the party, is that okay?” Beth asked in an
innocent-sounding voice.

I breathed a little
easier. So, it was just that. She must have answered the door or
something. I had considered this a possibility when I invited
Kennedy, but I had distinctly told her that if the person who
answered was my wife, she had to make some excuse that she couldn’t
stay and then text me and wait in her car so I could sneak her in
later. Since that didn’t happen, I might just have to give Kennedy
a little bit more punishment later.

My plan was still
salvageable. I’d remain cordial with Kennedy, and once my wife had
one too many drinks, the rest of us would head up for some fun. It
worked for me. The sooner Beth started drinking, the better off we’d
be.

“I see, where is Tom,
then? We should get this started,” I declared.

“Oh, Tom had a
stomach ache,” Jenny responded. “He had to stay home.”

I felt something was
off with the way she said that. She was a bit too excited. I supposed
she didn’t want to be around Tom and me fighting. I was a bit happy
he wasn’t coming, but wouldn’t that mean Beth would drink less?
That might cause issues with our plans later.

“Husband,” Beth
spoke up, “why don’t you make yourself comfortable with the
girls? I don’t mind.”

“Hmm?” I blinked.

She stood up and then
kissed me. It wasn’t like we never kissed, but it was usually just
a peck on the lips. This time, she reached around and grabbed my
butt. Her tongue launched into my mouth and rather aggressively
kissed me for a solid minute before letting me go. As she pulled
away, she licked her lips before shooting the other girls a look and
leaving to the kitchen.

What was that about?

I realized that the
other girls were all looking at me. I immediately felt a bit bad.
They were all my women, and at this point, they all knew I was
married to Beth and they couldn’t do anything about it. They could
only watch with jealously while she kissed me. Up until that point, I
had never really felt guilty for my actions, but that was because all
of my transgressions were isolated from each other. Seeing them all
together made all of my affairs seem more real.

Maybe I should
divorce Beth?

As soon as I had that
thought, I felt a clamping in my heart. The mere thought of leaving
her made me feel horrible, yet I also didn’t want to stop my
relationship with these girls. I was truly despicable. As bitter
feelings started to flood me, I reached out and grabbed the bottle of
wine that had been placed on the coffee table. I poured myself a
glass and immediately began to drink it.

“So, I thought you
and Beth weren’t having sex,” Jenny suddenly stated.

I choked on the wine,
nearly spitting it out. What was she doing saying something like
that? Beth was in the room next to me and her daughter was right
there! I mean, I knew that none of them would tell Beth, but Jenny
didn’t. Unfortunately, her words caught the interest of the other
two women who leaned close, curious expressions on their faces.

“Ahhh… Well, we
don’t very often,” I declared.

“Oh? So, you’re
sexless then?” Jenny smirked, and suddenly Emily snorted a laugh,
covering her mouth.

Even Kennedy was hiding
a smirk. Was Jenny making fun of me? Even if she was doing so, she
had to be clueless about the other girls. I felt a bit angry.

“I have lots of sex!”
I declared.

“Hmm? With whom?”
My back stiffened as I heard a voice from behind me.

Beth had returned and
heard that?

“W-with you, honey…”
I responded weakly.

“This is your
daughter’s birthday, and even your boss is present. Is it
acceptable to be talking about things like that?” Beth chastised
me.

“N-no… I mean…
I…” I didn’t even know what to say.

I had felt so on top of
the situation before, yet things were quickly spiraling out of
control. The girls kept saying the last thing I’d expect them to
say. They needed to keep things quiet and under wraps right now.

“Sorry, Mom,” Emily
spoke up. “We were just talking about it because I recently started
getting serious with my boyfriend.”

“What?” I blinked.

“You have a
boyfriend?” Beth asked.

“Mm!” Emily smiled,
her eyes flicking to me in a way where I started to get a bad
feeling. “He wants sex from me all the time. He’s demanding, so I
was wondering if Mom experiences similar things.”

“Oh my…” Beth
gasped, and I felt my heart sinking. “You’ve already done it?”

“Repeatedly, and he’s
even cum in me!” She declared and then blushed. “H-he even…in
the butt…”

“Anal! Even I
haven’t, ahem…” Jenny suddenly burst out before clearing her
throat and looking coyly my way. “Are guys even interested in that
kind of thing?”

Why are they all
looking at me?

“I-I wouldn’t
know!” I cried out. “B-beth, we haven’t…”

“That…” Beth grew
slightly flustered at those words. “Doesn’t it hurt?”

“It does a little at
first, but then it starts to feel good,” Emily declared. “Mom,
you should try it.”

Had I ended up in some
bizarro world? The stepdaughter I was banging was convincing her mom
to let me stick it in her ass. I admit I liked it when we tried and
had planned on easing Kennedy into it, but doing it with Beth was not
within my expectations. Why had this conversation so quickly turned
strange? Emily had admitted she was having sex, and Beth was fine
with it?

“I’ll think about
it.” Beth took a sip of her wine. “By the way, this boyfriend of
yours, do I know him?”

“You might,” Emily
declared. “He’s a bit older than me, but I hope you treat him
well.”

“Wait, you’re okay
with Emily doing this kind of stuff?” I cut in, desperately trying
to take control of the situation.

“Jim, she’s
eighteen now. She can do whatever she wants with her body. If she
wants to have a boyfriend, why is that a problem?” Beth quirked an
eyebrow.

I couldn’t come up
with a proper answer to that. She was right, there was no reason she
couldn’t date some guy. However, that guy was me! Beth would
probably have issues if she realized that.

“M-my sex life has
been really good lately too,” Jenny blurted out.

If Jenny was trying to
help bail me out, that wasn’t the way to do it.

“Oh?” Beth turned
away from me to Jenny, a smile on her face. “What have you been up
to?”

“We had sex at the
dealership, in Tom’s office!” Jenny confessed, causing my mouth
to fall open.

“How daring!” Beth
declared. “You’d do it in such a public place?”

Jenny blushed. “We’ve
been doing it outdoors a lot.”

“I didn’t think you
were so daring.” Beth giggled. “Your husband must have trouble
satisfying you.”

“I’ve been very
satisfied lately.”

I tried to follow their
conversation. Beth was thinking Jenny was talking about Tom. To think
that Jenny would so boldly tell the truth while not telling the
truth. I mean, it kind of made sense. It was easy to make a mistake
when telling a lie. As long as she was honest but vague, Beth would
jump to her conclusions.

“I’ve had sex in my
office!” Kennedy declared.

The other girls made
cries of surprise. I cried too, but I kept it on the inside.

“Oh, so you’re that
type of person too?” Emily, who was sitting next to Kennedy, said
with a grin, her hand landing on Kennedy’s bare leg.

“H-he’s a coworker
of mine,” Kennedy explained. “At first, it was just power play,
but…I think… I think I love him.”

“Awww…” Beth
gushed. “To find romance in the workplace, so cute.”

“Technically, I fell
in love with a client,” Jenny declared.

“What’s that?”
Beth turned to her.

“Ah!” Jenny
realized she had spoken too far. “I mean, I have an announcement!”

At least she had some
limits. I was beginning to think these girls would share everything.

“Announcement?”
Beth cocked her head. “What announcement?”

“I don’t want to
overshadow Emily’s big day,” Jenny spoke reluctantly.

“I don’t mind…”
Emily declared, although her hand was nearly up Kennedy’s dress.

You idiot, they are
going to notice!

I couldn’t say
anything though. Yet, a second later, any thoughts of saying anything
left my mind.

“Well, my
announcement…” Jenny blushed. “I’m pregnant.”
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  -you’re pregnant…”
Jim looked physically startled.

  There, I said it. I had
tried to tell him so many times and in so many ways, but it had been
too difficult. Of course, Jim was the father. I hadn’t let Tom
touch me since I had started my relationship with Jim. That would
create some issues in a few months when I started to show. I could
convince Tom he was the father, but to do that, I’d have to sleep
with him. That was something I wasn’t willing to do.

In other words, I knew
my relationship with Tom was over. I was living on borrowed time
before the inevitable blowout. I supposed that was why I wasn’t
that upset when it came to Beth. My heart was already Jim’s, and I
was all in. He not only gave me the love I had always longed for, but
he had finally given me the baby I had always wanted. He was my
everything. As long as Beth accepted me, I’d tolerate anything to
stay with him.

I had already suspected
that Emily and Jim were sleeping together. When Beth mentioned she
had videos of us having sex, knowing that I had never visited his
house, I had asked to see them. Beth had blinders on, unwilling to
see her daughter there, but I was able to tell that it was an
eighteen-year-old girl’s body. Even if it wasn’t for that, then
her fashion choices made it obvious. While I didn’t tell Beth that
it was her daughter, I had already started to prep her for the idea,
getting her used to it before she was crushed by the truth.

By the time we found
Emily and Kennedy together, she had already known he was fucking
someone else, and she had even predicted it was someone from his
work. It turned out that we were both right. After that, it was
merely coming clean. We grilled Emily and Kennedy. Emily, being her
daughter and my stepdaughter, quickly spilled everything with a
little bit of pressure. Kennedy was also surprisingly submissive.
Where had Jim found such a meek flower, and why did she, with her
subservient personality, become boss?

Either way, it was
quickly accepted among the four of us girls that there wasn’t going
to be any ugliness. We hadn’t necessarily used words like sharing,
but each of us was content with our roles in Jim’s life, and we saw
no reason to end it. That didn’t mean we couldn’t get a little
bit of revenge. Watching Jim squirm as he listened to us talk was
extremely satisfying. Ultimately, it was with the support of all of
the girls present that I was finally able to confess that I was
pregnant.

“Congratulations!”
Beth gave a bright smile, although she already knew.

I knew her happiness
and enthusiasm weren’t fake either. She was genuinely happy for me.
I had always kept such a distance from Beth. Beth had touched Tom,
and Tom was my husband, so I wanted nothing to do with her. However,
we both had Jim now, and I was quickly feeling like she was the best
friend I had never had. She was actually very kind and gentle. She
was a good housekeeper and a good cook, things that I sucked at. I
admired her, and I only regretted that I hadn’t taken the time
before to get to know her.

“I’ll have a baby
sister?” Emily’s eyes brightened.

Her enthusiasm was much
more innocent, but it made me smile. I felt supported by each of
them. The loneliness I had felt for years started to dissipate as my
heart warmed, and I realized it wasn’t just because I had Jim, but
because they were all there for me.

“It could be a
brother.” Kennedy gasped as Emily slipped a finger past her
underwear.

My stepdaughter really
was a naughty girl, though. We could all see what she was doing, yet
she dared do it anyway. I kind of understood what Jim saw in her. It
was a feeling of a naughty girl who needed to be punished but was
generally a good girl as long as you kept a strong hand.

Thankfully, Jim didn’t
notice his stepdaughter fingering his boss because he was still
staring at me with his mouth open. I looked at him, giving just the
slightest nod of affirmation.

Yes, this is your
baby, dummy.

At that moment, there
was a beeping noise from the kitchen.

“Ah! It’s time to
eat.” Beth got up and quickly walked away, stopping just as she
reached the door leading into the kitchen. “You guys go to the
table, I’ll be out in a second.”

I stood up and moved to
the table as she requested, even though Jim had opened his mouth to
say something. I was too nervous to hear what he was going to say.

I swear, if he asks
‘who’s baby’, I am going to punch him in the throat!

The other girls
followed, and we moved from the family room into the dining room,
staring at each other awkwardly. Jim’s eyes were still wide, and
his mouth moved as if he was trying to work out the words to say.

“Ahhn…” A voice
moaned, catching all of our attention. “S-sorry…”

It was Kennedy. Emily
had chosen to sit next to Kennedy at the table, and it was clear she
was sitting a bit too close. Her hand was clearly up Kennedy’s
dress, and the movements showed she had thrown away all consideration
and was openly fingering the other woman. I had never realized that
my stepdaughter was bisexual, let alone that she was so promiscuous
and naughty.

Well, isn’t that
Jim’s fault? He’s been playing with all of us and making us act
so outrageously for him. He’s just a player!

“Wh-what?” Jim
asked nervously before I realized I was glaring at him.

“Nothing… You’ve
just been rather quiet. What do you think of my announcement?” I
asked, lifting my chin.

“What do you expect
me to say here?” He asked helplessly.

The look on his face
caused my heart to tighten a bit. Maybe we were taking this too far.
I couldn’t help but want to soothe him. Just as I opened my mouth,
I noticed Emily whispering something into Kennedy’s ears, causing
Kennedy’s face to turn red. When Emily noticed me looking, she
suddenly grinned.

“Since you’re
having a baby, why don’t you take some of my stuff from when I was
a baby?”

“Oh?” I blinked.
“Did Beth keep some of that stuff?”

“Yes, it’s in my
room. I’ll go show you.”

“N-now?”

“Of course!”

She stood up and ran
over, grabbing me with her hand. I looked at the hand that had just
been between Kennedy’s legs but I resisted saying anything. I let
her pull me away from the table. Jim started to get up too, but Emily
hastily waved her free hand.

“What?” He asked.

“You can stay here.
It’ll only take a minute.”

She pulled me up the
stairs, but as soon as we were out of sight, rather than continue to
her room, she stomped a few times before grinning and turning back.

“What are you–” I
started, but she pushed her finger against my lips.

“Shh…just watch.”
She turned away and peaked around the corner at the top of the
stairway.

Emily was still using
the hand that had been in Kennedy’s cunt. It was likely even that
finger. I was able to smell it and even taste it slightly. I didn’t
let Emily see me licking my lips, but I did join her, curiosity
taking me over. I had already realized that her talk of baby stuff
was just a ruse. It was probably better that way as I didn’t want
to be taking home baby stuff before Tom found out. As I peeked around
the corner, I could see Kennedy and Jim awkwardly sitting around the
table. Kennedy seemed like she wanted to say something, but couldn’t
quite get it out.

At that moment, her
hand moved, and the cling of a fork falling to the floor sounded out.
“I-I’ll get that!”

Before Jim could open
his mouth, she ducked down. However, she didn’t get back up. Jim
suddenly gasped, looking down at his lap.

“What are you doing?”
He hissed, trying to push her off.

At that moment, Emily
started walking down the stairway. “So, what do you think?”

She looked back at me,
raising an eyebrow. I ducked back out of sight just as Jim looked up
at her in a panic.  

“I-I think that’ll
do,” I responded nervously, walking down the stairway like normal.

She continued down and
I followed her as we returned to our seats. Emily had a big grin on
her face. She had clearly urged Kennedy to do such a thing. As for
bringing me up the stairway, it was so that Jim didn’t know that I
knew she was down there. If everyone saw her go under, then the truth
would come out naturally, but since Jim didn’t know I knew, he had
no choice but to continue the lie!

“Hmm? Where did
Kennedy go?” Emily put on a disappointed look, pursing her lips.

“Sh-she went to the
bathroom?” Jim’s voice rose an octave as a clear unzipping sound
came from under the table.

The door to the kitchen
opened at that moment and Beth came out with several plates.
“Dinner’s ready! Hmm? Are we missing someone?”

“Kennedy is in the
bathroom right now,” Emily declared, her delight clearly palpable.

Beth wasn’t a fool.
Her eyes quickly darted between the three of us. I knew my face was
bright red, but I couldn’t control it. Between Emily grinning
mischievously, and Jim acting stiffly, she could tell something
happened, but she hadn’t seen it unfold like I had. She continued
to bring out the plates until there was a hot meal in front of
everyone. Jim had given up fighting with Kennedy under the table, and
instead had a stormy expression on his face as he stared blankly at
his food.

I quickly took a drink
of wine, trying some of Beth’s food to hide my embarrassment. If it
got too quiet, I would hear the wet sounds of Kennedy tonguing his
cock. The sound was starting to turn me on.

“If she doesn’t
come back soon, her food will be cold,” Beth commented.

“No worries, I’m
sure she’ll get to taste something warm soon enough,” Emily
declared.

I broke into a cough,
while Jim shook visibly, shooting her another glare of disbelief.

“Is that so?” Beth
gave the pair of us a confused look, but I could only shrug
helplessly before she glanced at Jim. “Husband, you’re not
eating.”

“R-right…” He
responded in a shaky voice, reaching out with a spoon and bringing
some food to his mouth. “Mmm…haaah…”

Halfway through
pretending to enjoy the taste of the food, he let out a real moan.

“You okay?” Beth
frowned.

“It’s just…so
good,” he responded, his voice raising up as he spoke quietly,
tears in his eyes.

“You really like it
that much?” Beth had a slightly embarrassed look.

“He did have to diet
extensively before. He hasn’t had your cooking in such a long time.
Isn’t that right?” I cut in, trying to help him a bit.

“That’s true…”
Beth nodded thoughtfully, and then she made a slight wince. “I need
to learn to cook healthier. I have been reading some books lately. In
the future, I’d like to try to make Jim healthier meals. C-can you
help me with that?”

I looked at Beth, a bit
surprised by her question. “You…really want my help?”

Beth gave a genuine
smile. “I do… I want to share more things with you. I want to
share everything with you.”

I felt a sudden warmth
in my heart. This wasn’t part of the game we were playing. I felt
those were her genuine words. Beth wanted to be my friend, and I
realized I wanted to be hers as well.

“M-maybe…you can
teach me to cook,” I responded, biting my lip.

“Of course!”

“Ahhhhn!” Our
moment was suddenly interrupted by a loud moan.

“J-jim?” Beth
looked worried, as Jim’s face was red and he looked like he might
explode.

“I-it’s just…so
good!” He reached down and started grabbing handfuls of food,
stuffing them into his mouth before letting out more moans, causing
food to spill out onto the plate. “So…good… Aaahh…f-fuck….
Gghaaaaaa!”

“D-don’t stuff
yourself. Have some restraint! I know this meal isn’t in line with
your diet, but at least eat slower.”

Emily was full-on
laughing hysterically. “I don’t think Daddy can only have just
one plate. Daddy needs more than one at a time too!”

Jim’s fist hit the
table with a giant thud. He was panting with food crumbs all over his
mouth and some of it still falling back to the plate.

“I-I’ve finished,”
he declared.

In more ways than
one. I thought with a blush.
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  t’s time for
presents!” Emily suddenly announced. “Mom, go get my presents. I
know you have them wrapped in your room.”

  “I suppose I did buy
you a few small things,” Beth responded, still a bit confused.
“It’s good I did, since it seems like your gift from Tom will be
delayed a bit.”

“Let’s go then!”
Emily grabbed her arm and pulled her out of her seat.

Beth had no choice but
to follow her daughter upstairs. Emily had been really been acting
spoiled lately. Her glee may not have seemed strange on her birthday,
but I knew Emily was exaggerating her excitement in an attempt to
deliver some payback. 


She was getting back at
me for all the times I had toyed with her. When I had considered how
this party would go, I would have never expected them to turn on me
in this way. I thought Kennedy was perfectly submissive and Emily was
a complete slut. Yet, they had both chosen this moment to mutiny.
Even Jenny, who I thought was completely enamored with me, seemed to
be torturing me just a little bit and laughing at my squirming,
although I didn’t understand why she would if she didn’t know
what was going on.

Could it be that she
knows what’s between Emily, Kennedy, and me?

I shook my head. No,
Jenny would have definitely said something to me if she knew. At the
very least, she wouldn’t be acting so playfully. She would likely
be hurt or angry instead. That’s how a normal woman would act. I
could understand Emily; she was just a kid, and we had an unusual
relationship. However, Jenny was the most normal of any of them. More
than that, she was pregnant and I was the father. I still was trying
to process that, but thing after thing kept happening and my head
felt dizzy from all of the shocks. The only one who appeared to still
be in the dark about this was Beth.

“I’ll get her gift
from my car,” Jenny announced, standing up and leaving too.

I had just been
worrying about how to get Kennedy out from under the table when all
three of them had left the room. As soon as the door closed, I pulled
back and lifted Kennedy from between my legs.

“What the hell was
that about?” I snapped as I cleaned my face up and zipped my pants.

She wiped her mouth,
her cheeks slightly red. “Emily told me I had to. She said I had to
do everything she asked today and that it was your command.”

Although her expression
didn’t look convincing, I found myself struggling to berate her. I
had told her to follow Emily’s commands. I had never thought Emily
would use her power for such a thing. Kennedy was just playing her
part as the perfect slave, and I had set the conditions to allow that
to happen. I still didn’t want to let her off.

“After today, you
will get some special training from me,” I spoke darkly.

Her body shook, but it
seemed to be from excitement, not fear. “Yes, Master.”

The door opened again,
and I snapped my hands away from where they were wrapped around
Kennedy. Jenny walked in, not seeming to notice anything. She was
carrying a small gift.

“I’m surprised you
got her something even though Tom bought her something else already.”
I tried to play it cool.  

“That’s Tom’s
money,” she responded, a flash of anger on her face. “I have my
own, you know?”

I felt bad for speaking
up and angering her. “S-sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.”

She blushed slightly,
the anger quickly disappearing. “It’s fine. He’s…not
important to me anymore.”

I blinked. “What do
you mean?”

“Do I have to spell
it out?” She asked, staring at me shyly. “You’re the man I love
and want to spend the rest of my life with.”

I was stunned that she
made such a confession. She had said ‘I love you’ before, but I
had always taken it as an in-the-moment thing said from lust. This
time, she was completely serious. I opened my mouth to respond, but
then I heard feet on the stairway. I turned to see Beth coming down.
Again, I felt a strange tugging on my heart.

“We should open the
presents after the cake,” Beth said.

“No, we’re full now
and I don’t want to wait. Presents first, and then dessert.” When
Emily said desert, she shot me a look.

I wanted to pinch that
girl. She’d need a bit of retraining too for all the grief she had
given me for her birthday. On my birthday, I’ll give her a fisting!
She was the cause of all of this. Kennedy was only a victim of her
crap.

Kennedy! Shit, she
was just there when Jenny confessed to me!

I had been so flustered
I had completely forgotten Jenny had just confessed in front of
Kennedy. I turned to Kennedy, but she had already sat down on the
couch, saying nothing. Once again, I found the timing to be off. I
could only join the other girls and sit down at the coffee table
again. I didn’t drink any more wine because I was sure I was going
to get too tipsy. Plus, it didn’t seem to decrease my anxiety at
all.

All in all, three
presents were put on the table. One of the presents was from me.
Since Tom had taken Beth’s idea and left us high and dry, we were
still responsible for getting her presents. Technically, Kennedy was
her present, but I couldn’t exactly present that to her in front of
Beth, and I knew if I came with nothing, Beth would get angry at me.
Thus, she had one present from each of us other than Kennedy. When I
finally got a look at Kennedy, she looked slightly embarrassed at not
having brought anything, but otherwise said nothing.

“I’ll start with
Daddy’s present,” Emily declared.

“Your dad isn’t
here though…” Beth responded awkwardly.

“No, I’m talking
about Daddy.” She gave me a deliberate look, and I could
only wince.

“Oh…it’s nice the
two of you are getting along.” Beth took a sip of wine, hiding her
expression.

“We’re very close,”
she said as she opened my present.

That’s when I stood
up straight. The item she had opened was a present I had gotten her,
but it wasn’t the present I had intended for this!

“Didn’t you get my
present from the closet?”

“Hmm? No, I found
this one under the bed. Did you have one in the closet?” Beth asked
innocently. “What is it?” 

I could only give a
horrified look. Her present was in the closet. I put mine right next
to Beth’s. Why would she ignore that one and go for this one? That
one even had Emily’s name on it, while this one was completely
unlabeled.

“It’s a strap-on
dildo!” Emily held it up excitedly.

I felt my headache
grow. I had naturally bought such a lewd thing for tonight. She could
play with Kennedy in more ways than one. I even fantasized about
breaking Kennedy in with double penetration, taking her first anal
experience while Emily pleasured her cunt. It was something I had
always wanted to try out, but there was no way I wanted another guy’s
dick in my woman nor did I want my junk so close to theirs. This was
the best way to try it out and introduce her to anal sex. I had
gotten the idea when I did Emily in the butt and realized vaginal
stimulation still needed to occur for complete satisfaction.

“Oh my!” Beth
gasped.

“Jim!” Jenny shot
me a horrified look.

Only Kennedy, who could
probably guess why Emily would receive a strap-on, seemed to
understand, her eyes widening cutely and innocently, even looking a
bit eager.

“You misunderstand!”
I quickly exclaimed. “My present was in the closet. That was
something…I was…um…saving for my wife! See, it has no labels on
it and it was under the bed.”

“Jim, why would you
buy a strap-on for me?” Beth gave me an incredulous look.

“Good question!” I
snapped my fingers, trying to come up with a reason. “Ah…that
was…um, to spice up our love life?”

“How would a
strap-on… Oh!” Realization crossed Beth’s eyes, and then she
lowered her head, giving a somewhat embarrassed expression. “Jim…do
you want to try anal?”

“Of course I do! What
guy does–ah!” I answered instinctively until it all suddenly
clicked.

If she was wearing the
strap-on then the person on the receiving end would be me! I was
telling my wife I bought her a strap-on dildo so she could peg me in
the ass!

“Y-you’re even into
that…” Jenny looked away, her cheeks pink.

“Daddy is naughty.”
Emily giggled.

“I-if you want…I’ll
try my best.” Beth gave a determined look to the strap-on.

“Ah…” I realized
if I tried to argue, I’d only be digging a bigger hole, so I
lowered my head in defeat. “Yes.”

We finished the
presents. My wife got her something far more reasonable, a pair of
Bluetooth headphones, and Jenny got her a gift card to a clothing
store. That big dildo sitting on the coffee table made the other
gifts feel awkward.

“Is it time for
cake?” Emily asked.

“Almost…” Beth
responded, a small smirk on her face.

“Oh! I need to use
the restroom before.” Jenny blushed when everyone looked her way,
and she quickly got up and left.

This led to the rest of
us sitting in relative silence. After everything my heart had been
through that night, a little quiet was just perfect. It gave me time
to think about Jenny’s confession. I realized that this might be my
only chance to confront Jenny about it before the night was over. I
knew I wouldn’t be able to enjoy myself with Kennedy and Emily
unless I did.

I stood up. “I’ll
be right back. I need to get something.”

The girls didn’t
respond, merely watching as I slipped away. I made sure none of them
followed before going into the bathroom.

“Ah! Jim?” Jenny
jumped as I walked into the room.

She was at the sink,
and I could see her fixing herself up before I had startled her.

“Jenny, I wanted to
talk.”

She looked at me and
then back at the mirror. “About what?”

“About what you said
earlier,” I answered. “You said that you loved me.”

She bit her lip, her
eyes distinctly looking away. “I did.”

“I’m with Beth.”

She sighed. “I know.”

“I love Beth. She
means the world to me,” I admitted. “I didn’t realize it
before, but seeing you all together, I found the truth. My life is
nothing without her in it.”

“Is that true?” She
spoke in a deadpan voice.

“I’m sorry. I’ve
been filling this hole in my heart this entire time. Even though I’m
with you, I still feel like I need something more. That’s my wife,
that’s Beth. I love her, and I need to be with her to feel whole.”

She looked away. “I
see…”

I reached out and
grabbed her shoulders. “I also need you.”

I could feel her shake
under my fingers. “I love you too, Jenny. Damn it, I can’t live
without you either. I know I’m a greedy bastard, but I want all of
you.”

“All of us?”

You have to be
honest with her or this means nothing!

“Kennedy and Emily, I
love them too.”

“Emily?”

“I’m not her
father; I could never love her as my daughter. However, I can love
her as a woman.”

“You want all four of
us?” Jenny asked.

“I want all four of
you,” I repeated, only to hear the door behind me open.

“So, it’s like
that, after all.” I heard Beth’s cold voice behind me.

I let go of Jenny,
slowly turning to see Beth glaring at me.

“Y-you heard that?”

Beth snorted. “I
heard every word!”

“Beth…”

Slap!

I felt a sting across
my face as she hit me. She spun around and then ran away. I could
hear her running up the stairs before the bedroom door slammed shut.

I am scum.

Hearing what I had said
out loud, I wondered how anyone could accept that. I wanted all four
women at once.

“L-love…” Kennedy
looked away shyly.

“Jeeze…you did it
now.” Emily’s humor had left, and she was looking down at the
ground. “We were just having fun, but then you had to say something
like that.”

I looked back at Jenny
who still had her back to me. “Jenny–”

“Shouldn’t you be
worried about your wife right now?” She snapped coldly.

I opened my mouth and
then closed it. Everything that Emily had said was true; it was I who
fucked it up with my own words in the end. Feeling like shit, I
hesitantly turned away and then walked away from the three women. I
hit the stairway, climbing up until I reached the top. I stopped in
front of the master bedroom, my hand on the knob. What could I say to
her? How could I salvage this? There was no way, right? My heart
received stab after stab, but I dared not cry.

I just have to admit
to my crimes and let Beth have her way.

I opened the door and
froze. The room was dark except for several candles that were lit.
There was light, romantic music playing. Beth was watching me from
the bed, and she was completely naked, her legs spread open, showing
me herself completely.

“Are you ready for
that dessert yet?” She asked, her voice cracking nervously as her
cheeks turned red.

“Huh?”
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  hat is going on?” Jim
asked in confusion.

  This was the final part
of the plan. Well, none of us knew exactly how this night would go.
It had been a bit of a roller-coaster ride that even left me dizzy.
Why did we go to such efforts? I wanted a little payback for Jim
having an affair, and I wanted to have a little fun too. The ultimate
goal had been to pressure Jim until he confessed. He turned out to be
a lot more stubborn than any of us had predicted, and had continued
to pretend like we didn’t see obvious things like my daughter
openly fingering his boss.

Did he think we were
blind or was he just being an idiot?

As the night wore on, I
was getting to the end of my patience, and it was quickly reaching
the point where we were going to come clean with him. We’d end this
experiment, tell him we knew, and then the real fun would begin.
After all, this night had been trying in other ways. Just the wait
had been killing me, and it only got worse from there.

Knowing that he had
just cum in his boss’s mouth while I sat across from him had caused
me to grow incredibly horny. Of course, I had only suspected that was
going on at that moment, but my daughter had confessed her little
trick while we were upstairs getting the present.

I had also stumbled
across his present while looking under the bed for used condoms or
anything else that might act as proof of his affair. I didn’t know
what he had intended with it until I realized my daughter had
bisexual tendencies. It all made sense, so swapping his presents
seemed like a great plan to get him to finally confess. He was far
more stubborn than I had anticipated though, continuing to tell lie
after lie and act like no one could see what should have been
blatantly obvious.

Whether it was Jenny’s
flushed face as she looked at him lovingly, my daughter’s constant
teasing, or his submissive mistress’s shenanigans, I couldn’t
take it anymore. I could barely stop myself from masturbating, but I
resisted knowing there was a bigger reward at the end. When I got up
and followed them to the bathroom, I heard what Jim said. I had heard
every word. He had confessed that he loved me and he couldn’t live
without me.

Sure, there were other
women, but I already knew that. I had finally reached my limit, and
all I could do was initiate the final phase of our plan. When I
opened the door, I had tears running down my cheeks, but I realized I
was smiling from happiness. I had to slap him so he didn’t notice.
I immediately felt regretful that I did that, but in some way, he
kind of deserved it. I could only flee to our bedroom and wait for
him to come while finally laying everything in the open. By
everything, I meant my body.

“Yo-you need to have
your dessert while it’s still warm.”

I said what the girls
had told me to say. On the inside, I was cringing though. This was
incredibly embarrassing. Yet, the way he looked at my body with his
mouth open, I could see a strange fire there. It was a fire I hadn’t
seen in years. I had once been afraid of that fire. It resembled the
fire Tom showed when he became angry, and so when Jim acted that way,
I was afraid he’d become violent with me. I had misunderstood that
look and fled from it for so long.

It wasn’t until I saw
my husband with another woman that I came to understand that it was a
look of desire. It was love so strong and intense, but no matter how
frightening it got, he would never hurt me. I had let him down for so
many years because I didn’t understand that. In the end, the only
way I could win my husband back and keep what I lost was to give
everything to him. I would have to share him from now on, but that
was the cost of my past mistakes.

Thankfully, the women I
was sharing him with I could accept. Jenny had started to feel like a
sister to me, and Emily had always been my daughter to whom I would
give everything. I knew very little about Kennedy, but I felt a
certain excitement to find out more about her. At the least, she
followed along with whatever we had told her to do, which was a plus
in my book.

I forced myself to meet
those eyes filled with desire, but Jim still stood at the doorway
without approaching. I was starting to feel anxious and embarrassed.

“Daddy, what are you
hesitating for?” My daughter appeared, slapping my husband’s
butt.

“You had never
hesitated to bend me over anywhere, but when your wife presents
herself like this, you chicken out?” Jenny appeared on his other
side, grabbing his arm.

I instinctively wanted
to cover my body. I was in such a humiliating position. Even showing
this to my husband after over a decade was too much. To be seen by my
daughter and my new best friend was similarly mortifying. However, I
forced myself to remain exposed. In the future, wouldn’t we all
need to become comfortable with each other if this was the path we
chose?

Jim looked in shock
between Jenny and Emily. “This… I don’t know what to do with
this.”

“It’s rather
simple, Daddy,” Emily declared. “You hurt Mom by carrying out
various affairs. You have to go over to her, get on your hands and
knees, and then eat her minge!”

“What?”

“You heard her.”
Jenny pinched his arm. “You need to properly lick her pussy until
she forgives you.”

Hearing them say such
things to my husband excited me and embarrassed me. My heart was
beating a mile a minute. It took everything I had, but I maintained
eye contact as I reached down and pulled the lips open slightly. He
remained stunned, but then he was shoved forward by Kennedy. All
three women pushed him across the room. When his knees hit the bed,
he fell forward and between my legs.

He started moving on
his own, crawling up between them, his eyes filled with a fierce
desire. His confusion was dissipating as his lust began to
strengthen. Even so, the other girls continued to push him. Kennedy
had her hands on his butt, shoving him forward. Jenny grabbed one of
my legs, pulling me open, while Emily grabbed the other. Even though
his head was already going there, Jenny still grabbed the back of his
head and shoved his face into me.

When I felt his lips
press against that sensitive area, I couldn’t help but gasp. It had
been so long since I had been touched down there, but the real
problem was just how aroused I had gotten after so much teasing. I
felt like I might cum at any moment. It didn’t help that my husband
stuck his tongue out and flicked around inside like he was hungry. He
ate my pussy more aggressively than he had eaten my meal during his
blowjob.

I wasn’t used to
cunnilingus. I had never let him do it. Part of the reason was that
once I experienced an orgasm, I instinctively felt like I was done
and didn’t want to continue. The other reason was that I didn’t
want to suck his cock, and I would feel bad if he did it and I didn’t
reciprocate.

“Ahhhh…ahhh…hhaaah…
Jim.” I moaned, my mind turning light and floaty to the point where
I didn’t even care about the presence of the other three girls.

He shook his head,
roughly sucking down there, and I started to orgasm. The powerful
orgasm exploded through my brain and I shuddered in insane pleasure
that seemed to last for nearly a minute. At that point, I would have
closed my legs and been done, but my daughter and Jenny were holding
open my legs and not allowing me to close them. I was the kind of
girl who would have one orgasm before they were satisfied, but my
husband kept eating my pussy. I wanted to stop as the stimulation
became a bit painful, but with everyone there, I couldn’t.

After about ten
seconds, the pleasure started to grow again. I was confused. I had
already cum. Why was the pleasure growing? Why was it getting
stronger and stronger? I could hear wet noises and Jim snorting like
he was a pig as his tongue spun around in me. The sensations were far
too much. Suddenly, I was racked by another orgasm that was even
stronger than the last.

“Haaaah…aaahahh…
I’m cumming! Fuck!”

Like before, my
physical urges were to stop and take a break, but my husband
continued to tongue away, and my legs were forced open by two
malicious women. I was made to push through the sexual agony, and
then my pleasure started to grow again. Each time I orgasmed, I
reached a higher and more intense state. How was that possible? Every
orgasm felt even stronger than the times I had touched myself. I
found myself unable to stop moaning. I felt like I could barely
breathe, that I could barely think.

“Mom is lewder than I
thought. She’s splashing everywhere and she’s so loud. If she had
acted like this when I was younger, I would have never gotten any
sleep,” Emily said.

“It makes sense. She
has been deprived for so long and suddenly she’s being stimulated
by so much,” Jenny commented.

“Perhaps we should
give something for her mouth?” Kennedy spoke up.

Although I had heard
their words, my mind had turned into such mush that I could barely
process them. I should have been embarrassed, but I was far beyond
that as wave after wave struck me. The girls exchanged looks between
each other, and the next thing I knew, Jim was being stripped. The
girls pulled off all of his clothing until he was just as naked as
me. That’s when they started forcing him to rotate.

His lips started to
change their position on my cunt, and it wasn’t until his leg swung
over my head and a hard thing slapped me in the cheek that I realized
what was going on. The girls had put us into a sixty-nine position! I
had never done such a thing with my husband before. I had only sucked
his dick a few times when I succumbed to his begging, but I hadn’t
typically enjoyed it. There was just something I had always thought
was gross about sucking the thing a man peed out of.

However, that was a
younger, more foolish woman who had those beliefs. It was before I
had realized just how hot it was. Once again, it took seeing another
woman do it before I started to change my mind. When Kennedy had
pleasured him under the table, I couldn’t see her or his penis at
all, but I could see the pleasure on his face. Watching my husband
being given such enjoyment with just a mouth had given me a whole new
perspective on it.

Even if I hadn’t had
a chance before, it wasn’t like I was being given much of a choice
now anyway. No sooner had his dick slapped my cheek, clear stuff
rubbing on all over it, than my daughter appeared, grabbing it and
putting it in my mouth.

“Open up, Mom!” She
grinned, grabbing my husband’s bare ass and forcing it down.

A moment later, I felt
a fat, warm thing being shoved down my throat. My throat clamped down
and I instinctively started sucking. Meanwhile, I felt, but could no
longer see, what was going on down below. I could feel the hands of
what felt like multiple people, but I could also feel my husband’s
lips wrapped around my clit, sucking hard.

With a dick down my
throat and a tongue on my cunt, I started to cum again. It was agony;
it was pleasure. My mind melted into the pleasure until I couldn’t
fight back. I just did whatever to survive each moment, my brain
assaulted by perpetual bliss.

I love Jim. I love
sex. I love this.

With only those
thoughts, I submitted myself as a slave to the feelings flowing
through me.
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  ad I died and gone to
heaven? I almost felt that way. I was in bed with four beautiful
women, and one of those women was my wife. I was eating my wife’s
pussy, while she was deepthroating my cock. That might seem like
something unremarkable, but this kind of intimacy wasn’t something
I had ever shared with her. Then again, could I call it intimate with
three other women involved?

  Emily was at the head
of the bed, forcing her mom to take my cock deeper. I could
occasionally hear Beth cough and sputter, but I was helpless to
resist. Emily had a solid grip on my cock, and she seemed to take
particular delight in torturing her mother with it. Kennedy had taken
Emily’s place beside Jenny at the foot of the bed where my head
was. They were holding open Beth’s legs. Every time she spasmed,
her thighs tightened, and it felt like she was trying to close her
legs, but the other two girls relentlessly held them open like a
vice.

Jenny seemed content
holding Beth’s leg and stroking my head as I licked and sucked
Beth’s pussy, but Kennedy used her spare hand and lowered it under
her dress. The movements showed she was fingering herself as she
enjoyed a close view of me sucking my wife’s pussy. Whenever my
wife came, a little bit of liquid would splash out, and some of it
had even struck the other two girls. I had been taking it in the face
at first, but after they repositioned me, my horny wife was like a
water fountain.

After a minute, Jenny
seemed to have come to a decision as she moved her arm that was
holding Beth’s leg, repositioning it so her fingers touched her
pussy. Jenny then began to playfully probe Beth’s pussy. When I saw
one of her fingers plunge into my wife, I couldn’t help but feel
excited. I started thrusting down, shoving my cock into Beth’s
mouth.

“Gll…gll…grlll.”
I could hear the sound of her gagging.

I wouldn’t push too
far, though, because Emily’s hand was acting as a stopgap so I
didn’t choke her.

I also wrapped my arms
under my wife’s buttocks, bringing my hands up right around where
Jenny’s was. I then reached up and grabbed my wife’s pussy,
spreading it wide open. Jenny used the opening to plunge two fingers
deep into my wife, and while I licked her clitoris, Jenny shoved her
fingers in and out of her.

“Gmmm…mmmm…mmmm!”

I could feel the moans
as my wife orgasmed again. She had always only reached one orgasm
with me. I had always thought that was all she could do. I was even
starting to doubt my history and thought that was normal for women.
Yet, feeling my wife go through orgasm after orgasm, I realized just
how erotic she truly could be. The feeling of everything finally
brought me to my limit, too.

“I’m going to cum!”
I declared.

“Mmm?” I heard my
wife give a questioning sound stifled by my cock.

However, I felt a hand
on my ass forcing my hips down. My dick slid deep into my wife’s
throat, hitting the back of it. It was only then that I released my
load. I expected my wife to sputter and cough, but instead, I could
feel the back of her throat gulp as she drank down my seed. She did
it just as effectively as her daughter. They really were
related!

“Glp!”

My dick left her mouth,
and several last spurts shot out on her face. Both of us had finished
orgasming, and I rolled to the side. I wanted to see my wife. I
wanted to see the look on her face. I wanted to make sure this was
all okay and that this was what she wanted. I would be so happy if it
was, but if she realized halfway through this wasn’t what she
wanted, I didn’t want to be that guy. I did love her, in the end.

I turned and looked up
at my wife. She had raised her head to look down on me. She was
gasping for breath, and her makeup and hair were a mess, but I saw an
expression on her face I had never seen before. It was far lewder
than anything she had ever given me. It made her look so beautiful
that I just wanted to fuck her again.

“You messed Mom’s
face up,” Emily teased. “Here, I’ll fix it.”

Emily suddenly leaned
over and licked her mom’s face. At first, Beth stiffened, but she
didn’t fight back as Emily licked her clean. When she was done, she
stuck out her tongue, showing the white stuff that I had shot on her
mother’s face. It was what Beth had been unable to swallow. It was
as if she was saying that anything her mom couldn’t pick up, she’d
handle herself.

Beth saw this, and then
the last thing I had ever expected to see happened. Beth lunged
forward and put Emily’s tongue in her mouth. She began sucking off
the cum that Emily had taken from her face. The mother and daughter
then started kissing, a perverse sight that struck me hard. When I
said that, I meant that even though I had just cum, the sight of my
wife and stepdaughter kissing caused my dick to harden again like a
rock. When the girls finally pulled away from each other, a stream of
saliva connecting their lips, I was ready to pounce.

“Ah! Jim is still
hard!” Jenny announced.

All four women turned
their heads, looking down at my erect penis shining slightly from
Beth’s saliva, their arousal undiminished by its current
filthiness.

“Oh my…he is too
much.” Beth blushed, looking at the other girls. “I-I don’t
think I can handle such a man all by myself. Would you ladies please
help me?”

“I’ll help!”
Emily raised her hand.

“What are friends
for?” Jenny smirked.

“I-if Master says
so.” Kennedy looked nervous but eager too.

Kennedy, Emily, and
Jenny all pulled down their pants or lifted their skirts and then
pushed aside their underwear. I could see four pussies on the bed,
each one facing me.

“Daddy, which one do
you want to pick?” Emily asked playfully.

“Master, you can use
my cunt. Even though it’s filthy, it belongs to Master to do with
as he wants,” Kennedy added.

“I love you, and you
already got me pregnant, so you can go condom-less…and visit the
baby.”

“N-no fair, get me
pregnant!” Emily declared.

“How can you get
pregnant? Who is going to pay for it?” Beth asked.

“Eh? Won’t Daddy
pay for it?”

The other girls
couldn’t help but groan. She could still be a kid at times.

“I-I can also have
Jim’s baby…” Kennedy cut in. “I make enough that it won’t
be a problem.”

I looked at all four
women. Their eyes each held a twinkle of desire. However, my eyes
ended up landing on Beth.

“Is this…okay?” I
asked her quietly.

She nodded with a
gentle smile. “I love you, Jim. We all love you. We want to stay
with you, and none of us wants to give up. It won’t be easy all of
the time, but life has never been easy for us. So, we want to take
the pleasure we can, and be with the man we want. It’s okay. As
long as you continue to value each of us and give us your love, then
we will love you in return.”

As she spoke, the other
girls nodded in affirmation.

This is happening.

It was the first time
that it came crashing home, but a small part of me knew from the
beginning. I would never have acted so daringly if I didn’t have my
suspicions that things might turn out this way.

That said, I was
convinced that no one had seen what was going on during dinner and
that I had this all under wraps. It turned out I was being played
with by my girls from the beginning. It was fine. I knew that I
deserved it. However, now that they had made their choice, I
definitely wouldn’t reject it!

“I love all of you,
and you will all be my women. I’m not a great man, and I’m not a
rich man, but if you love me, then I’ll always love each of you.”
The girls seemed to tear up as I said that.

“It’s fine,”
Jenny, who seemed to be the most teary-eyed, said. “Just…let’s
keep it to the four of us, okay?”

The other girls
giggled, but I nodded. That seemed fair. More than fair. However, as
I was thinking of other girls, that’s when a certain person came to
mind.

“What about Tom?”

“Right now he’s
probably got diarrhea for the next two days thanks to the laxatives I
had slipped into his drink,” Jenny declared thoughtfully.

She did that? Scary…

I suddenly realized
that if I had honestly pushed my girls to want revenge, things could
have been so much worse. Their light teasing seemed like a breeze
compared to the possible things they could have done to me.

“I mean…the
future,” I responded weakly.

“You don’t need to
worry about him,” Beth cut in. “We’ll handle it. Emily is
already an adult and can do what and who she wants, Kennedy and I
have no need to associate with him at all, and Jenny will probably
divorce him in the next three months.”

“D-divorce… I
thought you wanted things to stay the same,” I said in a daze.

“Things always
change, Jim. I’m pregnant,” Jenny reminded me. “He’s not the
dad, and I won’t let him think he is. I won’t let him touch me at
all! So, he’s going to find out eventually. I might not get
anything in the divorce, but I don’t care. I just want you to be
happy. He can have everything else.”

“Jenny…”

Her expression
darkened. “Besides, I can just tell the judge he’s infertile. He
couldn’t get me pregnant in five years, and you did it in a month.
That’s grounds for a divorce! I could probably take everything as
long as I keep the pregnancy secret.”  

Still scary!

“Th-thank you…” I
said instead and felt a bit awkward at suddenly giving my
appreciation, even though it didn’t feel right for the
circumstance.

“Husband, if you want
to show your appreciation, do it with your penis. We’re tired of
just words,” Beth cut in, a grin on her face. “Now, choose…”

How could I choose
between three beautiful flowers? Well, I knew if I said that, they’d
get angry at me.

“I-it’s Emily’s
birthday! So, she has to choose!” I cried out.

The girls let out
shocked noises. In the last hour of excitement, everyone had
forgotten that the reason they were all here was because of Emily,
not me. I let out a breath of relief, realizing I had dodged a
bullet. I wasn’t born yesterday. Whichever girl I picked, it would
naturally be seen by the other three as a preference. The girls all
looked to Emily, who put on a thoughtful expression.

“In that case…I’ll
go get the strap-on!” Emily declared.

“I choose Jenny!” I
responded without missing a beat.

“Huh? Me?”

“Yes! Show my wife
how to mount up and ride it cowgirl!”

I grabbed Jenny and
then flopped onto the bed next to my wife. I dragged her up on top of
me, but she didn’t resist much as she swung her leg over and
mounted my hips, lining her pussy up with my dick. Jenny had nice,
strong legs from her exercises, and that meant she could bounce up
and down without getting tired for hours. More importantly, my ass
was on the bed and was in no position where it could be tampered
with.

As Jenny pushed the
head of my cock into her cunt, my wife stared at it extremely
entranced. When Jenny finally bent her knees, letting my cock slide
into her, my wife shuddered slightly. Was she turned on by watching?
I hadn’t put the two together before, but if she had such a
tendency, didn’t that explain why she was okay with other women? I
watched my wife as she watched Jenny bounce up and down on my cock.
Her breathing grew heavier, and she was watching it like she was
hypnotized.

It was then that I
reached down and slid my fingers into her pussy. She let out a gasp
of surprise at first, finally breaking her line of sight and looking
up at me. She blushed cutely, embarrassed that she had been caught.

“I love you, Beth,”
I said.

“I love you too, Jim.
Forever,” she responded.

The pair of us kissed,
while my fingers continued to push in and out of my wife. Emily had
run out the door, but she returned a minute later with the strap-on
attached. My butt puckered, but it was ultimately her intended
playmate, Kennedy, who became her target. Kennedy was laid out next
to me on my other side. She was put into a side position, her leg
raised as my daughter scissored her. She slid the tip of the dildo
into Kennedy and started thrusting.

So, with Jenny
straddling my hips and bouncing up and down on my cock, I had my
naked wife holding me closely from my left side, my hand between her
legs and my fingers in her cunt. On my right side was Kennedy, who
had lost her dress and was now wearing very sexy and erotic lingerie.
She held onto me desperately while getting pounded by my daughter.

I reached up and popped
Kennedy’s boobs out of her bra. As I fingered and kissed my wife,
felt my girlfriend bounce on my cock, and squeezed my mistress’s
tits all at once, I thought this life wasn’t so bad. Sometimes, all
you needed was change.
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oly shit..." I muttered as I took in the sight in front of me.Ass, ass, ass and ass...

Four round asses lined up in front of me, one after another. All I could think was that they looked delicious and would be so easy to fuck.

This was the first time I got to enjoy this sight. After spending an incredible night with four sexy women, I had woken up in the morning to such a sight. I had gotten up to take a piss, and when I came back out, I was invited to such a perfect scene. They were clearly trying to entice me, but I didn’t mind.

Lined up were two blondes, a brunette, and an auburn, curly haired girl. The blonde on the end was fit with a slim body, while the blonde next to her was more youthful. The brunette had a nice round butt, and the auburn woman had a nice curvy body. Emily, Jenny, Beth, and Kennedy were all lined up for me.

Each of them were sitting at the head of my bed in doggy style, their legs slightly parted and begging for my cock to choose them. The four women were all holding onto the headboard, their heads down so all I could judge them by was those delicious pussy lips and that tender ass. Their pussies were wet in anticipation! Each girl had shaved herself properly and in preparation for my cock.

They all were waiting for me to fuck them. My cock throbbed in excitement, dripping pre-cum from the tip as I was overcome with desire at the sight before me. I didn’t dare touch myself though, since I knew the amount of stamina what was coming next would require. As the silence remained, a couple of them couldn’t resist looking back over their shoulders; their eyes telling me to hurry up and fuck them or they might begin without me!

They shook their asses back and forth, bumping into each other while giggling and taunting me. I couldn't help myself. Any man would go crazy watching this happen and any real man wouldn’t stop until everyone was satisfied.

I decided who I should fuck first and walked to her side of the bed.

"Beth!"

The choice had been easy. We hadn’t spent much time together. Last night was the first time we had done it in a while, and seeing this new slutty side of her made me want to test her out. Plus, I wasn’t a fool and knew that this lineup wasn’t just for my own gratification, but a bit of a test to make sure I could handle them.

"Ahh!" My wife yelped as I got on the bed behind her and pressed the tip against her tight pussy, rubbing it around to make her slit nice and slick.

Her pink hole was just begging to get fucked and filled. I grabbed onto her waist tightly, letting the rest of the girls know which hole was going to be broken in first.

"Yes, honey." She cooed excitedly while I slid into her slowly enjoying the feel of her hot tunnel surrounding my dick as she let go of the wall. "Fuck me, honey..."

Beth had never been the type to talk dirty, or even act proactively during sex, but today was a new day. Beth moaned as my cock buried itself deep inside of her pussy. It felt so good being inside of her and I could feel how wet I was making her. Although I had sampled her pussy a million times, it was not half as exciting as this time. Her pussy felt even more erotic than on our wedding night.

I started moving my hips faster and fucking her harder. My wife seemed to be more sensitive than she used to be, acting more stimulated than I had ever seen her before. She started bucking back and forth pushing herself to me as I thrusted into her, penetrating her with ever inch.

“You’re so big!” Beth moaned.

“Mom’s just realizing that now?” Emily teased her.

“It’s a symptom of the weight loss.” Jenny explained.

She wasn’t wrong. Since I had lost the fat pouch, my dick had gained at least an inch. Then, after shaving my forest down too, most girl’s eyes would pop when seeing it. It was miraculous what a few changes could do.

My hands squeezed Beth’s ass every time I thrust into her, eliciting a moan from her as our bodies slapped against one another with every movement.

"Oh yes...fuck me hard, Jim! Fuck your wife! Fill this slut up with your big cock!"

I slammed myself deep inside of her again giving her what she wanted as she moaned louder than ever. Her body trembled with delight as I pounded her cunt with long hard strokes causing her body to convulse with pleasure.

"Yesss! Jim!!! Fuck me!!" Beth called out happily wanting more of her man inside of her.

“Hah… hah…” I panted.

She was so wet already and the sight looked so good as her butt cheeks slid around my shaft while it rubbed across the walls of her cunt.

"Yes!! Yes!!!! Take my pussy honey...take all of this pussy you want...you know how much I love it!" She pushed back onto me making sure she got every inch inside of her as we both moaned loudly together.

"Ahhhh!"

"Ohhhhh"

I reached to either side of me, finding the backside of the two girls patiently waiting there. The sound of the woman between them getting jackhammered was enough that they were both sopping wet. One of those naughty girls had even begun touching herself. I put my fingers on their pussies, spreading them apart while pounding my wife's juicy hole. My hands could feel how hot they were getting from the action.

"Yes, daddy!" Emily gasped at first then started moaning when I slid my fingers into her.

Kennedy just silently enjoyed my finger inside her as she watched Beth bouncing as she was fucked from behind.

I felt like an animal ravaging three women at once. I was enjoying my wife while fingering two more slutty girls. It was a dream I had countless times, but never imagined I’d actually get to experience it. This was such a turn-on!

Jenny, the only one I couldn’t reach, had risen up on her knees, looking over at the three other women and biting her lips like a lost sheep. She looked very turned on and frustrated as she waited for her turn to be used by me.

I smirked at her and just continued to pound my wife even harder.

"OH, FUCK, YES!!" I grunted out as my wife’s pussy suddenly tightened down on my cock.

Although her pussy was hungrily sucking on my dick, I did not forget to continue to finger Emily and Kennedy at the same time.

They were both squirming on either side of me as my fingers dived in and out of them. My main focus was my wife though, who looked about ready to lose it. Her face was red and by the sounds of her moans, I knew I had reached the limit of what she could take. Even though we had never done something like this before, I still knew my wife well enough that I could tell when she was about to finish.

"I'm going to cum, honey!" She cried out in pleasure as she pushed her butt back into my cock wanting more cock inside her cunt. "Oh god yes...yes!! Yes!!! Cum inside your slutty wife's hot little box!"

She pushed her hips up into mine grinding against me, causing me to push deep into her again; her tight tunnel squeezed around me and sent shockwaves through my body.

"Yesss! Right there! Fuck me, Jim! Fill me with cum! Give me your hot load! Make me pregnant again! Do it! Now! Please! Cum inside and make me yours forever!! AHHHHHHHHH…"

This was an entirely new Beth that I had never met before. She was openly voicing all of her dirty desires, screaming at me and begging for my seed to fill her womb. Beth had never been so naughty before. It was like she had been taken over by some erotic spirit.

I couldn't hold back any more and started shooting my thick creamy spunk deep inside of my wife's hungry hole as she screamed out loud. Her body shuddered as she felt the warm sticky fluid filling her up completely, making the room smell like sex as she collapsed against the headboard, breathing hard from our fucking.

I felt like I would never stop cumming, but knew I would have to soon or the other girls wouldn’t get their turn.

I smiled and pulled my dick out of my wife's tight snatch. It plopped out of her, a stream of white gunk dripping down as I freed my beast. I left my still dazed wife and pulled my fingers out of Emily and Kennedy as I looked for my next victim.

Even though I had just cum, the sight and smells was too much and my cock remained hard with desire.

"Fuck me, Daddy!" Emily whined out loud hoping I'd pick her next.

The thought of fucking mother and daughter back-to-back, and letting their naughty juices and smells intermingle, left me tingling on the inside. I nodded eagerly and moved behind my stepdaughter, kneeling down and sticking my dick into her pussy. She gasped and giggled at the sudden intrusion before closing her legs tightly.

"Yessss!" Emily moaned.

I grabbed onto Emily's waist and slowly slid myself in and out, enjoying how tight her little cunt felt while watching Kennedy and Jenny waiting there impatiently for their turn. Beth had curled up, her hand on her crotch, holding the semen inside her like she was looking to get pregnant again, although it was hard to tell her thoughts beyond contentment.

"Mmmm! Yes!" Emily hissed as her whole body started shaking and I started fucking her hard with long, powerful strokes; my dick pounding into this sweet young thing who was so eager to get fucked by her daddy. "Yes!! Fuck your daughter... you can even have my ass if you want.”

I might take her up on the offer eventually, but for the moment I let her take more pleasure from having a cock inside of her pussy. Her hands were on top of mine as she pumped my rod deep inside her as she started calling my name louder than ever.

Kennedy watched us intently with a perverted look on her face while Jenny was biting her lip while thinking about when she might be able to jump in.

I began slamming my hips against her ass while using my hands to squeeze her tits. My fingers pressing up under her nipples making her scream louder than ever. Her body trembled with pleasure as I fucked her harder and faster until we reached our peak together.

I felt my balls tighten and my dick throb in time with my climaxing daughter's pussy, which felt so good around it!

"Ahhhhhhhh!!! Daddy!! Fill me full of cum!! Make me pregnant!! Ahhh fuck!! YESSSS!!!" Emily screamed out loudly as I continued pounding away at her cunt and shooting rope after rope of spunk deep into her womb as she excitedly pushing herself back onto me wanting more of that big cock inside of her.

"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Kennedy moaned while watching us as I pulled out of Emily's dripping wet hole.

She was touching herself excitedly again, a fervent perverted look on her face. It looked like Kennedy hadn’t learned her lesson. Since she wasn’t being patient and dared touch herself, I turned to Jenny instead.

Jenny wasn’t looking at me, but at Beth. Beth had recovered a bit, and she was looking up at Jenny in a semi-exhausted state with a satisfied look in her eyes. It was as if she was giving Jenny the go ahead to enjoy me next.

Before I could move forward, Beth reached out and grabbed Jenny turning her over and putting her on her back. Beth then lay her naked breasts over Jenny and spread her legs in front of me. Her fingers skillfully spread Jenny’s pussy open, displaying the wet, dripping slit to me fully.

"Honey, can you fuck this pussy next?” Beth asked, causing my dick to twitch and my eyes to widen.

My sweet wife who I had struggled to maintain a marriage with and seemingly become so agreeable, that I couldn’t stand it. I fell in love with her all over again. Although, I recognized that I loved Jenny as well.

I moved between Jenny’s legs as my Beth reached out and grabbed my cock, practically guiding me in for landing.

Jenny looked on shyly while my wife guided my dick to Jenny’s tight hole and then shoved the head inside of her making. Jenny let out a moan. Her legs shaking slightly.

As I slowly slid myself inside of her, Jenny let out a soft moan. She was tight and hot on the inside, and the emotions we shared only made it feel better. I was looking forward to fucking her hard.

"Baby, just do me like you always do." She cooed happily while grabbing a hold of my arms holding on tightly feeling every inch going in. "You're so good with your cock in my pussy!"

With my wife literally between us, it felt odd at first. However, my wife didn’t get in the way, but instead helped us. She rubbed Jenny’s clit, and then encouraged me to fondle her tits.

"Yessss! FUCK ME!!!" With Beth’s machinations, Jenny was reaching her max arousal quicker than the previous two.

Jenny's eyes rolled into the back of her head and she was grunting as I was pounding her cunt with long deep strokes.

"Yes! Jim! Fuck her hard!" Beth moaned, watching her ex-husband’s wife fucking her current husband with delight.

I smiled at Beth then looked at Jenny who was still moaning loudly from the pleasure, having grown accustomed to Beth’s presence; only wanting more dick inside her until she came.

I slammed my dick inside Jenny again making her scream out loud from all the excitement. Her moans were so loud it was even catching Emily’s interest. She started teasing Jenny as well, attacking her nipples while her mom played with Jenny’s clit.

Only Kennedy remained out. She looked horny and miserable, but she wasn’t close to the other three women, who shared relations with each other, and felt awkward butting in.

"Ahhhhhh!!" Jenny moaned while I kept slamming my hips against her honey pot, my dick slick with fluids.

She started shaking uncontrollably as I pulled my dick out of her pussy before pushing my whole length inside once again.

"Fuck me harder Jim!! Give my pussy everything you've got!! YES!! Yes!! Cum in me! Fill me with cum!! Do it! Please! YESSSS!!!" She yelled as I continued pounding away at her pussy and she was molested by the other two girls.

Her cries became increasingly incoherent as her body trembled with delight until she felt like she couldn't take any more pleasure. Her legs were trembling and we both came together; screaming in unison!

"AHHHHHHHHHHHFUCCCK!!!"

I could feel her cunt squeezing around the head of my dick as our bodies shook from the intense orgasm. It was so hot knowing these women were getting off with each other, and it only made me more aroused.

As my dick finished, I slowly pulled myself out of Jenny's wet hole making sure not to lose a single drop I deposited inside her before moving over to Beth who had retreated a bit, watching me with a seductive and mischievous look. She was rubbing her tits, giving me a sight that reminded me of my college years.

When I suddenly reached out and grabbed Kennedy, she cried out in surprise. I pulled her on top of me.

"Work that big butt of yours. I want to see those cheeks bouncing on my cock!" I ordered in a stern voice as I rubbed my cock all over her dripping pussy making sure she could feel how wet she was getting.

She immediately got up on her knees and lined up my cock, with her pussy, her curvy ass facing my direction. She impaled herself on the shaft, not able to wait long enough.

"Ohh… I’ve been waiting for this.” She let out a moan of delight. “Ah!”

SPANK

I slapped her ass hard enough for everyone to hear it, every girl turning to the surprised Kennedy, who had fallen forward onto her hands, but had managed to keep my cock inside her. There was a red print on her ass now.

"You like that?" I asked, my hand stroking the red area I had just made.

"Yes, Master. I’ve been a bad girl. Please punish me.”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

I spanked each cheek making her squirm and wince from the pain. She made sure to lift her butt and drop it though, continuing to impale herself on my cock even as I punished her. The lewd and excited expression in her eyes said that she loved it though.

"Please, Master, I couldn’t wait. I deserve this." She begged, her voice sounding desperate.

SPANK!

"Please... Master..." She called out again, her butt bouncing up and down.

SPANK!

Every time she dropped her ass, I gave it another slap, which actually helped propel it back up again. I made sure to alternate between both cheeks, giving them each a good slap and making Kennedy scream out loud as her face turned bright pink.

SPANK!

I continued slapping her soft flesh one more time before Kennedy let out a loud squeal and began to grind her pussy on me. I realized that she was already nearing an orgasm.

 
"Harder, Master! Your slave has been touching herself without you.” Kennedy groaned out loud feeling every inch of me as I entered her tight pussy and her tits bounced freely.

I knew she was goading me on, but I couldn’t help myself, and I started to thrust up into her as she fell back down. Her ass clapped every time she dropped it.

Her eyes rolled up in the back of her head from the pain but she couldn't help herself from begging for more; moaning louder than ever from having my dick going all the way in and out of that juicy little box of hers!

"Fuck me, Jim! Fuck your boss.”

SPANK!

"Owwwwww!!!" Kennedy cried out as I stopped fucking her hard and instead started to pump slow and steady into her tight pussy. "What did you say? What did you call me?! Fuck your boss?"

SPANK!

I slapped her ass again.

"I'm sorry, Master! You’re the only boss. I’m just your cock sleeve! Ahhhh!"

Kennedy moaned loudly as I started slamming myself hard into her wet hole making her moan out loud from the intense pleasure I was giving her. My balls slapped loudly onto her clit sending shivers through her body.

My hands grabbed hold on both sides of her waist while I slammed away at her cunt making sure not to leave any part untouched for too long. She was so tight around me, making this fucking feel better than before knowing what was coming next. It only made me harder knowing the other girls were all watching this.

"Master!! I'm going cum!!! Oh, God yes... Yes... YESSSS!!" Kennedy screamed out as I felt her cunt tighten around me and she orgasmed.

I let loose a flood of hot cum deep inside of her. "OH GOD!! OH, FUCK YES!!!"

I pounded away at her cunt with long deep strokes while she screamed out loud and came. Her whole body started to shake uncontrollably while I continued to slam myself inside her until she finally fell off of me, slumping to the side in an exhausted and bruised state.

-----

I stepped back and looked at the four bitches laying there exhausted as well. They all looked satisfied and happy. I was impressed I managed to remain hard for all four of them in a row. I had even cum into each woman, possibly making her pregnant. Well, those that weren’t already pregnant, at least.

These women were mine, and allowed me to use them all I wanted. It was a dream any man would wish for.

I sat back on the bed between the four of them, putting my arms up on the headboard. The four women crawled between my legs and started licking my dick clean. It was amazing how fast they managed to clean up the mess when there was four of them.

The girls were all tired but still horny, and they soon started to fight over who got to lick my dick. Wanting to keep the team cohesion going, I immediately took charge.

"Share my cock properly." I commanded.

The girls all opened their mouths wide and stuck out their tongues eagerly.

"That's my sluts." I complimented as I positioned my dick in between them all, bringing them all together at once.

All four women immediately moved in close together and began to lick my shaft. Their tongues lapping up the pre-cum that was already starting to drip from my dick. It was almost hypnotizing watching them work their tongue around the tip of my cock while they eagerly worked to bring me off.

I leaned back, allowing them to continue sucking my dick as they took turns doing so. It was so damn sexy watching them take turns. I knew how hot it was making them as well.

It wasn't long before I felt myself getting ready to blow my load. I grabbed the back of the head of Emily who was the person whose turn it was, and forced her to swallow my entire dick. She gagged slightly from the size of my cock, but quickly recovered and went back to working on my cock with her mouth.

"Swallow it slut! Swallow my dick!!" I growled out loudly making her gag again.

"Yes, daddy!" She replied the best she could with a cock in her mouth.

She swallowed all the cum I shot into her mouth while the other three girls licked at my contracting balls. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had come to enjoy the taste. There was no longer any disgust, but pure love.

 
 
 
Then, Beth and Jenny sat next to me leaning in close as they kissed me passionately. I wrapped my arms around Beth's neck and pulled her close. Our lips met in a passionate kiss while we moaned into each other's mouths. Our tongues danced together while our hands caressed each other's body feeling the smoothness of our skin. While I did this, I had another hand cupping Jenny's breasts.

"Mmmmm!" Jenny moaned softly.

I broke away from Beth to give Jenny a smirk. She had been watching patiently as I played with Beth. I reached out and grabbed hold of her hand, bringing it to my lips where I kissed it before I brought a finger into my mouth and sucked on it.

"Are you ready for round two?" I asked kissing her deeply.

"YES!" Jenny responded enthusiastically while moving her ass closer to my crotch.

I got up from the side of the bed and reached out for Jenny. Jenny crawled to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs for me.

"Oh yeah! That's it, slut!"

I moved my hips back and forth, sliding my dick in and out of ger pussy while she moaned loudly. Her tits bounced wildly as I thrust into her from the side of the bed, her legs wrapped around my hips as she took it all.

"Oh god! You're so big! So fucking huge! MMMM!!!" She moaned loudly as I picked up speed.

I reached up and grabbed a handful of her hair, forcing her head back as I thrust my hips forward making sure she could feel every inch of my dick deep inside of her.

"Fuck me baby! Fuck me hard!!" Jenny yelled out loud.

Her words made me push even harder into her making her scream out from the intense pleasure we were giving each other.

"OH, FUCK YEAH!!!" She shouted as she came hard, her body shaking uncontrollably.

I held her tightly against me while I kept pumping myself in and out of her wet hole until I blew my load deep inside of her. We stayed locked together until we both caught our breath before breaking apart from each other.

We both lay there on the edge of the bed exhausted from the intense fucking we just experienced. Beth shoved Jenny aside and pushed me down right next to her before she climbed on top of me, grinding her pussy against mine. She looked down at me smiling.

"So, are you going to fuck me now?" She asked playfully.

"Hell yeah!" I answered excitedly.

Beth wasted no time and put my dick inside her waiting pussy, making us both moan out loud.

"FUCK!!" Beth screamed out loud as I moved in and out of her tight pussy making her body shake uncontrollably. "Honey, I love your dick! Fuck me! Fuck me like your personal slut!"

I grabbed hold of her waist and pulled her body tightly against me as I fucked her hard making her scream out loud again.

"Take that dick! Fuck yourself on it! Make me cum!!" I encouraged her.

I pounded away at Beth's cunt making her squirm on top of me while she moaned out loud. She was so tight around my dick, making this fucking feel even better than last time.

"Oh shit! Oh fuck! I'm cumming! Cum with me honey!!" Beth moaned loudly as I felt her tighten up around my dick as she orgasmed hard, squirting all over my cock.

I continued pounding away at her until I felt myself getting ready to cum once again. I knew I wouldn't be able to hold back much longer. I needed to fill her pussy full of my hot cum before I exploded all over the place.

"Cum for me bitch! CUM!!" I ordered.

"Yes!! Fuuuck! Cum with me!" She screamed out loud as she came again, spraying hot cum all over my dick as I kept fucking her hard.

I grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her down off the bed and onto the floor, pulling out of her wet pussy as I watched her lying there completely spent. I sat on the floor with my back pressed against the side of the bed, but my cock was still hard. Emily looked at me from above and smiled.

"My turn?" She asked.

"Yeah!" I answered.

Emily jumped on top of me and positioned herself above my dick. She slowly lowered herself down, feeling every inch of me slide into that tight little box of hers.

"Ahh!!!" She screamed out loud when I bottomed out inside of her. "Fuck yes!!!"

She started bouncing up and down on my dick, making us both moan out loud from the intense pleasure.

"Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your little girl!"

I reached up and grabbed hold of her waist while I lifted my feet up high into the air giving her even more room to move her hips back and forth. This position allowed her to bounce up and down on my dick even harder making her moan out loud as she rode me.

"Oh, fuck yes!" She screamed out loud. "Fuck me daddy! Give me your hot cum!"

I let go of her waist and grabbed hold of her tits, squeezing them roughly. I pinched one nipple between my fingers causing her to cry out loudly. Then I switched to the other breast and did the same thing before I squeezed them together hard and rolled them around in my hands.

"Oh god! Fuck me! Fuck your daughter! Fill me with your cum!" Emily begged loudly as she bounced up and down on my dick.

I reached down and grabbed hold of her ass cheeks, lifting her body higher as I slammed myself deeper inside of her. Her whole body shook violently as she orgasmed hard, squirting all over my dick as she came all over it.

When she finished coming, I dropped my hands from her ass cheeks and looked down at her beautiful face while I continued to pound away at her.

"Do you want my cum? Do you want my hot seed inside of you?" I asked.

"Yes sir! Please fill me up with it!"

I leaned in close and kissed her passionately while I fucked her hard. I couldn't help but think about how much I loved this woman. How much I wanted to make her mine forever. I would never let anyone or anything come between us ever again.

"You're going to be the mother of my child someday." I told her as I continued to fuck her.

"Yes, daddy!" She replied excitedly.

I felt the familiar sensation building up within me. It was only a matter of seconds before I was ready to blow my load deep inside her pussy.

"Here it comes baby!" I warned her.

I grabbed a hold of her hips tightly and buried my dick deep inside of her making her scream out loud from the intense pleasure we were giving each other. My balls tightened up, sending an intense wave of pleasure through my body as I unloaded my hot cum deep inside of her womb.

As soon as my orgasm subsided, I pulled my dick out of her and lay down on the floor next to her. Beth moved over beside me, rubbing my chest as we both looked down at Emily who was laying there breathing heavily.

"Was that good, honey?" Beth asked.

"Oh, my god, yes!" She replied happily. "That was amazing!"

Kennedy looked at me with expectation in her eyes.

"Well, what are you waiting for?" I demanded. "Get up here!"

"Yes sir!!" She said jumping over and crawling on top of me. "Let me show you how much I love it!"

She straddled my body, positioning herself directly over my dick. She looked at me with a smirk on her face before lowering herself down onto my cock.

"Oh fuck!" She cried out loudly as she slid all the way down my shaft.

I reached up and grabbed a hold of her waist while I lifted my legs up into the air which gave Kennedy even more room to move on top of me.

"Oh fuck! Yes!!" She moaned loudly as she began bouncing up and down on my cock while she grinds against me. "This is so fucking good! Keep fucking me! Fuck me harder!"

I grabbed hold of her ass cheeks and pulled her body tightly against mine while I continued fucking her hard. I could tell she was enjoying the rough treatment she was receiving from me.

I could also tell she was very close to another orgasm. I decided to change things up a bit. I reached behind her grabbing hold of her tits and squeezing them while I fucked her hard.

"Oh fuck! That's so fucking good!" She moaned loudly as she came again, squirting all over my dick as she came all over it, at the same time I poured my sperm deep inside of her.

We collapsed onto one another as she lay there gasping for air. We lay there holding each other, our bodies slick with sweat and our mind's fuzzy and satiated.

My cock felt completely drained. I had never cum so much in my life, and to do it eight times within the span of two hours was incredible.

After several minutes, I caught my breath before the four girls lean over to me, kissing me all over my face. They looked at each other and giggled, having grown more relaxed after spending all morning fucking.

"Looks like someone enjoyed himself." Beth spoke teasingly.

The others laughed along with her.

"What do you say we take a shower and then nap?" Jenny suggested.

"Sounds great to me!" Emily agreed.

I got up off the floor and helped Kennedy get up. The other three followed suit, helping each other up. Once we reached the bathroom, we resumed our orgy there, making the room filled with steam and the sound of wet slapping noises which echoed through the walls as the four women collapsed on the floor wet and satisfied.

With feeble legs, we all climbed into the large bed and fell asleep right away.
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lease, daddy, come!” I cried out, nearly in tears as I heard the sound of glass breaking.

“You fucking whore!” I heard the shouts of an angry man.

“Please, stop!” A wailing woman cried out.

This was the most terrified I had ever been, and I was afraid my words wouldn’t be understood by Jim, or worse, he might not care.

“I’m on my way.” His voice sounded so confident and manly, that for a moment I nearly forgot the situation I was in.

That’s when I heard the thumping of feet coming up the stairway, and I felt my heart skip a beat. The door slammed open, and I almost dropped the phone receiver in fear.

“Who the fuck are you calling?” He snarled.

His face was red with rage, and his nostrils were flared. He had an ugly expression on his face that felt so alien to me. This was supposedly my father, but I had never seen him like this before. I had never seen him so furious.

A week had passed since that incredible night of my birthday. I had so much fun. I hadn’t just gotten to play with Jim, but both of my mom’s, and a new playmate as well. I got to play around with a strap-on. My relationship with my family grew closer than ever, and my only hope was that we could do it every weekend.

Yet, that very next weekend, dad had demanded that Jenny and I spend the entire time with him, given that we had been spending so much time away lately. Although we had come out to each other, my father didn’t know anything about any of it.

Part of me wanted to just get it over with and tell the truth. I was tired of keeping everything hidden. However, Jenny and mom had both pleaded with me to keep the secret, and so I had.

However, I had made a mistake. Jim had given me a hickey after we made out a few nights ago. Both he and Jenny had warned me to keep it covered, but I had forgotten to wear a turtleneck and dad saw it. I had never expected him to explode into such a rage. Jenny had tried to defend me, and then he had exploded at her as well, claiming it was her fault that I was ‘turning into a slut just like her.’

“I-it’s no one.” I tried to claim.

“Was it the guy? Was it your boyfriend?” Tom sneered, his face consisting of none of the fatherly love I had become used to. “Is this why you’ve been avoiding home so much? Are you out fucking him?”

I looked away from him, feeling both hurt and humiliated. The fact that he was technically correct only made it hurt more. He didn’t even know it was with Jim. If he reacted this bad just thinking I was with some guy my own age, I was certain he’d kill me if he knew the truth.

In that respect, I feared he’d kill Jenny as well. Before I could come up with something to say, Jenny walked through the door and grabbed my hand. I felt a strange comfort. I had never accepted Jenny as my mother before. She was too young, and I had always seen her as dad’s piece of ass. However, we were far closer now. We loved the same man, and in some ways, I loved her too. I felt the warmth in her hand, and noticed the redness in her cheek. He had hit her?

“Emily, let’s go.” She tried to pull me out the doorway.

“Go?” Tom sneered. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“Tom… we’re through.” Jenny declared.

My eyes popped wide open. She had really said it. She was breaking up with Tom. It made sense. She was in love with Jim, so staying with Tom was a shitty thing, but I never expected her to say it with such conviction. I felt a bit proud for my stepmom.

“What?” he asked, his voice dangerous low.

“You are never going to touch me again.” Jenny spoke back, her body shaking with anger. “I want a divorce.”

“Heh…” Tom smirked, and then threw his head back and laughed. “Hahaahahaha.”

The two of us looked at each other, but when we took another step toward the door, he moved to block us.

“You’re not leaving.” He spoke darkly, and the fear I had been feeling grew, my hand tightening on Jenny's.

Just when I feared what would happen next, I heard the door open and shut. I felt a wave of relief, but then I realized I had only called Jim a short while ago. He was at work, and while Kennedy would let him do whatever he wanted, it was still a bit of a drive.

“Jen? Emily?” Mom’s voice called out unsuspectingly.

Since Mom and Jenny starting getting close, Mom called Jenny ‘Jen’, and the two had become inseparable. Even on days that Jim wasn’t involved, Mom wanted to hang out with Jenny. Jenny didn’t know what to make of Mom’s enthusiasm, but I knew deep down she was lonely and admired Mom like an older sister. It only made my relationship with my stepmom feel even closer. They were both my mom.

“Stay here!” He growled, and then turned and slammed the door.

I could hear him thumping down the stairway, and I felt even more fear as I realized he was heading for Beth. I took one look at Jenny, and then raced to the door and opened it.

“Mom! Run! Please, Run!” I shouted as loud as I could, putting as much panic in my voice as I could.

“Emily?” Mom didn’t seem to grasp the severity of the situation. “Tom, What is- ahhh!”

Mom let out a scream, and I felt my heart clenching as I raced out the door. I had heard a slap and a thud, and I knew he was attacking Mom now too.

“Wait!” Jenny cried out, but I couldn’t wait when it was my mother in jeopardy.

I raced down the stairway and into the room where I saw my mom holding her cheek on the floor and my dad standing over her with a furious look.

“What the hell, Tom?”

“You’ve been helping Emily be a good little whore for her boyfriend.” Tom snarled. “Did you even teach her how to suck dick?”

“What are you talking about?” Beth demanded, although her expression looked more shocked than confused.

“Have you also been filling my wife’s head full of lies? Are you the reason she wants to leave me?”

Beth’s eyes flashed. “Has she? It’s about time. All of us can leave, and you can just fuck off.”

“Oh? You’re going to go back to that useless, pathetic husband of yours?” Tom asked, laughing. “I have to say, watching you be miserable with that bastard all these years has given me great joy. I tell you what, I’ll accept you back. If you like Jenny so much, I’m willing to share.”

“You’re a fucking pig!” Beth snapped.

“Shut up!” He raised his foot, and before I could stop myself I shoved him, causing him to lose his balance and fall onto the couch.

“Leave mom alone!” I shouted, immediately reaching for Mom.

I was crying as I helped her get to her feet. “Honey…”

“Mom, let’s go.” I asked tearfully, my body shaking.

Mom didn’t hesitate to start pulling me toward the door. I wanted to mention that Jenny was still being left behind, but I was too afraid to talk.

“You ungrateful bitches!” I heard dad shout behind us, and it took all I had to stop myself from collapsing to the ground and pissing myself.

I heard a crash as mom and I limped down the hallway, and as we reached the front door, dad appeared at the end. He had a lamp in his hand, and was holding it by the handle like it was a cudgel. He slammed the lamp into the wall, shattering the bulb and causing the lampshade to fall down.

Mom started fumbling with the door, but she seemed to be having trouble getting he door open. Tom started to walk toward us with the lamp clenched in his hand, and an insane look in his eyes.

“Precious little Emily, if you wanted to live like a little slut, I would have been happy to break you in myself.”

Mom let out a sob, finally getting the door open. “Let’s go.”

“I’m going to fuck you both! You, Emily, and Jenny will be my little sex toys!” He sprinted at us.

Mom was about to exit, but she reached out and grabbed me, putting herself in front. I cried out as he lifted the lamp ready to bring it down on Mom.

At that moment before he delivered his blow, there was a sudden loud thump. His eyes went wide, and then rolled up into his head. A moment later, he collapsed to his knees, and then the ground. He fell unconscious, and we were able to see behind him.

“The only one who will touch me again is Jim.” Jenny declared, standing behind us with what looked like a large rock in her hand.

“Jen!” Mom finally broke into tears, throwing her arms around the other woman.

My two moms hugged each other, and I couldn’t help but throw my arms around them. The three of us held each other a sobbed right there. I distantly realized that I could hear police sirens coming closer, as well as the color of red and blue.

It was fifteen minutes later when Jim pulled up. He ran through the cops up to my mom, who was being treated by paramedics. She threw her arms around him, and he kissed her thoroughly. I felt a bit left out, wishing that he did the same to me.

When his eyes turned to me, I saw just as much worry and love, and I couldn’t help but shiver. I rushed over and hugged him as well. I wanted to kiss him, but I was afraid I’d start crying again.

“It’s okay.” He said, stroking my head lovingly. “I called to cops as soon as I got your message. Did they arrive in time?”

“Just in time.” Jenny declared, giving a look to the pair of us.

Her look was clear. Jim didn’t need to know how bad things had gotten. He likely would have never forgiven himself if he had known how bad it was, and how close we had come to being really hurt.

Instead, the cops arrived a few minutes after Tom was knocked unconscious, and he was now unconscious chained in the back of a cop car.

Jim gave a relieved look, his eyes filled with love, and I realized that he was a better father than Tom had ever been. I couldn’t even see him as my dad anymore.

“Did you… do as I asked?” Jim asked Beth, looking slightly uncomfortable.

Beth smiled slightly, and then pulled out her phone and hit play. The sounds of crashing and Tom’s violent speech sounded out. She quickly ended it as Jim’s expression turned to a frown.

“Yeah, I got it.” Beth nodded and then glanced at Jenny. “With this evidence, we can get a restraining order. Tom won’t be causing us any more trouble.”

“No, he won’t.” Jenny nodded, and when we all looked at her, she blushed guiltily. “I’ve actually been doing some work myself. Since I started thinking of leaving Tom, I knew he wouldn’t let me leave willingly. I started snooping around Tom’s business papers, and found he’s been committing some tax evasion. It’s enough to get him five years. My original plan was to just threaten him, but after everything, I think I ought to release it to the IRS.”

We were all shocked, and Jim’s mouth fell open a bit. Jenny had seemed the sweetest and most innocent, but she could be really vicious when she wanted to be. She really went for Tom’s throat!

“Jenny! Jenny!” Tom’s cry came out, causing us all to look toward the police vehicle where he was handcuffed.

He had woken up, and was shouting for her.

“I can-” Jim began, but Jenny put her hand on his chest and shook her head.

“It’s okay, I got this.” She surprisingly reached down and took his hand, and Beth let her pull him over as they approached the cop car.

I followed next to them, both slightly afraid and curious about what my stepmom was about to do.

“We’re getting a divorce.” Jenny declared. “You better find a good lawyer. I already have one.”

“You… bitch…” He tried to fight against his handcuffs.

“Oh, and one more thing. Jim’s a better lover than you’d every be. His dick is bigger too.”

She grabbed Jim and kissed him. His eyes widened, but he didn’t stop her and even gave her butt a squeeze. She turned to Tom and flipped him off before walking away.

Something about her attitude seemed to infect me. While Tom was staring in complete shock, I decided to step forward too.

“He’s a better daddy than you’ll ever be.” I found myself saying. “I love him too.”

I kissed him as well, leaving him even more shocked.

“Aggghhhhhh!” Tom let out a shout, losing it as he tried to get out of the car.

In an instant, a dozen cops were on him as he screamed expletives in our direction. Although I had been so bold a moment before, his rage scared me and I let go and fled back to mom. I heard one of the cops speaking as I walked.

“Damn, that guys got to be one of the luckiest men alive.” He was looking between Jim and the three of us.

I got embarrassed, but Mom straightened herself and glared back at him. “We’re lucky women.”

The cop held up his hands defeated, retreating to his own task as Jim returned to us. After giving our statements, we returned back to Jim’s house, and although it was small, it felt more like home than Tom’s house ever had.

After that, Tom did end up getting three years. Jenny was also able to divorce him with no contest. Not only getting a restraining order, but she took him to the cleaners. His fortune had become her fortune, and just in time, because his business went belly up on account of tax fraud while he was in jail. He ended up with another three years.

Jenny wanted to give the money to Jim and Beth and live together with them, but by that point, Jim had ended up getting another promotion. His higher ups worried he wouldn’t be happy with just being a co-manager. In exchange for signing a waiver that he’d never release the details he knew, he was promoted to district lead. He started making more than even Tom did on a good month.

Naturally, with him being Kennedy’s boss, there was little change in their relationship. She had already submitted to him completely, so this only made her more committed.

Eventually, Daddy bought us a new house, a big mansion with a pool and a workout center. We needed it with the babies on the way. That was right, plural. Daddy did a good job getting everyone pregnant, including me.

Soon, our house would be full of children. I rubbed my bloated stomach, thinking about how awesome my future would be. There was a time I never thought I’d have a future, but now that I found the man for me, I only saw a future filled with happiness.
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