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Dr. White's Code of Sluts Ch. 01 Pt. 01

	 

	(This story is posted on the Literotica website. Do not repost anywhere else without the author’s consent. For fans of my stories, they know what kinds of things to expect. This story deals with similar themes as the stories by wannabeboytoy, seducedHylas, and Dark Betrayal, namely cheating, betrayal, and heartbreak. If stuff like that isn’t your cup of tea, then you probably shouldn’t bother reading it. I do not condone any of these actions in real life. This is just a story. Enjoy.)

	(Also, this is a continuation of a story that begun in my story “Hurricane Gina”. While it’s not necessary to read that one before this one, it would provide some added context, I’m sure.)

	 

	 

	 

	(Dr. White)

	My name is Dr. Jennifer White, and I am a fully licensed sex therapist.

	I got my Bachelor’s degree at the University of Chicago, where I double majored in psychology and sociology. I went to med school at the University of Michigan, and at all these levels, I graduated with honors. I did my residency at the Mayo Clinic in Minnesota, I had been published multiple times in APA journals for various studies and research I had taken part of. And now, at the age of 30, I was one of the most accomplished young therapists in the country, running my own practice where I had received multiple commendations. I was well known by my peers as one of the rising stars in my field, and the multiple degrees and awards on my wall supported this. I had accomplished a lot in this field already.

	And I also just had sex with a patient’s husband for the first time, and it was life-changing.

	But anyways, I had been working professionally for a few years, and I now worked at a small but thriving practice. My office had received multiple accolades and awards, and I was very conscious about remaining fully accredited and licensed, to keep everything on the up and up. I had trained with some of the best minds in the field, and my resume was filled with more recommendations than anyone could hope to ask for. My grades in school had been impeccable, and my work ethic had served me well, making my journey through med school about as smooth as possible.

	Now, just going back for a moment, when I said I had sex with a patient’s husband, I’m not just talking about a normal hook-up, or something where I only learned who he was after the fact. No, I knew exactly what I was doing when I chose to fuck him. And it wasn’t just us two, either, it was actually a three-way! And I’m not talking just any standard threesome. I’m talking about me, my patient’s handsome studly hubby, and my patient’s smoke-show of a mom. I mean, it was an insane thing to involve myself in, but I couldn’t deny that it was the best sex I’d ever had!

	So, moving on… my initial plan while coming up through school was to go into family therapy, which I did indeed practice for a couple years during my training. But I always held this fundamental fascination with sex and human sexuality, and part of me always wanted to delve into it a little further and really explore that side of things. But, coming from a somewhat conservative family, I feared what their response would be if I told them I wanted to be a sex therapist. Seems like a silly way for a grown woman to think, but I was younger then, and those concerns were really important to me at the time.

	But, as I went through school and began my training in family therapy, economic hard times hit, and getting work in that field became slim pickings. It was an expenditure people couldn’t justify making in times of hardship, so the jobs began drying up. My adviser did her job and gave me advice, laying it all out for me, letting me know that positions in this field were sparse, and if I wanted to pivot into a different arm of therapy, one that might have more job prospects, now was the time. It seemed like a sign from God to explore a field I found endlessly fascinating, so I decided to just take a chance and go for it.

	It was then I switched gears from family therapy to sex therapy. On top of it being a field I really enjoyed delving into, I knew the job prospects were a lot more promising, as it would be likely I’d be the only game in town wherever I ended up. Plus, there was a certain flashiness and cache to the title of “Sex Therapist” that might catch some attention.

	Pivoting towards sex therapy required some additional education and training, but it was truly worth it. I have been working in that field for a few years now, and my practice has only grown more successful. While my main focus was on sex related matters, I was still happy to pick up patients who were seeking out a standard therapist. More people needed a regular therapist than a sex therapist. And while I had the market cornered in this neck of the woods in regards to sex therapy, picking up regular patients on top of that helped pad out my schedule and get more people through the door. Additionally, I still did have some carryover patients from my family therapy days, leading to a few awkward moments in the waiting room. But overall, things were running smoothly.

	I’m the type of person who is committed to doing my absolute best at whatever I choose to do. I did research into sex therapy even before it became my job, and once I decided to make it a career, I made it a point to read as many clinical studies as I could, some of them going back to the 1800’s, and some of them on the bleeding edge of research in this field. It was all extremely fascinating, and I truly loved it. It was what I was meant to do, and I had high hopes for the future. My goal from the beginning was to use my knowledge of both the history and the present of this field to push it forwards in new and exciting ways.

	And yeah, I think you could count recent events as a major breakthrough!

	The funny thing is, for a sex therapist, my own sex life hadn’t ever been very active. I certainly enjoyed sex, of course, but I’d never had it steady enough for it to become an absolute necessity. Back when I was in high school, I’d been a bit of a late bloomer, and I suppose that carried over into adulthood. I’d always been the type to be more focused on my work and my studies than my personal life. Not that I was a prude or anything, I just didn’t make time for that kinda stuff. And while I was certainly not unattractive, I was too quiet and studious to stand out, with most guys ending up with girls that were more outgoing and effervescent. That being said, I’d had a few relationships, both back in school and in my adulthood. But none of them lasted long, and to be honest, none of them exactly lit my world on fire either. So, I was a lonely, studious sex therapist who didn’t have much of a sex life. I know this sounds like the premise of a lame rom-com, but it was how it truly was for me. I just didn’t have any great drive to find a relationship and start a family and make babies. I had too much work to do.

	So, I’m probably the last woman you’d imagine getting pulled into a hot, nasty, mother-in-law/son-in-law three way, but yeah… I had done that! That alone probably pulled me even with women far more promiscuous than myself in terms of sexual accomplishments.

	I was a bit of a homebody. On a typical night, I would much rather go home to my apartment and relax and watch reality shows than go out to a bar and flirt with guys. I enjoyed my life, despite how quiet and uneventful it was. My work gave me enough satisfaction where I felt like I didn’t need a boyfriend or anything like that to feel complete. Sure, I wish I had a more active sex-life, I mean who doesn’t? But honestly, I was doing okay without it. It just didn’t feel essential to my happiness. So, for most of my twenties, I was an attractive and successful woman with almost zero sex-life.

	You would think this would taint my advice as a sex therapist. If anything, I think my lack of a sex life was part of the reason I went into this field. Sex was this thing I was on the outside of for the longest time, this mysterious rite of passage that other people were taking part in and enjoying, and I wasn’t. People changed because of sex, letting their thoughts and desires consume them, and I just didn’t quite get it. I didn’t share that view of things. I certainly had my own needs and desires, but I’d never had this incredible, religious experience that others seemed to. Wars were fought because of sex. The modern world was consumed with sex. At the center of everything was sex. And I was driven by a need to understand why.

	To make up for my lack of practical experience, I studied these things on an intellectual level. I read books, I read case study after case study. And as silly as it sounds, I watched a lot of porn for research purposes. Honest! I know that sounds like reading a nudie magazine for the articles, but in my case, it was the truth. I mean, not only with porno movies, but I literally did go back and read some of these nudie magazines for the articles, and I did get some good information out of it. I was a voracious reader in general, and some of the most important things I’d ever learned came from books. I did my best to gain experience on an intellectual level in any way I could so I could give the best advice possible to my patients. And for a while, I thought this would be enough to get the job done.

	In retrospect, I was very wrong.

	This truth was exposed to me by another. That aforementioned mother of one of my patients. The one who spurred on that fateful threesome involving myself and her daughter’s husband. A woman who I initially thought of as a lesser mind, just some oversexed older woman.

	How wrong I was…

	I almost laughed looking back at how much I’d underestimated her, a woman I now practically idolize. A woman who’d impacted my life in such a substantial way in such a short period of time. But that skanky older woman… Gina… she was absolutely brilliant. I was someone who understood all this stuff on an intellectual level, but Gina… she knew it on a ground level. Even as a woman in her forties, she was out there, getting laid like crazy, picking up actual real experience with every young dick she ensnared. I plied my craft behind books, she did her best work between the sheets. I still remember sitting down with her during our first appointment. Despite me seeming to have a position of power over her thanks to my job, from the start of our conversation she was the one in control. Her devilish words and clever mind quickly caught my interest, her mind conjuring a web of filth so potent that it cut through my professionalism like a hot knife through butter, stirring something inside me I didn’t know was there. She intended to seduce and fuck her son-in-law, and she didn’t even try to pretend otherwise, laying out every step of her plan to me, a plan that required my assistance. She so casually wanted me to betray her daughter’s, my patient’s, trust, for the sole intention of helping her, an already oversexed older woman, to get the filthy sex she craved. My logical mature mind at first rejected this request outright, but she didn’t give up. She kept spinning her web, painting a picture of something truly filthy, and as much as I tried to deny it, the temptation of a life of hedonism that defined her life drew me in like a siren’s song. So much so, that by the end of that conversation, I somehow found myself on her side. I couldn’t quite believe it. It was all so new and exciting and wicked… I just had to explore it further.

	Jenny, her daughter and my patient… she trusted me completely. I considered her a friend. Yet, as I helped aid the destruction of her marriage at the hands of her mother, I couldn’t deny the forbidden rush of excitement coursing through me. I felt a true, bone-deep sexual excitement that I had never once experienced. For the first time, I’d glimpsed upon the sublime. I’d found my thing, core desires that had never been toyed with before.

	And it was all thanks to Gina.

	She stimulated me on both an intellectual level and a sexual level. Not that I was necessarily attracted to her, at least at that point, although she was smoking hot, but the magic she could kick up in her wicked mind struck a chord with me that damn near left me speechless. Gina… just being in her presence, and interacting with her… it was just intoxicating. Being around her, watching her at work… I felt caught up in her wake as she laid out every step of her plan. All I could do was hold on for the ride.

	It was amazing how quickly she had it all worked out. Within minutes of meeting me, she had me read like a book. Instead of treating me as an obstacle, she saw me as an opportunity, so instead of trying to fight me off, she brought me in.

	As a chronic learner, I began to view her as a twisted older teacher, a mentor, even at that early stage. She was spouting lessons, and despite my initial dislike of her, I was taking notes the whole time. Along the way, I had inadvertently become her apprentice. In a way, she was regarding me as a daughter more than her actual daughter, and I found myself following along.

	And wow, was it ever worth it.

	Let me first pause for a moment and explain the case more fully. To sum it up quickly, my recent work with Jenny revolved around the fact that she was having recurring nightmares where her husband and mother were having sex. Based on all my experience and my studies, my initial instinct was to prescribe it as her husband Matt having a deep-seeded older woman fetish, which reared its head fully around Gina. I’m sure he did his best to hide the fact that he was sexually attracted to his mother-in-law, but his wife was no doubt registering on a subconscious level. It seemed like a pretty straight-forward diagnosis, to be honest. This older woman fetish had been catching on lately, and after reading case study after case study detailing it, this felt like a classic case. Matt was attracted to Gina, despite his many denials, and this subconscious attraction was what was causing this consternation in his wife.

	But this was no normal case, as I was soon to discover. Gina was like no one I’d ever encountered. Her level of confidence, her hot body, and the fact that she had sex dripping from her pores… Gina was a fucking vortex, and she shaped everything and everyone around her. Her daughter was affected, her son-in-law was affected, and I was soon affected. And our responses were all different. Jenny was afraid of her, Matt was attracted to her, and I was intrigued by her.

	Jenny had a bright, lovely spirit, and she was very pretty. She could have really been a confident, vibrant, happy adult woman. But having Gina as a mom, a woman who would always be hotter and have a better body, left Jenny as an insecure mess, completely cowed by her mother’s superiority. And Matt… he probably didn’t even have a MILF fetish before meeting Gina. But him having a mother-in-law who was so nuclear hot made him interested in aggressive, hot-bodied older women like Gina. Despite his best efforts, him being attracted to his wife’s mother was simply undeniable.

	And me?

	Upon meeting her, I found myself so fascinated on every level by this woman that… I found myself just giving her what she wanted. My tacit agreement to aid in her pursuit of Matt by keeping Jenny out of the way. Giving in to her whims and allowing her free reign to seduce Matt turned me on to the core in a way I never had experienced before. And of course, she seduced Matt. Of course, she ended up in his bed, bouncing on his big fat cock, giving him pleasure he’d never known was possible. Women like Gina… they don’t fail. They don’t lose. Others bend to their will, no matter the damage caused. Part of me was horrified for helping reap such destruction, but my regrets… they fell by the wayside quickly.

	In exchange for my help, Gina pulled back the veil and showed me life on the other side, the life only insanely beautiful, highly-sexed women like her get to live in. She brought me in, showed me around, imparted her lessons to me, and used Matt’s obvious appeal to bring me in fully to her world of illicit, evil fucking.

	And GOD FUCKING DAMN, was it ever good!

	With Gina and Matt, I had the best sex of my life, world-shatteringly good. Before, I was barely getting laid, more focused on my work. But with Matt beneath me as I rode his big dick, and Gina’s wicked lips spewing her dark twisted lessons into my ear, I was screaming out like a whore as I gushed on Matt’s massive cock. I couldn’t believe how strongly my body reacted. My world was changed orgasm after screaming orgasm. Gina’s wicked ways were quickly imparted onto me, leading me to the point where I actively joined them in my friend and patient’s Jenny’s humiliation and downfall, because doing it was so intoxicatingly hot. Demolishing someone like her completely, using her downfall to ascend to something greater… as wicked as it sounded, it resonated with me in a near fundamental way. Embracing this illicit darkness was irresistibly tempting, and giving in to it was an incredible sensation that I couldn’t even begin to understand. I had to pursue this amazing sensation further, despite how illicit and immoral it was. It was my imperative as a sex doctor to do so. To understand sex fully, I had to fully explore its sinful nature.

	I had been fundamentally changed by this encounter. Changed as a person. Before this, I was a normal, professional, admittedly reserved woman. And after it… because of it… because of me sampling the waters of sin, I had become changed to such a degree that I’d actively allowed one of my patients, Jenny, a real friend, to be committed to a mental facility under the false pretense that she was making it all up, no doubt permanently shattering her grasp on reality. And alongside this act of betrayal, I continued to encourage an illicit affair between an older woman and her once kind-hearted son-in-law.

	The old me would never even dream of doing something like this, something so truly wrong. I’d betrayed my oath as a doctor and broken my trust with one of my patients just because the sex I’d had with her husband had been so fucking good. Her husband’s ability to make me scream like a whore and gush all over his big cock was enough to change who I was and what I’d be willing to do. I was a whole new woman now, and because of it, as crazy as it sounded, I felt no guilt for what I did. No shame. No bad feelings at all.

	I felt… great.

	I felt confident. I felt sexy. I felt amazing! I had touched the fires of sin, and I’d found myself already addicted to the heat. I was changed permanently. Those same fires had burned away everything I’d thought I was, exposing a side of me that I wasn’t aware existed. My approach as a sex therapist was changed forever. My approach to life was forever altered. Instead of fleeing from that blazing, unruly fire, I basked in its heat. I got used to its burning kiss so I’d never fear it’s flame again.

	So yeah, it had been a pretty eventful last few months for me.

	To be honest, I was still adjusting to this sudden gigantic, major, world-shattering change in my life. I was still trying to sort out everything that had happened, doing some pretty deep reflection and self-analysis, going over it all again and again, trying to figure out exactly how and why everything went down as it did. And the only way I knew to do this all correctly was to write it all down.

	I’d always been a chronic note-taker, so detailing my own thoughts and feelings on recent events allowed me to fully come to terms with what had happened. Not only had this whole thing turned me on, it also stimulated me on an intellectual level, so I spent a lot of time trying to understand why it just clicked with me. Why was this encounter so fundamentally hot to me? Why did me demolishing one of my favorite patients so thoroughly turn me on? Was this just specific to me? No… it couldn’t be, because Gina clearly felt the same way, as it had proven alluring enough for her to do it to her own daughter. Was this something so fundamentally hot that it translated to everyone, yet only a select few had discovered? I couldn’t say for sure, but it was certainly worth some further investigation.

	During this process, as I tried to figure out everything, I kept one eye on Jenny, studying her patient notes at the facility she was currently at, studying her reactions to the events forced upon her, and how those reactions affected me. It was amazing how far a person could fall once they stopped trusting their own mind. That, combined with some of the drugs they had her on, left her in a pretty broken state. Jenny had lost it, and at the rate she was going, she wasn’t getting out any time soon.

	Is it wrong to say this turned me on too?

	Obviously, it sounds bad, and well… it is. But the knowledge that I had impacted someone so fundamentally, that I had taken part in breaking and the crushing underfoot of another woman… it was a turn on that was beyond belief. It’s fucked up, I know. But there was something about proving yourself superior to another woman in the most ultimate of ways, by making the man she loves and trusts the most fuck you instead, committing himself completely to you and forsaking his wife in the process… It was thrilling beyond any sort of accurate description. And I was only on the sidelines of it. Gina and Matt were the truly guilty parties here. I simply enabled it… and bore witness to it… and in exchange, I was allowed a piece of the action. And even that was enough to rock my world. I couldn’t imagine what Gina felt encountering this feeling full force. It’s no wonder she would do such a thing at the expense of her own daughter. Damn… that must be sinful pleasure at its most potent…

	I stayed especially close with Gina for a good long while afterwards as I adjusted to my new normal. If Matt or Gina had any hesitation with this new arrangement, with me being involved in their business, they didn’t show it. I got a primo view at what comes after such a cruel, harsh, hot as hell betrayal, and the results were fascinating. You would think that a bond formed in such a manner might be an explosive one, but… it was quite the opposite.

	Gina and Matt were undoubtedly perfect for each other.

	They were all over each other, both in private and public. The fire between them burned bright once I’d help ignite it, and it only got hotter and brighter. Despite their many contrasts, they fit perfectly together, a fit so complete that you couldn’t imagine them being separate. It was pure chemistry, the bond forged between them a powerful one that once formed could never be broken. They were together now, and there was no going back. Matt thought that he was meant to be with Jenny, but in truth he was destined to be with her mother instead. And you simply couldn’t imagine it being any other way. The heat generated between them forged something stronger than any normal couple ever could. His flimsy marriage to Jenny didn’t stand a chance when faced down with this. And everything that had happened between them since their first encounter together only cemented this fact.

	Within months of their first fuck-session, they were married, she was pregnant, and Jenny was out of the picture completely. Her sexual whims had truly upended their worlds. Their union caused some social upheaval on his end, as he had betrayed his wife for her own mom, an older woman, and many who knew him wouldn’t stand for it. But I did, remaining friends with both as they delved deeper into their new relationship, keeping up with her and Matt as she imparted more life lessons on me every time we were around each other. And well, when you and another woman fuck a man at the same time on multiple occasions, working the same cock, even working over each other, for both Matt’s benefit and our own… the point I’m making is that when you and another woman see each other like this, at our most exposed… you start to gain an understanding of each other. I learned so much from her, both in and out of the bedroom, and she had affected me more than just about anyone else in my life.

	Like a college girl discovering booze, I really threw myself into this whole thing with them in the immediate aftermath. She imparted some tricks of the trade in terms of sex, showing me some of the things she does to really make a man lose control and completely surrender. She taught me some of the things that can’t really be put into words, setting an example, showing how she truly was a force of nature in bed.

	Some of the training was more, um… tactile. Namely, her helping train me how to take a cock up my ass. That was certainly something I’d never planned to try. The feeling on the matter was split among the women I’d met with in my role as a sex therapist, the ones who’d mentioned it at some point. Most said they’d never try it, or that they’d tried it once and swore to never do it again. But there was a small percentage of them that said they loved it. They swore by it, saying it was the best thing ever. As to where I landed on the matter, I was shocked to find myself falling in that latter category. I didn’t expect to like it, and sure, there was definitely a learning curve, and it certainly took some getting used to. But fuck… there really was nothing like it. When you cross that barrier and begin to truly enjoy it… it was a rush like nothing else. The first time I had a screaming orgasm with Matt’s cock up my ass, Gina looked so proud.

	I spent a lot of time with them beyond just the bedroom, at their place, or out on the town. She gave me advice on how to best project myself, to not only increase my appeal but gain a certain control over others from the moment of first introductions, and how to maintain that control over your image from that moment on. This included guidance on how to carry myself, both in attitude and choice of dress. It was all really good stuff, a lot of things I’d never really put much thought into in my daily life.

	But in other ways, she acted more like the wicked older sister who was a terrible influence. After a somewhat boozy dinner between just me and her, she convinced me to get a tattoo. I’d never had an inclination to get one, but she was selling it so hard! She was saying that when men see a girl with a tattoo, it’s like a bull seeing red. Good girls don’t have tattoos, but the bad girls who know to treat a cock right always have a slutty tat. She said for someone like me, it would be the perfect thing to do to make myself stand out. I wasn’t fully convinced, but she was so passionate about it, and I didn’t want to disappoint her, and I was a bit buzzed, so… That’s how I got a tramp stamp. Nothing too crazy, a pink heart, done in a cartoon style that made it look kinda like a balloon, giving it a certain curvature that made it look like a round, juicy ass. Which was fitting, given its location directly above my ass. There was a line in the middle of it, further inviting the comparison, acting as the crack between the round shapely cheeks of this faux ass. At the top of the crack, where the round edges of the heart were supposed to meet at a sharp point in between, you could see that’s where the heart was beginning to split. Starting in that spot was a cartoonish fault line propagating downwards through the balloon-like tattoo, the sides of the heart breaking apart. A “Heartbreaker”, if you will, which is what the tattoo was literally titled in the binder of designs we had skimmed through.

	The resemblance of the tattoo to a round butt was obvious to us even in our buzzed state. I wasn’t convinced at first that this was the design I wanted to put on my body, thinking that it was the type of tattoo a teenage girl would get on spring break. But Gina’s reading of it, that the only reason the heart was breaking was that the ass was so round and so perfect, that the heart wouldn’t be breaking if the ass was less impressive… the similarity between that idea and Gina’s worldview was enough to convince me. So, I got that “Heartbreaker” tattoo marked onto my body forever.

	In the light of day, I wasn’t so jazzed about it, finding it to be rather… gauche. But a tattoo, ideally, is supposed to be a permanent marking on your body that represents something significant, an important moment in time. So, in that sense, this marking on my body after such a monumental moment… getting a tattoo made sense. Looking at it that way… I didn’t regret it. I think even Gina knew it was a bit trashy, but… that was kinda the point. And seeing her proud smile of approval afterwards let me know I made the right choice.

	I could have kept talking to Gina and learning from her for years, but I knew eventually, the lessons had to end. I had to stamp out my own path. I had to leave Gina’s tutelage and fly out on my own. Make my mark on the world the same way she had, and do it in my own way. In a sense, I felt like my self-imposed leash had been removed. I was ready to wreak some real havoc, like Gina had. To delve deeper than even she had gone, to places no one else ever had gone before.

	And this was the start of it.

	I was standing in my office early in the morning, ready to get back to work, now a changed woman in so many ways. The whole Gina, Jenny, and Matt thing started fast, and it had gone on for months and months and months. When the smoke finally settled, and the happy couple settled into their life together, I opted to take a few weeks’ vacation to clear my head and sort everything out. I was long overdue for a vacation anyway, so this lined up perfectly, an opportunity to take in the breadth and scope of my last few months and begin anew. I relaxed, cleared my head, got pampered a bit, and prepared myself to return to work fully energized. And, with recent events very much top of mind, I allowed myself the leeway to be irresponsible, doing something I never thought I would be capable of, namely having a one-night stand with some random guy. It was perfectly good sex, enough to sate my immediate hunger, but it was nowhere near as good as what I experienced with Matt and Gina. To understand why, I would need to really hammer down on this stuff. It was time for me to go home. As fun as this break was for me, I was eager to get back to work and dig into all of this further.

	My first morning back, I found myself examining my reflection in the mirror as I waited for my first patient of the day. At Gina’s urging, I had evolved my whole look, letting my hair down, wearing more flattering clothing, using more expensive makeup. I had never paid too much attention to this stuff, but now, thanks to Gina, I understood their importance. Even I had to admit these small changes really worked wonders. My brunette hair now cascaded in waves down my back instead of being tied back. My sharp, intelligent eyes were behind a pair of thin, stylish glasses instead of some chunky, functional specs. My lips looked smooth and plump, a fresh coat of some really subtle lipstick making them look extra inviting. And my fresh, golden tan made my skin really glow. I smiled proudly… I looked really goddamn good!

	I admired the rest of me as well. A nice, crisp navy-colored skirt, down to my knees, hugging my legs and my heart-shaped ass. Below my skirt, I had on some dark stockings, flattering my slim, taut legs, all leading down to some very expensive high heels. I was never one for retail therapy, but spending a little money on myself really did seem to pay off. Up top, I had a slim blazer which matched the skirt, and underneath it I had a pearl-colored blouse with one button unbuttoned, allowing at glimpse at some skin while keeping it professional. No cleavage, unfortunately. Hey, I still had a job to do.

	I’d been working out more lately, and it fucking showed. Everything about my body had firmed up and tightened, but what really showcased my renewed efforts in the gym was my spectacular ass. My butt was pretty good before without really even trying. But now, after putting in just the slightest bit of work, it was just like… wow. Jutting out from my slim frame, each cheek firm and juicy and shapely, as soon as I turned around, it was like… BAM! It just jumped out there, perfectly round and mouthwatering. It really stood out in just about any outfit I wore. I kept catching guys staring…

	Thanks to my new workout routine, combined with my renewed confidence and new outlook on life, everything seemed to be going my way. I was even standing up straighter and prouder, which made my breasts look even bigger. I was already blessed with pretty large breasts, but the old me was so buttoned-up and reserved that people didn’t really notice. Big boobs like mine are meant to be appreciated, not covered up. As Gina taught me, a big pair of tits could do more damage than any weapon. I had a pretty impressive pair, but I’d never used them for my benefit. Even the lucky few who had seen them bare would underestimate their size. A lot of people thought they were DD’s, but now, with the new me who stood up straight and carried herself proudly, there was no mistaking their size. I had a nice, juicy set of EE’s, and I would not let a day go by without showing them off in some way. I was ready to make up for lost time.

	I looked good enough where I was half-tempted to text a selfie to Gina, just to let her see the results of the hard work she’d put into me. But I held back. I had started to feel like she was as ready to let me strike out on my own as I was, so I didn’t want to pester her. Last I knew, she and Matt were headed to Barbados for a week of illicit fucking. That amazing bitch was probably on a beach right now, her luscious body spilling out of a filthy bikini, no doubt, driving Matt crazy with lust. I was probably the last thing she was thinking about. And honestly, as hot as Matt was, and how good as he was in bed, I couldn’t blame her.

	Besides… I had work to do.

	I’d found something… amazing. Something that couldn’t be put into words, but that was the thing. I had to put it into words. That was my job. I had to figure this out. Document it. Sure, what I had done was not exactly ethical. But I was not so naïve to think that all great discoveries were made by following the order of things. If anything, stepping out of the norm was exactly what was required to find something great. And I’d just gotten a taste. A sample. While all that I had learned with Gina and Matt was great, these were lessons learned in an uncontrolled setting. Certainly fun and obviously life-changing, but difficult to quantify. No, to really figure this out, I needed to do the work myself. Keep track of my progress every step of the way, and sum up my lessons learned. Assemble them all together, and share the results when the time was right. Sure… it’s doubtful everyone would agree with this subject matter, but I had discovered something so sinful it would be irresponsible of me to ignore it. For science, and for my own sake, I had to do this. I had to dive back in those waters of sin and get a better feel for it. It was my duty. And I was ready to do what was necessary to get the job done.

	It could be my life’s work…

	Smiling to myself, readying myself for the day, I headed to the desk and buzzed my receptionist.

	“I’m ready.”

	 

	 

	 

	Annie had been a patient of mine for a while.

	To sum it up, she had a lot of things going for her. She was a pretty young blonde with a bright, effervescent smile. She had a good, well-paying job, and she was happily married. But being raised by a very demanding aunt gave her a lot of self-esteem issues, so she found it helpful to come to therapy to talk things out. As I came highly rated, she sought me out, and for a few years now, we’d had a good thing going.

	As Annie stepped into my office, she gave me a surprised look, admiring my new appearance.

	“Wow… looking good, Jen!” Annie said as she gave me a hug.

	“Well, I thought I’d try something new…” I explained warmly.

	“Well, it’s working. Wowza!” she said with a big grin. We made further greetings as we settled in, me sitting in my chair with my notebook in hand, and her on the couch. As we began chatting warmly, I reflected on our history. Even though I was the doctor and she the patient, opening up as she did is a very intimate act, so it was hard not to let a friendship form between us. She was about five years younger than me, so we had developed an almost sisterly relationship, with me as the knowing older sister, and her as the unsure younger one. Since we’d known each other for years now, she trusted me completely, and I’d never given her any reason to doubt me. My advice had always checked out, so she had faith in my wisdom, no matter how much she pushed against it initially.

	As we got talking and got caught up on things, our conversation quickly turned to the one thing it always seemed to in these talks. Her husband. Annie had hoped that marrying Eddie would put an end to her self-esteem issues, but it only caused them to flare up more.

	“It’s just…” Annie stated, trying to find her words. “I mean, I love him, obviously. He’s the one. I love him, and I know he loves me. But I just can’t shake it… I just can’t shake all those negative thoughts.”

	“That he’s gonna cheat on you?” I finished, knowing her meaning based on previous discussions, but wanting to confirm nonetheless.

	“Yes!” she replied. “And, it’s like…” she paused, rubbing her forehead in consternation. “I don’t want to do this again. I can’t! You know my history, Jen. I’ve torpedoed so many relationships because I freaked out and got convinced my boyfriend was cheating on me. And you, Doc… you helped me get over all that. I know that it’s not a good look, and I’m doing what you said. But… ever since we got married, it just keeps flaring up. I can’t shake it. He’s the one. He’s my soulmate. And I’m convinced I’m eventually gonna screw it up somehow.”

	“What kind of things make you paranoid?” I asked calmly.

	“Oh, fucking everything,” Annie said exasperatedly, leaning back into the couch. “If he’s late at work, I imagine some fucking harlot is there flirting with him. When he goes to the bar with some friends to get some drinks, I imagine that he’s probably getting hit on every step of the way. When we’re at a party and he’s out of my sight, I always think that some whore is riding him in one of the bedrooms. Even, like, when he’s on his phone, and I don’t know who he’s talking to, I’m afraid he’s texting with some girl. Some side-chick. I know it sounds crazy, but… that’s what I think about! I literally have to stop myself from checking his phone!” Annie said, shaking her head before putting her face in her hands, frustrated with herself. I waited for a moment before replying.

	“Annie…” I began patiently, smiling warmly at her. ‘You know what to do in times like these. Just step back, close your eyes, take a deep breath, and remind yourself that all these negative thoughts aren’t true. You are strong… you are confident… you are not that woman anymore. You are not that person. You are not the woman your aunt would say those awful things about, and you never were.’ She smiled at this affirmation, but she seemed unconvinced. “And besides… he did put a ring on it. I think he actually likes you.” I said with a grin.

	“People get divorced all the time…” Annie said, smiling sadly, still looking at the negatives.

	“Marriage is based on trust and faith in your partner. It’s okay to… not think about these things. To just bask in your marriage and settle for the peace and quiet. Obviously, marriages require work to stay healthy, but you can’t let the poison infect it when the roots are still forming. Strengthen them. Nurture them. Live the life you want with the man you love and set the tone for the rest of your lives together.” I stated. She paused and nodded and gave me a knowing smile.

	“I know…” she said. There was a long pause before she spoke up again. “The stupid thing about it… and I know this shouldn’t matter, but… Eddie’s the hottest guy I’ve ever been with. If I screw it up, I’ll never be as lucky to get someone as hot as him again.” I grinned as we shared a sisterly smile.

	“Do you think you’re screwing it up?” I asked.

	“I don’t know… I mean we have little fights, like every couple does,” she began, and I nodded in agreement. “I think it’s like… when these feelings rise up in me, I get upset, and then I take it out on him. It’s not fair to him, I know, and I know the problem’s totally me. I wish I didn’t get upset. I wish I didn’t doubt myself. Then everything would be better,” she said, putting her head down.

	“I see…” I replied. At this, Annie reached into her pocket and took out her phone, opening it up and glancing at it. As she scrolled through her phone, she smiled. “I’m sorry, it’s just… when I get worked up, I take a look at pictures of him… or us together… and it calms me down, you know?”

	I smiled and nodded, but as I did, a new thought rose into my mind.

	Up to now, I was giving her the same advice I would have before. Even though my worldview had been forever changed by recent events, I wasn’t sure yet how deep those changes would go and when they would reveal themselves. I knew my boundaries had been forever altered, and I knew that I would probably be crossing them again in the future. But I didn’t know when and where I would do so. But for the first time, with literally the first patient I’d met with since my return, I felt the new me rise to the surface in a way it wouldn’t have previously. And before I could think twice, the new me spoke.

	“Can I see?” I asked, glancing at her.

	“Oh… yeah, of course!” She said, feeling dumb for not thinking of that before. “Here… it’s my favorite picture of him.” She passed me her phone and I took a look at Annie’s husband for the first time. I did my best to control my reaction, but just… wow.

	Her husband was something special.

	The picture was of Annie and Eddie at a party together, cans of beer in hand. Eddie was tall, maybe a good foot taller than Annie. He looked to be in very good shape without looking like he tried. He dressed well, with a slim shirt that highlighted his fit chest and nice arms without looking like some preening douchebag. And glancing at his face, I couldn’t help but note that he was very, very attractive. He had a warm, friendly smile. A five o’clock shadow added some ruggedness to his handsome, boyish face, with friendly looking eyes. He had nice, dark brown hair, looking stylishly unkempt. God, he was actually really hot…

	I could feel my nipples harden already.

	In the picture, he had his arm around Annie, with her pushed in against him, a huge smile on her face, the love she felt for him was obvious. It was clear this was a couple that was madly in love with each other, and this is what caught my attention most of all.

	“He’s pretty hot, isn’t he?” Annie asked.

	“Well…” I paused, trying to hide any outward reaction I might be having as I handed her phone back to her. “You did a good job,” I said with a diplomatic smile.

	“And he’s a schoolteacher at a pretty fancy private school, so he’s so good with kids. I mean… he’s literally perfect! I don’t know how I got so lucky,” Annie effused. “He’s, like, the perfect man! So, please Jen… help me. Help me not screw this up. I love him, and I know he loves me. He’s a great husband, and he has a great job, and he’s hot, and he’s great in bed, and he’s way more patient than I deserve. He’s the best husband I could ever ask for, so please… don’t let me blow this!”

	I nodded and smiled. The old me knew better. The old me would never think the things I currently was thinking about. But I had tasted the other side, and I couldn’t forget it. I couldn’t help but follow these new instincts of mine, damn the consequences. Damn the fact that Annie was my patient and my friend. As wrong as the outcome would be, I knew it would be worth it. I knew deep down that my future was in that direction, and I couldn’t resist walking towards that beacon. Not just because of the immediate lust and attraction I felt for Eddie, but the intellectual curiosity that had been stirred inside me by Gina and Matt. I had to play this out, even if it meant Annie would be demolished in the process. Even if it meant she would be so riddled with insecurity that she could never fall in love or be even be happy again. Even if it meant I would take advantage of her total trust in me, the work I was doing could prove to be so much more significant than such things. I looked up at her smiling, expectant face.

	“I think I should meet your husband,” I said to her, and she sat back slightly at this.

	“I, uh… I don’t know…” she stated shyly. I feared part of her already suspected something, but I quickly shook those thoughts aside. She was just nervous about making her fears apparent to her handsome hubby.

	“He knows you come to see me, right?” I asked.

	“I mean… yeah, he knows I talk to you. He doesn’t pry or anything. He’s super understanding with me, because he’s fucking perfect in every fucking way. It’s just… I don’t know, this is a separate thing for me. This world… and my life with him. It just feels weird to bring him in to this.” Annie said. “It’s like your work friends hanging out with your real-life friends.” I smiled warmly at her.

	“I assure you that this is perfectly normal. I’ve brought in friends, spouses, parents. Trust me… it helps. Openness and honesty is always the best policy.” I said, openly lying to her for the first time. I wasn’t mentioning the fact that the last time I brought in other people to help a patient, I ended up working against my patient, facilitating the path that led to her ending up in a mental facility after her husband was stolen from her by her own mother. And it was all because of me, and my actions. The fact that I was able to permanently alter three people’s destinies from right here in this chair was a sensation of power that was almost intoxicating. A new sensation that I couldn’t ever forget. A sensation I couldn’t resist repeating. “You’re gonna be spending the rest of your life with him, right? This is something you should get to the bottom of now.”

	“Maybe he’ll be weirded out by you being a sex therapist. I mean, I know we first met before you pivoted into that, but it might be hard to explain,” she threw out there, searching for anything.

	“He sounds like a smart man. I’m sure it can be explained to him,” I replied patiently.

	“I don’t know…” Annie said, unsure. “Do you think this is really necessary? What do you want to talk to him about?”

	“If you’re worried about me sharing your secrets or anything like that, don’t worry. Doctor-patient confidentiality applies. I can’t say anything we’ve discussed here without your okay. I’ll just talk with him about a few things. I know you’re concerned about him cheating, so let me… feel him out a bit, get to know him. I have a good read on these things, and I can pick out a cheater pretty easily. I’ll talk to him, give him the once over, and give you the thumbs up once I can clear him. And honestly, from your descriptions, I don’t expect any issues. Trust me Annie… I can give you the peace of mind you crave. So you can trust him when he’s out of your sight, and not imagine him with another woman. So you can have faith in him that he’s not out there fooling around on you when your back is turned. So you can watch him texting on his phone and trust that he’s not chatting up another woman. Annie… I truly think this is for the best.”

	Annie thought it over for a bit, weighing her options. It was clear she didn’t actually want to involve Eddie in any of this, but the temptation of peace of mind was too much to resist. Finally, looking shyly up at me, she nodded her head.

	“Okay…” she began, “I can talk to him about it.” But she still sounded slightly uncertain.

	“C’mon,” I said, standing up, urging her to do the same. I held out my arms, and she moved forwards. We shared a nice comforting hug, and despite my best efforts, my large boobs were pushing against her chest. I patted her on the back comfortingly, trying to make this as friendly of a gesture as possible.

	“It’ll turn out alright,” I told her. “It’s for the best. It’ll be okay.”

	“I know…” she admitted, relenting, all but ensuring she’d be inviting her husband to meet me.

	I smiled warmly, already imagining Eddie pumping his no-doubt big cock into me…

	 

	 

	 

	Later that day, once my last appointment was complete, I stayed in my office, beginning to organize my notes. Stepping away from my desk, I moved towards the door of my office, opening it up and heading towards the waiting room. Walking down the small hallway connecting my office and the waiting room, I pushed open the door.

	Sitting at the front desk was Ashley, my receptionist. A young woman a couple years out of college, she was warm and friendly and eager to please. A cute blonde, she always greeted my patients with a friendly welcoming smile. My office was small. We had three different people who traded shifts working at the front desk, an office manager, and another therapist in house who was typically long gone by this point in the day. At the moment, it was just me and Ashley in the office, and for most days where this was the case, we walked out together, but today would be different.

	“Ash, you can head out,” I told her. “I have some notes to take, and I don’t want to keep you.”

	“Oh… okay. Are you sure? I mean, I don’t mind staying…” Ashley chirped. I waved her off.

	“No, it’s fine,” I stated.

	“Well… let me just put these files away, and I’ll head out,” she replied.

	“Sounds good. Have a good night, Ashley,” I said.

	“Okay… thanks! You too!” she stated, ever friendly. She was a good one.

	My practice was located on the second floor of a business park. The office was nice, maybe a bit cozy, but I didn’t need a lot of space at the moment. Sharing the space with the other therapist allowed us to split costs, making the whole thing very affordable. As I stepped into my office, I surveyed the surroundings. The couch and my adjacent chair were in the center of the room. My desk was near the door, and it held my computer and stacks of files. The room itself was warm and inviting, with a nice carpet and smooth leather furniture. I had a big bookshelf on the wall, lined with various academic texts. Below it were some cabinets, where I kept my personal patient notes for later reference under lock and key. On the far side of the room was a window which overlooked the parking lot out front, and near it a small desk, where I’d take some work when I wanted a slight change of pace.

	I set my blazer down over a chair and ran my hands through my hair, relaxing a bit now that I was done with my patients. I sat down at my desk and pulled up my notes. Within seconds, my fingers were clicking at the keyboard.

	My plans involving Annie and her husband were top of mind. Was I really gonna do this? I mean, this was kind of the turning point. I could pull back and ignore what I’d just done with Matt and Gina and continue my normal existence. I’d crossed a major line and gotten away with it. The only ones who knew the truth were on my side, and the patient whose expense it was all done against was currently in a mental hospital. Sure, she’d seen it all, seen me taking part in her downfall, but her rantings and ravings could be easily dismissed. And honestly, she was probably so broken that even she didn’t know if what she saw was actually real. I wasn’t worried about that whole thing coming back to bite me in the slightest.

	But it was unlikely that I would always be so lucky. These were very dangerous waters I was dipping my toes in here, and the wise thing to do would be to pull back while I still could. It would be the smart, sensible thing to do. The me of even a few months ago would stop and play it safe.

	But I’d felt something. I’d encountered a thing that I’d never be able to forget or ignore, no matter how much I tried. Sure, it was a huge risk, but I just had to follow the hot fire into the darkness. As much as I saw the dangers, I had to pursue this. I had to keep going, even knowing the risks. This was too good to be dismissed due to some sense of propriety or fear. I had to push through and be brave. Don’t be the Dr. White of old. I had to take what I’d learned and follow this path further. I had to be more like Gina.

	I typed up my clinical notes quickly, keeping all my official work above board. Once the boring stuff was done, I switched over to my personal notes, and it was there that I let my true thoughts flow onto the page.

	What made the thoughts of poaching another woman’s husband so exciting? Was it just the thrill of the hunt? The idea that you could drive a man so crazy that he would throw away a serious, loving, committed relationship just for hot, nasty sex? Or was it the feeling of superiority? The feeling of proving yourself better than someone else? I still didn’t know for sure.

	Thinking this way reminded me of the immature way girls in high school would talk and behave. When they went on the attack against another girl, they were ruthless. They attacked each other’s looks and bodies, unleashing a battle of the fittest, where only the strong survived. Those queen bees eventually eliminated all their rivals and claimed the hottest guys for themselves. And in their wake, their rivals would never be able to fully recover.

	I was such a good, well-behaved student that I kept my head clear of all that mess. I fully admit that I didn’t have a huge social presence in high school, and it was quite possible that most of those popular girls didn’t even know my name. I was perfectly pretty and friendly, but I was so quiet and unassuming that I was no doubt considered a non-threat to their thrones, not that I ever considered making any sort of move in that direction. I didn’t register with them in the slightest. This allowed me to watch them from afar and study them a bit, like the chronic people-watcher I was. And hell, I was such a non-threat that they literally sometimes had secret conversations right next to me, unafraid that I would say or do anything about it. And honestly, they were right. I was the mousy, dressed-down, nerd girl, and they… they were the queens of the school.

	Of course, all those girls were world-class stunners, and they knew it. Gorgeous, with perfect butts and huge breasts, it was easy to see how they rose to the top of the food chain. My mom had been vigilant in steering me clear of those girls, as if aware of the damage they could do if you crossed them. As if girls like that were a timeless threat, as much of a danger to me then as they were when she was younger. She always said, “Beauty fades. It’s what’s in your head and your heart that matters.” And that sounded great and all, but I had a Facebook page, and I was able to see what fate had befallen those evil, nasty, bitchy high school girls. Those girls who had nothing of substance inside, whose outer beauty hid the vile, ugly demonesses within. And guess what?

	They were living the best lives.

	There was no questioning it. Those girls had won in life in all the ways that counted. All the girls in my school’s ruling class had ended up marrying incredibly handsome men who also happened to be rich and successful. Rich, young CEOs, or actors, or athletes, the girls of my school had it all covered. Some had married their high school paramours, i.e. the Homecoming king, or the school quarterback, and their pairings had only spurred them to even greater success together. These girls were winning. They were happy.

	And the worst part was… those women looked even better than they did in high school. That thing about beauty fading? Bullshit. All of them were still smoking hot, their butts were just as full and juicy as they were back in high school, and their mammoth breasts were still just as round and perky, if not more so. It was infuriating!

	You might think they had nothing going for them other than their looks. Sure, for the most part, their personalities weren’t always exactly winning, to say the least. But as far as their intelligence goes, while there were certainly a good number of them whom you wouldn’t ask for help on your homework, some of the smartest and most talented girls in school were among this ruling class.

	Our valedictorian, a girl who got a full ride scholarship to an Ivy League school, was a true maneater, going from guy to guy, sampling them all. Her social standing was fully cemented when she seduced her rival’s dad, for no other reason but to sow chaos. And she had done it, breaking up his marriage and demolishing her rival’s family in the process. She was now married to a guy whose net worth was in the nine-figures, they had four beautiful children together, and she didn’t even have to put all that education to any sort of productive use. She had it made.

	One of her best friends was this girl who was well known to present a perfect image to her teachers and parents and other authority figures. But as soon as they were gone, she could be a vicious, cruel, evil little bitch to those she didn’t like, and there were many of them. She could go from being the teacher’s pet to be a pure demon cunt in a snap. She could find just the right way to tear down girls she thought were lesser than her, spilling pure poison from her lips as she ripped other girls apart beyond comprehension. She also spoke four languages, got straight A’s, and was already taking college courses by her junior year. The teachers all loved her, and none of them ever saw the bad shit she was doing. Her reputation protected her from any damage whatsoever for her bad behavior. She was now a very popular writer who was married to a man known for his charity and generosity in addition to his great wealth. Plus, she had six beautiful children.

	One other girl was one of the most talented young violinists in the nation, able to play that instrument so well it was as if it was an extension of her. By her senior year, she’d been recruited to join one of the most exclusive conservatories in Europe. She’d also famously set up a very notorious pool party which ended with her and her best friend tag teaming another girl’s boyfriend in the pool house. The two girls went to town both on the taken young man and each other until that other girl caught them. Instead of stopping, they just kept going, until the other girl ran off sobbing with most of our class watching. It was the stuff of legend even back then. She was now widely regarded as one of the most talented violinists in the world, married to a pretty famous actor. I’d seen her play a few years ago. Her music almost made me cry.

	The point I’m making is that those bad girls that you told yourself would get their comeuppance eventually pretty much never did. They knew themselves fully, even back then. They knew how to get what they wanted, and they had succeeded beyond anyone’s wildest expectations. These girls had worked all of their many assets in order to gain a life of luxury, and it was hard not to give them a slight bit of grudging respect for their success. It was impressive. Sure, these were the mean girls, the queen bees, but with such intensely attractive, demanding young women taking what they wanted, it was all but assured that there would be no negative karma coming their way. Only good things. Only success. Because girls like that never failed.

	Now, to be clear, I’m honestly not that hung up on my high school days. I had moved on from that thinking long ago. But after my experience with Gina, my mind started making parallels to the behavior of those high school girls. At first, I interpreted the way those girls thought to be an immature worldview, one where these girls truly believed that being so unbelievably hot and sexy overrode all other considerations that normally mattered. Girls that were incredibly beautiful usually knew it, giving them a somewhat unappealing personality, as they never had to adapt to norms due to their intense appeal. On the other end, girls who maybe weren’t so blessed looks-wise or body-wise had to cultivate a personality that made them stand out to prospective partners. Often, a guy would balance the attractiveness of a girl with an appealing enough personality when choosing a girlfriend. But these girls were making their argument that they were so undeniably hot and sexy that they could do whatever they wanted and get away with it, because their overwhelming appeal made up for their noxious behavior.

	There was a certain purity to it, I admit. A certain cut and dry, black and white viewpoint. Where looks and attractiveness are all that should matter, and whoever was hottest was best. As I said, it seemed like an immature way of thinking. But I think, in truth, it’s not an immature worldview. It’s a raw worldview. An undiluted, base, crystal-clear one. As time went on and young people grew up and gained experience, they learned to soften this harsh outlook, having it beaten out of them by a society that shuns such thinking. But it didn’t mean it was wrong. Some women never let go of the mode of thinking, holding on to this crystal-clear view of things and using it as a modus operandi in their daily lives, surrounded by those who saw things with a softer gaze. People were kind and respectful to these women, ignoring warning signs, trying to see the best in them, allowing these wicked women with an unmerciful worldview, a sharp mind, and a hot body to cut a swath of destruction through those who gave them even the slightest bit of room to move.

	The truth was, most people never truly let go of that pure, core opinion of sex, and who should be the ones having it. That whoever is hotter and more appealing is more worthy of sex. That the hot, sexy people are the ones that should be having the most sex. It gets sugarcoated, and buried beneath societal norms, but it’s never forgotten. You see it all the time, where a famous man cheats on his wife, but when you see the mistress is way hotter and more sexually vivacious, you just nod and sort of understand it. Layers are put over this viewpoint, societal barriers, religious shame. But at the root of it, people at their most base and instinctual want to be one of the people worthy of having great sex, or to be invited into that higher echelon of the beautiful people by one of its current occupants. People want wild, fulfilling, incredible sex, and that means more to them than anything. And they would even break their own core values to achieve it. It’s a belief that can just never be let go. It was at their core, their lizard brain at work. The women like those queen bees in high school all understood this and used it as a weapon, and that let them do their damage, taking any man they want with ease, living their best life in the process.

	That was the remarkable thing. Those type of girls were the ones that were winning in the end. Not the nice ones. Not the good ones. Not the ones that society said you were supposed to emulate. I’d seen it in my own work, and it was only now that I could view it so clearly. Plenty of men and women had fallen prey to women like this. And there were growing numbers of women who were one of these conquering girls. Gina was one of those girls, for example. You hear all these sayings about looks not mattering to people, but no amount of folksy colloquialisms could match up to cold hard science. It was becoming clear to both me, and some of my peers even, that a person could be vile and unpleasant and nasty on the inside, but if you were that good-looking, or if your body was that hot, those other qualities could be proven as less important in the grand scheme of things. Nothing overly formal had been written on the subject, but to me, it was becoming a very clear fact of life. You try to think the best in people, but when you get this fact hammered into you again and again and again, you finally have to accept it. And after what I’d gone through, I was finally able to look back and confront the truth of this.

	And if you think I’m wrong, look at Gina. I love the bitch, but it would be hard to argue she’s a good person. She was self-centered and narcissistic and cutthroat, even towards her own family. Especially towards her own family, even. Yet, she had won in the end, defeating her daughter in a proverbial battle over the same man and proving herself to be the superior woman. You get told over and over again that if you are good and kind and loving, you get the happy ending. But in cold reality, it wasn’t just wrong. The opposite was true. Women like Gina, women who cut through the bullshit and just took what they wanted… those were the ones coming out on top. Those were the ones getting the happy endings. Despite all her negative qualities, fate had rewarded Gina a life of bliss and pleasure, because she was a winner. A smarter woman. A hotter woman. A superior woman.

	It truly was a battle of the fittest. The law of the jungle. A code of sluts. A way of life that some women just couldn’t see, weren’t worthy of, or would never consider. The women who win were the ones who were willing to go the farthest. To be ruthless and cutthroat and merciless in the pursuit of their goal, even when someone close to them is involved. Fortune favored the wicked, and fate would always smile on them. The world always wants to settle in its natural state, and that state had been proven to be one where the superior women ended up with the best of all men.

	And that all brings me back to Annie and Eddie.

	Eddie was the type of guy superior women fight for. And Annie… she’s the type of girl that gets lost in the dust. If those other women were superior woman, she was… not. An inferior woman. A lesser woman. One of those loser girls who ends up a footnote in someone else’s story, a character who shows up in chapter one of someone else’s tale. A woman who fears she might lose has already lost. Annie feared she would lose Eddie to another woman. That attitude alone was the reason she would. A superior woman would eventually come along and steal handsome Eddie from poor, smitten Annie. That was just a fact.

	Now, with my help and guidance, I could help Annie rise from her current state, ignore her lesser tendencies and project her best qualities, doing just enough to help her hold onto Eddie for a good long time, possibly permanently. Now, that was no guarantee, and the most likely scenario would be her still losing Eddie, only at a later date. But, no matter any personal feelings on my part in the matter, if you just step back and examined things from afar, the chance of permanent success at keeping these two together was admittedly rather small. Annie was too nervous and timid, and Eddie was too delicious to resist for all the hungry sluts out there. I would have never considered such a pessimistic outcome before my experience with Matt and Gina, and I would have just blindly built her up, not even considering that her marriage was doomed to fail. But now, it was a fact too obvious to ignore.

	Would it really be so bad if I were to just… speed up the process? To poach Eddie in a controlled setting, where it could be studied and noted and better understood? Some honest to god breakthroughs in human sexuality could occur, starting right here! I kind of felt like it was my responsibility as a scientist to perform such an act. To follow my instincts and seduce and fuck my patient’s hot husband. Their marriage was doomed the second she even tried to pursue a man like him, and like locating a dying star in the night sky, firsthand observation of the inevitable explosion was… invaluable.

	That was the path forward. This was the future. I just knew it. It might not exactly be ethical, and the people in charge of such studies like this might not like my methods, but the results would be worth it. I was sure of it.

	The choice was made.

	I was gonna fuck Eddie.

	 

	 

	 

	(One Week Later)

	“Dr. White?” Ashley said over the phone after I lifted it to my ear. “Annie Wilkerson and her husband are here.”

	“Okay… I’ll be right up,” I replied before hanging up the phone, trying to hide the excitement in my voice.

	I stood up quickly and pulled open a door to a small closet along the side of my office where there was a mirror. I examined myself quickly, making sure everything was in place. I looked damn good. I had put on one of my newer outfits, a slim navy skirt, down to my knees, with a matching blazer over a button-up white blouse. I had dark stockings adorning my legs, and a pair of very expensive high heels on my feet. I looked in the mirror, straightening things out. I checked my top. I knew it was a little see-through, not much, but when you look at it enough, you begin to notice. And as soon as you notice, you can’t not notice. Glancing at it knowingly, I could see my lacy black bra through the material. My only fear was that this was all too subtle, and that if he didn’t look, he wouldn’t even notice any of this. Just to be safe, I undid a single button on my top, to show just a hint of the goods, in hopes that this would draw his eyes to me. I cupped my tits and bounced them in my palms to test out how much could be seen. Good. Subtle, but if his eyes took notice, it would stick in his mind.

	I spun around so my butt was pointed at the mirror, making sure my skirt did a good job of hugging my firm, heart-shaped rear. I glanced at my own face in the mirror. My makeup was immaculate, my glasses looked stylish, and my hair looked fantastic, flowing in waves down my back. I smiled at myself and moved back to my desk. I grabbed some of my best perfume and spritzed my neck, before hiding it away and heading towards the door. Moments later, I opened the door to the waiting room, and there sat my future lover… and his wife.

	Eddie looked better in person than he did in his picture. He was devilishly handsome, with a five o’clock shadow and a chiseled jaw. As his eyes glanced at me, I could see immediately that there was a depth to him. Intelligence, warmth, and wisdom. An old soul, in a young, handsome body. He was dressed comfortably in some stylishly faded jeans, a t-shirt, and a dark brown coat.

	Seated next to him was Annie. The plan was just for me to meet with just Eddie today, and reconvene with Annie tomorrow to discuss it. She was just there to accompany him through this unusual new process. She looked up at me nervously as her and her husband stood up to greet me.

	“Hi there!” I said, putting on my most brilliant smile. Eddie looked a little nervous about this whole thing too, but he greeted me warmly.

	“Hi!” he greeted me with a slightly surprised tone, letting me know that I was certainly not what he expected. Most expect me to be much older than I am… that surprise was definitely a weapon I could use in the future. “Nice to meet you,” he greeted me with a smile, shaking my hand. I took it in mine and made contact for the first time, his manly hand squeezing my slim one firmly. Our first skin-on-skin contact, but certainly not the last.

	“No need to be nervous,” I began kindly. “I won’t pick your brain too badly.” He smiled at this icebreaker.

	“If the rumors are true, you’ll have me a broken mess in no time,” he joked.

	“Don’t worry,” I replied. “That usually only happens during the second session.” He smiled, and some of his nervousness seemed abated for now as we’d quickly developed an easy rapport. God, we were gonna be so good in bed together…

	“So, come on back,” I invited, holding out my hand towards the hallway leading to my office. He nodded and led the way. Glancing back at Annie, I gave her a small smile and a reassuring nod, and she gave me a relieved grin. Then I turned away and followed Eddie, closing the door behind me firmly. I glanced at his cute, jean-clad butt as he walked, but when he realized he didn’t know which office was mine, he paused to let me pass. I did so eagerly, putting a hand on his back as I stepped in front of him, hoping that he would glance at my ass the same way I’d glanced at his. I stepped into my office and invited him in.

	“Come on in, take a seat on the couch,” I said. He stepped in and looked around a bit as he made his way towards the couch. I closed the door, leaving us alone. “Like I said, don’t be nervous. This will be pretty painless and straight-forward. I just wanted to talk to you and get a better sense of you so I can help out with Annie better. So, feel free to relax.”

	“Okay…” he said, sitting down on the couch, still seemingly unsure as to why he was here, as if I was about to spring something on him. Little did he know…

	I sat across from him in my chair and grabbed my notebook as I settled in. Crossing my legs, I looked up at him, observing him as he looked around my office. Noting my patient gaze towards him, he focused on me.

	“Oh… sorry,” he said.

	“No problem,” I replied calmly with a smile.

	“I just gotta ask,” he began before we could get started. “You’re actually a sex therapist?”

	“Yes,” I said with a nod.

	“I’m sorry. It’s just… I guess I didn’t know a sex therapist was a real thing. I thought it’s only a thing you see in movies and TV,” he stated.

	“Honestly… I get that a lot,” I replied truthfully.

	“I bet,” he replied. “I mean, Annie probably mentioned it at some point. I mean, I know she’s been seeing you for a while, and from what I gather, it’s just for, you know… talking stuff out. I guess it didn’t click that you handled that kinda stuff too.”

	“I handle a wide breadth of different cases,” I replied. “Some just normal therapy, and some more focused on sex-stuff,” I said, not giving any specific hint about what I talk about with Annie. Living up to my oath as a doctor… for now.

	“Wow… I’m sorry if this isn’t stuff you want to talk about, but… it’s gotta be kinda fascinating to have that kind of knowledge,” he replied.

	“Don’t worry about being curious. Trust me, you’re not the first,” I began. “And honestly… it’s a great opener at parties.” He smiled, feeling at ease.

	“Yeah, I bet you have all sorts of crazy stories,” he replied.

	“Well, I’m not supposed to share any specific details, but… yes.” I said, making him chuckle.

	“Like… okay, tell me if I’m prying, but does it make it weird to be a sex therapist and to, like, date?” He asked, curious, as a lot of people were when they heard my profession. “Like, I bet you know some stuff. Can you talk to someone and diagnose them right away? Do you know all the secrets? Do you have all the cheat codes to the dating scene?” I laughed at this.

	“Well, I’m single, so I don’t know all the tricks,” I stated jovially. ‘And yeah, it can be hard to turn off that part of my brain sometimes. But, uh… as fun as it might sound, being a sex therapist doesn’t give me special abilities. Even if it did, I promise I would only use my superpowers for good,’ I said, making him laugh again. In truth, I was beginning to feel like I could get some pretty strong reads of people around me, especially now after my experience with Gina, reads that were only getting better. But I didn’t want to scare Eddie away by revealing that, especially when my use of these powers was certainly not planned to be used for good. “But honestly… and I mean no offense to your gender, it doesn’t exactly take a sex expert to lure a man into bed.” He smiled knowingly and nodded.

	“Fair enough…” he stated. “I’m sorry again if I’m, like, prying…”

	“That’s normally my job!” I replied, making him laugh.

	“It’s just, as soon as I found out that what your job title was, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I mean, I could probably ask you a million questions.”

	“Ask away,” I invited him. God, he was easy to talk to. It was no wonder Annie was worried about him catching the eye of another woman. I wouldn’t be surprised if most women, within five minutes of meeting him, wanted to have sex with him. My pussy was already getting wet.

	“I was thinking… well, sorry that I keep going back to you and dating, but I just kept thinking that it must be so tough for someone like you to be on the dating scene.” Eddie began. “I mean, you probably can psychoanalyze whoever you’re with. It must be so tough to find someone to date that doesn’t set off alarm bells. As a sex therapist, I imagine your standards have to be impossibly high.”

	“Well…” I began, smirking and looking down and speaking slightly under my breath. “You would be mistaken.” He laughed loudly at this, an inviting kind of laughter that was appealing to hear. I smiled at him, letting him think of it as the joke it mostly was, but planting the bug in his mind that I might be a little bit wilder than he initially thought. The laughter between us slowly faded, and a warm silence fell between us.

	“Okay, so I did actually bring you here for a reason,” I said, beginning my spiel, seeing that he was more at ease.

	“Alright, yeah, I’ll stop pestering you. Lay it on me,” he stated. “Because honestly, I’m still not entirely sure why I’m here.” I smiled.

	“That’s fine,” I replied. ‘So, as you know, I’ve been working with Annie for a few years, and I felt it would help out if I knew a little more about you. It’ll give me a better context when I deal with her,’ I said professionally, even though this was all a lie. “Of course, I’m not sharing anything specific about my sessions with Annie, and I don’t intend to pry overly deep into you…”

	“That’s a relief,” he said jokingly. I smiled again.

	“But I do intend to ask you a few questions to you that might be a little… uncomfortable. And personal. So, I wanted you to know that everything shared here will stay entirely between you and me. And that there is no judgment. Trust me, I’ve seen it all. Nothing will surprise me. Does that sound okay?” I asked.

	“Uh, yeah. Sure.” He answered, sitting back and putting one hand on the arm of the couch.

	“So, let me know a little about yourself. Where are you from?” I asked.

	“I grew up just outside Chicago,” he began.

	“Oh yeah? I did my undergrad in Chicago,” I replied.

	“Cool! Are you a Cubs or Sox fan?” he asked, pointing at me expectantly, waiting for an answer. To be honest, I wasn’t a big sports fan period, but after spending time there, you have to pick a side.

	“Cubs!” I replied with a smile, but my response made him wince.

	“Ugh… I’m a Sox guy,” he replied, pained by my answer. I nodded knowingly.

	“That explains why there’s this weird tension between us…” I replied, my answer taking him aback ever so slightly, his mind probably going somewhere else for just a moment. But he shook it off in a flash, figuring out my meaning.

	“Yeah, I was wondering why I hated you…” he replied with a smile, making me grin in response.

	“So, Chicago… is that where you met Annie?” I asked, getting back on track.

	“No. No. I met her after moving out here,” he replied.

	“How did you meet?” I asked. I knew the answer from Annie’s perspective, but his would be useful.

	“We met through friends. She was the friend of a coworker of mine. We were all meeting for drinks, and she was there, and we got to talking, and… it was so easy with her,” Eddie answered with a small grin.

	“So, were you two set up?” I asked.

	“No, no. Nothing that formal. Just… like I said, we got to talking, and I really enjoyed getting to know her. And that wasn’t always the case with some of the women I had been with.” he replied. “She was awfully pretty too.” I smiled at this, but definitely noted the fact that he mentioned her personality before her looks. He was making sure I knew that he was a guy of substance, who cared about a girl’s character more than her looks or her body. In doing so, he all but admitted that his wife’s body didn’t quite keep up with her personality. But luckily, he was a guy above such things mattering, right? Somehow, I doubted it.

	And I’ll be putting it to the test…

	“How long have you two been together?” I asked.

	“Just over three years,” he replied swiftly, proving he wasn’t one of those guys who forgets those important relationship dates. “Married for two,” he added. I myself had been seeing Annie for just over two years now. At first, she was nervous but excited to wed him. Then, she was cautiously optimistic after they had gotten married, but her insecurities had created a rot that carved away at that optimism, allowing those worries about her husband’s fidelity to consume her. The question was whether it was for good reason.

	“How do you feel things are going with Annie?” I asked.

	“Great. I’m happy. I love her,” he stated, before adding. ‘I haven’t really had any issues on my end.’ He winced at this, realizing what he had said. “I don’t mean to say Annie has issues. I mean, I know she sees you, but I don’t know the specifics and…”

	“Do you ever have any disagreements?” I asked, pushing through his babbling.

	“Well, uh…” he paused, sitting back. “Well, we have the occasional disagreement, but never anything too major. We’re both pretty easygoing, so if we ever get mad at each other, that anger burns out fast,” he stated.

	“Is married life everything you wanted it to be?” I asked.

	“Uh… yeah. I suppose I didn’t know fully what to expect. But… it’s been great. I’m happy. I’m content.” he answered, shrugging his shoulders as if unsure what he was supposed to say.

	“Not living every day on a high in pure marital bliss?” I asked with a smile.

	“Well, I know that’s the, uh… fairy tale, I guess. But I’m not that naïve about things. I know a marriage isn’t always easy. It’s hard work. And clearly, Annie knows that too, because she comes to you,” he replied. I smiled, seeing that there was some real feeling behind those normally empty relationship buzzwords.

	“Have you thought about taking things to the next level?” I asked.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, slightly confused.

	“Having kids,” I answered. “Have you two discussed it?” He smiled.

	“We’ve discussed it,” he replied. “I love kids, obviously, being a teacher. And she really wants kids. And I do, too. But… we talked about it, and we agreed that we should wait a little bit. I don’t want to rush things. We’ll have kids, of course, but… I think it’ll be a few years.” Interesting, he sounded a bit more hesitant about it than Annie did. Perhaps… something was holding him back.

	“As a sex therapist, I have to ask… how’s your sex life?” I asked calmly. For the first time, he seemed to get a little nervous, blushing slightly, but after a few years of doing this, I was used to it. “I’ll remind you, this is my job. I know it can be a little weird talking about sex with someone you barely know, but I assure you this is a safe environment.”

	“Yeah, yeah, I know,” he said, nodding, looking down and smiling. “It’s… good. We do it pretty regularly. Not like, you know… horny teenagers, but I feel like things are really good. Like how things are supposed to be, right?”

	“So, no complaints? None at all?” I asked, raising my eyebrow. “It’s very common for people to say that their marital sex life isn’t always exactly what they want. If it wasn’t, I wouldn’t have a job.”

	“Yeah, I get it,” he replied, nodding. ‘I mean… “he began, clearly reluctant to say anything negative about his wife.” I guess you always want more, but, you know… she’s busy, and I’m busy, and it doesn’t always happen.’ I nodded and jotted down a fair amount of notes, an act which made him keep talking. “But like I said, things are pretty regular, so I can’t complain.” I smiled at him and resumed taking notes. This was perfect. This hot married stud was not getting the amount of sex a man like him deserved, and judging by his use of “good” and “fine”, the sex he was getting wasn’t exactly lighting his world on fire. Not wanting to push my luck so quickly, I pulled back from the sex talk.

	“So, what was your dating life like before you met Annie? You’re a couple years older than her, right?” I asked.

	“Yeah, two years older,” he answered. “So, I suppose I’d been on the dating scene for a bit longer. But yeah, I was in a, uh… few relationships with other women before her, but nothing too long lasting.”

	“What didn’t work about those?” I asked.

	“Just…” he paused, shrugging his shoulders. “I was with plenty of really great girls, but I started to want something more. And… with some of them, while things were fun, I just couldn’t imagine things with them being long-term. And I was kinda wanting to look for something with more substance.”

	“Are things less fun with Annie?” I inquired. For the first time, he gave me a somewhat annoyed look.

	“No, it’s just…” he began before pausing to search for his words. ‘When you’re a bit younger, you don’t know what you’re looking for. You think you do, but you don’t. I wasn’t digging deep. I just was looking for the things I was thought I was supposed to. Girls who were very pretty, who dressed well, who had big… uh… personalities, who were the life of the party.’ Right… big “personalities”. That’s definitely what he was gonna say before he caught himself. This was VERY promising information! “And a lot of them were great, really, they were, but… it just all started to feel the same, and I was looking for something more. Like I said, something with more substance.”

	“Why weren’t you finding girls like this before?” I asked.

	“It was just… I guess, sorta like I was saying, I was more focused on the surface level things than the stuff that’s really important,” he answered. “Not that I was like… a cad… is that the term? I wasn’t only just looking for the super-hot girls. It was only… I didn’t think to look beyond them.”

	“Is there any part of you that felt like you sacrificed something in choosing Annie in order to find those other positive qualities?” I asked, testing my luck.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, his eyebrows scrunching up.

	“Well… I’ll put it in very rude but clear terms, so forgive me beforehand,” I prefaced. “But is there any part of you that believes that, instead of choosing a 10 out of 10 with no personality, you had to look for an 8 out of 10 that could make you laugh?” Annie was closer to a 6 to be honest, but I didn’t want to start pushing that button just yet.

	“No. No. No.” he said defensively, somewhat upset by the accusation. ‘It was just… “he paused again, searching for the right words that didn’t make him sound like an asshole that used to only care about a girl’s looks.” It was just the realization that such numbers really didn’t matter.’ I smiled lightly and nodded before making it a point to scribble a lot of notes in my notebook at this response, a fact he registered. “Look, I’m not drawing comparisons to Annie with those women I used to date,” he continued. “It’s just… I had to find what actually mattered to me. Looking at it as numbers and ratings… that’s how high school guys think.” I nodded and smiled at Eddie, giving him reassurance that he was doing fine, calming him down somewhat.

	“One thing I’ve begun to find informative lately with my patients is exploring those younger years. So, tell me… what were you like during high school? How’d that stage of things go for you?” I asked.

	“Uh…” he began, leaning back. “I know a lot of people fixate on that time, or complain about how bad it was, but… I always kind of enjoyed it. I’m sure other people didn’t have it so good, and I’m not taking away from that. But I had a lot of friends. I did well in class. I played soccer and really enjoyed it. I, you know… I look back fondly.” I nodded warmly.

	“What was your dating life like? Were you a late bloomer, or were you good-looking back then too?” I asked. He paused for a split second at my wording, glancing at me before shaking it off. Good… he caught that.

	“I was, uh… I was popular,” he stated, suddenly hesitant. “I had an active social life,” he stated, trying to be subtle about it. But it was pretty obvious that a guy like him probably killed it with girls back in high school, and I wasn’t gonna let him escape this conversation without acknowledging it.

	“So, you did pretty well with girls, then?” I asked plainly with a knowing look.

	“Yeah, I guess so,” he admitted, trying not to be overly proud of the fact that a guy like him probably got a lot of action in his younger years. Probably up till when he met Annie. “I mean, I guess I was a good-looking young man in a popular crowd, an athlete who was in decent enough shape. I had lots of friends, and lots of female friends. I, uh… I guess I… took advantage. I’m not, like… proud of it…” I grinned wide as he nervously admitted this.

	“Eddie… there’s no shame in what you did. You were popular and handsome. No one’s gonna hold it against you that you were demolishing obscene amounts of pussy back in high school!” I stated with a grin, wanting to push past his nervousness. This bluntness out of me made him laugh in sheer surprise, and I laughed along with him. Having pushed through his better nature, he sat back and exhaled.

	“Well, I wouldn’t personally put it like that,” he said, again not wanting to come across as anything less than a genuine, thoughtful guy who cared about the right things.

	“Do you feel guilty for all the pussy you slayed back then?” I asked. This time, he winced at this crude comment.

	“I…” he said, holding up his hands to stop me talking about this. “More embarrassed than anything.”

	“Embarrassed of what?” I inquired.

	“I was young and dumb back then. Now, looking back… I was just a stupid kid who only cared about… it doesn’t matter,” he trailed off, waving his hand as if to dismiss this line of thinking.

	“No, please. Continue,” I said. “What things were important things to you back then?” For the first time, the confident married man seemed embarrassed, going slightly red in the face.

	“Stupid things. Cosmetic things,” he said vaguely. I smiled.

	“Things like what, Eddie,” I asked, smiling a sickeningly sweet smile, turning the knife a bit, knowing what he was dancing around. He knew it and rolled his eyes.

	“I… you know… the things teenage guys care about. Pretty girls with dark hair, a perfect ass, and big tits,” he admitted. “I mean… it’s dumb, I know. And I feel embarrassed looking back that I looked at things on a such a surface level. Once I stopped doing that, I found the love of my life.”

	“So, that type of girl you described… would that be your platonic ideal for a woman?” I asked, registering immediately that I ticked all those boxes, even if he hadn’t yet. In response to what I asked, he shook his head.

	“That was the perfect woman for teenage me, maybe. Not adult me.” Eddie replied. Sure.

	“And you proved this by marrying a blonde woman who maybe doesn’t quite fit that description…?” I replied.

	“I… not by design. It’s just… that’s how it happened.” He replied. Realizing he might have inadvertently admitted that his wife was neither pretty nor had big tits, he continued. “But my wife is very pretty and attractive, and I’m nothing but happy with her.” I smiled and nodded.

	“It’s okay. I’m not trying to ‘getcha’. I’m just doing my job and asking questions,” I said, trying to ease his consternation. He exhaled and smiled, but he was clearly still somewhat on edge.

	“I know. I know. I’m just… I just want to make sure I’m making my point clearly,” he stated.

	“I understand,” I said, pausing to make a point of writing a lot of notes, letting him stew in concern about what I was writing. Finally, I looked back up at him. “So, at what point did you stop liking hot dark-haired girls with big tits?” I asked with a straight face. He gave me a withering look of annoyance, making me grin.

	“I had a type when I was younger. My tastes evolved. I don’t know what else there is to say about it,” he replied, clearly eager for me to drop the subject.

	“As I said before, some of my latest findings suggest that these desires at that stage of life can be very illustrative. I think a lot of people’s core lustful desires really crystallize around this stage of life. It’s not 100% of course. For me, for example, my ideas of sex and wants and needs are ever-changing and evolving as I learn more and more through my patients. But… I’m a sex therapist. It’s my job to learn new things and study how sexuality evolves, and it’s in my best interest to follow the curve, so to speak. But for most, it’s really at this stage of the game that people really decide what they truly want and desire. It might get sugarcoated over time, but the root desire really takes hold right there, at that age. This is the point where most people finalize their ‘type’. Do you think, deep down, this is still your type?”

	“I think… I think I’m one of the exceptions. Like you…” he replied firmly. I smiled and looked away, amused. Of course, I should have realized he would take the out I’d raised as a possibility rather than admit to desires he as a husband shouldn’t be still having. There was nothing wrong with still having desires as a married person, it was acting on them that was the bad thing. Bad… but very, very fun. But he was trying to deny that he even had these desires, which was obviously a lie. Everyone does. But the fact that he tried to deny it was… very interesting. Very promising for what I had planned for him.

	I scribbled quite a few more notes down, my penmanship far more crisp and legible than most of my colleagues. But the silence between us was awkward and heavy, and he could feel it too.

	“Why… why are you asking me about all this?” Eddie asked. “Is it something Annie said? Did I do something I’m not even aware of? I can’t help but feel like you’re making an accusation here…” I watched him for a few moments before affixing a warm grin.

	“Well, what’s said between me and her is privileged information,” I began. “And perhaps I’m putting you in an unfair position, as I myself have had something of a breakthrough recently, one that has made me far more intrigued about details like this and their importance. And I’m using your case to test out some of these revelations, and perhaps it’s not exactly a one-to-one match.” He seemed somewhat pacified by this, but I continued.

	“I’ve recently gotten a glimpse at some of the more sinful behaviors that men and women can get up to behind closed doors. Stuff that’s eclipsed all the previous knowledge I’ve gained during my time as a sex therapist. It’s opened my eyes to certain aspects of human nature that I just can’t ignore,” I said, tapping my pen against my notebook along with those last few words. “And I confess that it has me exploring certain qualities in my patients that I didn’t quite give enough attention to before.”

	“Okay…” he replied.

	“So, I apologize if these questions might seem a bit outside what you may have expected, but I assure you they are of vital importance to both me and my current research. So, all you have to do is answer these questions, and then we can move on,” I stated. He nodded.

	“Sorry… it’s just… I thought I was being, like… accused of something…” he said again, breathing a little easier.

	“I understand…” I said, smiling reassuringly at him again. I then sat up straight and leaned back, pushing out my chest ever so slightly as I addressed him straight-on. “So, tell me, Eddie… are there any women out there that remind you of those girls from back then? Ones that maybe stir up those old feelings…”

	His eyes slightly narrowed as I kept coming back to the same point.

	“No…” he said simply. “Those feelings are in the past,” he added firmly, looking me directly in the eyes, seeking to put an end to this line of questioning right here and now. Dammit… he hadn’t let his eyes wander once, not even the quickest respectful glance at my cleavage. Perhaps I wasn’t showing enough… no, if I did, it would be too obvious, wouldn’t it? But no question, because I was prying at his fidelity, he made sure to be on his best behavior. I needed to get him to relax… not feel so under attack, less defensive… then his eyes, and mind, would begin to wander. Then I could make my move.

	“Okay, let’s… let’s maybe move on to a more comfortable line of questioning,” I began, opting to not frustrate him any further.

	“Please…” he replied with a crooked smile.

	“So, what do you love about Annie?” I asked.

	“Oh, boy…” he said, knowing that was a big question. He sat up a bit before replying. “She’s really… she’s an amazing person. She’s smart. She’s funny. She’s pretty. She always seems so happy to just be around me, and that excitement is infectious. And she makes me feel better just being around her. Like… she lets me enjoy whichever new thing I’m excited about.”

	“Like what?” I asked.

	“I’ve been really into cooking lately,” he replied, clearly more excited to talk about this than our previous subject. “Probably too many food tv shows, you know. But… I’m not a good cook. I’m trying, but… I’m not that good.”

	“I doubt that,” I replied, almost absentmindedly.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, giving me a curious look.

	“Oh, I don’t know… you strike me as someone who’s probably good at whatever he does,” I replied with a smile. I meant it. He probably didn’t even have to try to be good at whatever he did. And I had no doubt that carried over to the bedroom. I could just tell that, even in his first experiences with sex, he was probably good enough to make girls go head over heels for him, a love which he was too good-hearted and idealistic to return. Breaking hearts and smashing pussy, haha. Not such a bad life for a guy like him, I’d expect. Lesser men would have just embraced it, but not him. He wanted a different fate, a somewhat better life. That’s what makes him one of the good ones. And that’s also what made him such a juicy target for the kind of wicked things I had planned. Corrupting a good man enough to make him embrace sin… that was indescribably erotic.

	“I…” he exhaled, pulling me from my thoughts. ‘People have always said that it comes easy for me, and… you know I do actually have to work on some things. Sure, I’m good enough at my fair share of stuff, but other things, I’m not… “he said. Doubtful.” Like, for example, cooking. God help me, I try, but it is not good. Trust me. But Annie… she always acts like it’s the best thing she ever tasted.’ Well, I knew she was lying, because I bet Eddie’s big fat cock was the best thing she ever tasted, but that’s for another time. “And the fact that she tries to really convince me that it’s good… it’s heartwarming.” I smiled at this.

	“What do you cook?” I asked.

	“Well… I’m a bit of a carnivore, so chicken and steak. I just can’t get the spices right on a steak, but I’ve found a really good place for the meat. Have you been to that new healthy grocery store there on the main drag?” he asked.

	“Oh yeah, I love that place!” I said with excitement. That was a lie, I’d never been there, but it seemed helpful to agree. Frankly, I wasn’t much of a cook myself, ordering takeout a lot of the time, due to working long hours and a general lack of skill in the kitchen. Perhaps Eddie could show me a thing or two in the kitchen the morning after we fuck…

	“So yeah, they have a really good source on good, grass-fed beef, and really good chicken. Yet somehow, I still can’t make it work. All the spices, and the right cooking equipment… I just can’t get it all to come together like I want to. But I’m getting closer,” he said with a grin, his passion for this hobby endearing. “But Annie… she’s happy with whatever dinner I make, because I made it.”

	“Is there part of you that wishes she had a more refined pallet?” I asked. Of course, a woman like Annie was happy to get whatever she could from a hunk like Eddie. But without challenge, without having those obstacles to overcome, he couldn’t reach his full potential, neither in the kitchen, nor the bedroom.

	“Well, I’m just happy someone likes it,” he said diplomatically, not biting on the bait. And that’s kinda how the rest of our talk went. He talked warmly about Annie and how things were going, but if there was any chance of him giving some sort of honest evaluations of his marriage and criticisms of the life he had versus the potential of the life he could have, he wasn’t gonna provide it. Having been put on edge by my needling at his fidelity, he was on his best behavior from that point forward, not giving an inch. And because of this, I quickly realized he would not be giving me those excessive amounts of inches he no doubt had packing between his legs either. At least not today. Dammit.

	I confess some of my excitement about this meeting was stymied by the revelation that I wasn’t gonna be making any more progress today. In the same way he kinda shut down in terms of giving me nothing to work with in terms of detail or honesty, my excitement shut down as the rest of the appointment went more by the book. We kept chatting, of course, but he kept playing it totally safe, speaking highly of his wife at every opportunity. Even when I tried veering the conversation back towards his sex life with Annie, he’d just say that they had a great sex life, a sudden upgrade from what he’d said earlier. Sensing I wasn’t gonna get any progress, I took the first opportunity I could find to call it a wrap.

	“Okay, Eddie,” I said with a grin, closing my notebook and setting down my pen. “I think that’s about all our time.” That was a lie. We had about 15 minutes left, but seeing how things weren’t going anywhere, I thought it best to just end it now and regroup with a new plan later.

	“Oh! Okay,” he said, sitting up, seemingly surprised that the session was already over. Surprised, but happy to be done with this.

	“Wasn’t so bad, was it?” I asked with a smile.

	“Uh… not too bad,” he said with a nod. “Maybe a few rocky moments in the middle there, but I got through it, I think,” he replied with a small smirk.

	“Maybe next time,” I teased with a grin, standing up, guiding him to do the same.

	We made small talk as I led him back towards the lobby. Nothing worth mentioning, but I kept my professionality up as I did so, opening the door at the end of the hall, revealing him to the only person waiting, Annie. As soon as we appeared, she smiled happily.

	“Hey, how’d it go?” she said, bopping up and hugging Eddie.

	“Not too bad,” he replied. I stayed back and smiled at the couple as they talked. As they said their goodbyes and headed out, Annie looked at me and gave me a hopeful smile, which I returned. As soon as they were out the door, I turned to Ashley to tell her not to disturb me till my next patient arrived. As I closed the door to the lobby, I finally let my façade drop, my professional smile fading into an annoyed sneer. Walking quickly back to my office, I closed that door firmly behind me before fully letting loose.

	“Fuck! God dammit…” I growled angrily. I walked around in a small circle, not knowing what else to do to vent my frustration.

	I had blown it. I’d come on too strong, making him retreat into a shell. Fuck! I was good at my job, but I’d never actually made a deliberate attempt at seducing a patient. Honestly, I’d never really gone out of my way to seduce any man. Benefits of being an introverted bookworm for most of my life. Sure, I’d had relationships, but I was never the instigator for any of them. And it showed. Fuck… Gina would have never blown it as badly as I did here. I’d started out pretty good, building a good rapport with him, but I got sloppy, impatient, pushing too hard. If I’d been more in control, more elegant, I could have had him on the hook already. Maybe not balls deep inside me, but well on his way. I could have at the very least staked out a starring role in his deepest darkest sexual fantasies. He was very clearly intrigued by my job… it wasn’t a long path from curiosity to fetishization. Damn… I could have really done something here today. But, at least at this point, I would only be rendered an afterthought, a strange encounter in an otherwise normal day.

	Fuck.

	I caught a glimpse at my own reflection, and the sight only added to my frustration. All this work, dressing up… all for nothing. He didn’t once let his eyes check me out on a physical level. At best, he noticed that I was far younger and prettier than he might have expected. But that wasn’t enough. He didn’t notice that I had a top-shelf, juicy ass. He didn’t notice that I had massive tits. He didn’t even steal one glimpse at my tastefully exposed hint of cleavage. Fuck! I wore this really sexy bra, and this ever so slightly see-through top, and he didn’t even notice my boobs at all. He didn’t notice anything. It was all too subtle. Too understated. And because of that, he didn’t put together that I fit the role of his dream woman to perfection.

	What a good husband he was.

	It was true. Damn, if Annie didn’t strike gold with this one. A man who had seemingly devoted himself to her when he could be doing so much better. Perhaps it was typical male obliviousness, or maybe it was true blue undying loyalty to his wedded wife, but it seemed like he only had eyes for her.

	But… maybe not.

	There were vulnerabilities, for sure. He’d reacted very negatively when I brought up his past sexual adventures, and the girls he used to go for. His eagerness to tow the company line and try to change the conversation let me know there was something there that set off hit his fight-or-flight alarm. Either an event from his past that he wasn’t exactly proud of that he didn’t want me discovering, or maybe… maybe those immature desires that were supposedly in his past weren’t so in the past. Perhaps he still very much appreciated those gorgeous, dark-haired girls with a round firm ass and massive, round tits. Perhaps he still struggled with that desire.

	Was my thesis statement correct? That those high school/college tastes really dictate what types you go for in the future?

	It could be. Maybe he was doing his best to stifle those feelings to ensure his marriage to Annie stays on the straight and narrow. Perhaps by bringing this up, I’d touched a nerve. A deep fear of cheating. Of succumbing to those shameful desires that he still very much had. All men had desires. It was naïve to claim otherwise.

	Eddie hadn’t even tried to dissuade my earlier proclamation… that boy was smashing pussy back in high school. No doubt. Perhaps he felt ashamed of how much fun he got to have. How easy it was for him. Maybe he’d had it drilled into his head so many times that you’re supposed to feel bad about such things that guilt had taken hold. Maybe to convince himself he had grown beyond those feelings, he looked for a girl the opposite of his type: the slim, blonde Annie. He was ashamed for liking the type of sex those gorgeous busty women provided, because he’d been convinced he wasn’t supposed to enjoy it as much as he did. So, he suppressed those feelings, buried them under concrete, convincing himself that a girl like Annie was enough for him when she so clearly wasn’t.

	But his true feelings did bleed through in some ways. His sex life was “good”. “Fine.” Said without much thought, it told me everything I needed to know. No sheepish admissions that he was getting ridden every day like the prized stud he was. Not even trying to pretend he was getting his mind blown every night like he so deserved.

	Maybe his feelings bled through in other ways, in a manner that his wife was picking up on, perhaps even subconsciously. The way he would interact with other women with an easy chemistry that almost came naturally to him. Maybe the stray comment here and there that Annie picked up on. Perhaps he would even cast the occasional wayward glance at a pretty creature without even knowing he did it. Those old feelings rising to the surface for just a moment. Not obvious enough for him to realize he was doing it, but enough to cement the idea in Annie’s mind that his true desires might be elsewhere.

	So perhaps it wasn’t all a loss. I’d gained a lot of valuable intel. The problem was he’d walked out the door with me barely leaving a mark on him, and he had zero incentive to come back, no incentive to think twice about me. How do I lure him back? How do I get in his head? How do I make him notice that the doctor he was so nervous about meeting was in fact the heavily-breasted brunette of his dreams?

	The subtle approach was out. I’d tried keeping it subtle, but perhaps for some, a more blunt approach was best. Maybe if I’d been defter in my handling of him here, the subtle approach could have worked. I could have slowly and elegantly wormed my way into his head, into his fantasies, but it was too late for that. That approach was out the window. The delicate needle had failed to make a wound, and now I needed a cannonball to get the job done. Not my preferred method of attack, but it was the only method I had at this point. I needed to make him see me for what I was, and give him no room to mistake it. He’d seemed intrigued by me and my profession, and how my job affected my personal life. Maybe I need to give him a good glimpse of that… really catch his interest. But how do I make any headway when I had neither the ability nor an excuse to see him again?

	And then I remembered… I still had a meeting with Annie coming up tomorrow, where we’d discuss my findings about Eddie after our meeting. Yes… yes.

	I could make this work.

	 

	 

	 

	(One Day Later)

	“So, I’m excited to hear about how the appointment with Eddie went. I’ve been thinking about it all day,” Annie said as soon as she sat down in my office. “Nervous… but excited.”

	She was dressed cutely, a comfortable t-shirt and a knit, knee-length dress, her golden hair flowing past her shoulders, and an effervescent smile on her face. For a moment, I was struck, realizing that this must be what Eddie sees when he looks at her. She really did look great today. But then I remembered why I was here. I had important work to do. For the sake of science, I had to get Annie’s husband’s big fat cock inside my tight wet pussy. For the sake of scientific progress, I had to convince him to betray his wife and squeeze my big boobs.

	I had to stick to the plan.

	“Well…” I began, settling down into my chair. “The good news is that I don’t believe your husband is looking to cheat on you. I have no doubt he’s very much in love with you.” At this, she smiled brilliantly, clearly relieved to hear this from a trusted source.

	“Oh, my goodness, that’s great news!” she said, exhaling as she calmed her nerves. I held up my hand, warning her not to get too excited.

	“That being said,” I resumed. “It’s very clear to me upon talking to him that he seems a bit walled-off about his sexual history, letting me know he may have a few hang-ups or… regrets… that he hasn’t quite resolved yet.”

	“Okay…” she said, nodding. “Like what?”

	“I dunno, he didn’t really want to get into it,” I replied. “If I had to speculate, he has stuff in the past he isn’t proud of.”

	“That’s okay. Everyone has a history…” she replied fairly. But she couldn’t help but ask. “What do you think it is?”

	“Well, as I said, anything I say will be complete speculation. Perhaps he was young and dumb and regrets some of his past decision making when it came to choosing sexual partners. Perhaps he regrets spending all those years having fun with all those beautiful, fit, big-breasted girls when he should have been pursuing women of substance. Perhaps…” I was then interrupted.

	“Did he say that?” she said, suddenly looking worried. Based on our many previous conversations, she’d always been very self-conscious about her cup-size, specifically her lack thereof. She’d said that whenever she made a comment about her small breast-size to Eddie, he never seemed to have an opinion either way, but my stray comment might have proved differently.

	“I… well…” I stammered uncharacteristically, as if I’d said too much. Regathering myself, I answered calmly. “As I said, this is all speculation.”

	“Right…” she said, looking away, her mind elsewhere. I barely contained a grin at this. I added this reaction to my notes, as well as one other thing she didn’t look at, namely my chest. It was as if she didn’t fully register that I was the opposite of her in that sense, one of those big-breasted girls she wished she could be. I was more covered up than the day before, fully buttoned-up and reserved and professional. The subtle, understated approach was definitely the correct approach with women like her, married women with fears that their hubbies would cheat on them. If they sensed a threat, they would register it, even in a trusted friend. It was best to keep them in the dark, not let them think twice about me.

	She didn’t see me as anything else than what I was. A doctor. A mentor. She didn’t see me as a threat. She didn’t view me as a rival. She had no idea the danger to her marriage was right in front of her. Not the type of blatant, upfront, bludgeoning threat that probably kept her up at night. No, I was a far more dangerous predator…

	“And, secondly…” I resumed. “While your husband is by no means seeking an affair, or revisiting his past, or anything like that… I’m sure there are plenty of women out there who don’t feel the same way. Who would love nothing more than to slip between the sheets with him, ring on his finger be damned.”

	Annie’s face clearly dropped at hearing this. I let her stew in this feeling for a few moments before responding.

	“Annie…” I said, leaning forwards and smiling. “This isn’t news. It’s just the cost of having such a handsome hubby!”

	She laughed as this comment took some of the sting out of her sudden pangs of fear that my previous comments had caused.

	“Right…” she said, smiling and laughing, but not with quite as much vigor as she might have had earlier. “He is really good-looking, right?” she asked with a small but proud smile, looking at me like an older sister. Keeping up a professional tone, I replied.

	“You did very well, Annie,” I told her.

	“But… that’s the whole thing. That’s why I’m here, seeing you,” Annie replied. “I know I struck gold with Eddie, but I’m afraid other girls know it too.”

	“Well, there’s not much you can do to make your husband less attractive,” I joked, making her laugh again. ‘But, in truth, nothing’s really changed. You might view some of this as good news, some of it as bad news. But… as you know, getting married doesn’t mean you can just stop trying. Marriage is hard work. You have to keep working and keep reminding each other why you pledged yourselves to each other fully, for the rest of your lives. That’s the foundation of a marriage, what makes it strong, and it helps it protect against outside threats. There’s always gonna be some other woman out there, strutting her stuff in booty shorts and a low cut top. But despite what you see on TV or read on the internet, most marriages built on a solid foundation can withstand the worst of the storms.’ From experience, this was a lie. Matt and Jenny had strong marriage, but not strong enough to withstand Hurricane Gina. “So, I’m gonna tell you the same things I’ve always told you. Focus on making your marriage stronger, do what you can to push those fears to the side, and things will go wonderfully.”

	“I feel like I do that, but those fears are still there,” Annie replied.

	“Well, change it up. Do something spontaneous,” I suggested. “Like, I don’t know… cook a wonderful dinner for him.”

	“I don’t cook well,” Annie said, rolling her eyes. “Eddie’s better at it than I am.”

	“Well, you just gotta try,” I said with a smile. “I tell you what… when do you go grocery shopping?”

	“Uh, Tuesdays, but… I don’t do the shopping, Eddie does,” Annie replied.

	“Well, okay… go out on a Friday, pick up some stuff you know he likes, surprise him, and cook him up something special,” I said. She seemed unconvinced. “It might not turn out good, but it’s the effort that matters. He’ll love seeing you try.”

	“I don’t know…” she said, falling back.

	“Well, that’s your assignment. Do something spontaneous. Cook for him. If you don’t like that, do something else. Come back here next week and tell me about something you did to strengthen the foundation of your marriage. Okay?” She looked at me and glanced away, shaking her head. Finally, she looked back at me as I stared right at her, meeting my stare.

	“Fine,” she relented. I grinned.

	All in all, a successful appointment, at least for what I had planned. I’d somehow, while giving Annie the good news that he wasn’t likely to cheat, made her feel worse and more self-conscious than she did before. Those feelings would rise despite her best efforts, and Eddie would no doubt pick up on them. Annie was gonna do the work for me. Her insecurity would weaken the very strong marriage she was trying to protect, allowing me to swoop in and fully tear it apart.

	And I’d also gained the most valuable piece of information yet.

	Eddie goes grocery shopping on Tuesdays.

	 

	 

	 

	(Eddie)

	Reaching across the meat counter to grab the wrapped-up chicken breasts being handed to me by the woman working there, I tossed it into my cart and began moving towards the registers.

	Unlike some, I really enjoyed going grocery shopping. With my growing enjoyment of cooking, I would sometimes just take my time and saunter around, trying to come up with fresh ideas for meals. I didn’t quite enjoy it as much when shopping at the big box grocery stores, but some of the smaller, more specialized places were like a wonderland to me, so many items that were so new and foreign to me, a world for me to sample. Then this new place opened up, Green Gourmet, which was the size of the big box stores, but with none of the big brands. This isn’t a commercial for them, I promise, but it was exactly what I was looking for. Varied, good quality stuff. Ever since they opened, I almost got excited to go shopping, just to wander the aisles. I didn’t use to be so into food. When I was younger, I didn’t exactly have a refined pallet. Pizza, burgers, beer, fast food. But as you grow and evolve and mature, your tastes change.

	A lot of things change…

	My conversation with Dr. White came flooding back, as did its aftermath. Not that it went poorly. It went… fine. I’d been a bit nervous going into it, I admit, and it mostly went well. But, as she was doing her job, she started to poke at some scabs of mine that had long been healed over. Not that I am mad about her for that, I understand that’s what she’s there to do. But it did bring up a few things I thought best left in the past.

	Well… okay, so I’ll lay it all out. I was pretty popular with girls back when I was younger. Like… really popular. Being a young, good looking guy who kept in shape and was on the soccer team, I caught the eye of plenty of girls. So, I… indulged. Being young and dumb and naïve, I didn’t think twice about it. Not that having an active sex life was a bad thing for people that age. I wasn’t being prudish about that. It was just… to paraphrase from that dinosaur movie. Just because you could do something doesn’t mean you should.

	At first, it was great. I was just enjoying the ride. I didn’t really even have to put in any work, to be honest. Pretty girls seemed to be eager to date me, and I wasn’t about to say no. We went on dates, we made out, we… we had sex. And it was fun. A lot of fun. I enjoyed myself thoroughly. And as I told Dr. White, I wasn’t exactly discriminating in my choices, in the sense of not really looking for deeper qualities in these girls beyond the superficial. As bad as it sounds, all that really mattered was if I found them hot. And I always did, because they were all really fucking hot.

	Being a fit, decently popular guy, I was lucky to get a fair amount of attention. Being eager and naïve, I was just excited to be getting noticed. I couldn’t help what type of girls a guy like me attracted, the type that seemed more, uh… eager for action… than most. I couldn’t help that I ended up dating some of the hottest girls in our grade. I couldn’t help that the girls with the juiciest asses in our year seemed eager to plant them in my lap. I couldn’t help the fact that the girls with the biggest breasts in our class seemed to flock to me. It wasn’t by design or some grand plan of mine. It just happened.

	And I couldn’t deny that all this fun I had with these girls began to establish a pattern of babes I kept ending up with. As I said to Dr. White, dark-haired girls with perfect asses and big tits. But I disagreed with the Doctor in regards that being my permanent, cemented type. Honestly, I found myself ending up with these girls without really thinking about it. It wasn’t like I only sought out girls like that, and it wasn’t like I only dated girls like this. But I kept ending up with them more often than not, and for a time, through high school and college, I didn’t think twice about it. Again, I was just enjoying the ride.

	It was only a bit after graduating college that things changed. I had been waiting for my girlfriend… not Annie, this was before Annie. Anyways, I was at a restaurant waiting for her when I ran into a girl I used to go to high school with, Callie. She was a slim, fit blonde who used to be on the girl’s soccer team, so we’d see each other a lot in passing during practices and events and stuff like that. We had always been on good terms, but we didn’t ever really hang out as much as we could have. She seemed pleased as punch to see me, and I was always happy to run into old friends. After chatting for a little bit, she offhandedly mentioned something to me that ended up rocking me to my core.

	“You know…” she said, pointing at me from across the table as she held her beer glass in her hand. “I so wanted to date you back in high school.”

	“Really?” I asked with a smile. I’d never gotten that sense from her. ‘Why didn’t you say anything?’ At this, she gave me an almost amused look. “What?” I asked, confused.

	“Let’s just say I got the vibe that I wasn’t your type…” she said with a smirk.

	“What do you mean?” I asked, honestly not knowing what she meant.

	“C’mon, Eddie…” she said. I shrugged my shoulders. Rolling her eyes and smiling, she looked at me if I were messing with her. Finally, she just laid it all out. “Well, I wasn’t one of those ‘big-titty girls’ you always seemed to be with.”

	“What do you mean?” I asked with a small laugh. She seemed shocked that I was so clueless to her meaning.

	“Eddie, you were always with girls with tits out to here…” she said bluntly, holding out her hands in front of her small breasts, as if palming invisible cantaloupes. “Everyone knew it. I couldn’t compete with that…” she said with another smile, sipping at her drink. I was still confused.

	“What do you mean, everyone knew it?” I asked, most of the humor gone from my voice.

	“I mean… all of us kinda knew that that was what you were into,” she began. “It was pretty obvious. I don’t know where you got them all, like… it seemed like whenever I looked, you had some new ‘big-titty girl’ you were dating. I mean, that’s literally what me and some of my friends called them. ‘Big-titty girls’.”

	“That’s not what I’m into…” I defended.

	“Hey, it’s fine. You can be into whatever you want, man. I am not judging,” she said. “But… I just kinda knew I wasn’t what you were looking for.”

	“Did… did everyone else think this?” I asked.

	“Yeah, kinda…” she said, shaking her head as if it was obvious. “Everyone knew you were into girls with big boobs. I didn’t think you were hiding it.”

	I sat back and looked away. Did… did I have a reputation? I always tried to be friendly and good-hearted to everyone around me. I did well in school, and was successful in sports, and had lots of friends. But, was the one thing that people knew about me was that I dated, as Callie called them, ‘big-titty girls’? Was that the end result of all that? Was this what people remembered about me? Was this my true reputation?

	“I… I didn’t just date girls like that…” I croaked out.

	“Well, it didn’t seem that…” she began, but we were interrupted by the sudden appearance of my girlfriend, resting her hand on my shoulder to get my attention. My girlfriend, Cordelia, had just gotten off at work, and we were meeting here for dinner. She was dressed nicely, in a professional black blazer, a matching knee-length skirt, and a maroon button-up top. But even this formal outfit could not hide her very, very large breasts, a fact that Callie quickly noticed. Giving me a very pointed glance while wearing a knowing smirk, she introduced herself as a friend from school before leaving us to enjoy our night together.

	Callie thought this was all in good humor, but I don’t think she realized the crisis she sent me spiraling into for the rest of the night and beyond. As I tried to enjoy my night with Cordelia, all I could think about was what Callie had mentioned. Was this what I was known as? The guy who only dated girls with big boobs? First, that wasn’t, uh, entirely true, only… fuck, only mostly true. Fuck… most of the girls I ended up dating did have big breasts, didn’t they? Fuck! But, it wasn’t like I did it by design, or some grand plan. I didn’t even really ever think twice about it. It just sorta happened.

	Didn’t it?

	As I said before, I was lucky enough to often find myself the one pursued by girls, and a lot of the girls that pursued me were the ones that had big breasts. Maybe this type of girl just had the confidence level to aggressively pursue and ask out guys, and that, combined with me being slightly passive in terms of pursuing girls, led to me mostly dating fit, confident, busty women.

	I certainly never complained about it. I always had a good time dating these girls, even if these relationships never really ended up lasting long-term. But that’s how relationships go, and saying they never lasted wasn’t even implying anything bad. I don’t think I ever left things in too bad a place with those girls, and when I looked back, I remembered the good parts.

	I certainly remembered the sex.

	Listen, I’m not expecting any sympathy for dating a lot of big-breasted women. It probably sounded like a dream to a lot of people. And honestly, I can’t deny that the fun parts of dating women with big tits were as good as advertised. The sex was usually really good. And their breasts were usually even better when bared than the were when they were (barely) restrained within their tight, skimpy clothing. I’m not denying that big breasts are great. They are amazing to have your hands on. Amazing to squeeze. Thrilling to suck on. Incredible to do… other things with. There was just something about a pair of big tits that just screamed sex. I couldn’t deny that. It was probably that way for most people, to be honest.

	So, if people were viewing me as the guy who mostly dated large-breasted women, I think they, on some level, thought I was a guy who was mostly in it for the sex. And that wasn’t the truth. Honest. I was just trying to have a girlfriend and do boyfriend/girlfriend things and have a good time. Sure, sex was part of it, but not the prevailing factor. Not by a longshot.

	But even the girls that I dated that weren’t overly large-breasted didn’t really help my case. They typically shared that same confidence that having large breasts gives you. Meaning… they were incredibly beautiful. Or they had an ass so perfect that they could get away with anything they wanted. Or, it was both. Or it was all of the above, with them also having enormous breasts.

	I’d seen some of my friends beginning to settle down. Guys who were like me, who had their fun and attracted a certain type of girl like I did. And I was always surprised to see them settling down with girls that I would have been surprised to see them date. A buddy of mine from high school, Chuck, who dated in the same circle of girls that I did, ended up getting engaged to this woman who was a journalist who reported from areas of conflict around the world. A guy I knew in college who liked to party and hook up with sorority girls got married to a woman who was a pretty well-known, intellectual culture writer. They’d moved past their days of having fun with a certain kind of girl and found something deeper with women who were somewhat outside their usual type.

	Maybe it was time to for me to do the same.

	It wasn’t a sudden change. Hell, even by the end of the night, me and Cordelia were having sex, and I was digging my palms into her large naked breasts as hungrily as ever. But even in that moment, I felt my tastes changing. As perfect and round and smooth as her large breasts were, in the end… it was junk-food for the soul. Sure, it was good, really good, but I needed something more fulfilling. I needed something healthier.

	And that’s what led me to Annie. That’s what led to a complete shift in my dating life. I took more agency in the process, looking past the immature qualities I used to find myself valuing, trying to look a little deeper. The phrase Callie said… ‘big-titty girls’… it honestly haunted me, a specter of a decade or so of bad decision making when it came to sex and dating. I used that as a motivator to change, to go a different direction. Look for something special, outside of my normal purview. Turn down some of the smoking hot babes who would often show me attention, and look for something deeper. At first, it wasn’t smooth going, as that type of girl still held a certain allure that was difficult to just ignore. But over time, after really bearing down and dedicating myself to changing my ways… it got easier. It got to the point where I didn’t even really think about those women I used to date much anymore. I dated girls with a little more substance, learned a lot, improved myself, until I eventually found Annie. She was everything I was looking for. She was so lovely, and so intelligent, and just being around her made me feel like a more complete person.

	I’d been nervous about seeing Dr. White, but Annie swore by it. She said it’d be good to talk, even if I didn’t think so. Trusting her, I agreed. I wasn’t exactly excited about getting poked and prodded, especially when I had a past I wasn’t so proud of. So, I confess I went in there somewhat on guard. At first, things went pretty good, but she eventually began to pick at that old scab, zeroing in on it faster than I could believe, as if she could still see me as the type of guy I’d worked so hard not to be. That knowledge, combined with all the bad memories that had risen back up, left me feeling worse after leaving than I had going in.

	Annie seemed happy enough afterwards, but after meeting Dr. White the next day, she too appeared to be feeling worse about the whole thing. Nothing too obvious that she would admit to, but I could just sense that she was down about something, and I couldn’t help but wonder what Dr. White had told her about me. Had I done something wrong? Had I said the wrong thing? I don’t know.

	Luckily, I didn’t have to see Dr. White again. As far as I knew, I only had to see her the once, and with the way Annie had been acting lately, she didn’t seem eager to bring me back either. So that was a relief.

	But having all those memories stirred back up had left me feeling weird these last few days. Having all those embarrassing memoires of my past, and how long I stuck to dating a type of girl I should have long moved past, those fucking ‘big-titty girls’… it just left me feeling slightly upset. That’s why I was happy to be shopping, picking up food, prepping to cook a meal and indulge a hobby I enjoyed. A nice distraction from all those uncomfortable memories from my past.

	Paying for my groceries, I pushed my cart out into the parking lot and towards my car. Quickly loading them into the back of my SUV, I pushed the cart back up towards the cart corral. Smoothly sliding it into place, I turned back around to head back to my car, only to nearly bump into someone walking past me.

	“Oh!” I said, caught by surprise.

	“Oh!” she called out in mutual surprise. And as we both stepped back and actually noticed each other for the first time, I realized that I knew who she was.

	“Hi there, Eddie!” Dr. White said, standing right here in front of me, as if pulled from my thoughts into reality. But it took me a few moments to realize that this was indeed Dr. White, because frankly… she looked nearly unrecognizable. In her office, she presented to me as a completely professional, smart, calm, even slightly intimidating woman. What I was seeing in front of me… it was like she was a completely different person.

	On her feet were a pair of stylish flip-flops, leaving her bare feet exposed. But that wasn’t the only skin she was showing. Almost the entirety of her long, tanned, firm legs were exposed, the smooth flesh standing out in the early evening sun. This expanse of golden tan skin finally stopped just below her butt, where her very, very short denim shorts ended, clinging to her body as if painted on. The dark material stood out against her golden skin, barely eclipsing her butt on its lower end, and scooped very low on its upper end. The interruption of her exposed flesh by this dark blue denim was very brief, as a stretch of midriff above it was exposed as well. Not an obscene amount, but a good couple inches of her firm, trim belly was there, exposed to the world, the only interruption along the smooth fit flesh being her exposed navel. Crossing this expanse of her flat tummy, from beneath her tight shorts to the lower hem of her top, were the tiny black straps of her underwear, rising up over her hip bones.

	Jesus…

	Her upper half kept up it’s end of the bargain. Adorning her upper half was a thin, cotton, baby blue tank top, clinging to her slender frame, highlighting her fit belly and slim, lithe arms. But that wasn’t what was being highlighted most by this figure-hugging top. Highlighting a part of her that had completely escaped my notice during our first meeting.

	Dr. White had absolutely massive breasts.

	How had I, with my history, not even noticed this. Jesus Christ. She had seriously enormous boobs, jutting outwards against the thin blue material of her tank top, testing its tensile strength. They looked utterly mammoth and round and full, barely packed in the small, tight top. She very clearly had a black lacy bra on beneath the snug tank top, the lace evident against the material, the straps of it noticeable behind the tiny straps of her tank top stretching up to her shoulders. The top was very low cut as well, showing what seemed like five or six inches of smooth, succulent cleavage. The golden smooth flesh of her large round breasts was as tan as the rest of her, the round jugs ever so slightly getting pressed outwards by the tight garments holding them in place. They looked… spectacular.

	She even looked different in this new setting. Her long chestnut hair shining in the evening sun as it cascaded down her shoulders, a pair of large, reflective sunglasses perched on her nose, her pretty face wearing a brilliant smile, she looked like a model. Literally. Back at her office, she didn’t seem out of place. She seemed like a respectable, professional, attractive therapist. Here? Out here, dressed like this, she looked like a total babe. An undeniable fox.

	I was so taken aback by this sight that I couldn’t find anything to say. Luckily, Dr. White wasn’t so tongue-tied.

	“You just get done shopping?” she asked warmly, clearly excited to see me, not registering any of my shock at the sight of her.

	“Uh, yeah, just got done,” I replied, shaking my head, clearing my thoughts as I tried not to betray my shock at the sight of her looking like… this.

	“Shame… if you were just going in, I’d pick your brain a bit, and get some good meal ideas,” she said in a jovial tone.

	“Uh, I’d be scared of having you picking at my brain again,” I replied, and at this she grinned, nodding.

	“That’s fair,” she replied. “But I’m happy to run into you. I didn’t think I’d see you again. How’s it going?” she asked, looking up at me. I think she’d been wearing heels during our appointment, so she stood a bit shorter than she did before. Looking like this, dressed down, standing out in public, showing that level of cleavage… she seemed like more of an actual person than that professional, somewhat intimidating figure. I was looking at her in an all-new light.

	“I’m, uh… doing fine,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. I mean, it had only been a few days since we last saw each other. “But gosh, I’ve done so much since we last talked. Just did a bit of traveling, climbed a mountain or two, learned a new language…” She smiled at this.

	“I know, I know, it’s only been, like, a week,” she said. “But I’ve found that sometimes, especially after my first meeting with someone, they get cold feet and feel kinda bad coming out of it. Just want to make sure you’re doing okay.”

	“Uh, yeah, I’m doing okay, I guess,” I replied weakly, surprised at how she was able to pinpoint the exact thing I was feeling. She smiled warmly again, and I was once more struck by how shockingly gorgeous she was. This side of her was just so different than what I’d seen before. I obviously realized she was pretty before, but out here, dressed like this, she was stunningly gorgeous. It was like I’d only scratched the surface with her in our first meeting. Even her posture was different. In her office, she sat up straight and was very composed and rigid. But here, she looked almost liquid. She looked relaxed yet full of life. And instead of standing up straight, she was, for lack of a better term, kinda bouncy. Not in any lascivious way, mind you, she was just awash in energy. As she spoke to me, one of her legs was a little out to the side, resting on her heel, pivoting on it as she languidly swayed side-to-side as we talked.

	“You sure?” she asked, again smiling, sensing some of my internal anguish and gently trying to coax the truth out of me. I looked at her and took a deep breath, debating whether to speak up. She could clearly sense this, grinning knowingly as she looked up at me and held my gaze, trying to get me to speak up. I looked straight back at her and tried to hold back, but in focusing my gaze at her, it put her massive jutting breasts just at the edge of my periphery. With everything I’d just been thinking about, I was a bit more on edge than normal. And with those old thoughts running through my head, I could just feel my gaze being drawn down to her juicy, mouthwatering cleavage. As she swayed back and forth with bundled up energy, I could almost glimpse her heavy breasts swaying along with her. Feeling my eyes being pulled towards her with even greater force, I knew I was running out of time. Not wanting to embarrass myself by staring at her boobs, I realized the only alternative was to just come out and admit to what she already knew.

	“It’s just…” I began, taking the excuse to look away as I searched for the right words to say, temporarily escaping the gravitational pull of her jutting breasts. ‘Did I do something wrong?’ I asked. “Things seemed okay right after our talk, but as soon Annie talked to you the next day, she’s been acting kinda weird.”

	“Weird how?” she asked, somewhat more in doctor mode now.

	“Just… I don’t know, like bummed out. Like, she got bad news that she doesn’t want to share with me,” I said, looking pointedly at her, feeling a little bit of anger at the woman who’d seemingly brought these issues to the surface in both of us. That slight anger was enough to keep my focus on our conversation, and not on, uh… other things. Other large, round, firm things.

	“I see…” Dr. White said, giving a small sad smile at hearing this, looking away. Shifting her weight, she brought her leg back in, now standing up straight as opposed to shifting back and forth. This move made her weighty breasts jiggle beneath her top, a sight I unfortunately noticed. Dammit! She paused for a moment, letting these words bounce around for a second, before turning back to face me. She began speaking in a somewhat more professional tone.

	“Well, let me first say again that anything you said to me stayed with me,” she began. ‘I didn’t tell her anything. And frankly… there wasn’t much to tell, was there?’ She glanced at me pointedly, letting this statement hang in the air for a moment. “The intent of me meeting with you was to assist in my care for Annie. Get a better picture of the man she was married to. And, I confess… I don’t think we got very far, you and I. And as soon as we did start to get somewhere… no offense, Eddie, but you started to clam up. And that’s understandable. It takes some time to get comfortable enough to open up. So, I didn’t get much out of our meeting, to be honest. And when Annie wanted answers, I could only really give her generic platitudes. Nothing of real substance. And it sounds like she didn’t respond well to that.”

	I looked away. Yeah, it was true. We didn’t exactly dig too deep during our discussion. And once we began to encroach on stuff that I didn’t really want to get into… Yeah, she was right, I clammed up. I didn’t want to talk about it.

	“Uh… I’m sorry,” I said. At this, she grinned again.

	“No need to be sorry, Eddie. It’s perfectly normal to be nervous your first time,” she said. I couldn’t ignore that this was something she’d probably said to plenty of other patients of hers, just in a different context.

	“So… what should I do?” I asked.

	“Well…” she began, looking away for a moment, her eyes hidden behind her reflective sunglasses. Finally, she glanced back at me. “Well, I can tell you what I would want, but I don’t think you’re gonna like it,” she said teasingly, leaning slightly forward, unconsciously giving me a better view of her expansive cleavage. Her smooth… succulent… deep… fuck, I was looking! I glanced for just a moment before catching myself. Damn! Hope she didn’t notice.

	“What?” I asked, eager to push beyond this awkward moment.

	“I would love to begin meeting with you on a regular basis, Eddie,” she began. “Not even just as a doctor with her own practice trying to get people in the building, but I do think there a few things we could get to the bottom of, things that we only scratched the surface of. And besides, it’s never a bad thing to talk things out with someone.”

	“I don’t know…” I replied. With all the conflict I’d been feeling since our last meeting, another appointment with her did not exactly sound appetizing. At the same moment, as she listened, she brought her hands together in front of herself, grabbing her own wrist. This seemed to inadvertently press her arms against the sides of her enormous breasts, making them balloon outwards right in front of me. My eyes were drawn to the luscious, smooth orbs bulging outwards, so I glanced away after only looking for a millisecond. Honest. But I think it was enough, as she changed her position as soon as she noticed my discomfort, disconnecting her hands.

	“I really think it would be a good idea, Eddie. I mean it,” she said in an unfailingly warm tone, but as she did so, she leaned forwards slightly, again inadvertently showcasing her huge boobs. Did she not know what she was doing? But in that same moment, I couldn’t deny that she probably had a point with what she was saying. She seemed extremely perceptive, and she had probably sensed in my avoiding of certain subjects that I perhaps had a few aspects of my sexual history I wasn’t proud of and hadn’t fully dealt with. Would it be the worst thing to actually deal with them in a professional setting with someone I could trust? But then again, could I trust her? She was a doctor, and she had sworn her oaths or whatever, but could I fully trust that she didn’t give up information to Annie about the things we’d discussed? Not even deliberately, but unintentionally letting things slip. Sensing my conflict, she spoke up.

	“I tell you what,” she began, pushing up her sunglasses up on top of her head so she could look at me eye-to-eye. Even her eyes were stunning, deep pools of hazel showcasing her intelligence and perceptiveness. ‘Let’s make two appointments. Totally free. No charge. And we don’t have to tell Annie about it. No pressure on your end thinking I’m reporting to her, and she won’t get in her own head thinking about what we talked about. Just me and you. It’ll be our little secret,’ she offered. That did sound slightly better. But damn… part of me just did not want to dig back into these old wounds. “I honestly think it would be a good idea to talk, Eddie. And deep down, you know it too. Let’s talk it out, get to the bottom of some of your shit, and I promise, you will feel so much better by the end of it. I guarantee it.” For a moment, I could have sworn those eyes of hers flashed with something almost mischievous, but it passed before I could see it again. I must have been mistaken.

	“Eddie…” she started, her face now calm and patient and professional. “You do not strike me as an unintelligent man. I think you know you have things you need to get out of your system. And to be honest, helping you get to the bottom of your issues will help me in getting Annie to confront her concerns first-hand. And I think that’s something we both want… right?” she asked with a knowing smile.

	I nodded.

	“So…” she said, leaning slightly forwards one more time, again inadvertently placing her massive breasts right at the lower edge of my periphery. “Can I plan to see you again, Eddie?” she asked, with a raised eyebrow, smiling and trying to will me into saying yes. I admit… she had made a pretty strong argument. With as tenacious as she seemed to be, I couldn’t think of any way to turn her down that wasn’t a weak argument she could shred to pieces.

	“Okay…” I relented, nodding. At this, she grinned brilliantly.

	“Perfect! That’s awesome!” she effused. She moved her head towards me ever so slightly, speaking in a slightly quieter tone. “Trust me, you won’t regret it.” I smiled weakly and nodded again.

	“I know,” I replied.

	“But I warn you…” she began, sliding her sunglasses back onto her nose, putting those mirror-like lenses between my eyes and hers, reflecting my own image back at me. “We’re gonna get into it. Me and you are gonna talk about sex. I’m a sex therapist. That’s my job. So… prepare yourself. If I have my way, you’re gonna get in deep.”

	Her words of warning sent a strange nervous thrill through me that I couldn’t quite process. Whoa… what the hell was that? Maybe… maybe if I hadn’t been just thinking about my past… Maybe if she wasn’t dressed like that… Maybe if her gigantic boobs weren’t just right there… My mind was all over the place. That was all it was.

	“Okay…” I said simply. She pulled out her phone and scanned her schedule.

	“Wanna meet on Friday? 4:30?” She asked. I nodded again.

	“Perfect! I can’t wait to see you again,” she said. A long pause fell between us, and she clearly sensed that the conversation had reached its end. “I’m sorry, I’ve kept you way too long. I should probably let you get home to Annie.”

	“I probably should,” I replied in agreement.

	“Alright, have a good night!” she said, backing away a few steps. “I’ll see you Friday!” she said with a grin before turning around to head towards the store, her flip-flops clacking as she began walking. I turned away to head towards my SUV, but I couldn’t stop myself from glancing back. Jesus… she had an amazing ass, too. The dark denim clung to the round, full cheeks, highlighting their amazing shape perfectly, even giving a hint at the delectable cleft in between. The material ended just where her butt met her legs, providing a teasing glimpse the firm booty flesh barely contained within. And if there was any doubt from the front view, the rear view made it clear, as the straps rising over her hips from beneath her booty shorts connected right above the crack of her ass in a tiny little triangle of material, a whale-tail from the thong she was wearing. And wait… was that a tramp stamp?

	Jesus… who was this woman?

	I couldn’t help but watch her head towards the store, her hips rolling smoothly, her butt bouncing back and forth as she sauntered towards the front entrance. And I wasn’t the only one staring, as a few other men and even women were watching her move. I was glad to see I wasn’t the only one she had this affect on, but I knew it was best to get away. Turning away fully, I kept my gaze forward as I got back in the driver’s seat of my car, only then finally exhaling and shaking my head.

	What the hell just happened? The doctor who seemed so buttoned-up and professional dresses like that in her free time? How was this possible? She had seemed like a calm, cool, intellectual woman, someone who was clearly so learned and so knowledgeable about all things sex. She had her diplomas on the walls of her office, an office that was filled with all sorts of heavy bound books and medical journals. And after all that learning and all that experience in her job, that was how she carried herself in her daily life? It just seemed so contrary to everything I thought I knew about her. That woman, dressed in booty shorts that highlighted her hot ass, a low cut top that showcased her massive breasts, and a thong pulled up into a fucking whale-tail like a girl from high school would. What the hell?

	For someone in her job, she had to know how dressing like that would be perceived. What such an outfit would say about her. Was she, uh… just that type of woman? She certainly didn’t come across that way to me, and as someone who used to be well-acquainted with that type of girl, I feel like I knew them well enough to at least be able to see them coming. But Dr. White didn’t ping on my radar at all. Were my senses so dulled at this point that I wasn’t reading the obvious signs? I don’t think so.

	Then what was it? Was I wrong about my initial perception of her? No. I knew I wasn’t. So… so maybe the answer was all of the above. Maybe she was that intellectual woman I had first perceived her as, and she dressed like that in her free time. But how could a woman as smart as her dress like that? Let me be clear, I wasn’t shaming her or anyone for dressing like that. She was free to do what she wanted. But… most of the super-smart girls and women I knew in school didn’t dress like that. They thought twice well before ever reaching that point, that studious intelligence usually translating into a certain level of restraint. Not that I was offended by women dressing in skimpy clothing, or thought less of them for doing so, it was just that an outfit like that seemed a step beyond merely a skimpy outfit. Frankly, it was downright slutty. It takes an admirable level of confidence and shamelessness to dress like that. Maybe that was it. Maybe her time as a sex therapist gave her the knowledge and awareness needed to instill a bulletproof sexual confidence. Maybe she had seen so much in her time that she had become jaded to the idea of feeling any shame about her body, opting instead to showcase it without fear of what others thought. Yeah, maybe that was it.

	Or, maybe I was just overthinking it, and she was wearing an outfit like that because she knew she had the body for it.

	And damn, did she ever.

	I know it sounds really bad to say that as a married man, but her body was literally impossible not to notice with her dressed like that. Since I’d pivoted in my dating life towards girls with more substance, I’d done a good job of keeping my nose clear of any funny business, keeping a healthy distance away from the type of girl that I used to date. And despite the occasional wayward thought in the early going, as time went on, and I found myself around a girl with the, uh… proportions… that I used to enjoy without question, I didn’t even let my mind go there. I stopped those errant thoughts in their tracks. But this… I had been so caught off guard by her sudden appearance, and so lulled in by my initial impression of her as being straitlaced that she had completely broken through my defenses. Without even meaning to do it, she had made me notice her body.

	She had made me notice that she had massive, round breasts, practically bursting out of her top. She had made me notice her smooth, deep, tempting cleavage. She had worn booty shorts so tight they looked painted on, making me notice her firm, fit, juicy ass, the meaty cheeks vaulting from her slim body. She had showcased her long, taut legs by literally leaving them completely exposed. She had shown off so much soft, tanned, golden skin that practically yearned to be touched. She had inadvertently shown me that she could more than match up with the women I used to hook up with.

	During our first appointment, while I had registered that she was younger than I expected and quite pretty, that wasn’t really the top thing on my mind at that point. I was just nervous about the whole meeting in general. But seeing her like I just had made me look at her with new eyes and realize that she was in fact breathtakingly gorgeous. It was literally like those movies where the nerdy girl takes off her glasses and you suddenly realize she’s really hot. Only in this case, it was taking off her glasses and professional work clothes and putting on next to nothing to make me realize that she was an absolute babe. Just as hot as any woman I’d been with, and adding to that the fact that she was hyper-intelligent and successful… it almost made her even hotter.

	And I had just agreed to meet with her again. Fuck…

	How was I gonna deal with our upcoming appointments? How was I gonna ignore what I’d just seen? I couldn’t. My practice up to this point had been to just not engage with these women who were my weakness, not even put myself in a situation where I could relapse into my old ways. Now, I’d agreed to meet with a woman who more than matched up to those proportions, one-on-one. Shit! Literally mere minutes prior, I was happy to never have to deal with her again. Yet, by the end of our sudden, quick conversation, she’d booked me for two appointments with her, free of charge. She’d gotten me to agree to that despite not being excited to do so. I doubt this was anything other than her leaping at an inadvertent opportunity, but her quick thinking and hot body had gotten me to agree to something I didn’t really want to do.

	And now, I was gonna have to get through an appointment with her knowing how gorgeous she was. Knowing how hot her body was.

	I just hoped those things wouldn’t affect me.

	But after taking a breath to calm myself, only to realize that I very had a straining erection bursting to get out of my pants, I feared it wouldn’t be so easy.

	 

	 

	 

	(Dr. White)

	I confess that I don’t normally dress so… garishly… in my free time. Before my recent epiphany, I would have been mortified to dress in an outfit that was so undeniably slutty. I lacked both the sexual confidence and that level of shamelessness to walk out in public wearing something like that. Plus, I literally didn’t own pieces of clothing that were so revealing. But now, after recent events, I was certainly emboldened. And… I have to admit, walking around so shamelessly, feeling so many eyes on your body… it was undeniably exciting. It gave me a rush I didn’t expect.

	Perhaps I should start dressing more like this in the future…

	Obviously, if you haven’t figured it out, running into Eddie was no coincidence. I’d been hoping to run into him inside, but as I pulled up in the parking lot I saw him walking out the door, so I had to work fast. Luckily, the results had been very, very promising.

	I had Eddie on the hook now. Thank goodness! I admit I had some doubts after our first meeting. Perhaps his love for his wife was indeed enough to shield him from temptation. Perhaps he really was one of the good ones, so devoted and totally in love that he would never even consider letting his eyes wander. Perhaps some of my blooming theories about sex had been mistaken. But I was right. I was fucking right!

	I’m sure with some men, the slow, patient, subtle approach might work. And it probably could have with Eddie if I had enough time, but maybe he was just the type of guy you needed to be upfront with. Cause I’d left the door open a few times during our first conversation, but he didn’t bite. I left enough temptation available in my professional outfit for any wandering eyes to find, but his eyes didn’t budge. Clearly, the subtle approach hadn’t worked with Eddie.

	So, I figured I had to be as blunt as a hammer to get through to him.

	I had to dress like a total slut to communicate the fact that I was the exact type of woman he used to spend his nights with. Marriage had dulled his sexual awareness so much that I had to practically rub it in his face before he realized I had amazing tits and a perfect ass. But thankfully, he’d finally noticed.

	Boy, had he ever.

	It was cute how nervous he was at the sight of me dressed like I was. In our first meeting, he’d walked in so confident. Fortified by years of marriage into a man completely unaware of the temptations he offered, the idea of finding himself tempted by another woman seemed like a foreign concept to him. My first session with him had put a chink in that armor, and my hot body had completely busted through it.

	The surprise attack worked wonders. He was so caught off guard that he didn’t know what to do. Well… he did find one thing to do, namely stare at my massive tits! Haha, he probably didn’t even realize how much of our conversation he spent staring at my chest. He only seemed to catch himself when he was staring for an egregious amount of time. His eyes didn’t know enough to even look during our appointment together, not knowing what kinda body I had. Clearly, my questioning had stirred up something, because upon our second encounter, he couldn’t stop looking. And very soon, he would be seeing even more…

	Any doubts I had after our first session were gone. Even if our session together was a little sloppy on my end, I’d still done enough to knock him off his steady, marital axis. If I hadn’t, if he was as happy and satisfied with Annie as he claimed to be, he would have easily been able to maintain eye contact with me during our conversation in the parking lot. Instead, his gaze his ended up lodged in my cleavage. Such a small thing to decide one’s destiny, but that was the case for Eddie. In that moment, he chose his own fate.

	And now, his cock was on a one-way journey to my pussy.

	And it would end up there soon. Very soon. Like… Friday, soon.

	This was the destiny he had chosen, not me. Some part of his mind had made the decision to look. To let his eyes wander ever so tentatively. To sneak a peek at my immensely large breasts. Sure, I’d greased the wheels by displaying them so lewdly, but he’d still taken the bait. Happy, confident, satisfied married men… they don’t look, because they don’t have to. What they get at home is enough. And Eddie? He wasn’t getting enough.

	He was my patient now. My focus. And it was my job to sort out his issues. To aid him on his journey to find peace and happiness. And based on our interactions together, I knew his prescription for happiness. A large pair of breasts filling his palms, and a tight wet cunt that could squeeze his cock right. Deep down, he knew this this was the case. It was just a matter of him accepting it. And in doing so, it would allow his wife to fully confront her own issues. Her biggest fear was that her husband was destined to cheat on her, that she wasn’t enough woman for him. And my work with Eddie would prove this fear accurate. Hey, it wasn’t a happy resolution for her, but it was a resolution, nonetheless. Better a bad ending than a lifetime of indecision. It seemed more humane to just induce her greatest fear and get it over with rather than waiting for years for the hammer to drop. My body was the solution to both their problems, and it would allow me to get to the bottom of both of their issues at the same moment.

	It couldn’t be more perfect.

	If I had any doubts about what I was doing, about the lines I was crossing in order to get the job done, this erased them. My plan was working so beautifully that it was impossible to ignore. Sure, I was crossing some ethical boundaries, and breaking a few oaths, but wasn’t this a path worth exploring? It was somewhat unexplored territory in a setting like this, and I could be the trailblazer. I could carve out a whole new branch of exploration in sex therapy. And most of all… it just felt right. It felt this was what I was meant to do.

	And it was working.

	I was beyond excited at both this revelation and the affect I’d had on Eddie, so my body was buzzing. I was practically on cloud nine as I sauntered confidently into the grocery store. I had no reason to actually go inside, as my job was complete, but I had to stick to the plan and play out the fiction, just in case Eddie was still watching. And once I was inside, I figured since I was there, I’d might as well buy a few things, considering how much Eddie had talked it up.

	I certainly drew some attention while lazily walking through the aisles. I stood out dressed as I was, so I understood. This was the first time strutting my stuff so brazenly, so I figured I might as well get my money’s worth. And almost immediately, I could feel the difference. I could feel the tension ramp up wherever I went, so profound was the effect I was having. Some of the normally disinterested young workers there suddenly seemed eager to help, which made me smile inwardly. I could feel all eyes on me as I moved through the store. I have to admit… it was an incredible feeling. I just… I’d never experienced anything like this. I’d never been the hot babe strutting around, and I confess it was kinda intoxicating being the center of attention. Was this like it was for the hot girls back in high school, or the perfect 10s out in the real world? Was this what Gina felt like? Was this what it was like being among that upper echelon of beautiful people? Damn… I could get used to this.

	But despite the rush of being the center of attention, I couldn’t fully turn off my therapist brain. One of my favorite things about being a sex therapist is that certain beautiful purity to someone’s sexual desire. Not that those desires were pure, that’s not what I meant. It’s just… someone exposing their sexual desire… it was such an intimate thing. What you desire says so much about you as a person. And in order to quench this desire, you have to expose them, opening yourself up to your partner in the process. There was a beauty in having such trust with a partner, exposing something so fundamental about yourself to someone else. That was certainly the romantic side of love and marriage, but that wasn’t what I was interested in. What fascinated me was that desire, that raw, naked sexual desire. Not every case I worked on was about this, but the ones that were about this were my favorite.

	The thing I prided myself in most were my reads of people. As with any line of work, when you do it long enough, you learn the shorthand. You see the code. I’m sure most of my peers in this profession developed this talent, but I feel confident when I say my reads were better than most. I could see the truth long before my patients did. For years, I mostly left my work at work, save for a few exceptions, namely for silly things like celebrity relationship gossip, or movies, or reality dating shows. But now, being so sexually brazen and up front… I could see the raw, undiluted reactions in the people I passed by, and I couldn’t help but read into them, giving quick and dirty diagnoses.

	Those young male grocery store workers… not much mystery to their reactions. Horny young men, worn down after a long day of work… it’s no wonder they immediately locked onto the sight of a hot babe passing right by them, strutting her stuff. It was no doubt the best part of their day. But I also received glances from the young women that worked there. Not necessarily looks of desire, although that may have been a small part of it. And it wasn’t just that kneejerk jealousy at seeing another girl around them capturing all the attention, although again that was probably a part of their reaction. No, the main thing I saw was an almost… longing. A wish they could be like me, not have to be wearing their bulky work outfits, but instead feel free to dress how they want and be the one who was getting stared at like I was. Perhaps I would even inspire one of them to do the same, to erase all worries and just slut it up a bit. And honestly, with the looks I was getting, I would encourage them to do so.

	I passed by a married man shopping with his wife, and as soon as his pretty wife turned away, he looked back and gave me a shameless look up and down, lust painted across his face. And that was enough to let me know everything about him. This was a man who’d probably already cheated on his wife, doing so in an almost blatant manner. No regrets. No thinking twice. He probably did it every chance he could. He probably likes his wife well enough, but he probably cheated on her from the first moment they were together. Frankly… men like him weren’t terribly interesting to me. It’s so much better when they try to be good men, try to be good husbands, but just can’t resist the temptation to cheat. Being so upfront and almost slimy about their cheating… seems rather dull to me. A man like this guy here… there wasn’t even a flicker of light inside him. Give me a guy like Eddie or Matt over a guy like this any day, men who tried to be good. Tried to behave. Tried to let that light shine through, but the darkness enclosing around them was just too much to take. And I got something closer to my taste a few times, with a few men stealing nervous glances as I passed by, knowing they shouldn’t look but unable to resist a peek. One of them even had a ring on his finger…

	I passed by another young couple a few aisles down, and the reactions from both were intriguing. They seemed like a nice couple, probably religious, based on their somewhat conservative dress. The husband’s reaction was one of pure judgment, literally shaking his head as I passed by, a harlot so shamelessly displaying her wares. Such colossal disgust could only be a mask for lust. He wanted me, but he hated that he did. He blamed me for the conflict my body incited in him, as if it was my fault that he wanted my body. My fault that he wanted nothing more than to squeeze my big tits. I would love to get a man like him in my office and pick his brain, but men like him were not the type to seek out the kind of help that someone in my field could provide. They thought they already had the answers.

	His wife had a different reaction. Her feelings painted across her face; I could read her like a book. She looked at me with a certain longing, not one of desire but for a life she used to live. She probably used to carry herself not unlike this, proud and shameless and sexy. At some point, she changed her tune. Maybe she was convinced this kind of behavior wouldn’t get her anywhere. Perhaps she convinced herself to settle down with a stable man. But judging by her expression, that had not worked out so well for her. She was clearly unhappy with the life she’d chosen, and the yearning look she was giving me was one for a life she’d left behind. A life she wished she was still living. I’d love to get a crack at someone like her as well, trying to help her sort out her issues. But perhaps this little glimpse would prove to be an inspiration for her.

	I was really surprised at how my garish display affected both men and women alike. I figured I’d be getting more attention from men, for obvious reasons. But I was surprised to be getting an equal amount of stares from women, albeit for different reasons. Although not always, as evidenced by the pretty young lady manager who asked if I needed help, whose body language during our otherwise cordial conversation just screamed out in a desperation to fuck me. As I so casually glanced away during our chat, I could feel her eyes staring at my breasts before looking back at her and seeing a lustful heat in her gaze. I’d fooled around a bit with Gina during the threesomes we had with Matt, but beyond that I’d never done anything with a woman. I had no doubt that she would give my body as worshipful a treatment as any man, but something like that was for another time.

	The person that caught my attention the most was the man that stood in front of me in line at the self-checkout. He was busy talking on his phone with his wife, allowing me to check him out. He looked to be a man in his late 20’s. Probably worked in an office, based on his outfit, dark slacks and a blue polo shirt, exposing his fit forearms. In those arms he had a big package of diapers held in place against him, as well as a couple jars of baby food. And if it wasn’t clear enough that he had a baby at home, I could overhear him as he talked on the phone.

	“Yes hon, I didn’t forget the diapers. I’m in line now,” he said. A long pause, then… “Yes, I got the banana baby food.” He was very handsome, with friendly features, soulful eyes, and short, dark hair. He seemed to be in good shape, tall and fit, but not overly so. And as he was distracted talking to his wife, I snuck a peek at his crotch, and judging by the easily noticeable bulge there, he was packing some heat. I looked away as to not be considered too shameless, but considering my outfit, I suppose I shouldn’t be worried about that. For a few moments, I just listened to him talk as his clearly overwhelmed wife brayed at him on the other end of the line. Judging by his patient yet annoyed tone, and his slightly frazzled hair, he looked a bit stressed out. And when he finished his call, pocketed his phone, and took a very noticeable breath in an effort to calm himself down, it all but confirmed that.

	Realizing he’d might have shown too much of his internal feelings about his current predicament, he glanced around, checking to see if he’d been noticed. He first glanced forwards and verified that no one noticed there. Then, he looked back, only to see me standing there, smiling at him, having clearly heard everything.

	“New baby?” I asked with a warm smile. Caught slightly by surprise, he turned and gave me a slightly tired smile and nodded.

	“Is it that obvious?” he asked.

	“A little bit,” I said with a small laugh.

	“Sorry,” he stated, embarrassed to have been noticed showing anything less than pure unbridled joy in the face of life with a newborn. “I’m…” he began, bursting to let out all his feelings on this new phase of life, the good and the bad. But then he seemed to actually look at me for the first time. See that I wasn’t just a friendly face, but a friendly face with huge tits who was dressed like a slut. Or more specifically, the exact type of girl a stressed-out married man should not be talking to. If he was at his best, he would have not even chanced a peek. But because he was so tense, because he was so frazzled and worn down, his eyes stole a glance at my large, round, smooth breasts, giving them a longing, hungry gaze. I could see so much feeling passing across his face in what was in truth only a few passing seconds before he caught himself. He looked away, noticeably shaking his head, upset with himself. Luckily, he was bailed out of this awkward moment by a register opening up in front of him.

	“I gotta go…” he grumbled, not even chancing another look back at me.

	This was certainly the downside of wearing an outfit like this. Sure, it might draw some men in, or in the case of Eddie, break through his defenses and make them transfixed. But in a case like this, it might simply scare some men off. It’s a shame though… I saw so much that I could dig into with this guy. I would LOVE to pick his brain.

	Worn down as he was, his emotions were naked on his face. A few months into being a father, with a little baby at home and a stressed-out wife, he was probably feeling some pangs of regret. Not that he didn’t love his wife and his child, but he was probably wondering what his life would be if he didn’t settle down. Maybe, in that moment, he was even wishing he hadn’t settled down. A handsome, well-built, well-equipped man… I’m sure he never struggled with women. Perhaps he was wishing he was still living that bachelor life, drowning in tits and ass, no responsibilities in the world. Perhaps the image of my perfect tits would stick in his mind, enough so that the next time he got off, it would be my big breasts that got him off, not his wife. Fuck, that’s hot… Maybe my enormous boobs would kickstart something inside him, a desire he couldn’t shake, until he just has to indulge himself. He just has to seek out a pair of big tits as large and round as mine, betraying his wife in order to indulge his wicked desires.

	Fuck, I hoped that’d be the case. I’d love to see a guy like him let loose. And if he somehow ended up in my office… shit, I would love to work him over, get him to the point where all he could think about was tits and ass, starting with mine. And I don’t even think it would take more than one appointment to get him sucking on my nipples…

	Maybe another day.

	As I strutted out into the parking lot, moving to my car, I found myself reflecting on this unexpected experiment of mine. I was shocked at how much wonderful information I was able to glean from doing something so simple, simply walking the aisles and people watching. I was gonna be heading right back to the office to jot this all down. And honestly, doing something like this, getting out in public and doing some field studies, using my hot body as the catalyst… it was really exciting. It was a fun challenge, doing some people watching and some spot diagnoses. Perhaps I didn’t hit all my reads 100%, but I’m confident I was in the ballpark for most. And if I were to make this a common practice, I just knew my reads would get impeccable.

	And I would do this again.

	But that was all stuff that would happen in the future. I had to focus on the here and now, cause my biggest test was fast approaching. I had to finish the job. I had to fully break Eddie’s outer shell and get to the real him. Expose his true nature. And once that happened, once he accepted who he truly is… then we would finally fuck. Until that day, I’d be thinking a lot about him.

	And I’m pretty sure he’d be thinking A LOT about me as well.

	 

	 

	 

	(Eddie)

	I did my best to focus on the task at hand as I went about my night. Normally, cooking would provide a perfect respite for when I had a bad day, especially cooking for Annie and seeing how her face would light up when sampling something new. But as I worked in the kitchen, I found myself unable to fully shake that encounter with Dr. White from my mind.

	It probably didn’t help that my erection hadn’t fully gone down, hours after seeing her.

	Jesus, it was just… that body. Those breasts. They were just so big! How had I not noticed them before, being that large? I hadn’t seen a pair so perfect in a long time, and getting the view I did sent tons of sense memories flooding back into my mind. Like a recovering smoker catching a sniff of tobacco in the air, the sight of her giant breasts in close proximity caused an almost full-body reaction in me. A potent chemical reaction, making my blood pump and my nerves to light on fire.

	The funny thing was, I didn’t start out this way. I never really even had a particular preference for women with large breasts and round asses when I was younger. I mean, sure, I was a man, and I certainly wasn’t opposed to such things, but I never sought it out. However, after years and years of dating girls who had these assets, I confess that I did come to learn what a juicy ass and a big pair of tits could do. And those things they could do became such a common part of my sex life that my body became used to it, which is why being in the presence of someone with those assets caused such a strong reaction in me. My body was remembering what girls like that could do, and the reaction was so visceral that I still hadn’t shaken it.

	Part of me wanted to just take a break, sneak off to the bathroom, and rub one out, just to clear my head. But I didn’t do that, for two reasons. First, the idea of jacking off to thoughts of Dr. White’s body didn’t seem entirely kosher to me. Two, now that I was married, I felt kinda weird about masturbating. Seemed like a betrayal of my wife’s trust, in an odd sort of way. I wanted to focus my sexual attention on my wife… only my wife. So, for now, I would just have to deal with my current state and try to conquer my wayward thoughts as I worked.

	The bad thing was that this new revelation only made Dr. White a more fascinating figure to me. I still couldn’t shake the contrast between our first two meetings. She had seemed so calm and intelligent and professional… just super-chill and friendly. And then, just seeing this whole different side of her, dressed in such skimpy clothing… it made me reconsider my initial impression of her. She seemed like such a buttoned-up intellectual, a doctor who had a bookish, clinical view of human sexuality. My initial view of her, despite her warm nature, was that she was a somewhat intimidating figure, someone who seemed to know her shit and not easily fooled. A beacon of knowledge of human sexuality given her profession. It made sense for her to be confidant in her sexuality given her job, but what she was wearing seemed beyond that.

	To put it crassly, that outfit seemed downright slutty.

	Was it possible that Dr. White was a… was a slut? It seemed rude of me to even speculate, I know. And I have no issue with women who are confident in their sexuality and seek out what they want, clearly, given my history. But that’s just it. I knew these types of women, and Dr. White didn’t ping on my radar at all. Could I have been wrong about her? Was there a lot more going on beneath her friendly, professional exterior? Had I agreed to a one-on-one meeting with the exact type of woman who used to be my weakness? Was Dr. White a wolf in sheep’s clothing?

	No. Of course not.

	I’ve always tried to base my feelings on people not on reputation, but on character. And based on my first meeting with Dr. White, despite feeling some discomfort with her line of questioning, I had no issue with her as a person. Everything new I’d learned today was mostly based on speculation. Perhaps it was just that she was a confident woman, confident in her body and her sexuality. I shouldn’t assume the worst in someone based on previous biases.

	I’m sure this would all turn out for the best.

	And yeah, based on the all the confusion her appearance had caused, perhaps she was right that I did have some shit to deal with in regard to sex. Perhaps sex, uh… sex therapy with her, I mean, was the answer.

	Having made peace with that aspect of things, I did my best to focus on making dinner, but Dr. White’s impressive body had had its effect on me, and despite my best efforts I wasn’t able to shake it. I’d pushed her out of my mind completely, but her mark remained physically. My blood was running hot all night, and I was gonna have to do something about it.

	Often when I would cook, Annie would volunteer to be my little assistant. By her own admission, she wasn’t the best in the kitchen, but seeing how much I enjoyed cooking, she was eager to help out in any way she could, prepping ingredients, getting things ready for me, etc. So, as I worked on cooking up some lemon garlic chicken breasts, she was in the kitchen with me, getting stuff ready for me. As she was chopping up some shallots at the counter, I gained a bit of a wild urge. Stepping up close to her, I pressed myself up against her back, wrapping my arms around her, resting my hands on her wrists gently as she was at work.

	“Oh my!” she purred gently with a happy smile, one I hadn’t seen on her in the last few days. “Someone’s feeling frisky…” she said, shaking her petite butt against my still stiff erection. My movements followed hers, our hips moving in unison as my manhood pressed into her.

	“Maybe I am…” I whispered into her ear, humping up against her cute butt ever so slightly, making it clear what my intentions were for tonight.

	“Well, save it for later, baby,” she whispered with desire. “I’m not that kinda girl, hon. You have to at least get me dinner first,” she said with a laugh, doing her best to focus on what she was working on as she urged me to do the same. I remembered doing stuff like this with some of my exes. Some of them knew how to almost weaponize their juicy ass against me, using it to get what they wanted out of me. This often meant tight clothing that highlighted their firm, full rear-ends, booty shorts and yoga pants and the like, stuff that really clung to their round, juicy asses. Combine that with their natural confidence and physical awareness, sauntering in front of me and posing just right… they always made sure I noticed. Sometimes, they REALLY made sure I noticed, pushing themselves against me in a manner similar to this, close intimate grinding, both in private and even out in public. Their round, firm asses were often enough to overwhelm my normally calm demeanor and send me into a frenzy. Luckily, I was able to easily keep myself in control enough here with Annie, enough to pull away and get back to work, leaving behind a nice tension in the air.

	We finally served up dinner a little later. Often, especially when I was trying to cook new meals for us, Annie would defer to the chef, so to speak, letting me have a larger portion of the meal. Additionally, I had a larger appetite than her, so when the time came to serve, she took some of the smaller pieces, leaving the larger breasts to me. We ate outside, basking in the late summer evening as the sky lit up with a pink glow. For a night that had begun with such conflict and confusion on my end after running into Dr. White at the store, it ended up being pretty darn romantic.

	Having clearly sensed where the night was going, Annie took the opportunity to initiate sex. It was of our normal style, but I confess, that after the events of the day, my lust had a bit of a harder edge than normal. Not that I was fucking my wife at the furious pace of a freight train… no, she doesn’t like it when things get too fast and rough. And that’s totally fine with me, I really didn’t mind, despite my history. But instead of the smooth, even pace I normally maintained, I found myself moving with a little faster speed and a little more oomph as I lay on top of my wife in the missionary position, giving it to her.

	“Ooh! Oh my!” Annie sighed in happy surprise, her body shuddering as we mated. “Oh my gosh, baby, you’re so excited!” she said happily, her head falling back as she grinned, her hands rubbing my back. She looked like she was in bliss, like she’d never been happier, that she could live the rest of her life in this moment. But her words pierced through the lustful fog in my brain, reminding me with great clarity what had sent me into this lustful state. Not my wife but another woman… another woman’s body. It was Dr. White’s body that had put me in this state. Dr. White’s ass that had stuck in my brain. Dr. White’s enormous breasts that had sent my cock into a state of rock hard erectness that hadn’t fully gone away all night. I had fully shaken away those thoughts and was living in the moment, but my wife’s genuine moment of bliss sent a wave of guilt through me, taking the wind out of my sails. With my loving rhythm now interrupted, I had to find a quick cover in order to not catch Annie’s attention. Thinking fast, I simply fell to an old standby. Sliding my hands beneath her warm back, I rolled us both over so I was now on my back and she on top.

	“Oh! Okay!” she called out in surprise. I felt bad for interrupting her moment of bliss, but it seemed like only thing for me to do. She didn’t normally like being on top, as I always got the impression that she didn’t like being in the driver’s seat during sex. Additionally, this was something where my decent size down there proved to be perilous. I admit I had a pretty good-sized dick, about nine inches long and pretty thick. And Annie, bless her heart, she just wasn’t’ built to handle a cock the size of mine. She did her best, and her snug pussy more than did the job, but she simply wasn’t dug deep enough to take my size. And with her being on top, it kinda emphasized that point, and it made it more difficult for her to manage how much of me she took. I think she liked the idea of me being in charge, and me knowing just how much to give her to make her melt.

	But I said it was my old standby, because in my dating days, this was the position I ended up in the most. It seemed like a lot of the girls I used to hook up with liked to be in control, be on top and drive the action. Throw themselves down at me and make me take it, screaming out like whores as their tight pussies took every inch of my swollen weapon. Just lying back and getting fucked into submission by damn near every one of my exes was always just the best, so much so that it became my favorite position. But being the good husband, I yielded to my wife’s preferences. However, in this moment, I fell back to my old ways. I just needed something a little more than the usual.

	“Okay…” my wife repeated, smiling lovingly clearly seeing that this was something I needed. I smiled lightly as I looked up at her. “Let’s do this…” she said to herself as she began rising and falling on my rock hard post, gently bouncing on me as much as she could without moving past her comfort level. I rested my hands on her hips as she rode me as best as she could. I looked up at her pretty face, and the loving effort she was putting in to give me something I wanted sent a wave of affection through me.

	Then I looked at her breasts.

	I always kinda knew that Annie was sensitive about her small boobs. She was shy about them when we started dating, and judging by some flattering bras she chose, she always seemed to be trying to make them look bigger than they were. Their petite size, A-cups, honestly weren’t a problem for me. I loved her, and stuff such as breast-size didn’t matter in the grand scheme of things. That being said, part of the reason this had become my favorite position with my exes was the way they always utilized their large breasts as they fucked me. Making sure to put them right in front of me so I could watch them bounce as they rode me, the sight of which was damn near hypnotic. Them eagerly putting my hands on their large round breasts as they fucked me, forcing me to squeeze and squeeze and squeeze till I didn’t have to be told to do so. The sensation of feeling them rub across my face as I was held down and ridden. Their sheer size… their weight. The smooth flesh. The indescribable softness. It was all just… intoxicating. I became so accustomed to all that, so trained to enjoy it, that just being in that position and ridden by a girl just always got me off best. My body began to expect to be on the receiving end of pleasure whenever I saw a pair of large breasts. And as proven today, it was something I still hadn’t fully shaken.

	But this was nice, too!

	Sure, it wasn’t the vigorous, lusty type of intercourse I used to get when a girl was on top before. I wasn’t being roughly fucked into the bed in the emotionless pursuit of raw, lust-filled pleasure. There wasn’t a round, juicy ass driving against me at a feverish pace, the meaty collision echoing through the room loudly. I didn’t have a pair of sinfully large breasts pouring between my fingers, nor was I feeling their weight resting against my blissed-out, smiling face.

	But looking up and seeing the loving effort my pretty wife was putting in to give me something she knew I wanted filled my heart with such love and affection, something that didn’t compare to all those previous encounters. Even though her bouncing was dainty and gentle, it was still quite nice. Even though her snug pussy didn’t have that all-consuming, perfectly trained tightness that most of my previous girlfriends did, it still felt wonderful around my hard dick. Even though her small breasts didn’t have enough heft to do anything more than gently ripple at her slow-paced lovemaking, compared to the lewd bouncing and jiggling of my exes’ oversized tits, it was still very good. It probably would have been enough to make me explode in my condom.

	But as I basked in this loving moment of intimacy, and my pleasure began to slowly rise, the events from earlier that day lashed out at me, stealing me away from the moment. As Annie bounced on top of me, she was suddenly replaced in my vision. Not by any of those many exes whose memory I clearly couldn’t shake. No.

	Suddenly, the woman on top of me was Dr. White.

	Instead of my wife, Dr. White’s gorgeous, smiling face was above me, looking down at me with lust in her eyes. And even though I’d never seen her body exposed to me, combining the women from my past with the healthy glimpse of her I’d gotten earlier was enough to fill in all the delicious blanks.

	Instead of my wife’s pale, flat chest, I was looking up at Dr. White’s massive, tanned tits. Unburdened of any clothing, they looked enormous. Round and smooth and firm, they vaulted from her slim form, like overripe melons growing off a vine. Tanned, fleshy udders, each capped with a round, dark, stiff nipple, eager for a hungry mouth. I could practically see the heavy orbs jiggling as she bounced on me. Glancing down her fit frame, down her belly to where we were conjoined, I could see her perfect pussy wrapped around me. And I swear that, as soon as she appeared in my wife’s place, her pussy felt ten times tighter than my wife’s. It was of course impossible for me to know this, but… with enough experience, you can just sort of tell. Based on our earlier encounter, I could knew that Dr. White probably had a deliciously tight pussy. And as my hands rested on her hips, it suddenly felt like I had more meat in my hands now that it was Dr. White’s juicy ass that my fingers were pressing against.

	“Oh!” I groaned, my body jolting in pleasure at this sight.

	“Is this what you want?” Dr. White said in her confident, knowing, professional voice, now burning with lust.

	“Uh! Yes!” I groaned. Grinning big, she gave me just what I asked, bouncing on the upper half of my big cock, making me squirm beneath her. Even though this was just what my wife was doing, it felt so much better almost immediately with her doing it. Combining the events of the day with Dr. White’s shocking, lust-inspiring appearance above me, I went from 10 to 100 in a snap, and I was getting close to an explosion. Looking up at Dr. White, my eyes fell to her massive, jiggling breasts. Having them so close to me, I just couldn’t resist. Reaching up, my hands reached up to grasp them, knowing that the sensation of a big pair of breasts filling my hands for the first time in years would be enough to push me over the edge into a massive orgasm.

	But unfortunately, fantasies can only go so far. They couldn’t just conjure such perfection out of nothing.

	My body was ready to blow as soon as a contact was made, but as soon as my fingers hit flesh, it wasn’t Dr. White’s breasts above me. They were Annie’s little boobs. And while they were very nice and cute, they were not exactly the lust-inducing features that Dr. White’s exquisite pair were. I was so ready to blow that the contact alone pushed me over the edge, but the explosion that was expected ended up being completely kneecapped. I still ended up cumming, but at about half the power I expected, my body flexing as my cock erupted into the condom sheathing my rock hard weapon. But I admit that compared to what I expected, in the moment I was left slightly unsatisfied. The thing was, this was just as good if not better than most of the sex me and Annie have, but compared to what it could have been…

	“Oh my god, babe,” Annie sighed a few minutes later as we both lied back and caught our breaths while we recovered. “You really enjoyed yourself!” I turned to face her as she rested on her side looking at me, so pleased at how turned on I got in the midst of our lovemaking. Not wanting to let her know that my disobedient mind had gone elsewhere during the sex, I simply smiled, pulled her in, and kissed her.

	I couldn’t sleep that night. I felt like shit for letting my mind lose focus, quietly betraying my wife by thinking about another woman during sex. I didn’t do it deliberately, of course, but that didn’t make it any better. It was still a betrayal. I ended up getting back up at around 11:30 after trying to sleep for the last hour. My wife was resting peacefully, having no idea of the conflict I was feeling in my heart.

	My mind went to Dr. White, and as soon as it did I felt a level of dread at the prospect of our upcoming appointment. I just had a sex fantasy about her… it probably wasn’t the best idea to just up and meet with her two days later. Clearly, the sight of her earlier today, combined with our previous discussion, stirred up something in me that I thought was long dead. So, it probably wouldn’t be the best idea to go see her again. Not only because of the sudden revelation that she was among the type of woman that was my kryptonite, but because she seemed to have a good feel as to how to stir shit up, and… I think I had some stuff that I really didn’t want stirred back up. And I don’t know if my heart could take this turmoil whenever I tried to make love with my wife.

	I was tempted to just up and cancel the appointment, despite the promise I’d made to Dr. White earlier. It reached the point where I went to grab my phone and text her that I wasn’t gonna be going. But as I did so, I noticed a notification on the face of my phone. Speak of the devil, it was a text from Dr. White. And it had arrived only about 15 minutes prior, an oddly late message from someone I barely knew, but at this point in the night, I wasn’t getting hung up on the details. I read what she sent quickly.

	“Eddie, I was just thinking about our meeting today, and I realized I hadn’t followed up! I just wanted to confirm our appointment for Friday at 4:30. I’m really looking forward to seeing you!”

	This message made me pause. I could end this all right now. But… dammit, I did promise her, and I hate taking that back. She did seem happy to see me, and eager to help. Sure, that help had stirred up some shit, but after the events of tonight, her point that I might have some stuff that needed to be sorted out was all but confirmed. Maybe I just needed to accept the help, as uncomfortable as it might be. Talk shit out, delve into my past, and come out of it in a heathier, happier place. I needed to confront my fears and get all this turmoil out of me.

	Texting back a quick reply and setting down my phone, I exhaled. I calmed my nerves and moved to return to bed, making peace with what was coming. I was simultaneously feeling both excitement and dread for my appointment on Friday, but I just kept having to remind myself that nothing bad would happen, despite my fears. It would all work out.

	It was for the best.

	 

	 

	 

	(Dr. White)

	I wonder if Eddie was wondering why I sent him a text so late in the night? If he was curious why I was thinking about him so, ugh… deep… into the evening? Oh, so fucking deep… fuck yes.

	I knew he’d be awake, for the same reason I was. Sex. And while I was spending the night alone, venting off some steam by pounding my hungry pussy with a big pink rubber dildo, Eddie was no doubt giving his wife the real thing. All those wicked desires I’d incited in him… they’d have to go somewhere. He’d find some excuse to convince himself that he was feeling extra amorous for his wife, but when it came down to the moment of truth, when all veils were lifted and he was lost in the moment, it wasn’t his wife he was fucking. It was me. It was my body that had made his cock throb all night. It was thoughts of me that pulled him into bed. It was the thought of screwing me that took him to the edge. For all intents and purposes, he was fucking me. His wife was just a vessel, no more than a sex doll being used to live out his real fantasies. Did he actually follow through and cum to thoughts of me? It’s possible, but I can imagine him having some guilt trip before that point. Hell, if he was willing to confront his desires for me, he would have probably just snuck off and jacked off to thoughts of my hot body. Even better, he could have just, you know… fucked me. But alas, he was at home, screwing his wife and wishing it was me he was fucking.

	And at the same moment, I was dreaming of fucking him.

	Splayed out nude in my bed, lying on my back, I was using both hands to drive the thick pink dildo into myself. The sex toy was probably a healthy comparison to the real thing, a nice, sizable eight inches, although I hoped he was even bigger. After a day of dressing up like a complete slut and cock teasing Eddie, among other men, I was extremely turned on. In my mind it was him driving that big married cock into me. Across town, he was fucking his wife, and over here, I was on the receiving end. We were fucking each other while miles apart, clear proof we were destined for each other. And two days away from doing the thing in person and making that destiny a reality.

	And if I had any doubts about what I assumed was happening on Eddie’s end, they were erased when my phone pinged on my nightstand. When I glanced over, and I saw that Eddie had texted me back at 11:30 on a worknight… That was it. I was right.

	I fucking squirted.

	That was it. I was right about everything, and getting that proof was enough to take me over the edge. I gushed out onto my bed, almost cumming harder than I ever had before. For minutes, my body spasmed as this ferocious orgasm tore through me. And after letting it run its course, and I finally gathered the strength to reach over and grab my phone to see what Eddie had said, I smiled when I saw his text.

	“Thanks! I’ll see you then.”

	I laid back and smiled. Short but sweet. It said nothing, but at the same time it said everything to me. Letting me know I was right about the events of tonight. And more importantly, right about what me and him would be doing two nights from now.

	“Eddie…” I gasped into the heated air of my bedroom, my head falling back onto my pillow.

	“I can’t wait.”
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	(Two Days Later)

	(Eddie)

	I was bouncing my foot on the carpeted floor of the lobby of Dr. White’s office. I had told my wife that I had a work meeting that was going late, so as to not let her know that I was meeting with Dr. White without her knowing. She’d had her appointment the day before, and I was somewhat nervous that she’d come home having found out I was meeting with her sex therapist behind her back. Uh… it sounds bad putting it like that. It wasn’t some salacious, secret meeting. It was a private appointment to work out some things.

	That being said, I still did feel bad about not being able to tell Annie about this. Not just the keeping a secret thing, but… me not being as far along with things as I should be as a married man. If I were a better man, I wouldn’t need to be here. If I had been more discerning as a younger man, I wouldn’t be in this position.

	Suddenly, the door across from me opened up, and there stood Dr. White. Seeing her again after the turmoil of seeing her a few days prior… the mere sight of her made me hold my breath. Luckily, she was dressed about how I expected her to be. A black, stylish, professional business suit, a black suit coat and a slim, matching knee-length skirt. Her exposed calves were covered with black stockings, leading down to expensive looking heels. Up top, beneath her coat, was a satiny red button-up top that flattered her body. And it was there that I noticed the only vestige of what I’d seen two days prior, a few buttons left undone, showing just a hint of the expansive cleavage I knew was there. Not to a level that might be considered unprofessional, of course, but now that I knew what she was working with, it was hard for me not to notice. I then looked up at her gorgeous smiling face, her chestnut hair cascading down her shoulders, her glasses adding an air of intellectualism that was, let’s just say, not present two days prior.

	“C’mon back, Eddie,” she said warmly. Smiling and nodding, I stood up and moved to comply. As I did, she turned to glance at her receptionist, Ashley, the only other person in the room.

	“Ash, you can take off. I’ll close up,” Dr. White told her.

	“You sure?” Ashley asked, seemingly a bit surprised.

	“It’s late on a Friday,” Dr. White began. “Go home. Enjoy your weekend!” Ashley’s face lit up.

	“Okay. Thanks!” Ashley chirped.

	Dr. White turned back to face me as I approached her. I only slowed down when, instead of stepping aside to let me pass as she did last time, she stood in front of me and held the door open, passing the job over to me as soon as I got close enough. This kept her in front of me as we began moving towards her office.

	“I’m so glad you came!” she said, grinning as she led me down the hall. “I confess I was afraid you were gonna think twice and cancel. Of course, you could have done so. I wouldn’t have been offended at all. But I’m glad you’re being proactive about this stuff. That’s a very good sign!” I was suddenly hit with a pang of regret. Damn! I could have just told her no and have not faced any repercussions. A big part of me did not want to be here, and knowing that might have been just enough to convince me to not come here. But not wanting to display any regret, I simply smiled and nodded as she looked at me over her shoulder.

	As she led me on, I was again struck by the contrast between the two sides of her I’d encountered. The professional image of the woman in front of me was the polar opposite of the one I’d run into in that parking lot. The one thing they had in common was the way her butt moved as she walked, smoothly shaking side-to-side, the firm cheeks pressing out perfectly against the thin black skirt. It wasn’t an over-the-top kind of movement… it just seemed that her gait worked to naturally showcase her rear end. But the show didn’t last very long, as her office wasn’t far away.

	Pushing open the door, she stood against it as she welcomed me inside, gesturing for me to walk past her into the office. I pivoted as soon as I got within close proximity of her, not wanting to make contact with her as I walked past. And even though I was successful on that front, being somewhat close to her allowed her subtle, feminine perfume to hit my nose. That had always been a weakness of mine, and it activated my sense memory almost immediately.

	Whatever cocktail of perfume, girly shampoos, lotions and natural scents it was, there was just something about the unmistakable scent of a girl that always just clicked with me. It just seemed like the girls that I ended up dating smelled amazing. I distinctly remember getting a certain pleasant satisfaction of smelling a girly scent on my bedsheets the night after sharing my bed with a girl. It’s probably a bit of confirmation bias, but it seems like the girls I liked the best had a perfectly calibrated girly scent, and some of the girls that I had more of a tumultuous relationship with were a little more garish and less subtle with their girly smell. Still nice but sometimes a bit aggressive. A little too strong of a perfume, a slightly more bitter of a shampoo, etc. Unfortunately, Annie had sensitive allergies to overly perfume-y smells, so she didn’t use a lot of heavily scented products. In the grand scheme of things, it wasn’t that big of a deal. But… I couldn’t deny the small feeling of satisfaction that went through me when that scent of a girl hit my nose.

	This is all a long way to say that Dr. White smelled really good. A perfectly calibrated scent, my exact preference.

	Knowing the drill, I walked across the room and took a seat on the couch as she grabbed a notebook from her desk before sitting down on her chair. Sitting up straight, and in doing so unconsciously pushing her chest out, making her large breasts press outwards against her silky red top, I found my eyes glancing at her cleavage for just a moment. Regathering myself, I looked up just in time as she looked at me and began speaking.

	“So, like I said, I am VERY excited that you’re here today,” Dr. White began, smiling brilliantly. ‘And, lucky for us, this is my last appointment of the week, actually, so we don’t have to rush through this. That being said, I don’t want to waste time.’ She paused here, leaving me enough time to nod in assent. “Now, before we get started, I just want to remind you that my goal is to help you find your best self. That might require pushing your buttons, needling at you, perhaps even making you a little upset. But again, everything I’m doing is to help you, so please stick it out with me, even if I start to piss you off a little bit. Sound good?” she asked, smiling warmly. I nodded again.

	“I’d first like to discuss your dating history.” I physically tightened up at this, dread filling me, and my reaction was noticeable enough for her to see it. She grinned again. “I know this makes you uncomfortable. But my hope is that we can just push right through that. Rip off the band-aid right away. And I’m also hoping that we can perhaps get past some of the… dancing around the answers… that you started to do during our last session. How does that sound?” She asked this warmly but firmly, a gentle warning that it was for the best that I just speak the truth and get to the point as opposed to trying to dodge the questions.

	“Okay,” I said, exhaling deeply and nodding again, trusting in her that this approach would be for the best. She flashed another grin at this, then proceeded to begin her questioning.

	“So, just to revisit a topic we discussed before… is it safe for me to assume you were sexually active back in high school?” she asked professionally, clearly knowing the answer but wanting me to say it.

	“Yes.” I said plainly. My answer made her smile lightly, happy to see that I was being a bit more forthcoming than I had been before.

	“How did those relationships tend to start? Were you the pursuer or the pursued?” she asked.

	“Uh…” I began, still a bit nervous to be actually putting voice to my history. “I guess I was mostly the one pursued.”

	“I thought so…” she said to herself, smirking lightly, scribbling down some notes. “Why do you think that was the case?”

	“I don’t know…” I began, sitting back. “I guess I was still kinda young and naïve. I mean… there were girls I thought were really pretty, but… I didn’t know what to do at that point. I was nervous about asking girls out, so I didn’t. I was happy enough just, you know… being a teenager. Playing sports and hanging out with my friends. But some of the girls in my class… they weren’t so nervous.” Dr. White smirked knowingly.

	“So, were these girls the ones you already liked?” she asked.

	“Not necessarily,” I said with a sigh. “Not that I didn’t like these girls, but… they weren’t always ones in my classes, or ones that I knew a bit better. Or the ones I had my eye on. But… I wasn’t being too precious about it. I had really pretty girls walking up to me and asking me out… I wasn’t gonna say no.”

	“How’d these relationships tend to go?” Dr. White asked. I shrugged my shoulders.

	“They weren’t too serious,” I began. “We always had fun, you know… we went out, went to parties, fooled around, but it was never anything really substantial… on both ends. It wasn’t like I was dating girls who wanted to, like… get married to me. We were just having fun.”

	“And you clearly didn’t just date one girl back then?” she asked.

	“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I dated a fair share of girls, I guess. But like I said, it was never anything too significant. It was just… high school dating.”

	“Were these girls in your grade? Younger… older?” she asked.

	“They were mostly girls in my grade. I don’t think I dated many that were younger than me. I dated a few that were upperclassmen,” I said, and she seemed to smile to herself at this. Back then, such a thing was rare, the girls dating guys in grades below them. It must have been the same with her, and based on her earlier expectation that I’d done well for myself back then, this only supported her case. “I was at a pretty big school, so there some people there you’d suddenly meet who’d been there the whole time. Plus, you know… there were girls from other schools as well. But… yeah…” I stopped myself, suddenly feeling like I was bragging. That was not my intent. Honest. She smiled and nodded.

	“And did it always stay the same, with them being the ones to seek you out?” she asked.

	“Yeah, pretty much,” I replied.

	“So, you didn’t really have to work for it at all, then?” she added with an amused smile. I shrugged my shoulders again.

	“I mean… not really. Maybe, in some sense, it set me back, cause I should have learned way earlier than I did about how to ask out a girl. But I never really had to.” I answered.

	“Why do you think you attracted so much attention?” she asked.

	“Uh… any answer I give will make me sound a bit arrogant,” I said to myself.

	“Just be honest. No shame in that,” she suggested patiently.

	“Well… I was a good-looking enough guy, I guess. I was an athlete, and decently popular. I think at that age, that was probably enough for a lot of the girls.” I answered.

	“What were these girls like? Did they have anything in common?” she asked. Again, based on our previous appointment, she knew the answer to this question, but she wanted me to say it. I paused and looked at her, and I swear I could see the slightest twinge of a smirk crossing her lips. She knew she was pushing me into uncomfortable areas, and I suppose some small part of her enjoyed that discomfort her question incited. So, per her advice, I opted to just confront it head on.

	“You’re talking about the whole ‘pretty girls with dark hair, a perfect ass, and big tits’… thing?” I asked. I remembered that comment of mine with crystal clarity, knowing even in the moment that I’d said too much. And I knew she keyed in on that comment as well. And if I had any doubts about that, she confirmed it.

	“That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” she responded calmly. I looked across at her, only to see her grin at me again. Exhaling and sitting back, I tried to figure out the best way to lay it all out.

	“Uh, well…” I began, shrugging my shoulders. “It is what it is. I ended up dating a lot of girls that… had those qualities. It wasn’t even some grand plan of mine. I mean, sure, I liked those things as much as any other guy, but I wasn’t seeking out girls like that. It was just… girls like that tended to be the ones that sought me out. And after a while of girls like that… I didn’t think to look past those qualities. Like I said last time, I was dumb.” Dr. White scribbled down a lot of notes at this before looking back up to me, clearly wanting to dig deeper.

	“Why do you think girls like this flocked to you?” she asked. I shrugged.

	“I don’t know. I wasn’t even being that discerning about girls before that. I guess I was looking for someone I found pretty, but I wasn’t too choosy about a girl’s measurements. But these girls were the ones who ended up wanting to be with me. I don’t know why.” I replied.

	“Do you mind if I speculate?” she asked. I nodded in reply. “Perhaps the girls that had the level of confidence to walk up to a guy in high school were the ones that had, as you so elegantly put it, ‘a perfect ass and big tits.’ Maybe it was because these girls knew they had such impressive measurements that could make any guy that age throb that gave them that certain swagger needed to so boldly ask out a guy like you.”

	“Maybe,” I replied. I’d certainly considered the same line of thinking, so to hear it reaffirmed by an expert gave it some credence.

	“Or… perhaps you were unconsciously sending out signals that these girls were, in fact, the ones you really wanted. And these young women were simply picking up on that,” she speculated. At this assertion, I had to push back.

	“I… I don’t think that’s the case,” I replied. “Honest to god, I wasn’t only looking for girls with hot bodies.” At this assertion, she seemed surprisingly unconvinced.

	“Well, okay… then how long was it before you changed your approach to dating?” she asked, her question like an arrow hitting the target.

	“Uh…” I began, smiling in embarrassment. “Till I was, like, 25…” I admitted quietly. She grinned at this, looking almost happy to have heard this.

	“So, from your high school days through your early adulthood, the majority if not all of your girlfriends were these beautiful women with great butts and massive breasts who, if I could hazard a pretty safe guess what they were thinking with a man like you, wanted to have as much sex with you as possible.” Something seemed off about that statement, but I didn’t have time to think about it as she kept talking. “Honestly, this sounds like every man’s dream scenario! The life that everyone desperately wants. Why would you ruin such a good thing?” Despite asking this in a rather straightforward fashion, I could sense some sarcasm in her question. Nonetheless, I chose to just answer the question she was getting at.

	“I ran into a girl from high school at a bar when I was waiting for my girlfriend at the time,” I began. “And she said that she used to have such a crush on me back then, but she didn’t bother asking because she wasn’t like the girls I dated. I asked her what she meant, and she said that I always dated girls with big boobs, and since she was, uh… flat-chested, she didn’t think she could compete with that. She said that everyone knew that that was my thing, only dating girls with big boobs. The, uh…” I exhaled as this sharp memory hit me. “The exact words she used to describe it was that my type was ‘big-titty girls.’” Dr. White openly smiled at this admission.

	“Big-titty girls?” she said, clearly amused at this phrase. “I kinda like that.” I rolled my eyes.

	“Yes, she said that because I only dated ‘big-titty girls’, I would never consider dating her,” I explained. “And yeah, she said everyone at school apparently knew it was my thing.” I hated revisiting this memory, because it had had such a profound affect on me. I looked down at the floor, embarrassed.

	“Was it not true?” Dr. White asked calmly, no doubt trying to needle me. “I mean, all the evidence is there…”

	“No!” I said, looking back at her fiercely, sounding a bit more upset than I intended. Calming my nerves, I continued. “Like I said, I didn’t really think about it till that point. It’s just what sort of happened. But when she said that, it put into perspective that I kinda had a reputation. And when I realized that, I knew I had to change. I didn’t want to go through life being that guy.”

	“Why not?” Dr. White asked naively, as if the answer wasn’t obvious. “Did you not like dating ‘big-titty girls’?” she asked, clearly needling me. I didn’t bite.

	“Because…” I began, both trying to keep calm and having so many obvious things to say that I couldn’t find the right words. “Because there’s a type of guy who only cares about that kinda stuff. Some… d-bag with a sports car who goes to the club every night is the type of guy always has to be with a woman with massive breasts. I don’t want to have any crossover with a guy like that. I don’t want to be that guy!” A silence hung between us at this declaration, and I was surprised to see that she seemed somewhat puzzled by what I’d said.

	“So…” she began. ‘You didn’t pivot in the moment, through all those many relationships. You were never complaining when you had a busty girlfriend to spend the night with. You never questioned your place in life when you were being ridden into the bed by one of your gorgeous, hot-bodied exes. You weren’t having any existential crisis’s when you were dating girls with perfectly-shaped asses. It was only when an old friend implied that you were being judged for your taste in quote unquote, “big-titty girls’, that you began to question yourself. Is that correct?”

	“I mean… yeah, I guess so,” I admitted. At this, she scribbled down a lot of notes. Enough for me to eventually have to speak up. “Did I say something wrong?” She looked and gave me a patient smile.

	“It’s just…” she began, looking for the right words to say. “After years of being content and not questioning things, you let someone else’s opinion affect you so deeply. I fear, in some manner, you were going against your own wishes to satisfy some… nebulous judge of your character.”

	“Well, looking back at a lot of my old relationships, I wasn’t exactly driving the car then either,” I began. “I dated a lot of very demanding, strong-headed women. A lot of times, it felt like I was just along for the ride, not in control of any of my dating life. At that moment, after running into Callie… I took the steering wheel for my own life. For the first time. And when I was having to decide which way to go, I had to decide on what I was actually looking for. And I did. And I found Annie.” She seemed impressed by this answer, smiling and jotting down a few more notes. Finally, she looked up and spoke again.

	“And that’s great, it really is. But… I wonder if it was at the cost of your own happiness…” she asked.

	“What do you mean?” I asked, somewhat taken aback. Was she saying I wasn’t actually happy? Cause I was. I completely was.

	Dr. White paused for a good few seconds. She then set her notebook down on the table next to her.

	“Do you want to know why I wanted to meet with you in the first place?” she asked.

	“Uh… sure,” I replied. Seemingly weighing her options, she continued.

	“I’ve been meeting with Annie for quite a long time now, and I had an incomplete sketch of you in my head,” she stated, sitting back. ‘And that was enough to get by for a while, but as things progressed and some of her fears came to the surface, I needed to get a better picture of you to actually make any real progress.’ I nodded at this, unsure where this was going. “Eddie, the reason I needed to meet with you is because your wife can’t shake the feeling that you’re going to cheat on her.”

	I shook my head.

	“What?” I said, completely taken aback. Was this for real? Did Annie actually feel this way? Was Dr. White even supposed to be telling me this? What was happening here?

	“I believed that the only way I could help Annie was meet you for myself,” she began. “Talk to you, feel you out. In situations like this, it’s either the wife having a bad history of being cheated on, or other issues with commitment. Or, the husband is truly looking to step out and cheat on her. In the case of you and Annie, I fear it’s both.”

	“Excuse me?” I asked, stunned again. “Are you saying that I’m looking to cheat on my wife? Cause… that’s bullshit. I’m not!” I said firmly. Dr. White smiled sadly.

	“Typically, with the husbands in scenarios like this, they are either actively seeking to cheat, or sending out some unspoken signals that he’s looking at other women and that he’s not truly satisfied. I think for you, Eddie, it’s the latter,” she said, trying to diagnose me. I was still completely gob smacked by this accusation.

	“No.” I said simply. “You’re completely wrong.”

	“I don’t think I am…” she said firmly, and with an almost smug confidence that kind of made my blood boil.

	“Explain it then.” I said firmly, sitting up and throwing up my hands, waiting to be convinced of an impossibility.

	“You said it yourself,” she replied, not backing down from her claim. ‘You weren’t asking questions until someone else got in your head. A woman who all but made it obvious that she wanted to get in your pants until she found out you had a girlfriend.’ I winced slightly at this. Did Callie actually want to do that? No… it was just her looking back at our younger days, not anything beyond that… right? “She wanted you, and in lieu of getting what she wanted, she got in your head. She convinced you to dump whatever 10 out of 10 you were dating at the time, and if you’d just happened to run into her again, you’d have probably convinced yourself it was your idea to go out with her. You would have convinced yourself that it was totally your choice to put a ring on her finger.”

	“She’s not like that,” I replied. “This wasn’t some… 4D chess maneuver. Callie was just… chatting.”

	“Are you sure about that?” she asked. She was just being friendly, wasn’t she? Just reminiscing about the old days. Nothing more than that.

	Right?

	“You don’t see the conflict of interest?” Dr. White asked skeptically. “This other woman, Callie… a woman who didn’t measure up to the girls you preferred, who fully admitted to once wanting you, got in your head and convinced you to reject something you clearly enjoyed, out of pure jealousy. Trying to get you to feel… what? Some sense of shame that you’d be judged for your perfectly normal and understandable tastes? Frankly, that’s an incredibly rude thing to say, is it not? I don’t know how you can look back and view her fondly and not as… kind of a bitch.”

	“I…” I paused, shocked by her language, but I figured she was maybe trying to get me to react. Not wanting to bite on what she was saying, I simply examined the question she asked. Was she right? I mean, she seemed so convinced about it that maybe I was wrong. But I don’t think Callie meant any malice by what she said. I really didn’t. She was really nice. But… maybe there was a shred of doubt there where there wasn’t before.

	“Okay…” I began, shaking my head. “I hear you, and maybe you’re right, but I really don’t think so. Agree to disagree, I guess. But whatever. What would that even prove?”

	“Well, by your own admission, you are somewhat vulnerable to assertive women,” Dr. White stated. “Even if I’m off-base, your conversation with your friend did affect you greatly. Even if she wasn’t trying to get in your pants, which… frankly, she clearly was… she got in your head very effectively. And you know why that is? Cause you got trained to like it. You were a bit passive and shy when you were young, and probably pretty easy to wrap around their fingers, and those assertive young women took great pleasure in that fact. And even if you didn’t respond to this level of assertiveness and dominance, after years of dating girls that shared these qualities, you all but trained yourself to respond to it. To aggressive women telling you how it is. Does that make sense?” she asked firmly.

	Despite my annoyance, I could certainly see the logic in the argument. But I didn’t see what that had to do with the greater argument she was making.

	“So, what? What does this matter?” I asked.

	“Well, if what I say is true, then you could make the same argument about the juicy bodies all your exes had…” Dr. White claimed.

	“Excuse me?” I asked.

	“Eddie…” she began slowly. ‘For years, you mostly dated girls with big breasts. Or a perfect, juicy ass. Or both. But the sake of the simplicity, let’s just focus on breasts. Big… round… breasts,’ she said firmly, and despite myself, the words did send a tingle down my spine. “For years, you dated these girls with such admirably large cup sizes. For years, you got to put your hands on pair after pair of round, smooth tits. For years, you got to spend your nights sucking on a pair of large, firm, mouthwatering breasts. For years, you’d get to feel set after set of heavy, round tits dragging across your face. Even if you didn’t like it at first, you did it so much it became a part of you. It etched itself into your permanent desires, and you just can’t shake that. Even if an addict quits their respective vice, to say they never crave it again is… laughably naïve.”

	Again, the logic seemed sound, despite my annoyance with her. However, her argument had holes in it.

	“Dr. White, I fail to see what this has to do with you claiming I want to cheat,” I stated firmly.

	“You lash out at me because you know in your heart that you would never do it, and honestly… I completely believe you,” she stated with feeling. “I have no doubt that you have consciously never considered actually cheating.”

	“Okay…” I replied slowly, not sure how she was planning to make her point.

	“But subconsciously, you’re sending out signals. Like an addict with a craving, you are always on the lookout, even if you don’t know you’re doing it. It’s been so deeply ingrained into you that it’s an instinct, whether you like it or not,” Dr. White claimed. I shook my head, completely taken aback.

	“That’s not true at all,” I responded.

	“C’mon, Eddie. You’ve never stolen a glimpse at a nice pair of tits? You’ve never stared at a woman’s ass and watched it bounce back and forth?” She asked. My mind flashed to mere minutes prior, watching Dr. White’s shaking ass as she walked. No… that was an anomaly. Not the norm.

	“No… I don’t make it a habit to steal peeks at women,” I replied defensively. Sure, I’d probably accidentally gotten a few peeks here and there, as any person would, but it certainly wasn’t a trend like she was saying. Then, my mind flashed to a few days prior, me and Dr. White chatting. I’d gotten a few glimpses then for sure, but frankly in that outfit it would have been impossible not to notice. Luckily, I’d been pretty discreet about it, subtle enough about the one or two quick glimpses I’d taken that I’m sure she hadn’t caught on. Realizing that my words mere seconds prior might not be as true as I probably hoped, I opted to double down, knowing my intentions were in the right place even if there’d been one or two small oopsies. “I think I probably used to do so when I was young and dumb, but I honestly don’t really think I do it at all anymore.” I stated firmly. At this, Dr. White smiled at me like I had said something dumb. Taking her time, she waited a few moments before responding.

	“Eddie…” she began calmly. “You couldn’t take your eyes off MY tits back at that parking lot…”

	The words were taken out of me. I… I… she’d seen me! I thought I’d been subtle. I had done my best not to be obvious about it, but in the moment… I hadn’t been able to stop myself. The fact that she’d noticed was truly mortifying.

	“I… I…” I stammered, sweat forming on my brow, looking for words that I just couldn’t find. But she didn’t seem to be upset by this. She seemed perfectly pleased about it.

	“Eddie, it’s fine!” she said, grinning warmly. “I’m not in the least bit offended, and I am certainly not about to tell Annie about it anytime soon.”

	“It… it was a weak moment,” I said, looking down, horrified to be caught in a lie that misrepresented my feelings. “I’m sorry. It was just… it had been a long day, and I had a lot on my mind.” She sat back and smirked, looking as pleased as punch.

	“What were you thinking about?” she asked calmly.

	“I’d…” I began, before realizing what I was about to say would just support her argument. But it felt almost too late to avoid it. “I was thinking about our last meeting, and my past and all of it… it stirred up shit.” A knowing grin was etched on her face.

	“So, you were thinking about all your gorgeous, busty ex-girlfriend’s, then you found yourself staring at the first great pair of breasts you could find?” she said pointedly, seeming to find some enjoyment in twisting the knife.

	“I… I’m sorry. It was rude, and inappropriate. Like I said, a weak moment,” I said, beyond embarrassed. “But that is not me.”

	“Eddie, I’m not offended at all! Trust me! If anything, I’m just happy to have my theories proven to be correct!” she stated happily, despite my turmoil. She grabbed her notebook from her side table and resumed taking notes. As she wrote a lot of stuff down, I took the opportunity to defend myself.

	“I know what you think, and clearly, I’ve had some weaker moments… any man does. But I have no desire to cheat on my wife! Honest!” I pleaded with her, knowing recent events made my words far less meaningful than I’d hoped.

	Dr. White smiled and sat back, staring at me for a few moments before talking.

	“I have this other patient, Krystal…” she began, pulling off her glasses, setting them down on the small table next to her. I was a bit surprised by this pivot in the conversation. She closed her notebook in her hand and continued. ‘She’s about your age. Gorgeous, skinny, long black hair, a nice round ass, and absolutely gigantic breasts. Just your type, a true ‘big-titty girl’!’ she joked with a grin, making me wince in embarrassment. “Her issue is that she is a total sex addict. If she was having sex twice a day, every day, it wouldn’t be enough. She was completely and utterly insatiable. When she wasn’t having sex, she was thinking about sex. She loved porn and smut, just anything about sex she could get her hands on. Her needs were unquenchable. And in my time working with her, we’ve been working to get her desires down into their proper place, so she can be a functioning member of society and not just a woman with a hot body seeking out nasty sex every day. A more spiritually fulfilling existence, sort of like what you were claiming to seek out. But anyways… her default was to just do very nasty, very wicked things, and it’s been a challenge changing things that are so fundamental to her.”

	“Why are you telling me this?” I asked, not really in the mood for stories. But she was undeterred.

	“At first, I had trouble managing her. We were just such different people that I had problems meeting her at her level,” she stated. ‘And I confess, it’s probably not the best thing to say, but at first, I didn’t truly give her the respect and empathy I needed to. She was an addict seeking her next fix, and I probably wasn’t giving the things she was saying in the heat of the moment the proper level of thought and reflection.’ Dr. White paused again and smiled to herself. “I’ve been thinking about her case a lot lately. I’ve, uh… after recent events, I’ve kinda started moving in a new direction in my work. And looking back at some of the things she said and did, I see a lot of honest, unfiltered truth, things I was too… academically minded… to give credence to before.”

	“One of the things she admitted to was that once she was well into sexual adventures, whenever she met with a prospective guy, and she even somewhat liked him, she would fuck him on the first date. As a rule. She said she knew how a relationship would go based solely on how good the sex was.” I listened intently despite still not seeing where she was going with it. “At first, I wrote this off as her justifying her own behavior, but recently, in thinking it over, I kinda see the point she was making. She might not have thought about it in the same way I do, but… I think, in a very real way, a person is at their most honest when they’re in bed with a partner. They are at their most exposed, and that allows their partner to… see them… in the most honest, true way possible. A man could seem all put-together and perfect on a date, but if a girl goes home with him, and the only way he can get off is to tie a girl down and choke her till she can’t breathe and she’s just on the edge of passing out, he might not be the best man to be with, despite how good he might seem on the outside. Or the opposite, if a woman goes out with a guy, and they don’t have a lot in common, but the sex is so good it makes her mind melt… she’ll probably put in the time to make it work. She’ll work to make that man her soulmate, you know?” she said with a laugh.

	“But the point I’m focusing on is how raw and exposed you are in a sexual setting. How you behave… to put it bluntly… how you fuck… it says a lot about you. For men, pussy can be kind of a truth serum, and the pursuit of it and experience of it can be illustrative of their true nature. Sexual feelings are deeply ingrained within a person’s psyche. They go hand-in-hand. Interlinked. And, as I was saying during our last meeting, those important moments where those sexual feelings get etched in stone in someone is when they become sexually active, which is typically around high school or college age. In your case, Eddie, at those critical moments where you were supposed to dictate your own feelings, you instead ceded the choice to the whims of what sounds like many very attractive, very decisive, very busty young women. They molded your desires like clay until they hardened into stone, and this was done without you even realizing it.”

	“So, you’re saying I don’t even have a choice? That it’s too late?” I asked, not fully signing off on these theories, but trying to understand what she was saying. She smiled sadly.

	“My other patient, Krystal… she’s made so much wonderful progress. She really has,” she began, smiling proudly. “She’s always said she wants to be a wife and a mom, and have a big family, and a big house, and just have a normal life. But that had always seemed so far off in the distance that she never really saw it becoming a reality. And now, she’s so close to doing just that. She’s kept her sexual desires in check for a just over a year now. She’s kept herself out of situations where she could fall back into her old ways. She’s working as a nurse, and unlike other jobs she’s had, she’s been able to hold that job down without incident. She’s doing all the things necessary to improve her life. That being said, I just know that if a situation were to arise where she could somehow get all those things she wants, if she could be a wife and a mom, and also live a life where she could be getting her pussy demolished five times a day while getting spoiled rotten… she would take that deal in an instant. She would throw all her success away. All that personal improvement and spiritual growth would go out the window if she could indulge her basest desires without it actually impeding her life in any way. Those desires are so deeply ingrained in her that they won’t go away. Ever.”

	“So, in your case, Eddie, I fear that your careless youth might have imprinted on you so deeply that you will never fully be free of it. You will always, on some level, want and desire a woman with large, round, perfect tits. You will always want a woman with a great ass that is so round and juicy it will drive you crazy. No matter your protests otherwise, whenever you have another one those… ‘weak moments’… that’s where your mind will go. Or if you’re in the midst of some lovemaking with your wife, and you need that extra push to go over the edge. It’ll always be there, right at the fringes of your mind. You need to keep up your defenses at all moments in an attempt to hold off your inner desires, cause if you don’t, you’ll know where you’ll end up. And if you ask me, Eddie, having to live every moment on guard… that sounds exhausting. It’s not your natural state. It’s no way to go through life. And frankly, if you’re not careful, it’s one that’s doomed to fail.”

	I was kind of floored. She was talking about me as if I had some terminal illness. Some hopeless affliction that I would never be able to overcome, based on… what? A stray glance? The more I thought about it, the more upset I got.

	“You’re talking about me as if I’m some hopeless case,” I began, getting angry. “Because of what? Because I accidentally looked at your breasts? That because of that, I’m gonna cheat on the woman I love. Because of a single weak moment?”

	“That’s not what I’m saying at all,” Dr. White replied calmly. “What I’m trying to say is that there is something inside you that will never fully be gone. Not just your past, but the lingering mark it left on you. To put it in more blunt terms, if there is a woman with a perfect, juicy, mouthwatering ass walking right in front of you… you will always sneak a peek. If you’re talking to a woman with massive, round, firm breasts… you will always stare. You might not even know you’re doing it. But even if you aren’t aware of what you’re doing, your eyes will still look. Your body will send out signals that it likes the sight, which others will register. Women will recognize this, including Annie. Your wife will always sense that something is off. These things, these lingering desires… they fester. If you don’t address them, that urge inside… that longing… it will keep growing and growing and growing. Until it bursts out and you do something very, very wrong. That’s why you can’t keep your feelings contained. You have to address them. You have to admit to them. You have to deal with them. Only then will you find help. Only then will you find true happiness.”

	“What are you talking about?” I said, still angry but more confused. It felt like she was seeing something that I didn’t. It was as if I had a splinter, and she was trying to convince me I was gonna die. “I think you’re blowing this way out of proportion. One little, uh… slip…”

	“Eddie, you can check my notes, but I had this diagnosis clocked after our first appointment,” she said, holding up her notebook, as if daring me to call her bluff. “Everything that’s happened since has only confirmed it.”

	“I… I’m not just saying this. I don’t have a problem with looking at women!” I affirmed. I honestly didn’t believe I was sneaking glances at woman on the regular. Sure, after a long day, I had snuck glances at Dr. White, but that was almost as much due to the surprise of what I was seeing. I didn’t realize she had such an incredible body. I hadn’t gotten that vibe from her at all during our first appointment. So, seeing her dressed as she was and having a body like that… it was a shock, to say the least. But that’s all it was.

	Dr. White gave me a sad smile.

	“Eddie…” she began patiently. “It’s very common to reject such a prognosis. It’s very understandable. And while I grant that I could certainly be wrong, I really don’t think I am. And what I’m asking of you isn’t a bad thing. It’s nothing shameful. In fact, it’s perfectly natural. If anything, some would claim that it’d be weird to not prefer these things. My hope for today is for us to reach the point where you can admit that you love big, round, jiggling tits! That you love firm, full, bouncy asses! And once you do, we can make some real progress. And honestly, I think by the end of today, you’ll be saying those very things.”

	She said this all very earnestly, but it still seemed so unbelievable to me. It wasn’t like I was some chronic drinker who was sneaking a drink at every opportunity, someone with a very clear problem. I knew myself. I knew I didn’t have this issue. I knew I perhaps had things to sort through from my past, but this wasn’t what I had in mind at all.

	“Listen…” I started. “I had my fun in my past. And I had fun with women that were, uh… like you describe. But I really don’t think I have some sort of crippling affliction like you say. If I did, I’d admit it. I like boobs and butts as much as any guy, I suppose, and I had my time where I liked them a lot, but I don’t think it’s as pervasive a problem today as you say. It’s really not been a problem for me. I’m happy with my wife. I’m not looking around!” I tried my best to say this as genuinely as I could to get her to believe me. It shouldn’t be hard, as it was the truth. And for a moment, I thought I’d convinced her.

	“We seem to be talking in circles,” she said, smiling in mild impatience.

	“I don’t know what you want me to say!” I replied, annoyed at her annoyance. “Do you want me to lie just to support your theory?”

	“I want you to be honest,” she said firmly. “With me, and most importantly… with yourself.”

	“I am,” I claimed. Again, that same slightly annoyed smile passed across her face. Looking up, as if thinking things over, she seemed to be struck by inspiration.

	“Eddie, I have an idea,” she said, pressing her closed notebook down against her lap as she smiled warmly at me. “Now… it’s a bit unorthodox, but I really think it will help move things along.”

	“Okay…” I said, slightly unsure as to where this was going.

	“Before we begin, I want to assure you that no matter what is said, no matter what is done, this is part of the therapeutic process,” she stated. “As unorthodox as it may seem, I’m gonna ask you to trust in this process, and trust that I’m working for your greater good, no matter what happens. So… do you trust me?”

	“What do you have in mind?” I asked, unsure as to why she was suddenly being so secretive. What was she about to do?

	“Do you trust me?” She asked pointedly, not letting me move past her question. I didn’t know her well enough to have established an easy trust. Annie believed in her, for sure. And I really liked Dr. White too, at least as a person. And I thought I respected her as well, as she seemed very intelligent. Yet, her having dug her heels into a crazy theory about my dating life and what I liked had shocked me. Was she good at her job and seeing something that I didn’t see, or was she a quack following a mirage? She came highly recommended, and she was clearly well-qualified, judging by the degrees on the walls. But something about her view of the events of my life gave me pause. This wasn’t going as I thought it was going to. She had me askew from the start, and I was uncomfortable for reasons I couldn’t quite place. But wasn’t that the goal of therapy?

	I looked into her warm, friendly eyes, and I wanted to trust her, but something was holding me back. I didn’t even really know why. Suddenly, my mind flashed back to our run-in a couple days prior. Something about it, running into her that day… I don’t know why that event was pinging in my head at this moment. Was my mind trying to warn me of something? I don’t know. But I couldn’t think about that day without thinking about Dr. White in that outfit. Her body on display, her legs, her ass, those massive breasts. So much skin exposed… no. No! I couldn’t let my mind drift like that. Shaking my head clear of these thoughts, I quickly answered her, eager for something that would distract me from my wayward thoughts.

	“Yeah… yeah. I trust you,” I quickly answered, shaking my head, eager to just move along to the next thing. At this, she smiled wide.

	“That’s great!” she said happily. “I’m so glad you trust me so much! You won’t regret it! Just hold on one sec…” She set down her notebook on the table next to her, stood up, and walked over to her desk. Facing away from me, she leaned over her desk to do… something. What, I couldn’t say for sure. I watched her out of curiosity for a few moments, but before I could stop myself, my eyes fell to her jutting ass. The round, full cheeks were pressing out against the thin material of her slim skirt, and with the way she was leaning over the desk, she was unwittingly giving me a perfect view of her first-class ass. Fuck… for as impressive as her boobs were, her ass wasn’t far behind. It really was incredible. My mind flashed to minutes prior when it was shaking side-to-side as she led me to her office. Or even better, a couple days before when it was clad in a pair of ultra-tight denim booty shorts, barely containing the juicy cheeks as they tested the constraints of the tight garment. This image was capped with the sight of the top of her thong rising out from underneath the shorts, forming a lewd whale-tail. This image remained etched in my mind’s eye for a few seconds before I caught myself. A jolt went through my dick, stirring me from thoughts. Ripping my eyes away from her fantastic ass, I looked away, not wanting to give her any ammunition for her incorrect theories. Get it together, Eddie! No more weak moments. I looked away just in time, as moments later, she stood up and moved to return to her seat. It was as she sat down that I finally looked up. And when I did, my breath caught in my throat.

	She’d returned with nothing in her hands, but her fingers had been busy, as her top had been unbuttoned to halfway down her chest, exposing the expansive valley of smooth cleavage between her enormous breasts. Her boobs seemed to be packed into her tight red top judging by the way they were pressed together. The only thing crossing the canyon of cleavage was the black lace of her bra, the material stretched precariously over the valley, looking like it could snap at any moment from the weight it was trying to hold back. Still in her blazer, and with the rest of her outfit still in place, she honestly looked like someone out of a porno.

	My cock lurched in my pants.

	After a few moments of looking at this shocking sight, my eyes finally looked up and met her twinkling gaze.

	“What are you doing?” I asked.

	“I’m hoping this spurs a little more honesty…” she replied calmly, using her fingers to gesture towards her now exposed cleavage. I recalled what she said before… how sex and sexual desires reveal the nature of someone. Was that what she was doing here? Trying to put me on edge in order to get the ‘truth’ out of me? Well, it wouldn’t work. She wasn’t gonna change my answers.

	But damn… her cleavage did look impressive.

	“This doesn’t seem right…” I croaked out, doing my darndest to keep my eyes on hers, trying to ignore the fact that the more I looked, the harder my dick got. I had to get it together.

	“Tell me, Eddie…” she replied, as if not hearing me, grabbing her notebook off her side table and opening it back up. “How often did you have sex with your exes? On average, I mean, because there were so many of them…”

	My jaw clenched at this small slight, but again, this seemed like a plan to get to me, and I wasn’t gonna let her do so.

	“We…” I began, before actually thinking of the answer. Most of my exes were very sexually aggressive, meaning they were good to go most of the time. And they liked it multiple times a day. Seriously. With a few of them, even if we were having a disagreement, or a full-out fight, we would usually end up having sex that night anyway. Not a recipe for the healthiest relationships, but quite a few of them lasted for longer than you’d think. “Uh… most days,” I replied, trying to keep it brief and not say too much.

	“How often do you make love to Annie?” Dr. White followed up. My eyes narrowed, seeing where she was going. Clenching my jaw shut, I replied.

	“Maybe once a week.”

	“Do you prefer the rate you were going at it in your younger days, or do you like the easy, languid pace of your love life with your wife?” she asked calmly. I knew she was deliberately trying to needle me, but I didn’t let it get to me.

	“I had fun with my exes, but that’s the stuff you do when you’re young. I’m happy settling down and enjoying things beyond, you know… going at it three times a day.” I stated, realizing at the end I’d revealed too much. Fuck! She smiled slightly at this and was already looking down to jot down some notes as I finished my sentence, allowing my eyes the clearance to steal a glimpse at her breasts, my eyes getting lodged in her cleavage for a few stray seconds before looking away. Stop it! Why did I keep looking? Fuck!

	“There’s no reason to not have a vigorous sexual relationship even after getting married. You don’t have to settle down and ‘make love’ just because you think you’re supposed to as a married couple. You have free reign to keep it freaky!” she said.

	“I know. It’s just… we’re not that kinda couple, I guess. I don’t mind that what we do isn’t the crazy stuff. I don’t need a girl doing crazy headstands and gymnastics and her saying every swear word in the book. I like the normal, quiet, gentle, lovey-dovey stuff. I really do.” I stated this firmly, yet my eyes flickered down to her cleavage again. Dammit! Do better, Eddie! Luckily, she was busy writing, so she didn’t notice. Nor did she notice the fact I had to shift in my seat thanks to my cock hardening in my pants. Luckily, she was focused on taking notes based on what I just said. I think she could sense the truth in my words judging by her nod as her pen glided against the paper.

	“In this job, I’ve gotten to know what makes most men tick. And despite claims to the contrary, most men would prefer having as much sex as possible. The leading cause of erosion in loving relationships is an incompatibility of sexual desires between partners. Sometimes, it’s the wives that have desires that aren’t being met, and she needs a man more talented… more experienced… or better equipped. Although that’s clearly not the case here. And other times, men need a woman whose… more open-minded… more confident in her desires… or quite simply has a better body. So, Eddie, with your history, and knowing Annie’s dating history as one that’s a little more humble, I don’t think it’s unfair for me to draw the conclusions I’ve drawn with you. And knowing what I know, I don’t think it’s unfair of me to ask whether a man with your history would prefer to be doing a bit more than ‘making love’ once a week. Because… no offense, I’ve seen a lot of stories that have started this way. And they always end the same way.”

	“I… I mean, I suppose I get it. But I don’t know what else I can tell you,” I stated firmly, holding her gaze. Yes! “I honestly think my tastes have honestly evolved beyond such things.” My eyes then flickered down for the briefest of glances at her chest, her top yawed open to display so much smooth golden skin. But this glimpse was again so quick I doubt she caught it. Damn… that’s what I get for getting cocky. I’ve got to get a hold of myself. I shifted in my seat again.

	“Well…” she began, clearly ready to push back at this claim. “As I’ve stated before, I don’t think anyone’s tastes change so drastically. I think they evolve and grow, but it’s all variations of the same core desires that had been etched in stone years prior. I have a previous patient who, at 36, after years of being married to a man, realized she was a lesbian. She didn’t become a lesbian. Upon reflection, she was always a lesbian. She didn’t change her tastes. That core desire was always there, it just took a bit longer to fully bloom. And bloom it has. She is currently paired up with a lovely young lass fresh out of college with huge… uh, assets, that you supposedly don’t care about anymore. But the point is… in my experience… what you like stays the same. You add to it, sure, some aspects of it evolve and grow, but they typically don’t pivot in the opposite direction. Hence, my skepticism. Do you understand?”

	“Yeah…” I nodded. “I mean, I get it. That makes sense. I can only speak to my thought process, not any greater patterns and trends.” I again was able to hold her gaze as I replied and even as she took her notes. Good. I was doing better. Keep it up.

	“Is there a typical day you two end up doing it?” she asked.

	“Heh…” I said, smiling. “I mean, we’re a boring married couple, but we’re not so boring as to schedule out when we do it.” Even she laughed at this. After writing her notes, she then looked upwards, searching for her next question.

	“Well, I guess I’m not so much interested in your lovemaking schedule as I am interested in whether or not you had sex with your wife two nights ago?” she asked, her tone going from friendly to firm over the course of her question. My smile dropped at hearing this. What? How did she know? How could she have guessed? Was she implying that…

	“What do you mean?” I asked, the humor gone from my voice.

	“Did you have sex with your wife on Wednesday night?” she asked slowly, repeating her question.

	“Why does it matter?” I asked, still confused. Wednesday? We did have sex that night, me and Annie. And that was hours after I’d run into Dr. White at the grocery store. After I’d been confronted with her incredible body in very skimpy clothing. After I couldn’t ger her body out of my mind for hours until I just had to get it out of my system. And as I did so, at the moment of explosion, it was Dr. White and her hot body that had appeared in my mind. It was Dr. White I was having sex with. It was Dr. White who’d gotten me off. And as her intelligent eyes looked straight into mine firmly, it was clear that somehow, someway… she knew. She was staring into my soul and reading me like a book.

	“I think you know why it matters…” she said confidently, her eyes narrowing ever so slightly, a silent acknowledgment that she knew exactly why I was hesitant to answer. Her gaze was crystal clear, unobscured as her glasses remained on the table next to me, staring me down until I had to look away. How do I get out of this? Do I lie? No… she would know. She would see the lie as easily as she could see my thoughts right now.

	I suddenly felt my body fill up with a red-hot dread, a near full-body panic. After having mostly gotten along with her up to this point, I was suddenly filled with a kind of fear at the sight of her in front of me. It was sort of as if I’d underestimated her, and I could only now see her full ability to soul-read me and get in my head. Adding to this was the sudden panic that… if she was right about this, was she right about everything else? Did she understand me more than I understood myself? Was I lying to myself? Was I the man she said I was?

	Filled with a sudden panic, I felt the urge to flee. To just get out of here and run. I knew it would look bad, and it would probably support her theories about me. But admitting to what she was asking about, especially when it involved her so deeply… I just couldn’t. I wasn’t ready to deal with that. And because of that, I needed to just go.

	“Dr. White, I think I need to go,” I croaked out, leaning forward, moving to stand.

	“Eddie, it should be a simple question,” she replied undaunted, her words slowing me down as I listened. “If you are the man you say you are, a man who has evolved beyond those immature things like big boobs and round butts affecting you, then you had a normal boring night with your lovely wife. So just tell me the truth, that you lived up to the code of honor you’ve ascribed yourself to living up to… then we can end this. You’ll have proven me wrong. Why leave when we can end this right here?” She looked at me as I was frozen in place with indecision. I wanted to leave, but that would be an admission of the truth. If I lied, she would no doubt be able to tell. That left only one option… tell the truth and all but admit that my so-called ‘code of honor’ wasn’t as firm as I’d proclaimed it to be. And just couldn’t do that, could I?

	“I… uh…” I stammered, unable to find words as a nervous sweat formed on my brow.

	“Eddie, it’s okay,” she said calmly, clearly knowing the answer. “Just tell me what happened.”

	“I… I… I can’t, Dr. White,” I admitted, looking down, putting my head in my hands, my brain completely locked up, not knowing what to do. She said nothing for a few moments, and it was only when her girly smell hit my nose that I realized she had moved closer to me. Feeling her weight on the couch, I realized she had taken a seat next to me.

	“Eddie…” she began, rubbing my shoulder. “You’re doing so well! I just need you to stick with me for a little longer, okay? We are right there!” Her tone was suddenly friendly and warm, a far cry from her firm, somewhat cold tone from moments prior. Was this all part of her plan? Was she not trying to trap me but instead trying to push at me to get to the truth? For a moment, I felt the sudden all-consuming dread dissipate inside me, and I looked up and to the right where the doctor was now seated. This motion involved my eyes traveling up her seated body to meet her gaze, but my eyes never made it.

	They never made it past her breasts.

	In my current state, I probably wouldn’t have been able to look past them anyways. But it became apparent almost immediately that her top had become even more unbuttoned than it had been moments prior. Now, the opening in her top went past the front of her bra, exposing a bit of her fit belly. Additionally, her top even more spread apart, meaning that I could see even more of her bra-clad breasts. And with her sitting right next to me, that meant her gigantic boobs were… right there! Right next to me, barely contained by her black lace bra. My eyes fell into the smooth, artful crevasse between her large, smooth breasts, the soft golden skin of her ripe, juicy tits curving inwardly into a deep dark cleft that seemed endless. My eyes fell to the small strip of material connecting one cup of her bra to the other, being pulled apart by the sheer force her breasts were exerting against the strip. It felt like if she simply arched her back, the added force would shred that small strip of material, sending her mammoth breasts thundering out. Then, they would be exposed to me. Then, I would finally see what they look liked bare.

	My cock throbbed in my pants.

	This sensation made me catch what I was doing. Realizing that I was blatantly staring at Dr. White’s breasts, with her right next to me, no doubt watching, I let my head fall back into my hands, feeling so guilty for having another weak moment so obviously. I needed to stop admiring her bra, and its contents. I needed to stop doing a lot of things.

	“I’m sorry…” I croaked out, shaking my head in my hands.

	“Eddie…” Dr. White said softly, leaning in against me. Her girly smell hit my nose even more strongly, making my spine shiver. And as she moved in close to me, I could feel her soft breasts grazing against my arm, making my cock jump in my pants. “You had sex with your wife that night, didn’t you?”

	Seeing no choice, my mind completely a mess, I had no strength left to hide it.

	“Yes…” I admitted quietly.

	“And was it because of our little run-in?” Dr. White asked softly but completely aware what the answer would be.

	“Yes…” I said.

	“And when you were in bed with your wife… you weren’t thinking about her at all, were you?” she asked, squeezing my shoulder lightly.

	“No…” I answered, shaking my head.

	“You were thinking about me, weren’t you?” she asked, her boobs gently sliding against my arm. I could feel the soft skin against mine.

	“Yes…” I stated.

	“Were you thinking of my long legs?” she asked, again squeezing my shoulder.

	I nodded.

	“Were you thinking of my perfect ass?” she asked, using her other hand to gently squeeze my forearm as she kept herself pressed ever so slightly against me.

	“Yes…” I admitted.

	“Were you thinking about my big tits?” she asked softly, the words making me shiver, my cock straining against my pants.

	“Oh…” I groaned, the memory of that night seared in my brain. “Yes.”

	“Mmm… I’m really happy to hear that, Eddie. Really happy…” she said warmly, her quiet tone now spliced together with a somewhat airy tone I couldn’t quite place. How could she take this news so well? I’d just confessed to fucking my wife while thinking about her. “This is really fabulous progress! You have no idea how good this is! We are getting you right up to where I was hoping I could get you. But I have to ask… this night imagining me and my hot body in your wife’s place… did it give you more pleasure than your average night of lovemaking? Was it… better? Was I better?”

	I shook my head in my hands. I didn’t want to say it… but my brain was so shredded I couldn’t hold back. As if rolling downhill, now that I’d begun with these truths, I couldn’t stop them from coming out.

	“Yes.” I admitted. At this admission, Dr. White rubbed both my shoulder and my forearm appreciatively, her massive bra-clad boobs inadvertently sliding against my arm in the process. And I even thought I heard her groan, probably in disappointment, but I was so fried that I could have been hearing things. She was so close to me that her girly scent had completely infused with my system, and in the state I was in, it had my head spinning. She smelled so damn good.

	“Eddie, you’re doing such an amazing job,” she said, rubbing my back. ‘Now you see my point about how strongly these qualities in women can affect you. How you will always be vulnerable to these things, no matter how much you try to distance yourself from them.’ She paused and kept rubbing my back. “I’m sure you’ve no doubt noticed that I fit the description of all those girls you used to date. Pretty… dark hair… great ass… amazing tits…” The words made me shudder as she spoke them into my ear from close proximity, and the small added bit of bite in her voice at the word ‘tits’ added to it. But her tone immediately resumed its soft, friendly tone. “If we had met a few years ago, I have no doubt I would have ended up another notch on your bedpost. So, it’s no wonder you responded so strongly to me a couple days ago. Women like me are your weakness. If it wasn’t me it would have been someone else that affected you so, so strongly. I apologize that my body incited such an intense reaction, that it made you relapse into your old way of thinking, for at least one wonderful night. But I honestly think it’s for the best. These feelings are part of who you are. It’s foolish to deny them. And now that they are back at the surface, we can start making some real progress.”

	I nodded slightly, but I was still feeling just… empty. She’d torn through my defenses and gotten me to admit to things I didn’t even think were true, and I was still adjusting to the fallout. I had kept my head down as she spoke to me, a fact she quickly recognized.

	“Hey…” she said warmly as I felt her move her fingers from my forearm to my chin. “Look at me.” With her guidance, I sat back up and turned to look at her. I was again taken aback at the sight of her. Sitting next to me, facing me, one hand still on my shoulder, I tried to look at her smiling face. But, just… damn, it felt like her red silky top was even more open. It seemed like it was unbuttoned all the way down to her navel, and spread even farther apart. At first, I could just see her cleavage, but now, it seemed like damn near the entirety of her bra-clad breasts were on display. The black lace material struggling to contain the heavy, round, firm breasts, digging into the soft flesh ever so slightly. Jesus… they really were massive. Looking through the black lace, I swore I could see the outline of her round, smooth areolas…

	I looked away again, shaking my head out of embarrassment. I heard Dr. White laugh.

	“Hey, Eddie… look at me,” she said, grabbing my chin again and tilting my face upwards so I was looking her in the eye. Her giant boobs were on my periphery, and if her fingers weren’t holding my chin in place, I doubted I had the strength not to sneak more peeks. Hell, in my current state, I would have been downright staring. Looking into her warm, twinkling eyes, she spoke up again.

	“No matter what you think… what happened on Wednesday… and what happened just now, these are all great things! Your first steps towards becoming the best version of you. Trust me when I tell you… a man who knows what he wants, who is confident in his desires and at peace with them… that’s a quality that women find incredibly sexy. That’s what we’re working towards, and we are almost there. Do you understand?”

	“Yeah…” I croaked out, nodding with my chin still between her fingers. I was somewhat confused… why should I care that I had qualities that were sexy to women? I was married. But Dr. White seemed pleased, so I opted to just nod and go along with it. I pulled myself back from her grasp, sitting up straight and rubbing my eyes with my hands. Looking at her, I was hit with the full gravity of what I’d just confessed to. I’d admitted to sexually fantasizing about Dr. White… to her face. On top of the guilt of what I’d done, I was suddenly mortified.

	“Dr. White… I’m sorry. What I did… it was inappropriate, and rude. I apologize,” I said, shaking my head in embarrassment. Her reaction seemed odd. Instead of being just as embarrassed as I was, she looked almost… amused. Not what I expected at all.

	“Trust me, Eddie, you don’t have anything to worry about. I’m not offended in the slightest,” she replied, smirking, looking more like a friend who’d discovered a secret that she could hold over me rather than a woman hearing about a married man perving on her hot body.

	“Still… I shouldn’t have done it,” I replied.

	“Eddie, it’s perfectly natural. And frankly, in a situation like yours… it was inevitable,” Dr. White replied, still sitting next to me with her bra-clad breasts bursting out from her top. My eyes glanced down at them again before looking away, embarrassed. This made the doctor laugh. “Eddie…” she began, putting her hand on my shoulder again and squeezing it gently. “At this point, feel free to look. Don’t stop yourself. Your desires are being honest to you. You just need to listen. You’ll feel better that way.” I nodded, exhaled deeply, and sat back.

	I felt completely fried. I knew I had some stuff to deal with, but I didn’t expect to come in here and admit to my wife’s sex therapist that I had a sex fantasy involving her. I felt embarrassed, and mad at myself. But strangely… it did feel like a small weight was off my shoulders. Since that first meeting with Dr. White, a lot of my past had been running through my mind… it was somewhat nice to let some of this stuff out, even if doing so was slightly mortifying.

	Glancing up at the clock, I was relieved to see an hour had passed. It felt like I’d just gotten in here, but then again, this whole appointment felt like an eternity. Seeing an escape, and some blessed peace for my addled mind, I voiced this news.

	“Seems like time’s up…” I said, leaning forward, about to stand. I was stopped by Dr. White’s hand gently pushing back against my chest.

	“No, no, no,” she replied firmly, not letting me stand. ‘We just picked off this scab. I am not letting it heal over.’ At this, she stood up and sauntered back over to her chair, sitting back down. She made no move to do up her shirt, her massive, round, bra-clad boobs still plainly visible to me. Reaching over, she grabbed her notebook and set it in her lap. “Eddie, your feelings are raw right now. This is the exact time for them to be explored and dug into. Not a week from now. And like I told you… you’re my last appointment of the day. So… let’s live in this moment a little bit,” she said, sitting back, grinning, knowing she had stifled my hopes for escape. I let out an annoyed, wordless sigh, knowing she had a point but frustrated nonetheless. With her giant boobs still being showcased like this, I knew I wouldn’t be able to focus if this kept going.

	“Dr. White, can you…” I began, gesturing with my hands to close her shirt. For a moment, she moved her hands to do so before stopping herself.

	“You know, actually… I’m not gonna do that,” she responded. ‘As soon as I started showing off my boobs, you got way more honest. The power of a nice pair of tits, am I right?’ she added with a laugh. “In fact…” she began, setting her notebook on the arm of her seat and standing up. Before I realized what she was doing, she shrugged off her blazer, folding it over her chair. Then, she yanked at her top, untucking it from her skirt before taking it off, tossing it to the side. The only thing left covering her upper half was her bra, leaving the rest of her torso exposed. For the first time, I was getting a good look at her fit, slim belly, the smooth expanse of golden flesh exposed to me, punctuated by the sight of her sexy navel.

	It was a strange thing to have seen so much of this woman who was ostensibly my therapist. And despite having seen so much of her in that slutty outfit a few days prior, this seemed to be an almost more shocking sight. It was one thing to see someone dressed skimpy in public, but to see someone exposed like this in a professional office was a jarring vision. But she acted as if this wasn’t strange at all. She then sat down again, her massive, heavy, bra-clad breasts jiggling as she sat back down in her seat. I was taken aback by this while thing, and she clearly registered my surprise.

	“It wasn’t doing much anyways,” she said with a smile. “And besides… it kinda leads me into our next line of discussion.”

	I knew she had mentioned trying some unorthodox stuff, but not in a million years did I expect this approach. But, as weird as it sounded, it had kinda worked. So, despite the distraction they provided, I trusted her like she asked me to and opted to plow ahead with this whole thing. After all the turmoil it took to get me to this point, I didn’t want to have to go through it again.

	“Fine,” I replied. “Let’s just get this all done with.” She smiled.

	“I’m so glad to have you on board. I know it’s tough, but I’m so happy to hear we’re on the same page,” Dr. White said. “So, Eddie, my next question is simple… do you now want me to take my bra off?”

	I felt like my heart skipped a beat.

	“What?” I asked, my heartbeat thundering in my ears. Was… was she serious?

	“You heard me,” she replied with a straight face. ‘Do you want me to take off my bra? Do you want see my big, round tits in the flesh, Eddie?’ she asked, letting those words hang in the air, her tone patient and calm. What the fuck? Was she serious? I didn’t know what to think… what to say. Was this a test? Was this part of the therapy, or… something else? I was about to speak when she stopped me, holding up her hand. “Now, I don’t want you to answer now. I’m gonna ask the question again in a few minutes, and only then do I want you to answer… truthfully. Until then, I want you to really think about it. Really, really think about it. So, when the time comes, you answer honestly. How does that sound?” she asked, her tone silky.

	This… this seemed a bit extreme, to say the least. Something about this was just off, and before I could think, I had risen to my feet.

	“Uh… I’m not entirely comfortable with this,” I replied nervously, not sure what to make of what she’d asked, hoping she could see my discomfort. And in a flash, the look on her face changed. From no expression at all to that friendly, inquisitive look I recognized. At the same time, she calmly held out her hand, a gesture to get me to calm down and hold me back.

	“Eddie,” she replied, her tone suddenly scholarly, warm, and professional again. “I asked you to trust me before, and nothing has changed. This is all part of the procedure. I’m not gonna actually take off my bra and show you my big round breasts against your will. This is an exercise designed for you to examine your true desires and bring them to the surface. So, you can admit to what you truly want and need. Once you are there, once you have fully confessed to and accepted those needs, then we can move forward. Then we can work out how you are gonna be able to proceed with your marriage despite these contrary feelings. So, again… I ask you to trust me.”

	Sitting there, looking up at me calmly despite the fact that she had removed both her coat and her top, leaving her upper half only clad in a bra, she was asking me to trust her. If I stepped back and examined it from afar, I would think this was crazy, way over the line. But frankly… I didn’t know how any of this worked. While I’m positive she didn’t just expose herself like this with all her patients, I didn’t have a baseline for how all this was actually supposed to go. How far things were allowed to go. And while this whole experience had me uneasy, it did feel like everything she’d done so far had been working. As unorthodox as it all had gone, it did seem to be effective. And it did seem like she recognized that this was on the edge of something unprofessional, so she was working at every step to reassure me and maintain my trust. So, despite those alarm bells still ringing in my head, I nodded at her and sat back down. She grinned as I did so. My cock had not gone down one iota, so I made sure sit down in such a way as to not make my current state obvious. Readying her notebook, she crossed her legs and regained her professional pallor. Looking to me, she resumed her questioning.

	“So, we’ve established that you are still affected by beautiful women with large boobs and great butts… women like myself, I guess…” she added with a laugh. I looked away again, still somewhat embarrassed, not feeling nearly as glib and jokey about this whole thing as she was. “Has this affected you in any other ways recently?”

	“What do you mean?” I asked.

	“Like… for example, have you been hit on by women like that in recent years?” she asked. “I imagine a man like you is always getting hit on, even when he’s convinced he isn’t…”

	“I mean, I guess I’ve gotten flirted with every so often, but nothing major really comes to mind,” I replied, thinking back, trying to recall any times where I’d been blatantly hit on recently. “But most of the time when I’m out at places where I would get flirted with, I’m with Annie, so that usually stops anything before it happens.”

	“You would think it would, but more and more, I’m hearing stories where this isn’t a barrier for some women anymore. That even if the girl recognized that a man was married, that she will still shoot her shot and make a move. That, if anything, a man being married makes them more appealing to them. Has anything like this happened?”

	“Nothing that I really recall…” I replied. Was Dr. White right? Were women not letting a ring stop them from making moves on men? Did these girls have no respect for such a powerful bond as a marriage and opted to still go after married men anyways? Did girls like this see married men as the ultimate big game? Were these girls so consumed with their own needs and their own ego that the only thing that got them off was seducing married men? It seemed insane… what kind of women would do such a thing? But as soon as I considered it, my mind immediately filled in the blanks of who these women would be. I could see a lot of my exes being that exact type of girl, having graduated from the stuff we did together when we dated to them going after a real challenge.

	“C’mon Eddie, there’s got to be one. An ambitious waitress getting all cute and giggly when taking your order when you were on a date night with Annie? A hot coworker making a drunken pass at a work party? A woman showing a bit too much skin and acting a little too familiar with you even though she knows your married?” she asked. My eyes immediately fell to doctor’s huge, bra-clad breasts, sliding into her cleavage for a good few seconds before meeting her gaze again. Her eyes twinkled in amusement at this sight, and for the first time, this display annoyed me. She knew what it was doing to me, yet she kept wearing that confident, slightly smug grin. I think that’s what spurred me into giving it back to her a bit as memories of our meeting two days prior flashed across my mind.

	“Well, the closest example of what you say would be… you… two days ago. And now…” I replied, gesturing at how she was dressed right now. I was ready for her to be offended by this accusation. Good, I hoped she would, after all the needling she’d thrown my way, she deserved to have it thrown back at her a bit. The way she shook her head led me to believe she would feel that way.

	“Eddie, I…” she began, seemingly about to defend herself before stopping herself to think over something. Then, she got excited. ‘Actually, yes! That’s perfect! Let’s go with that.’ She stated, completely taking the wind out of my little rebellion. “Let’s think about our meeting two days prior. You… stressed out and caught off guard. Me… dressed in a very relaxed, confident manner. You with me?” she asked. Confused as to where she was going, I again let memories of our meeting back at that parking lot into the forefront. I remembered the sight of her incredible body in very little clothing, just as she directed. Her ass straining against her painted-on booty shorts. Her boobs bursting to escape her tight blue tank top. Why was she having me think about this again?

	“Now, thank god you ran into someone who you could trust… me,” she began. “But, just imagine if I was some slut…” she said, her voice getting slightly heavier, her eyes looking at me intensely as she put a little extra oomph on the word slut. “A slut who doesn’t care about that ring on your finger. A slut who doesn’t really care about your wife’s well-being at all. A slut who was angling to fuck you, even though she knows your married. Can you imagine that, Eddie?” Her voice was heavy and breathy by the end, as if trying to inhabit the role she was stating, and for a moment, I considered if she was telling the truth. If this was actually her intentions. But no… I had to control myself and trust her. This was all part of a process. That said, everything she just said, and the way she said it… I confess it affected me, a jolt traveling up my still stiff erection. My eyes glanced at her boobs, the round, fleshy orbs pressing out against the thin black lace of her bra, as if ready to explode out of it. The tanned, smooth flesh was practically pouring over the edges of the material. I looked back into her eyes, which had never left mine. My mind flashed to her question, and the memories of my unwanted fantasies of Dr. White hit me again. Her, on top of me… fucking me…

	“Yeah. I can imagine that…” I croaked out. She smiled lightly.

	“In the state you were in that day, stressed-out and turned on… if I’d wanted to, if I actually was that type of slut, your marriage could have been torn apart just like that! In an instant. That’s the danger you’re in, Eddie, if you don’t take ownership of your desires. You put your marriage in the hands of the whims of the sluts around you. If you just run into the wrong one, like you did with me, then she could assert complete control over you and make you do… whatever the hell she wants. That’s why I’m being so aggressive about getting you to admit to your feelings. Because someone like you, especially with your history, is a prime target for a slut like that. Trust me.” Dr. White seemed assured in this statement, but again, it felt like she was talking about something that I hadn’t experienced at all. Sure, I’d probably had a few girls get slightly flirty with me, but it wasn’t like there were predators circling around me, waiting to strike. The only time I’d been somewhat put on my heels was with Dr. White.

	“I hear you,” I began, ready to push back. “But… I think that whole thing a couple days ago was the exception, not the rule. I had a weak moment, but… I don’t really think I’m in the danger you think I am. I know when I’m being flirted with, and… if something like what you are saying actually happens… then I think I’ll see it coming.” For the first time, she seemed almost impatiently annoyed with me, rolling her eyes at what I said.

	“I don’t think you will,” she said firmly, looking me dead in the eye. She made sure I was making eye contact by tilting her notebook up so it was blocking her chest, giving my eyes nowhere else to go. I looked away and shrugged.

	“Agree to disagree, I guess,” I replied. Again, she looked very clearly annoyed with me.

	“Eddie, few people plan to cheat. By the time they realize they are about to do so, it’s too late,” she began. “Let me give you an example. I had a patient a few months back. A guy about your age. His wife suspected that her husband wanted to have sex with her mother…”

	“Her mother?” I said, shocked.

	“Her mom. His mother-in-law,” she said, nodding. ‘I met with the husband, and within five minutes, I could tell that his wife was right. He was very clearly attracted to his mother-in-law. He tried to deny it, but it was painfully obvious. I presented this to him, and like you, he rejected it out of hand. Completely denied it, wouldn’t even listen to the idea. And he really meant it. And to prove it, as a test to placate his wife, he made a deal to spend a few days alone with his mother-in-law. To prove he didn’t actually want her. If he was telling the truth, then nothing would happen.’ She paused and let that part of the tale sink in. Then, she continued. “By the end of the first day, he and his mother-in-law were having sex.”

	“What?” I asked, shocked and disgusted. Dr. White nodded, making her large breasts wobble.

	“He was so convinced his heart was true, to the point where he put himself in the eye of the storm, the viper’s nest. Of course, he crumbled. Of course, he was injected with poison. By the end of the night, they were lovers. Within days, he belonged to her. His mother-in-law. His wife’s mom. Now, he and his mother-in-law are married, and his wife’s in a mental institution due to the actions of her mother and her husband, and the mental damage was so severe that she has little chance of getting out anytime soon.”

	“Jesus…” I said. “Did that really happen?” I asked. She nodded and, and from the seriousness on her face, I could see she wasn’t lying. I was shocked… I didn’t realize people would take part in such depravity in real life. And to think a guy like that had sat in this very chair and ended up doing such things…

	“That’s the damage this level of complete denial can cause, Eddie.” Dr. White said firmly. ‘That patient clearly had buried desires that he hadn’t come close to processing. So, when that high-pressure situation arrived, those desires burst out before he could stop them. You are so lucky that it was me and my body that you ogled, and not some other slut who would take advantage of that fact on the spot. You’ve already admitted that I affected you, and that was so, so amazing! I was so proud of you!’ She did sound prideful, which was strange considering the thing she was proud about was me fucking my wife and thinking about her. “But we need to dig even deeper! What you’ve done so far is not enough. Not even close.”

	“What do you want me to say?” I asked impatiently. I was completely upended. First, she showcases her boobs for me, gets me to admit to my most wicked fantasies of her. Then, she asks me if I want her to take her bra off, followed by her trying to convince my marriage was in grave danger, before sharing with me a very nasty story about a guy banging his mother-in-law. I didn’t know what the hell she wanted at this point.

	“You said that the biggest temptation you faced was with me, two days ago,” she began. “I barely know you, and you barely know me, but you admitted to very nasty desires about me and my body. In the moment when you were making love to your wife, in your head you were fucking me. You’re not in love with me… at least, I don’t think… so it was solely your lust for my body that drove you there. Drove you to overwrite thoughts of love for your wife in your most intimate of moments, with a desire for me. I think, deep down… although you love your wife, and you want to be with her… you need, more than anything, more than even love and companionship for your wife… is a woman with a great body. You need a girl with an amazing ass. You need a girl with big tits! And you will never feel truly content and complete without having that in your life. I know it seems shallow, but this is what years of reckless, unchecked fucking has done to you. These are perfectly valid, natural desires, but if you’re married to a girl who certainly doesn’t measure up, then you have a problem. Without addressing your desires, you are all but guaranteeing not only your fall, but the fall of your marriage. It’s only a matter of time. But if you want to go on with your normal, married life… you need to confess. You need to admit that you love big tits! You need to admit that you love round, juicy asses! That’s why I want you to say it, Eddie.”

	She was making this sound like I was in grave danger. I honestly didn’t see it the same way at all. But she seemed so sure about it that I had to question myself. With her looking at me expectantly… I knew I had to say something.

	“Okay, uh… listen, clearly, I enjoyed my time with women with those kinds of curves. And clearly, my time with them affected me. But… I just don’t think it’s as dire as you say. Sure, I guess I learned to like them. But to say I love big tits, and that outweighs what I feel for Annie… that’s ridiculous!” I said firmly.

	At this, she stared me down and lowered her notebook, revealing her massive, bulbous breasts front and center. My eyes went down to the round, smooth, perfect orbs again, but this time I was able to look away quickly. She gave me a pointed look once I looked back at her.

	“Eddie…” she said, shaking her head in annoyance. “Why are you even here? I thought you came here to improve yourself and be a better husband. Yet, when I give my prognosis, and the steps required to improve yourself, you reject everything I say. That’s not being a good husband. That’s being a stubborn man. I’m telling you what’s gonna happen, I’m telling you the danger that’s right in front of you, yet… you ignore it. I don’t know if I can help you…” She trailed off, shaking her head sadly.

	She seemed hurt by my rejection of her theory, and now, she was speaking to me like I was a lost cause.

	“Dr. White… I want to help myself, but I honestly think you’re wrong. Other than what you just asked me to do, is there anything I can say to move things along?” I asked, not wanting to disappoint her, yet not wanting to admit to her accusations.

	At this, she stood up as quick as a flash, setting her notebook down on her side table again. I tried to look past her mountainous peaks, but it came at a great struggle, as her perfect posture really forced them outwards, straining at the black lace. I swear I could see the indents caused by her nipples pressing against the material… my cock lurched in my pants. I eventually met her firm stare.

	“Eddie, the only chance we have to move forwards is if you answer one question for me…” she began, staring me down. She took one step towards me, her large breasts shaking very noticeably. ‘Do you want me to take off my bra?’ she asked me this while looking down at my seated form firmly, her fixed gaze holding me in place. “Now… before you answer, I want you to consider this. You know the answer to this question. I know the answer to this question. Even your wife knows the answer, deep down. This isn’t about what’s about to happen. It’s about what you want to happen,” she said, palms pressed together as she gestured at me. As she spoke, all I could do was look at her massive breasts jiggling. “This isn’t about you actually seeing my tits. It’s about you confessing to having the desire to see my tits. It’s about you fantasizing about my big, round tits. It’s about you having that unshakeable urge to see my massive, firm tits. It’s about the urge you will always feel when around a woman like me, a woman with smooth, squeezable tits. You came here today, Eddie, because you recognize that those moments in the past have stuck with you. You admitted to me that my body affected you. You recognize that you have these desires. All I want for you is to be honest with yourself about them. By asking me to take my bra off, you are simply admitting to these issues. You are taking your first step towards diving in face-first and confronting these urges. You are telling both me and yourself that you want to be a better man… a better husband. By admitting that you want me to toss off my bra so your eyes can feast on my perfect bare breasts, you are gesturing that you want to improve yourself. By admitting that you do in fact want to see my stiff nipples, you are admitting that you have a problem that needs to be dealt with. So, Eddie… please tell me. Do you want me to take off my bra?”

	After giving this impassioned plea, my eyes fell to the bra in question. The black lace was straining against her enormous, fleshy breasts, the sheer force being exerted by them almost enough to render any admission I made unnecessary. Clearly, her large breasts were bursting to be free, barely contained by the sexy garment. The cups left plenty of smooth golden flesh exposed while covering up enough to be decent. But I again couldn’t ignore the fact that I could see a hint of her areolas through the black lace, as well as the noticeable indentations caused by her nipples. The tight garment kept her large breasts pressed together, forming a crevasse of tender looking cleavage. I stared greedily before looking back up at her, meeting her waiting gaze.

	I looked up into her eyes as she stared me down, awaiting an answer. I think I finally figured out what she was getting at. The so-called taking off of the bra… it was a symbolic gesture. Not a call to action, not an actual command for her to remove her bra, but an admission to some lingering issues that needed to be dealt with. Her putting her breasts so front and center, her using the language she did, it was all a way to encourage me to make this admission. And while I didn’t fully agree to everything she had said, I did agree with the fact that I probably had some stuff to deal with. And by asking her to symbolically remove her bra so I could ‘see’ her mammoth breasts bare, I was making a veiled admission that I did in fact have some desires towards women like her, women with great asses and large breasts. And making this admission would be confronting my desires for amazingly large boobs face-first.

	The only way to get there was to play along with this exercise of hers. She seemed so sure in her concerns about me, and even though I didn’t agree with her, I opened the door enough to at least hear her full argument out. And the only way to do so was to make this admission. To tell her… to tell her that I wanted her to take off her bra. Jesus…

	“Uh…” I finally croaked out, finding my words, slightly in disbelief as to what words I was about to say. Luckily, I knew the truth hidden behind the symbolic words I was about to speak. “To, uh… to keep things going, then, uh… yes.”

	“Yes what?” she asked with a smirk and a raised eyebrow, taunting me by making me say the words. I rolled my eyes, annoyed that she seemed to almost be enjoying this uncomfortable moment. But after thinking it over for a moment, I realized that this moment would be more impactful if I said the words. Looking up at her, she gave me a taunting grin as she jokingly ran her fingers underneath her bra strap at her shoulder, as if she was actually readying to remove her bra. I rolled my eyes again and decided to just get on with it.

	“Fine…” I relented. “Dr. White… I want you to take off your bra.” The words felt indecent as they left my mouth, but she didn’t seem to mind at all. In fact, her face lit up as I said it, her eyes going wide, an excited grin appearing on her pretty face.

	“There…” she said calmly. ‘Was that so hard?’ I shrugged and looked away, embarrassed at what she’d compelled me to say. But I must admit this small acquiescence to the exercise was somewhat freeing, despite how performative this admission was. And finally pushing past her frustration with me made me feel like I was doing something right. Looking up at her, I was somewhat surprised to see her still standing in the same place, looking down at me. “I’m so proud that you finally admitted that you want to see my bare breasts. Now… we can finally move to the next step.”

	Then, Dr. White reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.

	My heart dropped as I was filled with a sudden dread at what was happening here. Wait… she was actually doing it? I wasn’t even able to get a single syllable out of my mouth to stop her before she let her now unclasped bra fall down her arms and onto the floor between us. And before I realized what I was seeing, I was looking at Dr. White’s massive bare breasts in the flesh.

	They were simply… amazing. Big… and round… and smooth. Jesus, they were huge. Vaulting off her slim frame, her gigantic melons looked overripe, massive and perky and just perfectly formed. Dr. White had a pair of giant udders on her chest, full and round, a natural cavern of cleavage forming in between them. And the smooth outer slopes of her big breasts insured that, even if you could only see her from the back, you could still see the sides of her oversized breasts. How could a woman of such intellect and accomplishment have porn star breasts? But unlike with most of those girls, these massive jugs were all-natural. Sadly, with my experience, I could just tell by the sight of them.

	And even though sizing a pair of breasts by sight alone was a skill I hadn’t had to utilize in a long time, the sight in front of me was stirring that part of me back to life. In her professional outfit, with her breasts stuffed into a nice blouse, with a blazer over that… they could have passed as double-D’s. Seeing them lewdly displayed in that tight tank top a couple days prior… that was the clue that they were even bigger than that, veering into the territory of being some seriously big tits, E-cups at the very least. But looking at them like this… they were definitely double E-cups. And they were amazing.

	My eyes examined every bit of bare skin. Every inch of her soft titty-flesh looked smooth and tanned and just perfect. As she shifted her weight, they swayed and jiggled in a mesmerizing way, each small movement sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. But as my eyes hungrily consumed the sight in front of me, my gaze kept falling to her stiff nipples, completely exposed to me.

	They were immaculate. Perfectly sized, rubbery nubs standing out against the otherwise smooth expanse of breast-flesh, each surrounded by perfectly round, smooth, pink areolas. Like Pavlov’s dog, upon seeing her nipples, my mouth began to water. My mind still connected having a big pair of breasts exposed in front of me to the many pleasures that always happened after, to the point where I could already taste those perfect nipples…

	I found enough self-control to pull myself from this shocked daze. I pulled my eyes from the doctor’s exposed chest and looked up at her beautiful smirking face. She was looking down at me calmly as if nothing was amiss. But… this wasn’t normal, right? It couldn’t be. What was this? What was happening here? My wife’s sex therapist had a pair of cannons on her chest, and she was showing them to me. What… what was going on?

	“What are you doing?” I asked, fear in my voice. But she seemed unaffected, reacting to my question by reaching up and cupping her own large breasts, digging her slim fingers into the lush, perky flesh. My eyes fell to her breasts again, watching the smooth skin pouring between her fingers. I nearly groaned at the sight.

	“Do you like my breasts, Eddie? I think you do…” she said confidently, looking down at me as she felt herself up. She smiled at seeing the dazed look on my face. “I think you like them a lot. I think that’s why you came here today…”

	I couldn’t stop staring at her incredible breasts, unable to look away from such perfection. It had been so long since I’d seen a pair this good, and my hungry eyes remained glued to them, studying them, committing this sight to memory. But despite that, I still had enough self-control to know the situation I was in, and to dig my heels in and try to stop whatever was happening here.

	“What are you doing?” I repeated, my voice weaker but still firm, still trying to suss out what the fuck was happening here. But my continued gaze at her enormous tits was slowly taking the wind out of my sails even as I tried to help my own case, to the point where my eyes didn’t look back up when she resumed talking.

	“This is a very special case, Eddie,” she began, her voice cool and confident. “I can tell you’re still holding back exposing your true feelings. When I had to twist your arm for you gave the weakest admission you could in order to keep this going, it became clear to me that extreme measures were required…” At this, Dr. White pinched one of her nipples, making it stand out even more. I couldn’t look away.

	“This isn’t right…” I croaked out, practically drooling, my cock straining against my pants. This felt wrong on so many levels, both that it seemed unethical and that it seemed like a dirty trick to use against someone with my history.

	“This isn’t about right and wrong, Eddie,” she began calmly, her voice like silk as she squeezed her massive boobs. ‘This isn’t about following the rules.’ She dug her fingers into her big breasts again. “This isn’t about your wife…” she said, cupping her boobs, displaying them for me. Jesus, they were gigantic. “This is about you. About your needs. Your wants. Your desires. I know what you want, Eddie,” she purred, now having slid one arm underneath her giant breasts, putting them on display again. “I can read you like a book. I just want you to be able to admit it to yourself. And I will not stop until you do so. I give you my word as a doctor. I will take this as far as I need to get you to do so, even if I have to shove my tits in your face to get the job done.”

	My breath caught in my throat, and my cock jumped in my pants at the prospect of rubbing my face against a pair of breasts that big. God, it had been so long since I’d done it. And I SO wanted to do it again. But I had to stay strong. I had to resist this deliberate temptation she was forcing me to endure. I had to.

	“You’ve stayed so loyal for so long, Eddie,” she said sympathetically, using her fingers on her free hand to pinch her other nipple. ‘No one would deny what a wonderful husband you’ve been. I have no doubt you’ve tried your best, and Annie knows that, too.’ At this, she clasped her hands together and lowered her hands to her belly, her lithe arms now on either side of her luscious breasts, making them bulge outwards. My eyes went wide at this mouthwatering sight. “But deep down, Annie knows she’s not enough for you. She knows you need something more. She knows that your true soulmate has tits the size of watermelons. And she knows that her itty, bitty little boobies won’t be enough keep you around forever. And I know that, too,” As she said this, she ran one finger against her expansive titty-flesh, the luscious skin rebounding against her finger.

	“This can’t possibly be okay…” I panted out, unable to look away from her exposed breasts, my cock ready to burst out of my pants.

	“It’s easy to talk a big game when I was all covered up, wasn’t it?” she asked with a laugh, reclasping her hands and squeezing her arms together, making her massive balloons bulge out like crazy. “I knew from the start today that I wasn’t gonna get any real answers out of you until you saw my tits in the flesh…” she said, looking down at her exposed breasts again, as if to guide me. But I had barely stopped looking at them from the moment she ditched her bra. “I tried though, I really did, but you just weren’t responding to anything else. I think that’s why you held out. Everything you’ve done since we met has been leading to this moment. You came here hoping to see my tits, didn’t you?”

	I was so addled by what was happening I didn’t even consider her question. Beyond marveling at her amazing chest, I was marveling at this sudden change in her. Any semblance of a professional tone was gone. Her voice had become breathy and filled with heat, a far cry from the calm, intellectual tone she’d used for most of our conversations. This had gone beyond her merely showing me her breasts. Her demeanor had completely changed.

	“What is this?” I asked, still unable to fully pull my eyes from her giant round boobs. “What are you doing?” At the edge of my vision, I could see her lips curl up into a smirk.

	“I often find it fruitful to dabble in a bit of roleplay. Not just in the bedroom, but for my work as well…” Dr. White said, her voice adopting a somewhat more professional tone through its heated breathiness. As she said this, she slid her palms against her luscious breast-flesh. “We touched on this subject earlier, and at this point of the exercise, I think it’s worth exploring further. Because frankly, it’s difficult to proceed and make any true progress when my patient is dying to suck on my tits. There was no way to proceed without getting everything out in the open… including my big breasts, of course. Now, proceeding on… I mentioned earlier how much danger a hunk like you is in around women with breasts like mine…” she said, looking down at her own jutting boobs again, arching her back ever so slightly to highlight their size. “That in the state you were in a couple days ago, you were lucky to have run into me, as opposed to some slut. And I told you to imagine what would have happened if I was a slut like that. And I think we should explore this further. Eddie… from this point on, I’m gonna be that slut. I’m gonna talk like a slut. I’m gonna act like a slut. As you can see, I’ve already gotten started,” she said, using her hands to showcase her exposed tits as if they were the answer to a ‘Wheel of Fortune’ puzzle.

	Was this what she was doing? Was this still part of her exercise? I wanted to take her word for it, I wanted to see the best in her actions, but I couldn’t fully buy into the argument. This just did not seem right. But I held out some small percentage of a chance that this was the case.

	“You need to fully understand the danger you and your marriage are in, and this is the only way to do that,” she continued, one of her fingers circling her nipple. “To really put the pressure on you, make you feel all that bursting… tension. Then, we’ll arrive at the truth. Then, you will be totally and completely honest. An open book. And the only way I can do that is to occupy the role of the slut. To be a slut. Eddie, I want you to forget the woman you know, and view me not as just a doctor, but as a total and complete slut. I know we’re friends, and I know that you trust me, so it will be difficult for you to do so…” At the moment, with her massive breasts hanging out, that task wasn’t as difficult. “But this will only work if the threat is real, if you actually feel that intense, delicious, throbbing pressure. So, I’m gonna do what a slut would do when alone in a room with a married man who looks as good as you do… I’m gonna seduce you…”

	“What?” I said, this statement finally enough to pull my eyes from her exposed breasts up to her confident gaze. Seduce me? I must have misunderstood. This couldn’t be what it sounded like. “You’ve gotta be joking? This can’t possibly be allowed…”

	“I admit, this is a little… untraditional,” she admitted. ‘This could have been a lot more normal and straightforward, but you were so stubborn that you really left us no other option.’ She paused for a moment. “No other option left but to just… fuck.”

	My heart dropped. I still couldn’t tell if this was real or part of this twisted exercise of hers. It seemed like she was treating this like it was still some sort of the process, but she seemed to be inhabiting the role very easily. I didn’t know what to do, but… but in that moment, I realized I didn’t have much of a choice. I was practically trapped in her clutches, and the idea that this had all actually been a ruse solely for the goal of getting me in this position was starting to feel like a distinct possibility. But she seemed so intelligent and professional and knowledgeable… until she showed me her big naked tits and declaring that we were gonna fuck.

	Seriously… what the actual fuck was happening here? This didn’t seem real. It felt like I’d fallen into some sort of wicked sexual nightmare conjured up by some hack writer. A sex doctor with huge tits was trying to seduce me in some sort of twisted exercise, one which oh-so happened to require her showing her giant boobs to me? This couldn’t be real.

	“This… this isn’t serious, right? You can’t be actually doing this…” I said, panicked, standing up, urging her to cut the bullshit and end this charade and talk to me like normal.

	“Eddie…” she began calmly, stopping me in my tracks, her voice suddenly sounding more like normal than it had in a while. I felt like I’d finally gotten through to her, that she had stepped out of the wicked scenario she’d tried to pull me into and was beginning to talk like normal again. Despite that, she made no effort to cover up, leaving her tits just hanging out as she spoke to me like a doctor. “Calm down. Listen to what I explained to you before. You promised me to stick this out, no matter what. As crazy as this all seems, this is all in your best interest. I mean it. Those doubts you’re feeling are your deepest fears rising to the surface, and in response, you’re trying to run. You’re trying to reject your true nature as it reappears. You know this is what you want, but you’re so afraid to admit it. That’s what I’m trying to push through. That is the goal of this exercise. To erase years of negative reinforcement and shame for having developed a preference for gorgeous, sexy, large-breasted women like me. To allow you to admit that, for you, a girl’s cup size means more than just about anything else. That a relationship with a girl with mosquito bites like Annie will never be enough for you.”

	“To truly admit to your desires is an incredibly brave thing to do, Eddie. I know it’s difficult that you have desires that are viewed by some as shallow… but trust me when I say that deep down… most men feel the same way. You’re not alone in this. If most men had a choice between a sweet, kind, intellectual woman who loves them and challenges them and makes them laugh, or a hot bodied 15 out of 10 with tits the size of volleyballs… deep down, when it comes down to it, most men would choose the latter. At the end of the day, most men would choose the gorgeous girl with big tits. And the fact that you would as well is not a bad thing. It’s an amazing thing!”

	“But most men aren’t as lucky as you,” she continued, still lecturing me in her doctoral tone with her massive boobs exposed to me, jiggling with every slight movement. “Most men don’t actually get to live the dream. Most men didn’t actually get to go home with the hot, busty girl, and you did it over and over again. You were given a gift that most men would kill for, which makes it all the more puzzling why you rejected it.”

	She stared at me for a moment as I looked back at her. I was still a tightened knot, unsure where this whole thing was going. And even though her tone had changed, my cock was still excited beyond belief at the sight of her huge, luscious breasts. Jesus, they were fucking enormous. As I studied them, she was studying me, appraising what she was seeing. Her eyes landed on my crotch for a good few moments before looking back at me.

	“You want to know what I think?” she asked rhetorically. “I speculated that the reason all those gorgeous girls with big breasts and great butts approached you was that you were sending signals that this is what you truly wanted. And while that is undoubtably true, I think there’s something else at work here. Eddie… I don’t know if you know this, but… you’re REALLY fucking hot. That’s not even me just saying that… I have no doubt that most women find you extremely hot and would eagerly have sex with you. But it doesn’t take an expert to see your appeal. All women can see it. And I don’t know if you know this, but women kinda have this sense about guys. Women are pitted against each other from the start, especially in the field of romance, so they learn to pick their battles when it comes to guys. Aim too high, and you get demolished by other, better women. Women usually find their lane. And eventually, when they look at a man, they have an almost immediate sense as to whether that guy is out of their league or not. And Eddie… you’re in that top tier. Lesser women learned to back off… like that jealous, flat-chested little bitch Callie you ran into. Women just know what type of girl a guy is gonna be with. The reason you only dated beautiful girls with big boobs is because most other girls would admit, even at their own expense, that those are the girls that are at your level. Up to your standards. Most girls would say a guy like you would probably end up with a girl like that. I’m sure most of your old classmates are expecting you to stroll in to your high school reunion with some gorgeous, hot-bodied bikini model with tits like these…” she said, cupping her own boobs again. “You ending up with anything less is just… wrong. Women know this. They are trained to know this. I saw it from the start. Did you even wonder how I knew a guy like you was getting crazy amounts of ass back in high school? So clearly, I know it. And deep down, Annie knows it too. And unless you ready yourself and confront your true feelings, women with bodies like mine will seek to correct what, to them, seems like a mistake.”

	“My marriage isn’t a mistake…” I said, my cock straining against my pants as I stared at Dr. White’s giant, firm boobs. “I love my wife. I don’t know how much more I need to say it for you to believe me.”

	“I have no doubt you feel that way right now,” Dr. White stated. “But you’re using that love of your wife as a barrier to hide behind. A veil to hide your true feelings about other things. Very… important… things…” she said, digging her fingers into her mammoth breasts, the smooth flesh pouring through her fingers. Seeing she had my attention, she waited till my eyes rose from her chest before she continued. “So many men have been trained to immediately reject those immature things, thinking it’s wrong and shameful. That’s what I’ve been getting at from the start. Those base level desires… they may be immature, but at least they’re honest. This is a trend I’m working to reverse. And Eddie… you’re my test case. What we’re doing now is part of my line of study. If this process works, this little bit of role play, your fate will be the same as many other men just like you. I can’t stress how important this is. That is why I’m risking my job. Sacrificing my professionalism and acting like a total slut. Showing you my big, perfect tits!” she said, her eyes guiding mine back down her body. God, they were just so fucking amazing. I couldn’t deny it. I shook my head clear and made myself look up into her eyes again. She smiled warmly.

	“I’ve asked you to trust me from the start, and you’ve done such an amazing job so far,” she said, cooling my fears as she finally seemed to fully step out of this exercise to address me as a person again. Despite her tits still being exposed, she spoke to me in a completely professional manner, her arms falling to her sides as she stopped touching her own chest. “I ask you to bear with me just a little longer. Roleplay has a proven track record of success, and even though this may seem extreme, I can’t stress how effective this will be. Sure, some of it may seem crazy. Or uncomfortable. Or inappropriate. No matter what I say during the roleplay, no matter what I do, believe me when I say this is all part of the plan. You hear me? EVERYTHING I say… EVERYTHING I do. It’s all part of the process. So please… trust me. Trust this exercise. It is of vital importance. Can you do that for me?” she asked, stepping forward and putting her hand on my chest.

	She suddenly seemed so genuine that I again was almost talked down from the edge. As crazy as this all seemed, it did seem like whatever she was doing was accomplishing what she said it would. But… I just couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being suckered into something. I raised my hand up and rubbed my eyes. It’d felt like this appointment had been going on forever. This had been a roller coaster, a terrifying one. I was tired. I just wanted to be done with it. Couldn’t I just call this off now and be done it? This had gone really far. Couldn’t I just call it a day?

	I opened my eyes and moved to meet her waiting stare, but that required looking past her amazing tits. And as I’d proven time and time again, this was not something that came easy for me. Jesus… they were so fucking big. And round. And soft… so fucking soft looking. Her stiff nipples were practically calling out to me, and my mouth was watering at the sight of them. They were consuming my vision they were so large. Was she arching her back ever so slightly, cause they seemed bigger than they had mere moments prior? But she was right… she was putting herself out there in a major way for my sake, showcasing her delicious body in order for me to reach some sort of epiphany. She’d had so many opportunities to take advantage of my trust, and while she’d clearly taken things to the edge, she’d never crossed that line. Shouldn’t I just hear the rest of it out? Give her some of the trust she’d asked of me and ride this roller coaster out to the end. It seemed insane, but… I didn’t want to have to restart this whole thing again.

	“Just… fine,” I admitted, finally casting a glance at her face, relenting. “Let’s just… do whatever you have planned and be done with it.” She grinned huge at this, looking beyond excited.

	“This is great. So amazing…” she said, stepping forwards and giving me a hug, her giant tits squashing against my chest. I sighed at this amazing feeling, my cock pulsing in excitement despite myself. Finally, she stepped back, put her hand on my chest again, and gently pushed me back onto the couch. Standing above me again, she could barely contain her grin.

	“You might just be my favorite patient ever for this!” she said excitedly. “I really appreciate being so open-minded as to let this thing play out as I hoped and not just freak out and run. I promise you will love the results! And we’re just getting started.” She paused for a moment, and I was watching as the wicked glint had returned to her face. It was as if she was re-inhabiting the role my fears had pulled her out of.

	Dr. White the slut.

	“Now, as I was saying,” she began, her tone getting heavier as she stared at me with a naughty smirk, reaching up and squeezing her own boobs again. ‘Me and you, Eddie… we’re gonna fuck.’ I gulped in fear at this statement, still not sure where she was heading. This was still part of the exercise… right? That’s what she promised, that everything she said and did was part of this exercise. That being said… she sounded so confident in this assertion that it didn’t feel like she was saying this as part of this roleplay. But I was in this deep. I had no choice but to trust her. This had gone too far not to. “You need to know that from the start. You need to keep that in mind. The only way this exercise will work is if you truly believe that you and I could end up actually having sex. So, Eddie, let me tell you, that as a doctor committed to helping you reach your goal, I’m willing to take this as far along as necessary. And if that means you and I have to have sweaty, nasty sex right here in this office, then so be it.”

	She said this with a big, scheming grin, but this was so early on in the exercise that part of me wondered if this was still Dr. White the professional speaking, or if it was Dr. White the slut. Her tone seemed halfway between. But again… trust her. Trust in the process.

	“Although I will say, even though this is a certified medical process… if it does come to that, I can’t promise that I won’t enjoy it. I have to admit… I do find you very cute…” she said with a wicked grin, looking down at me, leaning forward slightly, making her massive jugs hang down ever so slightly, making them look even bigger and more blimp-like. “And I’m not even saying this because of the roleplay. I mean it. I think you’re hot. I know you’re married, and I’m friends with your wife, but I’m not blind. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about having sex with you before today…”

	I tensed up. Was she serious about this? She had made it a point to literally step outside the roleplay to say this. But through it all, she maintained that same sexy voice and playful expression, as if she was still playing her part. Then I remembered… she’d emphasized that everything she said during this was part of the exercise… maybe that included this. Allowing myself to trust her again, I let my concerns dissipate, sitting back and allowing this all to continue. Seeing all this play out on my face, she smiled as I relaxed, choosing that moment to continue.

	“You see? It’s healthy to just admit to your desires. I feel better already!” she said with a knowing smirk. “I just admitted to a sexy married man that I have a crush on him. That I’ve thought about having really nasty sex with him. That I’ve cum to thoughts of him many, many times…” she said, squirming where she stood as she trailed off, watching me, waiting for me to react. I felt like that was the goal of what she was saying, twisting the knife, trying to get me to react. I held it together and said nothing. She smiled at me again.

	“Good. You’re doing very well so far, Eddie,” she said proudly. “But before we get too far along, I do want to reward your participation in this exercise…” At this, she stared me down and hooked her thumbs under the hem of her skirt. Before I could react, she roughly tugged it down, pulling it down her hips and letting it fall to the floor. My eyes went wide in shock.

	Dr. White was standing in front of me, even more exposed than before. All she had on beneath her skirt was some very tiny underwear. A small little triangle of black lace material that was practically sheer, allowing me to see the plump lips of her pussy and the thin landing strip above it. The small patch of material covered up her naughty bits and little else, held in place by some thin strings, the two straps riding up above her hips and around her waist. Removing her skirt also highlighted her long legs, clad in black sheer stockings going up to her thighs. She kept on her high heels as she stepped out of her skirt and spread her legs apart ever so slightly, posing for me.

	But she wasn’t done yet.

	With my eyes locked on her, she slowly spun around, revealing her thong-clad ass to me for the first time. I didn’t blink for a full minute as I stared at this shocking sight, taking in everything I was seeing. Jesus… her ass was damn near as perfect as her breasts. Each cheek was full and round and just pure perfection, not overly large, and certainly not small. Like I said, perfectly sized. Her ass vaulted out from her slim frame, standing firm and proud, no doubt the product of a lot of working out. It would take a lot of work to get her ass looking that good, so round and tanned and juicy. And with my dating history, I was very much aware of the work required to keep an ass looking that good. That made it all the more impressive.

	And her thong highlighted it flawlessly. Framing the upper slopes of her shapely rear end, the two strings met a teeny black triangle just above her ass-crack, highlighting the crest of it. The string diving down disappeared between her firm ass-cheeks, showcasing how deep the crevasse between the cheeks was.

	This view also gave me confirmation of something I’d thought I’d seen days before, specifically… Dr. White did indeed have a tattoo, and not just any tattoo, but a tattoo above her ass. That’s right, Dr. White had a tramp-stamp. Nestled just above the tiny little triangle of her thong, the slutty underwear serving to almost underline it, was her tramp-stamp. A pink cartoon heart, looking almost overinflated, with contours and shading that gave it the curvature of a shapely ass. Not that her perfect ass needed any advertising, but this tramp-stamp no doubt did the trick. And from the top of the tattoo, down the middle, the heart was breaking apart. A cartoonish jagged crack formed there, marking that breakage. It was a shockingly brazen tattoo for a professional woman like her to have, but then again, it was the perfect bit of decoration to her lust-inducing frame, a small addition that added another level of wickedness. Of course, a body like hers was marked with a tattoo. Of course, it was. A lot of my exes had tramp-stamps, and despite me even back then finding them pretty trashy… seeing one again in close proximity brought back a lot of memories…

	But with her ass right there, I didn’t keep my eyes on her tramp-stamp for too long before returning my gaze to her delicious, thong-clad rear end. Dr. White looked over her shoulder and smirked as she saw my heated, arrested gaze. And seeing that she had my attention, she reached back and slid her fingers beneath her left butt-cheek, using them to jiggle the firm cheek.

	“Oh…” I groaned despite myself, my cock screaming out in excitement at this sight. She laughed at this.

	“Do you like my ass?” she asked, digging her fingers into one of the meaty cheeks. Her eyes looked devilish as she looked back at me, now inhabiting her ‘role’ so completely she was damn near a different person. In this moment, Dr. White looked like the slut she was saying she was. Having her big tits hanging out while showcasing her thong-clad butt certainly helped in that respect. Her eyes fell to my very evident bulge and twinkled in excitement. “Looks like you do. Looks like you love my ass way more than a married man should. An ass like mine brings back all sorts of wonderful memories back to the surface, doesn’t it? I bet you have a lot of very in-depth, personal experiences with asses like this, don’t you? Is it hard, Eddie… knowing that you would definitely be having sex with this ass if we’d have met just a few years ago, before you got that pesky little ring on your finger?”

	I gulped as my eyes remained glued to her perfect ass. She was right. Any situation where I would have encountered an ass like that a couple years ago would have no doubt ended with sex. If an ass like that ended up on my radar, it wouldn’t have taken long for it to be bouncing against my crotch. Or resting firmly against my face. These images were flashing behind my eyes as she spun back around to face me again. With her ass gone from my vision, my eyes rose back to her breasts, swaying heavily before settling into place.

	“And I don’t even have to say what you would have done to these tits if we’d met before you fell in love with Annie…” Dr. White said, pointing at her exposed jugs with pride. “You probably would have fallen even more in love with these fucking tits of mine…” she added with a laugh, reaching down and bouncing her breasts with her palms. Again… she was right. I’d never seen a pair of boobs that big right in front of me without eventually getting my hands on them. I’d done a lot of bad things with boobs like that… and I had no doubt I would have given Dr. White’s big breasts the same treatment. I just kept staring at them, transfixed, and she used the opportunity to continue speaking.

	“Do you know how difficult it was for me to keep this body under wraps knowing how gaga you’d go over it?” she asked, jiggling her breasts hypnotically. “After hearing you go on and on and on about all the gorgeous big-titted, perfect-assed girls you just kept having to have sex with? Especially knowing my body was just as good as all those other women, if not better? Knowing that this body would unlock all your buried desires. Knowing for sure that if we had met before you married Annie, you no doubt would have had sex with me. Knowing that the only thing stopping you from letting that happen now is that ring on your finger? Doesn’t that seem silly when you think about it? A piece of jewelry and a promise does not change your desires. That’s why I know we’re gonna have sex, because there has not been a single point in your adulthood where you didn’t want to have sex with a woman like me. Isn’t that right, Eddie? Don’t you just want to fuck me?”

	I looked up at her, sweat on my brow, my cock straining against my pants in an obvious fashion, to the point she was looking straight at it. I didn’t have much room to stand on here. I’d admitted already to fantasizing about her. And physically, I’m sure my attraction to her and her body was very, very evident. But it still felt wrong to vocalize it. It still felt wrong that me, as a married man, should admit to another woman that he wants to fuck her. But again… I didn’t have a leg to stand on.

	“Yes…” I relented through clenched teeth. “I guess… I guess I feel some level of attraction to you.” I stated diplomatically, but that wasn’t good enough for her.

	“Yeah, no shit, you’ve been flirting with me from the second we met…” she replied.

	“No, I haven’t,” I stated firmly, trying to stand my ground in at least one area where I knew I had the high ground. I’d tried to stand up against her accusations previously, but she’d continuously torn through my defenses effortlessly. And she was about to do it again.

	“Eddie, literally the first thing you asked me about was my dating life,” she pointed out confidently. What was she talking about? Had I? Wait… I had. Not that I meant it in any untoward manner, I was just more curious about her profession in general, and I guess that line of questioning had ended up verging on how her job affected her dating life.

	“No, I didn’t mean it like that,” I replied, again trying to defend myself against some pretty damning evidence.

	“Nonsense,” she stated, smiling smugly, waving off my weak sounding defense easily. “I think your natural instincts rose up without even realizing it. After years of banging sluts just like me, it’s probably second nature to you. You flirt with any hot piece of ass in your vicinity. Your instincts realized that I was a slut before your mind even registered it. Flirting with me, teasing me, feeling me out, seeing if we were on the same page. Well guess what, babe? I liked it. I really did. I mean it. I could tell you wished you could date me, and I wished for the same thing. I wanted to fuck you right then and there, show you all the shit I’ve learned as a sex therapist…”

	“I… I wasn’t flirting with you!” I tried to reaffirm, looking up at her, desperate for her to believe me, no matter how weak it was… “I… I love my wife. I know it sounds bad looking back on it, but I wasn’t doing anything on purpose.”

	“I know, hon,” she replied, her fingertips absentmindedly toying with the hem of her thong. “You didn’t mean to flirt with me, but that doesn’t mean you didn’t do it. You probably do it all the time without realizing it. You don’t have to be a sex therapist to catch on. No wonder Annie senses something is off. You probably even do it right in front of her without knowing it. I wonder how many women’s nipples you’ve stiffened right in front of Annie. You certainly did it to me…” she said, using the fingers of her other hand to toy with her stiff left nipple.

	I didn’t flirt with other women… right? I didn’t think so, but that first conversation with Dr. White could certainly be perceived that way. I didn’t mean anything by it, but damn… maybe she was right. Maybe I had been doing it without realizing it. Looking back now… it certainly seemed possible. Sensing that her words were hitting home, Dr. White kept at it.

	“Are you beginning to understand why you kept attracting a certain type of girl, Eddie?” she asked, sliding her fingers into her thong, touching herself. Was this even allowed? “Because you totally invited the attention, subconsciously or even sometimes consciously. You brought it on yourself. You welcomed it. You wanted it. And honestly…” she began, looking down at her own body before looking back at me, smirking. “Who wouldn’t? You wanted the girls with the amazing butts. You wanted the girls with the massive tits. You wanted confident, hot-bodied women like me, not insecure, flat-chested girls like Annie. That hasn’t changed, even now. You’ve tried to act all goody-goody for so long, and it must be just so exhausting denying your needs like that. But those needs… they are still there. They haven’t gone away. You still want gorgeous, busty women. And those women still want you…”

	I looked into her eyes again as she stared down at me with purpose. And before I could react, she sauntered forward, pushed me back, and proceeded to straddle me, facing me, planting her ass directly on my lap as she settled into place.

	“Oh!” I called out in surprise as her weight landed on me, leaning back as far as I could into the couch as I tried to minimize contact with her. “What are your doing?” I was truly caught off guard by this. Up to now, our physical contact was minimal, mostly in the form of comforting gestures or small, inadvertent contact. But this… this was well beyond anything she had done before.

	“I’m sure this is a familiar position for you,” Dr. White stated, planting her hands on the couch above my shoulders, looking down at me. “Half-naked slut on your lap, trying to drive you crazy. And judging by your history, I’m sure it always ended with you and her FUCKING! Just like it will for us…”

	She wasn’t exactly wrong… about my history with girls in this position, I mean, but that was an ancillary concern at this point. I had to deal with the more pressing matter. Namely, her hot half-naked body pressing against me. With her seated on my lap, her front was pressed against mine. But with her hands gripping the couch, she was holding herself up so she was leaning away from me. All this is to say that her massive tits were now currently directly in front of my face, mere inches away from me. They were so huge that they were invading my personal space, forcing me to lean way back into the couch. And to meet her gaze, I had to look past her mountainous tits and try not to be distracted by their visual perfection.

	“Dr. White…” I croaked out. “I don’t know if you should be doing this…” I said, feeling like this was pushing things over the line.

	“You don’t have to pretend, Eddie. I know how much you’re enjoying this. Trust me, I can tell,” she said with a laugh, grinding herself into my lap, acknowledging for the first time that her ass was resting against my straining bulge. And her grinding motion made me squirm beneath her.

	“Oh!” I groaned in pleasure, feeling her ass putting the pressure on my rock hard dick. My hands floated in the air, my fists clenching as I tried to withstand this lustful act. My blood was boiling, my cock finally feeling a bit of relief after being stiff as a brick for what felt like an hour now.

	“You see?” Dr. White said, moving in closer ever so slightly as her ass settled in place down firmly against me. Her giant, heavy tits were now practically resting on my neck. “I can feel how much you love this body. I can feel how much you love these tits. I can feel how much you love my ass. Here… feel for yourself…” In my addled state, she was able to easily grab my wrists in her hands and pull them behind her, placing my open palms against her practically bare ass.

	“Oh my god!” I said, feeling my fingers making contact with the warm, smooth flesh of Dr. White’s thong-clad ass. Without being able to stop myself, my fingers ever so slightly squeezed her juicy rear end, feeling the firm flesh against my hands. Replacing her hands back where they were on the couch over my shoulders, the doctor resumed speaking.

	“You need to learn how to withstand temptation, Eddie,” she began, voice husky with heat. “If you’re gonna try carrying on trying to be a loyal married man, you’re gonna have to face down women like me who REALLY want to fuck you. Women who know how to turn up the pressure…” As she said this, she ground herself against me again, grinding her thong-clad pussy against my throbbing bulge.

	“Uh…” I grunted, my hands on reflex squeezing her tanned ass-cheeks as I tried to ride out the pleasure she was bringing me. Fuck… her ass felt SO good!

	“Jesus…” she sighed, languidly grinding herself against my clothed length. “You really are huge. Fuck. With some guys you can just tell, and from the moment I met you I just knew you had a big dick. Mmm… the last guy I fucked had a big cock just like you do. And it really is better that way, especially when they know how to use it. And… oh fuck… with the type of women you used to fuck, I bet you know how to make a girl scream. Do you want to make me scream, Eddie?”

	My head was rolling as her gentle grinding made me see lights behind my eyes. Despite my best efforts, my hips were rolling along with hers, slightly humping up into her as she ground against me. Despite this, I had enough wherewithal to defend myself.

	“No…” I said, my voice tightened, my palms roughly squeezing her juicy ass without even thinking about it. God… her ass felt amazing. But I could barely think about how incredible her ass felt as her gentle teasing was driving me crazy. My eyes were clenched shut as my cock throbbed in excitement. I felt her shift her weight on top of me, then I nearly jumped out of my skin as I felt her fingers pressing against my clothed weapon, squeezing it firmly through my pants.

	“AH! Fuck!” I sighed, eyes still scrunched shut, humping up into her grasp roughly, my cock ready to blow from this contact.

	“Shhh! Shhh… it’s okay, baby. It’s okay…” she said comfortingly, talking me down from the edge until my body settled back into the couch, the contents of my balls simmering. Once I fell back into place, I could feel her fingers against my shaft, appraising its length through my pants.

	“God damn, you’re huge…” she said under her breath, her fingertips gently feeling up along my steel-hard length. “Eddie, how can you even think straight when you’re this hard? How can you ever hope to be a good husband when you get this hard over other women? I bet you never get this hard for Annie… do you?”

	“Oh!” I groaned, barely able to hear her words. Yet my cock responded to them by throbbing in her grasp.

	“As a doctor, I can tell you that it is seriously not healthy to be this hard,” she said, squeezing my throbbing weapon appreciatively. “It is my recommendation that you just have to cum. Before you see your wife, before you leave this office, you’re gonna have to drain every last drop of cum out of those big, beautiful balls of yours. I can’t responsibly let you leave in this state. I’m gonna need this cock to blow 2 or 3 massive, creamy loads at least before I can in good conscience let you leave. And your own hand won’t get the job done, either. This cock needs a pussy. This cock needs to fuck! This cock needs two or three long, hot, sweaty fucks before you can think straight. Don’t you want to cut loose and fuck like you used to, Eddie?” She asked, continuing to gently massage my cock with her fingers.

	My mind was swimming I was so far gone. The only thing grounding me in reality was my cock throbbing in her grasp. My eyes were clenched shut, as the slightest bit of visual stimulation might be enough to make me lose control. I had to hold it together. I had to withstand this ‘seduction’. Somehow finding my words even in this whirlwind, I spoke up.

	“No…” I groaned, and this admission caused her to remove her hand from my cock. She settled back in my lap, but she didn’t grind against me. She seemed to find mercy, letting me calm down beneath her. I gasped for breath as my balls simmered, and it was when I finally began to breathe a little easier that she leaned forwards against me, her big boobs pressing out against my chest. She leaned forward and brought her lips to my ear.

	“You’re doing so good, baby…” she whispered. “You passed the first test…” she added, before leaning forwards and gently kissing my ear. She leaned back up and began to gently tap the back of my head, trying to get my attention.

	“I’m gonna need you to open your eyes, Eddie…” she said firmly, missing some of the seductive tone she’d been using. Breathing a bit easier, I complied, only to realize my mistake. Opening my eyes made me have to look directly at her giant, bare tits, fully centered in my vision. The sight made my cock jump noticeably, so much so that even she felt it.

	“Oh my!” she said with a laugh. But I was still too distracted by her boobs to pay her words much mind.

	They looked absolutely enormous. Round, and full, and firm… from this position they appeared to be an unescapable enemy, a destiny I had no choice but to face down. I stared at her stiff, rubbery, suckable nipples, and my mouth watered again.

	“A slut isn’t going to show you any mercy, Eddie…” she said. “A slut will say anything… do anything… tear down anything in her path to get what she wants. She will even destroy any love and attraction you feel for your wife, until you almost have no choice but to surrender to her and dive into her pants. And lucky for you, my pants are already off…” As she said this, she resumed her slow, gentle grind on my clothed bulge.

	“Ah…” I sighed, my hands gripping her ass as I did so. My eyes began rolling in pleasure at this, but she grasped my scalp and made sure my attention was on her.

	“And to fully be a slut for you, Eddie… I need to say those awful… nasty… wonderfully exciting things that a slut would say about Annie,” she stated, giving me a pointed look. My eyes kept stealing glances at her breasts, making her smile.

	“Mmm, let’s start there, with what’s clearly most important to you…” Dr. White began, smirking. ‘She doesn’t measure up to me at all, does she?’ she asked, arching her back to show off her impressive jugs. She pulled her arms together to make them really bulge outwards. My eyes went wide as I stared at them. “That’s the root of all her issues, you know? That she has a flat chest. Poor little Annie probably could never hold down any man worth having because she could never even fill up a training bra. All the best boys dated girls whose big tits spilled out of anything they wore. She knows she landed a guy way out of her league, and she knows that one day you’ll realize it, too. Keep looking at my tits, baby… today’s that day, isn’t it? Look at my big, round, soft tits and realize what you’ve been missing out on. Think about all the love you share with your wife, think about the promises you made… then look at my massive fucking jugs and tell me what actually fucking matters to you…”

	I was gawking at her boobs at this point, her words landing blow after blow to my unguarded mind. She gently scratched the back of my scalp with one hand while using the fingers on her other hand to circle one of her stiff nipples. I was practically drooling.

	“What do you think about my boobs, babe?” she asked, again using her arms to make them bulge outwards right in front of my face. “I don’t think there’s any harm in at least saying they’re bigger than Annie’s, right? Even she would admit it. Can you? Don’t I have bigger tits than your wife, Eddie?”

	She kept gently rocking on my lap, not only grinding against my crotch, but also making her big fleshy tits wobble. And on top of that, I was still double palming her exposed ass, greedily gripping the firm cheeks as she rocked in my lap. My mind was so overwhelmed that I literally didn’t have the strength to lie.

	“Yes…” I choked out, my eyes glazed over. “They’re bigger…” Her face lit up in joy at this admission.

	“Haha! Yes!” she said, giving my straining cock a little more oomph in her grinding, making me squirm. “Bigger… and better, right? Aren’t my big, round, perfect tits better than Annie’s little mosquito bites?”

	If I wasn’t so addled, I could find the strength to deny it. But really… there was no denying it.

	“Yes! They’re better!” I said, my tightened voice forcing the words out through the overwhelming pleasure I was feeling. And as if this admission was me sprinting down a deeply sloped mountain, I couldn’t stop the next words out of my mouth. “You have amazing tits!”

	Somehow, her grin got even bigger. She simultaneously really dug in when she ground against my cock again and leaned slightly forward, bringing her boobs slightly closer to my face.

	“Yes! YES! You’re finally starting to be honest with me, Eddie! I love it!” she said, lovingly scratching the back of my scalp. This made me shiver, on top of everything else she was doing. “Is my ass better than hers, too? I think it is…” she said, shaking her butt in my hands as she ground against me, coaxing me to squeeze it again.

	“Ugh… yes! Fuck…” I groaned, digging my fingers into her ass-cheeks again. I was so turned on I couldn’t stop myself from saying it. Or this. “Your ass is incredible! Oh! Way better than hers…” It sounded so wrong, but I couldn’t deny it.

	“Mmm! Yes!” she said happily, grinding herself against my lap again, making my head roll with pleasure. Again, she grasped the back of my head and made sure I was looking at her. “Am I better looking than your wife? Am I more gorgeous and sexy than the woman you married, Eddie?”

	I wanted to say no. I really did. Even in this state, I would never say that Annie wasn’t pretty. She was very much so. Annie was pretty… but Dr. White was stunning. Objectively better looking than my wife. Anyone would say so. It was undeniable. I didn’t want to insult the woman I was married in such a way… but I couldn’t stop myself.

	“Yes! Oh! Fuck you! You’re better looking, you fucking bitch!” I called out, my fury unable to stop me from giving her what she wanted.

	“Mmm… fuck, that’s so fucking hot!” she sighed, closing her eyes and letting one hand slide down her front, touching herself through her thong. She did this as she continued grinding herself against me, her movements making her boobs wobble lusciously. Despite my mind being in a lustful agony, my body was in heaven. My heated gaze kept staring at her mouthwatering nipples.

	“What I tell you, babe? Sex brings out the truth…” she said, her once steady voice sounding a little more shaky as the heat of the moment began to affect her. ‘When you reached the moment of truth, when you are dying with sexual need, you admitted that your wife is an inferior woman. Inferior to her therapist… inferior to most women, in truth. And you have firmly established that fact in here… “she said, gently tapping the back of my head.” You will always know that you established that there are women you’d put on a higher pedestal than your wife. You have cemented the fact that your wife is inferior in your mind. And baby… that’s one of the biggest steps you can take towards meeting your destiny. A journey you’re on that is leading you away from your wife and into the arms of a better woman. You’ve taken your first step away from Annie… isn’t that exciting?’ Even through the lust painted across my face, she could see the obvious guilt I was feeling. “Thinking about Annie? Poor thing. I know you love her. She is very nice, at least. And charming. And funny. But that shit doesn’t get a man’s rocks off, does it? We all know you’re not meant for each other. A girl like Annie would make an amazing ex-wife, wouldn’t she? You could stay friends, and reminisce about the good times, then you can go off and be with another, better woman, and you would both know that other woman is who you’re actually meant to be with.” As she said all this, she kept grinding herself against me, keeping me right on that edge, driving me crazy. She kept the one hand that was on the back of my head to keep my head from rolling in pleasure, keeping me pointed forwards, staring at her. She then straightened herself up making sure her massive boobs were unescapable in my vision as she spoke, no doubt hoping to use them to affect my decision making. And so far, it very clearly had.

	“So, you’re saying I’m better looking than your wife, and that I have a better body… wouldn’t that make me a far better woman for you than Annie? I’m exactly your type, and you… you’re exactly mine…” she said, grinding against my rock hard post. “You asked me the first time we met if what I’ve learned in my job impacted my taste, and it has. I’ve realized that the best guys are hot married men with big, meaty cocks. Those are the guys that fuck the best. So… do you want to just do it? Right here and now? Do you wanna fuck me, Eddie?”

	She kept slowly grinding herself against me, to the point where I could feel how wet she was through my pants. I was being driven crazy by her words and her assured, unrelenting grinding, making me throb with need, rendering me unable to think straight. God… I hadn’t been this turned on in forever. I needed to do something, but… I couldn’t just cheat on my wife. I couldn’t throw away everything I’d worked for, despite my body yelling out to the contrary. My body wanted to screw this teasing slut’s brains out. My body wanted to throw away damn near everything just to avail myself in her juicy body, damn the consequences. But I’d developed a fair bit of willpower in the last few years, and it was finally paying off.

	“No… I can’t…” I groaned out, barely able to form language yet still able to stand up for my marriage. My hands rose from her ass and were forming clenched fists in the air, trying to fight off the pleasure she was bringing me. She smiled and pouted her lips at this denial, but she was undeterred.

	“You are an amazing husband!” she said, smiling brightly. She had planted her ass in my lap and was leaning back, looking at me in an almost admiring fashion. “You have a slut on your lap who is dying to fuck you… and when I say fuck you, I mean, like… real sweaty nasty FUCKING! Like… really wicked, mean, unholy fucking, the type of sex a man like you needs! No love… no kindness… just raw sex! You have a slut who is willing to give you all that… and you say no? Even though every fiber in your being is dying for it…” She shook her head, smirking. “Wow, you are passing every test I give you. You really are something, aren’t you? You really did put in the work to improve yourself. I truly believe that you are doing your best to be a good, loyal husband.” She put her hand over her heart at this, as if she was touched by what she had seen from me. My still wide eyes flicking up from her chest to her face for just a few moments, I spoke up.

	“So… are we done, then?” I asked, hopeful that I had done whatever I’d needed to do to convince her that she was wrong. But at this question, she laughed.

	“No, no, no…” she said, amused. ‘We are definitely still gonna fuck. That hasn’t changed. It’s just gonna be extra sweet knowing how hard you’re trying to resist it. Knowing how loyal you are, how much you’ve grown, how much you love Annie… all it’s gonna do is make me gush extra hard on this big fat cock of yours when you eventually give in. A slut loves a challenge, you know?’ She said, wiggling her butt against my lap again, making my head roll in pleasure. “And you wanna know why I say this?” she asked, resuming her slow, mind-melting grinding of her pussy against my clothed cock. She leaned in just a touch closer, making her boobs wiggle lusciously in front of my hungry eyes. “I say it because no matter how much you defend yourself, no matter how much you love your wife, you have not been able to stop staring at my big, round, perfect tits!”

	This accusation made my lust addled eyes flick back up from her boobs to her knowing face.

	“No, it’s just… no I haven’t,” I said, knowing how weak this sounded as I said it.

	“It’s a damn pity, isn’t it?” she asked, still grinding against me, bringing her hands up to cup her enormous boobs. “You are trying so hard to be a good man. You want so badly to be a good, loyal husband. You are doing everything so right. You would be destined for a wonderful life with Annie if only… if only those ‘big-titty girls’ didn’t get to you first! Haha! Why did their tits have to be so big and soft? Why did they have to have such perfect asses, too? If only they didn’t practically throw themselves at you. If only they didn’t get you addicted to their massive tits! If only they didn’t make you hunger for their perfect asses like a starving man. If only they didn’t train that big fat cock of yours to expect the best. You’ll never be fully satisfied with Annie, because you love big tits too fucking much.” She paused, her voice heavy with lust, her eyes glazed with heat. Suddenly, as if discovering a treasure, her face lit up and she resumed talking.

	“That’s why you haven’t been able to admit that… isn’t it? That you love big tits?” she asked excitedly, grinding against me at a slightly quicker pace as she sat up to make sure her boobs consumed my vision. She squeezed her firm jugs again, the soft flesh pouring through her fingers. “I get it now. To admit to it would be to admit to the doomed fate of your marriage, and all that work to be better… everything that you are, it would be admitting that it all means nothing. To admit to it would be to confess to a desire to relapse. To admit to it would be an admission that you will most certainly fall back into your old ways. To admit that you love giant round boobs is to declare openly that you’re destined to betray your flat-chested wife and end up with a much better, much bustier woman. To admit to loving big tits is to admit to yourself that you’re gonna end up sucking on a pair of mammoth jugs again. To admit to loving girls with massive udders is to admit that your gonna be squeezing some slut’s enormous pair for the rest of your days. And to admit that you love girls with huge melons is to admit you also probably still love perfect asses as well.”

	My eyes practically glazed over as her words hit home. It did feel like if I were to admit to still liking big tits, it would be putting a crack in a dam that would eventually cause it to crumble. What she said was true, and I hated it. I hated that I was reacting so strongly to her body, and I feared what it would mean. And what it did mean would probably spell bad news for my future. I… I just couldn’t admit to that. But as much as I tried to deny it, my cock was practically leaping out of my pants it was so excited, her words establishing a connection to a doomed but very sexually pleasurable future. My cock didn’t care about the fallout… all it wanted was pleasure. And Dr. White was establishing a very clear path to that lustful fate, making my cock froth with excitement. And she wasn’t done yet.

	“And if you still love perfect asses, that means that all those evil sluts will make you do such bad things to them…” she purred, her ass driving down into me with a little extra oomph, making me squirm. My cock was tingling it was so excited. ‘Make you watch those jiggling cheeks till you get hypnotized. They’re gonna keep working out so your mind melts whenever you glance at their butts.’ Her grinding was having an effect on her, making her begin to sigh in pleasure. “And they’re gonna make you get rough with them too. Make you treat them like the sluts they are. Make you spank their hot ass… oh… make the cheeks jiggle. Ugh. Make you fuck them up the ass until they fucking scream! Ah! Turn you into a fucking beast again. Drive you crazy and make you nice and compliant to each of their wicked whims as long as you get the pleasure you need. Fuck! So when they pull their ass cheeks apart, you’ll dive in and rim their tight asshole… oh… feast on their ass like it’s your favorite meal. Ugh! Make you get on your knees and eat their slutty cunt for fucking hours! Ugh! Make you gulp down their squirt over and over until they fucking cry with pleasure! Yes! Make you worship every inch of their perfect bodies! Ah! And you’ll love it! Yes! You won’t think twice! You’ll live to make your slut happy! Ugh! Fuck!”

	She stopped talking and threw her head back, focusing on just humping me. She grabbed the couch behind me with both hands in order to give herself added leverage, but after a few moments of this, she reached down with one of her hands and slid her fingers beneath her thong, toying with her clit as she ground against me.

	My eyes were rolling to the back of my head in pleasure. I could barely think straight. My blood was on fire I was so overheated, and I was near past rational thought. Without even realizing it, my hands had landed on her near-bare ass again, squeezing the firm cheeks, pulling her into me as she humped me. My cock’s need for pleasure was so all-consuming that it was overwhelming my body and actions, humping up into her. Upon realizing where my hands were placed, they began to slide upwards along her silky flesh, up past her hips and along her sides, moving towards her breasts, almost on their own accord.

	“Wait… wait…” I said, gasping, my hips still rolling along with her as we humped into each other. But as my palms got closer, whatever remaining shred of reason left inside me was enough to raise one last Hail Mary defense.

	“Stop!” I cried out, steering my wayward palms to her shoulders, jarring her from her actions, and pulling us both out of our lustful fog. I panted for breath, barely able to think. It was at literally the last moment before my straining need overwhelmed me, the last chance before falling over the edge and doing something really, really wrong. If I hadn’t stopped things when I did, my cock would be driving into her cunt within moments. And to escape this situation as unscathed as possible, I needed to just do whatever I needed to, before I made the biggest mistake of my life.

	“What?” she sighed, breathing deep, her nipples as stiff as diamonds, her skin glowing with perspiration. She was as excited as I was. But I had to stop this now, before things got out of control.

	“What do you want me to say to end this?” I asked, desperate. “Whatever I need to say, I’ll say. But please… I just can’t take this anymore…” Her eyes glowing with heat, her smooth lips turned up in a satisfied smile.

	“I need you to admit that you still love big boobs more than anything! Not only for me… but for yourself. Then we can end this,” she panted out, still catching her breath. This had been my point of no return, the fact that I had been unwilling to give credence to, despite her constant prodding. But now, knowing how on fire my mind and body was, I might have to take the hit. I might have to self-inflict a crack in my dam-like defenses as opposed to letting them get vaporized. Swallowing my pride, I relented.

	“Yes! Okay… I love them! I love big boobs! I do! I love big boobs more than anything! Just please…” I begged. I had to admit… making this admission, even under duress, even just to get her to stop this exercise, made my cock pulse like crazy. It was as if it knew something I didn’t. As if I’d made a choice with consequences I didn’t even realize.

	“Oh, fuck!” she sighed, wiggling herself against me, grinding against my crotch hard. “Say it again… fuck… say it like you fucking mean it!”

	“Oh!” I groaned, wanting to hold back but knowing I couldn’t. Her incessant humping drew the words out of me before I could stop them. “Yes! Fuck! I fucking love them, okay!? I fucking love big round fucking tits! I love staring at them! I love squeezing them! I love sucking them! AH! And I love fucking them! OH! God! I still love big tits more than anything! Ugh! It was always the best! The fucking best! Sex was always better with the big-titted girls. I couldn’t get enough! Oh! I couldn’t stop! I loved it…” The words poured out of me faster than I could think. I didn’t even comprehend what I was saying. It was a pure unfiltered window into my subconscious, and in that sense, it had to be the truth. Even I couldn’t believe what I was saying.

	Neither could Dr. White.

	“FUCK!” she cried out, clenching her eyes and leaning back, throwing her gaze upwards as she ground herself into me lewdly, this forceful act making my body tense up as I tried to withstand the pleasure. My hands floated from her shoulders and hung in the air, my palms clenching as she ground into me hard. “Oh my God, you did it! You actually fucking did it! Oh! Haha! Yes! You just blew up your own marriage, and you don’t even realize it! AH! You just admitted you’ve been lying this whole time! You just confessed that you love big fucking tits! That big boobs are more important to you than anything! OH! That includes your wife. You just confessed that your love of big tits outweighs everything else, even Annie, and you’ll never be able to deny that you said it!”

	Even in my lustful haze, I took issue with this. That wasn’t quite what I said, was it? I didn’t actually mean I love big boobs more than I love my wife…

	Right?

	“Oh my God, I’m so happy you’re finally being honest with your doctor…” she said, breathing deep as she settled back in place in my lap, staring me down like a hunter would her prey. My cock was screaming in need as I tried to catch my breath and calm down, the cum in my balls ready to boil over. I couldn’t take anymore. I just couldn’t. Through my lust-addled daze, I looked at her.

	“Please…” I begged. “Is this over?” I couldn’t even deny the presence of desperation in my voice, but I didn’t care. This needed to end now. I’d given her everything she asked of me, over and over again.

	“It could be over…” she said, looking almost smug as she kept slowly rolling her hips, humping against me ever so slowly. “But why should I let you go when I finally have you right where I want you? Where you are so fucking hard that you can’t say anything but the truth? If you had just said ‘no’ just now, that you didn’t love big tits… then we would have been done for good. Then, you would have proven me wrong, and I would have sat up, got dressed, and let you go home.” What? Seriously? I’d just given her what she’d asked, but apparently that was the wrong thing? I breathed deep… my blood now boiling with anger.

	“Oh! You… you fucking bitch!” I spat out, the anger in my voice displaying how upset I was. I’d never called a woman a bitch ever… until now. But she wasn’t upset at all… she simply smiled.

	“But now…” she said, walking two of her fingers up my panting chest confidently before pinching my shirt between her fingertips, pulling at it ever so slightly. “Now’s the fun part.” Before I could react, her other hand pressed quickly against my now exposed stomach, sliding firmly into my pants until her fingers curled against the root of my cock.

	“OH! FUCK!” I called out in shock, my entire body jumping from the sudden contact. I could feel her fingers squeezing my cock, trying to calm me down, but the mere sensation of physical contact against my weapon was driving me insane. It was no doubt throbbing between her fingers, but she kept a firm grip as I calmed down, falling back into my seat.

	“Jesus, it’s fucking huge!” she sighed, admiring my size as she let her grip slide along my full length. But it being stuffed in my pants wasn’t ideal for admiration, so she reached down with her other hand and firmly tugged my zipper. “I have to see it! I just have to see this cock!” she called out impatiently. Before I could react, my zipper was down, my fly undone, and with another firm tug of my underwear, my steel-hard erection was out in the open.

	“Fuck!” she called out loudly, her eyes wide as she looked down at my crotch. Sitting up on her knees and moving to my side so she wasn’t straddling me anymore, she kept her eyes glued to my exposed cock as it jutted out from my lap.

	I had a pretty good sized dick, nine inches and pretty thick, but my impressive size was not helping matters at the moment. In fact, it was probably encouraging her in whatever was happening here. As was the fact that I swear my cock had never seemed bigger, to the point where I wondered if I’d gained a bit of size due to it being so fucking hard. Standing out from my crotch, nine inches long at least, as thick as her wrist, the flared head standing out prominently, the veins powering up the shaft clearly evident, the tip leaking pre-cum all over itself… she had a lot to admire. Even my large, swollen balls were there for her to see, resting on the hem of my boxer briefs, looking as large as eggs.

	“Fuck, Eddie…” she said, smiling wide as she looked down at my cock hungrily. Her slim fingers were wrapped around the base of my dick, my size making her fist look small in comparison. On her knees next to me, she leaned over ever so slightly, moving in closer so she could admire it further. Glancing up to me, she couldn’t hide how impressed she was. ‘It’s fucking huge!’ she said with an excited laugh. She let her grip slide a little bit up my shaft, admiring it with her fingers. She looked into my lust-addled eyes, her eyes twinkling. “Look at how fucking hard my body has gotten you, Eddie. Look at what my tits have done to your big married cock…”

	“Dr. White…” I gasped out. “Please!” Every touch of her hand was an exquisite torture, enough to keep me on edge without letting me go over. Every new sensation sent a bolt of lust up my spine. I didn’t even know what I was begging for, but at this point, I couldn’t go on like this. Even in this state, the sudden smug look that passed across her gorgeous face made my heart drop. I was under her control now, and she knew it.

	“So, Eddie…” she began, sliding her hand up along my pre-cum covered shaft.

	“Oh!” I groaned loudly, my head falling back at this. Seeing me squirm at her touch, she smiled.

	“You miss it, don’t you?” she asked. “All the nasty sex you used to have…”

	“Yes! Fuck…” I groaned, my body tightened as she stroked my cock slowly. I couldn’t even believe what I was saying, but I didn’t have the strength to say anything else. “Yes, I fucking miss it. I always enjoyed it. I never thought twice.”

	“Are you more attracted to women with bodies like mine than you ever were with Annie?” she asked, her giant boobs wobbling as her hand moved faster on my bloated prick.

	“Oh!” I sighed, feeling dizzy, but she used her other hand to scratch the back of my scalp, keeping me coherent. “Yes. Yes!”

	“Have you ever been sexually attracted to Annie?” she asked, stroking me faster, my cock throbbing in her hand, my juices coating her palm.

	“No…” I said, my voice almost pained by the admission as I nonetheless made it. But I didn’t think twice about it, and it was only after that I realized what I’d admitted to. But despite that, Dr. White smiled warmly.

	“I know, baby, I know…” she said, continuing to jack me off as she lovingly scratched the back of my neck. I could only watch her heavy boobs jiggle lusciously as she spoke. “I’ve known from the start that you’re not attracted to your wife. She knows it, too. I mean… how could you be attracted to her when she’s flat as a board? That doesn’t matter to a lot of guys, but it matters to you. A guy like you needs a girl with huge tits. You said it yourself… you love big boobs more than anything. You deserve a girl with massive tits… You know that, don’t you? I know it, too. All that conflict you’re feeling right now… that’s Annie’s fault. And deep down, you blame her. She’s not enough woman for you, and we all know you deserve more…”

	It sounded awful, but it was music to my ears. It was speaking to my worst instincts, but in the moment, the twisted logic she was conjuring made total sense to me. It was all I wanted to hear. Yes… I needed a girl with big boobs. I’d earned it. I deserved it. Why couldn’t I have a girl like that again?

	My head fell back, but my eyes stayed open, watching her fleshy tits jiggling as she stroked me. She smiled sadly as she looked at me.

	“You’ve known from the start that your hands were gonna end up on these tits, haven’t you…” she said, letting some spit fall from her mouth onto my cock, aiding in her stroking.

	I looked at her massive, round boobs wobbling. They’d been on my mind for days now, since we ran into each other in that parking lot. They’d gotten me off that night with Annie, and they’d been the center of my thoughts during most of this meeting. I knew the answer to her question, as did she.

	“Yes…” I sighed, and she rewarded me by stroking my almost numb cock even faster. I was so turned on that I’d long passed the point where a mere hand would be enough to get me off. My cock throbbed in her hand, held in an endless state on the edge of explosion. She smiled again, stroking me even faster.

	“You know that you’re gonna be sucking on these tits as well… don’t you?” she asked, smiling wickedly.

	“Yes!” I groaned, my eyes arrested by her diamond-hard nipples cutting through the air. Somehow, I knew those nipples were gonna end up in my mouth. I just fucking knew it. Her eyes narrowed as she watched me squirm at her talented touch, and her nail scratching the back of my scalp was all that kept me coherent.

	“And you’ve known from the start that me and you are gonna fuck… haven’t you?” she asked, smiling confidently. My eyes rose from her chest to her confident, piercing eyes. I saw no warmth. No mercy. No professionality. No sense that this was part of any exercise. Meeting her cunning gaze, I saw the insidious truth of her wicked plan. There was never any ‘roleplay’. No exercise. This was all a manipulation on her part, to get us to this point. She’d played me like a fiddle. And as soon as I made this realization, I reacted.

	“Yes! Oh my God! Yes!” I gasped out, this admission making my cock throb in her hand, my body lifting off the couch for a moment as I humped against her grasp.

	“That’s it, baby! That’s it! Just like that! Jesus, you’re so fucking hard!” she spat out. “How are you so hard?” I groaned in pleasure as she jacked me off faster, rewarding my confession with added pleasure. I couldn’t believe what I’d just said, but as soon as I did, I knew it was true. How could this have gone so far without it ending this way? I just knew that this was how this was all gonna end. Not just today, but from that meeting in the parking lot… perhaps even from our first meeting. In the back of my head, I always knew how this would end, and I walked into it anyway.

	I flirted with her during our first meeting, not even a deliberate act but the fact was no doubt true. I checked her out during out next run-in, her juicy body displayed for my very receptive eyes. I fantasized about having sex with that night, replacing my wife below me with her. And today, I’d gone along with her every step of the way, following her along under the pretense of this ‘exercise’, even as she pushed things past ethical lines, just so I could see more and more of her juicy body. No other reason. Not for self-improvement. Not to save my marriage. No… it was just to see more skin. I see that now. I could see all my mistakes, but of course it was easy to do so after the fact. Only after I’d fallen into the trap could I see how obvious it was. But now I was locked in her clutches, and I feared I didn’t have a chance of escape. Or if I wanted to.

	“I tell you what…” she began, her eyes locked on my slick cock as her talented hand stroked my swollen prick rapidly. She had one hand resting on my stomach for added leverage as she really gave her teasing strokes some extra oomph with her other hand, really driving me crazy. “I’ll give you one last chance to save your marriage before we have sex. And trust me, it’ll be the last chance you have to save your marriage, because I’m really good at fucking, and if we do it, you will not be going back to boring little Annie. My pussy will feel so good you’ll never be attracted to Annie again! You’ll be repulsed by her! And after you fully relapse and experience my body in full, you’ll be done. You’ll be fucking ‘big-titty girls’ like me for the rest of your life, and you’ll never think twice about it again!”

	I sighed as my head fell back. I closed my eyes as I tried to withstand the pleasure her talented hand was bringing to my throbbing prick. The only thing I could hear was the clacking noise of her hand vigorously stroking my slick pole.

	“But I’ll let you leave right now…” she said, getting my attention, my eyes opening just in time to see her slide her hand off my bloated cock with a flourish, leaving it teetering in place, yearning for her touch. My desperate eyes met her piercing gaze as she remained kneeling next to me on the couch, smiling warmly but with a hint of malice beneath the surface. “You need to know that I’m not pressuring you into anything. Whatever happens next is entirely up to you. You can holster your weapon, catch your breath, and walk out of here. You can be done with me… I’ll never reach out to you again. You can go home to Annie and try to make it work. And try to ignore the fact that you have confessed that you still love big tits, that you love them more than your wife, and that you’ve never been attracted to her at all. You can try to make it work while ignoring the truth that you know where you’re fated to end up. That you are destined to end up cheating on her with a far superior woman. Maybe not as kind, maybe not as sweet, but definitely bustier, and definitely better. Maybe you’ll last a few weeks, or months, or years. Hell, maybe you’ll prove me wrong and last an entire lifetime filled with light and love with the woman you pledged yourself to. But walking out that door is the only chance you have of achieving that…” she said, glancing towards the door, guiding my gaze that way. Through my muddled vision, it seemed so far away. Miles away.

	“But…” she began before straddling me again, planting her butt on my thighs while looking directly at me. “When I say you’ll never see me again, I mean it. If you walk out the door, then I’m done with you. I’ll write you off as a hopeless case and leave you to your fate. I’ll never meet with you again, you’ll never see me again. But more importantly…” she said, raising herself up on her knees. “You’ll never see these again…”

	This position put her bare tits front and center in my vision one more time. My eyes went wide one more time. They were just so fucking perfect.

	“If you walk out that door, you’ll never get to see these tits again. Having such… perfection…” she sighed, squeezing her own boobs again, the firm golden flesh oozing through her fingers. “Having it be so close yet so far away… it’s the closest you’ll ever get. If you change your mind and come back and beg to see them, I’ll say no. If you walk out that door, you’ll never get to see them again. You’ll never get to touch them. You’ll never get your hands on such soft, silky skin…” she said, sliding her palms against her luscious, smooth breasts. “You’ll never get to squeeze them…” she said, digging her fingers into the fleshy orbs again. “You’ll never get to suck them…” she sighed, flicking one of her nipples. “And you’ll never get to fuck them…” she said, sliding her palm through her cleavage. “These will be the one set of big tits that you got to see in the flesh that you never got your hands on… can you live with that? I don’t think you can. Hell, the sight of my cleavage had you fucking your wife and thinking about me… about these…” she said, cupping her mammoth tits again. “Imagine what all this will do to you. How coming so close, having such massive tits somehow slip through your fingers untouched… I think it’s already too late for your marriage. Annie will be lucky if she’s a passing thought in your mind the next time you’re fucking her. Frankly… I don’t think you’ll last a week. A stud like you, in the state you’re in? Slut’s like me can just tell when men like you are dying to be poached. You’ll be balls deep in the next whore that’s lucky enough to cross your path. You don’t have a chance out there, Eddie, but you’re welcome to try…”

	Staring at her enormous boobs, practically drooling at such perfection… I couldn’t deny her. Her massive tits were consuming my mind. I came to this meeting in a relatively good state of mind, but… it felt like I was damn near feverish in my deep lust for her body. She was right… I wasn’t gonna get far if I tried running from this. The only way to break this fever would be to indulge it… and what Annie could offer just wouldn’t cut it. The cold hand of destiny was encircling my heart… I had no escape from this. And Dr. White knew it.

	“Or…” Dr. White began, sliding in closer to me, her giant boobs jiggling as she did so. Reaching down, she yanked down my pants further before grabbing my shirt and roughly yanking it off, tossing it off to the side, sliding her palms across my bare chest for just a moment. She then reached down to my hands, which were resting again on the couch, and encircled my wrists between her fingers, lifting them up so my hands were floating in the air again. “You could stay here… and ensure that the slut you’re gonna fuck is me. You could stay here and slide these hands all over my naked body. All over my big, perfect tits! You could stay here and just betray Annie right here and now and get it over with. Cheat on your wife, give yourself what you clearly want, and kick off your future starting today. And all you have to do…” she began, holding up my hands about two inches in front of her boobs, blocking my view of her chest as she did so. Once they were in place, she released her hold on my wrists, leaving my palms hovering in the air. “…is choose. You can use these hands to shove me down and run out of here, or you can put those hands to work, dig those palms into my huge, soft, squeezable tits… And then we can get down to business…” she said with a raised eyebrow, arching her back ever so slightly, moving her breasts tantalizingly closer to my hands.

	I sighed as my hands stayed in place. They so wanted to leap forwards and finally touch her amazing rack, but that would be game over. No turning back. But as she said… leaving here was only prolonging that fate. There was no getting out of this unscathed. Maybe… maybe the only way out was by going deeper. Perhaps my only chance was to just do it, indulge in all these ball-busting desires right here and now. To fuck Dr. White’s brains out until I got all these sinful desires out of my system. I’d be cheating, yes… I’d be betraying my wife, but it was possibly the only way forwards. Maybe my only chance to actually try to get back to normal was to fully relapse here and then try to get back on the wagon. Accept in my heart that I’d betrayed my wife and indulged my basest urges, and live with that betrayal for the rest of my life. That would be the cost. But if I could recover afterwards, get back on that wagon… maybe I could eventually get back to normal. It seemed like the only way.

	Plus, it gave me an excuse to palm Dr. White’s giant boobs for the next few hours…

	I knew that I was doing mental gymnastics in order to justify satisfying my lustful desires… but in the moment, it seemed like the only way. It seemed like my one chance at anything resembling normalcy was to surrender to Dr. White, fuck the living hell out of her, and hope that I could recover after. Hope that I could just forget about what I’d done. Hope that my mind and body didn’t still desire hot-bodied women after I was done with her. Hope that my mind and body didn’t still crave filthy sex after relapsing so deeply here. Even though I thought it was out of my system for years now, even though I knew deep down that these desires weren’t gonna go anywhere. Even though I knew that relapsing now was probably about the worst thing I could do to fully kick my habit for women like her. In the moment, it honestly felt like the only chance I had. But did I have what it took to throw away everything I’d worked for in order to willingly relapse, completely betray my wife, and fuck Dr. White’s brains out?

	I just didn’t know.

	Even though my mind was very clearly leaning one direction, Dr. White wasn’t gonna leave it to chance. Reaching down between us, she grabbed my still exposed dick and curled her fingers around it, teasingly stroking it again.

	“Oh, Dr. White…” I sighed, a pained lust apparent on my face. “Please… stop…” I sighed, humping up into her hand as much as I could, my body clearly urging her on despite my protests to the contrary. I SO wanted to give in to her, and she wasn’t helping. Looking down at me with an almost taunting glare as her hand made my cock throb with need to the point where it was practically numb again. My fingers were almost clenching on their own accord, yearning to make contact with her massive, jiggling boobs. As she stared me down, she reached down with her other hand and hooked a finger in her thong, pulling it to the side, revealing her bare pussy to me for the first time, as well as the thin little landing strip above it.

	“If my hand feels this good, imagine how good my cunt will feel when you’re balls deep inside me…” she purred, slapping the head of my cock against the puffy lips of her dripping pussy. I could feel her warm juices coating the head of my prick, and my cock throbbed again, yearning to be inside her, dying to move forward and cement my betrayal fully. My hands were feeling the same itch, practically shaking in the air, dying to make contact with her fleshy orbs. ‘Imagine how good it’s gonna feel when you cum deep inside my slutty cunt! Don’t you miss barebacking sluts like me and filling them up with cum? I bet you do… I bet all your exes liked it that way… “She was right. They did. My cock jumped in her hand.” And with how charged up you are right now, that won’t be enough, will it? If my tight, slutty cunt will drive you crazy, imagine how good my ass will feel?’ My eyes widened, and she nodded confidently. “That’s right, baby. Sluts like me take it up the ass, don’t they? I bet all those sluts you used to bang before Annie made you fuck them up the ass.” Again, she was right on the money, and the fact that she had me read like a book only increased my desire to surrender to her. “Such nice, sweet, boy scout husbands aren’t supposed to have done such things to all those nasty women. Does Annie know about all the sluts you’ve buttfucked? Does she suspect a thing? Does she even know the real you at all? Cause I do. I knew in one hour what kind of man you were. That’s why I know exactly what’s about to happen next. That’s why I know that we’re about to get to know each other even better.”

	At this, she squeezed my big cock firmly as she leaned forward confidently, moving in so close I could feel the heat coming off her massive, fleshy boobs through my palms.

	“Dr. White!” I begged, feeling any hope of resistance slipping away. She looked down at me and gave my cock another loving squeeze. “Ahh! Please! I can’t! I want to, Dr. White. I do! I really do! I want to fuck you, but I can’t betray Annie!”

	“Yes, you can,” she stated simply, sliding her fingertip against the underside of my cockhead. God damn, I wanted to fuck the shit out of her right now. And I was barely holding myself back.

	“Oh! Fuck! Please! Ah! Dr. White! I… ugh… I can, but I don’t want to! Please! I don’t want to betray Annie!” I begged, frozen in place by her talented touch. The only thing I could feel was my cock in her hand. Everything else was frozen.

	“Yes, you do,” she said calmly, effortlessly tearing apart my argument. She was right… Two days prior I’d fucked my wife while thinking about her. I’d already replaced my wife with Dr. White before… Hell, I’d probably do it again. Fuck… I was doomed.

	“Fuck! Why! Why are you doing this to me!?” I asked, my voice straining, my eyes clenched shut. “Why do you have to be so fucking hot? AH! Oh! Why does your ass have to be so perfect? Ugh! Fuck! And why do your tits have to be so fucking big!” I cried out, my eyes opening maniacally, my palms pressing against her mammoth tits, my…

	Wait, my palms pressing against her mammoth tits?

	I looked forwards in shock. In my fervor, my hands had leapt forward without me even realizing it. As if acting solely on base instinct, my hands had closed the distance between us, my open palms now pressed against Dr. White’s enormous bare breasts. And as soon as I realized contact had been made, instead of pulling back, my fingers dug into her fleshy jugs, squeezing the doctor’s big tits for the first time.

	“Oh my God!” I sighed in pure satisfied pleasure. My fingers dug into the soft, silky flesh, the golden skin of her ripe jugs pouring through my fingers. Jesus… their sheer size… how firm they were… how fucking soft they were… they were just perfect. I squeezed them again and again, her massive tits overfilling my palms in just the right way. My fingertips dug into the silky golden skin of her enormous udders, an unending softness I couldn’t get enough of. Her stiff nipples stayed centered in my palms as I squeezed them, but there was so much real estate that I could keep feeling them up and keep discovering new, untouched areas. I moved my hands around a bit, sliding across the massive expanse of smooth skin, my fingertips sliding against the upper slopes of her massive rack before sliding into her cleavage, feeling the extra smooth flesh located there. I then centered my palms against them one more time before squeezing them. Again. And again. And again!

	“Fuck!” I groaned. “They’re fucking perfect!” Like a recovering addict upon relapse, I could feel the sudden shock and excitement flowing in my bloodstream, making every nerve in my body feel alive in a way they hadn’t in years.

	“I know, baby, I know,” Dr. White sighed, looking serene as I helped myself, feeling up her perfect tits. She was rewarding my submission by stroking my cock languidly. Having been kept on the edge for so long, combined with this new stimulation of finally getting my hands on her tits… I couldn’t hold back anymore. I was breathing deep. I was seeing red.

	“Fuck… I need them!” I called out, sounding nearly insane. Moving as quick as a flash, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into me, allowing me to dive face-first into her massive tits. Her big tits were now pressed against my face as I lewdly scrubbed my face against them, practically growling. Fuck… I could fucking drown in this, her enormous breasts smothering my face, molding to my features. The sensation of their immaculate softness pressing against my face… it was heaven. It was the first high after relapse, and my body was buzzing with excitement.

	“That’s it, baby! That’s it! Yes!” Dr. White sighed, wrapping her arms around my head, holding me in place, my face lodged against her tits. Because of this, my hands were freed up, so I brought them around and cupped her heavy jugs, digging my palms into the undersides of them, squeezing greedily.

	“Oh my God!” I groaned into her cleavage as I kept pressing my face into her melons. Now, with the added leverage of my hands, I was able to use my grip on her giant boobs to guide a stiff nipple into my waiting my mouth.

	“Fuck! Hahaha! Yes!” Dr. White screamed out as her nipple stiffened against my tongue. “Suck on my fucking tits, babe!” she urged me, and God help me, I was doing so. My lips formed a tight seal around her pink areola as I sucked on her massive breast, my tongue flicking at her nipple, my cheeks hollowed as I tried to take as much of enormous udder into my mouth as possible. My tongue went wild on her nipple, licking it, tasting her nipple, circling the hardened nub, coating it all with my heated spit. At the same time, my hands kept digging into her fleshy orbs, immersing my fingers into the luscious soft breasts, getting my money’s worth with every squeeze.

	As I sat there, sucking on Dr. White’s massive boobs, squeezing them over and over again, I couldn’t stop the contented groan that rose from deep in my throat. I was in fucking heaven. This was pure bliss. I hadn’t been in this position in years, and now that I was here again, pinned beneath a busty woman, her tits molded to my face, her nipple stuffed in my mouth… this was exactly where I was meant to be. This was right. I was home.

	“Fuck, Eddie! Yes! You’re so good at this!” Dr. White sighed, keeping me clutched against her rack. “It was so obvious you wanted to do this! Haha! You were trying so hard not to look at my tits that I could just tell you were a big, big fan! Oh! You kept talking about how much you care about Annie… ugh… and how faithful you’d been… fuck… but the fact that you were so clearly in love with my boobs told me everything I needed to know. Haha! Keep sucking on those tits, baby!”

	I switched breasts, attacking her other nipple with the same ferocity as the first. My tongue flicked at the stiff nub as I sucked on her nipple hungrily. My hands kept greedily squeezing her expansive titty-flesh, kneading them like dough. She shifted her weight on top of me, now using one hand to hold me in place against her titty.

	“Bite that nipple, baby. Bite it…” she seethed passionately, and I quickly obeyed her wish, tentatively biting down lightly on her rubbery nipple. ‘AHHH! YES!’ she screamed out in pleasure. “Fuck! This mouth knows how to worship a pair of titties! Yes! Does this make me one of your ‘big-titty girls’ now? Haha! I think it does. Do it again, Eddie! Bite it! YES! AH! Fuck! God, you’re good at this! Ugh! Fuck!” With her now free hand, she reached down and grabbed my exposed cock again, squeezing it firmly, the contact made me jump. “Mmm! I can feel how much you love them, Eddie! Oh! Fuck!” she sighed again, stroking my pole, my cock throbbing in her hand it was so excited. I groaned into her chest, my voice muffled by her fleshy jugs as I sucked on them. My body was on fire. Held on the precipice of a pleasure I was dying for, lost in the endless expanse of her perfect breasts, I was barely thinking like a functional, sentient person, just a tangle of screaming nerves. I had ceded complete control of my fate to Dr. White’s whims, and unfortunately for me, she had some very bad plans.

	“Fuck…” she sighed, stroking my cock eagerly. “Your cock is so fucking big! I can’t wait another second. I need this perfect cock inside me! We have to fuck! We just have to…” she said urgently, but her words didn’t really register in my mind I was so far gone. With her fingers circling around the root of my pole, she angled it upwards. Shifting her angle on top of me, I could suddenly feel the tip of my weapon pressing against the plump lips of her waiting cunt. For a moment, I regained my bearings, my heavily lidded eyes looking up to hers as I realized what was about to happen. But at the moment of truth, the moment where my fidelity was facing its most perilous test, when all the love and loyalty I felt towards my wife was supposed to rise up and face it down… the moment simply passed by without a fight. When I was supposed to stand up, I stood down. When I was supposed to fight back, I surrendered. When my marriage was supposed to prove it’s worth and help defend me from those who sought to destroy it… it instead revealed itself to mean nothing at all.

	Without even the slightest protest from me, Dr. White let her weight fall downward, forcing the head of my throbbing, rock hard weapon into her eager pussy. The plump lips of her waiting cunt spread around me, fully smothering my cockhead in warm, wet heat.

	“Oh!” I groaned, my head falling back as I found myself unable to handle this added pleasure. I continued to squeeze her big boobs as I tried to withstand this incredible sensation.

	“Oh my God…” she sighed before dropping herself down further onto me, a few inches more sliding inside of her.

	“Fuck!” I moaned loudly, the upper third of my thick, beefy dick now stuffed in Dr. White’s pussy. Holy shit! I don’t know if it was feeling a new pussy for the first time after a few years of marriage, or if hers was just that good, but damn did Dr. White’s cunt feel extra fucking amazing! So hot, and wet, and so god damn tight. Fuck! It was like heaven. I can’t remember the last time I’d felt something this good. “Oh my God, Dr. White!” I sighed, her cunt clinging to my cock, squeezing it in just the right way. She held in place for a few moments, letting me adjust, but this mercy was short lived. As soon as my body got a handle on things, she immediately let her full weight fall onto me, taking the remainder of my nine inch dick inside her in one fell swoop.

	“OH! FUCK!” I screamed out, reacting to this sudden move as if I’d been shot, my entire body jerking in shock as her body drove down into mine. My face fell away from her mouthwatering tits, as did my hands, falling to the side. My entire body was focused on withstanding the pleasure her cunt was bringing me, every bit of willpower focused on not losing complete control. My breath caught in my lungs, my entire body flexing and tightening up as I tried to withstand the pressure.

	My cock was now buried completely inside her, her tight, wet walls squeezing the living hell out of my bloated weapon. Massaging me in just the right way, my head was spinning as I tried to hold onto my sanity. How could this be real? How could this be happening? After all my years of good work, how did I end up buried to the hilt in a pussy this fucking good?

	“Jesus, you’re big!” she cried out, grinding into my lap once again, only this time with my cock stuffed balls deep inside her. Her pussy spasmed around me over and over again, the squeezing pressure around my shaft almost enough to make me lose it. After a few moments of this, with her driving me so crazy that my head fell back in an almost dizzy fashion, overwhelmed with pleasure, she clenched her tight broiling pussy around my cock, bringing my focus back to her.

	“Stay with me, baby,” she urged me, my head rising from the back of the couch, her squeezing cunt bringing me back to life. ‘Here… “she said, hurriedly grabbing my fallen wrists and bringing them upwards, slapping my palms against her titties again.” Hold onto my tits, Eddie.’ She squeezed her hands around mine, using the sensation of her copious titty-flesh between my fingers to distract me from the insane pleasure her pussy was bringing me. “Eddie, listen to me…” she began, her fiery eyes meeting my addled gaze. In my daze, I kept digging my fingers into her luscious, fleshy tits, squeezing them like stress balls as she ground into me. “I know this is gonna be intense. Ugh… fuck yeah! I know it’s been a long time since you really FUCKED! Ooh! But the old Eddie is still in you… ah… he’s just in hibernation. He’s been stirring to life for a while now, but I want him to rise back up right here. Right now. Oh! With me. It’s gonna be tough on you, and it’s gonna take you to your limits, but it’ll be SO worth it! YES! I want you to fuck me like you used to with all those slutty exes of yours. I want to meet the real Eddie! Yes! We’re lovers now, and I want to get my money’s worth. Officially make me one of your ‘big-titty girls’ and make me fucking scream just like I know you can! Ugh! Like you did with all the nasty whores you used to fuck! I don’t want you to hold back like you do with Annie! I want your fucking best! YES!”

	Dr. White’s body shivered with excitement, a sensation that transferred to me, a bolt of lust firing through me, emanating from my pulsing dick. In my addled state, her words hit home. It did feel like something inside me was stirring to life, something long buried now ready to break through. In normal times, I could easily tamp it down, but now, as shredded as all my senses felt… I didn’t know which one of us would be in charge by the end of this.

	Putting her hands on my shoulders, Dr. White lifted herself up, rising up on my big dick till just the head was lodged inside her before dropping down, causing an audible “oof” to escape my throat. I dug my palms into her massive boobs again as I withstood the pleasure. Wiggling in my lap for a few moments, she again rose back up before dropping back down, repeating this motion again and again as she slowly began working into a steady rhythm.

	“Oh my God!” I sighed as I felt Dr. White’s pussy sliding up and down my thick weapon. My head rolled in bliss again, this time falling forwards, again making contact with her massive, firm boobs. On instinct, my mouth opened up and searched out her nipple, capturing it between my lips and sucking on it as she bounced on me.

	“Haha! Yes! Suck on those tits again, baby! Suck on them while I fuck your brains out! Ugh! YES! I’ve wanted to do this for so long!” she moaned out, her fingers curling around my neck to hold me in place as I sucked on her nipple. My hips began acting on their own accord, fucking up into her as she fucked me.

	“Mmm!” I groaned in pure satisfaction. Her pussy was an absolute heaven, and I couldn’t stop from fucking up into her. And once my hips began rolling, they weren’t slowing down, working up to her pace. I’d been kept on the edge for so long that my bulging cock felt almost numbed to the intense pleasure she was already bringing me. And despite that, her pussy was still fucking amazing. If this had all begun five minutes into our meeting, I’d probably already be on the edge of explosion. But in my current state, despite being turned on like crazy, despite being harder than I’d ever been, the contents of my heavy swollen balls were on a slow boil. And the pressure and heat would have to be turned up even more for them to boil over. This fuck was gonna have to get a whole lot nastier for me to finally blow.

	Fuck… I was doomed.

	“Ahh! Fuck! Give me that dick, baby! Give me that big dick!” Dr. White moaned out, bouncing faster and faster. Her tight cunt was clinging to my thick cock like a vise, and I could feel her broiling juices coating my shaft and slowly leaking down my balls. ‘It’s great that you’re… ugh… that you’re finally being totally… ah… completely… FUCK… honest with me!’ As I kept driving up into her, meeting her bounces, my mouth kept attacking her stiff nipple, sucking on it hungrily. I kept my hands against her big tits, groping them as I made sure to keep her nipple stuck in my mouth. “You’ve wanted to give me this dick from the moment we met. I could tell! UGH! Fuck! You didn’t know it at first, but once you realized I had huge boobs, it was SOO obvious! Haha!” She gave a little extra oomph with her bounces, squeezing my full length inside her, making me groan in pleasure. But my lips stayed attached to her tasty nipple, never letting it go.

	“And now you’re proving me right!” she announced, her hips rolling smoothly as she rode me. “Oh! I doubted myself for a moment there, but… ugh… fuck! Fuck, that’s good! But it’s so hot to be right! UGH! Keep fucking me, Eddie! Yes! Keep fucking your wife’s therapist! Fuck! That’s so fucking hot, isn’t it!? You met with me to help your marriage… oh… but as soon as you saw that your wife’s therapist was a big-breasted slut, you didn’t have a chance! With your history, there wasn’t a chance you weren’t ending up balls deep inside me! Inside my tight wet cunt! OH! You like that, Eddie! You fucking like that?!” She demanded an answer, squeezing her pussy around me, making me groan again. This time, she pushed me back by the forehead. Her nipple popped out of my mouth as my head fell back against the couch.

	“You like that pussy, baby?” she asked again. My lips swollen, my mouth panting for breath, I looked up at her as she stared down at me.

	“Yes!” I groaned, unable to deny it. “Your pussy is fucking amazing!” I literally didn’t have the brain capacity to lie at this point. And frankly, it was indisputable. She grinned wickedly at this admission. As if overcome with desire, she moved forwards like a flash, pressing her breasts against my chest, wrapping her arms around my neck, and for the first time, her lips met mine.

	Even in my current state, this intimate act took me off guard. But as I was quick to learn, this kiss was anything but intimate. Her plump lips slid against mine, coaxing my mouth open as she eagerly slid her tongue into my mouth. As her tongue mashed against mine, she coaxed me from my daze, encouraging me to reciprocate. My tongue began dueling with hers, first in my mouth, but eventually in hers. Our open mouths now fully pressed together, she’d somehow gotten my tongue deep in her mouth, dancing with hers, our spit mixing as we kissed.

	This was madness. I was making out with my wife’s sex therapist. But for a woman with such a lofty position, this kiss was far more like one I shared in my younger years. That hungry, eager type of kissing you do when you are so fucking horny you can’t contain yourself. This wasn’t a demure kiss. This was a slutty kiss, something I’d gotten used to during my single days. Most of my exes really loved kissing, both in private and in public, as if making it a point to claim their territory. So, needless to say, I’d done a lot of this. I’d always been told I was a good kisser, and with the training I had, it was hard not to be. But I was so overwhelmed that I didn’t even know how I was doing. But Dr. White seemed to be loving it, so all that training was paying off.

	Finally, after a few minutes of this, tongues dueling, lips sliding against each other, our spit combining, she pulled back from me with a gasp. Looking down at me with fiery eyes, she had never looked more turned on.

	“God… how could anyone resist you!?” she said. She’d been bouncing slowly on my as we made out, but now that our lips were parted, she began bouncing faster. “If you can make out like that, it’s no wonder every slut in your school got their tongue down your throat!”

	She made it sound like I’d been making out with every girl around me back then. And sure, I’d made out with my fair share, well, a lot of girls in fact. Quite a few, actually… jeez, had it actually been that many?

	As her boobs bounced in front of my face, I palmed them again, digging my fingers into the warm, firm flesh as she continued to bounce. With her massive udders bulging outwards towards my face, I leaned forward to slurp on her nipples again, my drool soon covering them. This act spurred me onwards, my hips driving my cock upwards at a faster pace.

	“UGH! Fuck! Just like that! Yes! Yes!” Dr. White moaned outward, her tight cunt eagerly accepting my big dick as it slammed into her. Jesus… her pussy was incredible. As good as I knew it would be. It was squeezing my full length in just the right way as it was stuffed inside her, massaging my cock, coating me with her juices, driving me crazy every time. Each pump into her was a moment of pure bliss, pulling me back up towards that blessed edge, ready to fall over it and finally reach the tortured nirvana that had been withheld from me for hours now.

	“Oh my God!” I sighed, my head falling back again, wanting to simply watch her tasty body in action. As I did so, my fingers slid to her stiff, spit-soaked nipples. And on instinct, I pinched them, just like so many of my exes asked me to do.

	“Oh! Yes!” Dr. White moaned, her cunt clenching around me as I tweaked her nipples. ‘Again! Again! Yes! Fuck! Ah!’ she sighed as I kept repeating the act, feeling a bit of wolfish glee at being so in control of her pleasure, at least for the moment. “What a good husband you are! You promise your wife to meet with her therapist… oh fuck… meet in order to improve your marriage… ah! And instead, you pinch her nipples and pump your perfect fucking dick in her tight, slutty cunt! Fuck! Oh! Instead of talking things out, you flirted with your therapist. Stared at her hot body. Instead of trying to be a better husband, you begged your therapist to take her bra off. Instead of working to be a better man for Annie, you wanted to see a pair of big tits! Instead of fighting for Annie, you decided to suck on my nipples! UGH! Instead of proving how much your marriage means to you, you wanted to squeeze my big boobs! Instead of being the man you claimed to be, you decided you’d rather fuck the shit out of me! And baby, you’re doing just that! Fuck! Yes! Keep going!”

	I scowled at the end of her monologue, furious, but that didn’t stop me from fucking her faster and faster. Things didn’t go like she said. She misrepresented how this all went down. I wasn’t the one driving things forward, she was. But… in the end, nothing she said was wrong, either. I had done all the things she’d said. I had betrayed my wife and succumbed to her. And because of that, I kept squeezing her boobs. I kept pinching her nipples. I kept giving it to her, harder and harder, wanting to make the fucking bitch scream for what she had made me do.

	“When did you know, Eddie?” she asked with a smirk as her ass slammed against my thighs. “UGH! FUCK! Fuck, that’s good! Yes! When did you know we were gonna do this? I knew from the minute I met you! Oh! Fuck! But tell me when you knew! UGH! Tell me when you knew we were gonna FUCK!”

	I kept squeezing her big boobs, using them for leverage as I drove myself up into her eager cunt. My eyes burned with a combination of lust and fury as I kept fucking her, my jaw clenched tight as I struggled to contain the immense pleasure she was bringing me. The fucking was too good to stop, I could see that, but I wanted to at least resist giving her every little thing she wanted.

	“Talk to me, baby,” she urged, she said, planting her ass in my lap with my full length inside her, rocking back and forth, her cunt clutching my rock hard prick like a vise. “Talk to me while you fuck me! It’s… ugh, fuck… it’s all part of the process…” she said, twirling two fingers in the air, as if urging me to move things along. This all felt a long way away from the ‘process’, or exercise, or whatever it was that had led us to this moment. The knowledge this was probably just part of some wicked plan of hers upset me again, and the fact that she was even pretending otherwise made my blood boil more. But I was so overwhelmed with pleasure that I didn’t have the will to deny her. Her tits felt that good. Her pussy was indeed that amazing.

	“I knew back in that parking lot!” I admitted through clenched teeth, looking up at her. “I knew deep down that we were gonna end up fucking…” I confessed, matching her motions as she ground against me.

	“And you came here anyways, knowing what we’d be doing! Haha!” she laughed, her pussy clenching around me. ‘You can’t even pretend you didn’t want this! UGH! You walked right into it knowing what would happen! Yes! You had every chance in the world to avoid this, to stick with pretty little Annie, but you didn’t! Deep down, you didn’t want to. You stared at my ass as soon as you walked in, and you stared at my boobs all throughout our talk! UGH! Deep down, you wanted this! You wanted hot, slutty PUSSY! Oh!’ she announced, rocking back and forth on my swollen pick with even more fervor. “You wanted my big, perfect TITS! AH!” she spat out, arching her back to further push her boobs into my greedy palms. I really dug my fingers into them at this. “You need to know that you made the choice! OH! FUCK!” she said, squeezing her eyes shut as her body shivered with pleasure. “You’re an addict who could have fully walked away from his addiction, but in the moment of truth, you chose to relapse! Yes! You could have chosen Annie… oh… You could have chosen your marriage and love and all that dumb shit… fuck… but you chose your addiction! You chose pussy! You chose ass! You chose tits! When it came down to it, you chose what matters most to you, and I don’t want you to ever forget it! Yes!”

	She resumed bouncing on my angry prick, making me sigh. My jaw was tightened shut as she spoke, and as angry as I was, as much as I wanted to deny what she said… she was right. About everything. I didn’t want to do it, but she’d pushed and pushed… she’d made me do this. But no… I had walked in here on my own free will. I could have walked away at any time, but I didn’t. I could have stood up for my wife and my marriage, but I didn’t. I let this happen, because deep down, as she had said… I’d wanted this. And the knowledge of that took some of whatever wind I had left out of my sails. But still, without her intervention, I wouldn’t be here. Without her machinations, I wouldn’t be doing this. I looked up into her eyes as we fucked, fire in my eyes.

	“You’re… oh… you’re evil!” I said with clenched teeth. She grinned wickedly, an act that only spurred me to fuck up into her even harder and squeeze her boobs even more firmly.

	“And you love it…” she purred confidently, planting her ass back in my lap and rocking on my full length again. ‘You’ve always loved it! AH! That’s why you’ll always come back to sluts like me. That’s why marriage to a sweet, kind woman like Annie will never work. YES! It’s not just that she can’t fill up a bra! Haha! FUCK! Although we both know how important that is to you. But… oh… oh fuck… you just want a domineering bitch who will run your life, and you will just look pretty and let them because they make your big fat dick feel SO GOOD!’ She punctuated this with an extra tight squeeze of her cunt around my throbbing pole, making me wince. “And that’s the thing. Oh… FUCK!” she groaned, clenching her eyes shut as she shivered with pleasure. “You were never ashamed of your past. Oh! You were ashamed of the fact that you never questioned your taste. Ugh! Fuck, that’s good! You were ashamed of the fact that you never questioned why you only dated gorgeous, nasty girls with huge tits! Yes!” She moaned as I squeezed her exquisite pair despite my anger. My cock swelled in her squeezing pussy. “You tried to deny it, you ran from it, but the truth is, your first love… ugh… your true love… fuck yes… isn’t sweet, kind, pretty girls like Annie. UGH! No! You love SLUTS!” The punctuation of this word, combined with another vise-like squeeze of my swollen cock, made me groan loudly.

	“OH!” I grunted out, my cock flexing in excitement.

	“Ugh! You love nasty fucking whores, don’t you?” she spat out, squeezing my cock again. I sighed, lust heavy in my voice. “Nasty skanks! Trashy, big-titted bimbos! ‘Big-titty girls’, haha! Confident, sexy sluts who just want to fuck! OH! That is 100% your type more than anything! And when it comes down to the moment of fucking truth when you just have to choose… ahh… you will always go back to your first love.”

	“No…” I groaned weakly, her words encompassing this whole thing too perfectly to ignore, but I tried to do so nonetheless.

	“If I was wrong, then you wouldn’t be fucking me!” she replied, still rocking on my lap, her pussy clinging to my thick weapon. “Face it baby, you’re built for this! You are a hot fucking stud built to fuck beautiful, slutty women. You’re not meant for love and romance! You’re meant to make the big breasted sluts of the world cum! That’s it! All those sluts with great butts and amazing tits… ugh… you’re built for their fucking pleasure. Nothing else. Just to make slutty girls cum! That’s it! Oh! That’s fucking it! And they know it too! That’s why they all took turns riding this perfect fucking dick! Yes! And now it’s my turn! Ugh…” she resumed bouncing on me, her tight cunt inhaling my full length on every bounce.

	My head fell back and my arms collapsed onto the couch. Her filthy words, her amazing pussy and her jiggling tits were taking the fight out of me. I wanted to deny her, I really did, but… fuck! For some reason, the idea of being a piece of meat used for the sole purpose of pleasuring gorgeous, slutty, large-breasted women was an insane turn on. No love, no romance, no feelings, just intense, sweaty, nasty fucking. Ugh… my cock throbbed inside her. It sounded perfect…

	
“No need to fight this, babe,” Dr. White moaned, leaning forwards so her big, heavy, sweat-covered boobs dragged across my face every time she bounced. Their warmth and weight and incredible softness… it was intoxicating. ‘Just sit back and enjoy the ride. Fuck! Don’t even try to be a regular married man. You’re so much more than that! Just let go and be who you are meant to be, Eddie. Be a fucking stud! Yes! March up to the next slut you meet and tell her you want to suck on her tits!’ she urged me, her stiff nipple dragging across my face. “If you’d done so with me, I would have let you, even in front of Annie…”

	“Oh my God!” I groaned loudly, my balls really churning now thanks to her filthy words. The idea of sucking on Dr. White’s giant tits right in front of Annie made me nearly jump out of my skin with excitement. My hips began pumping up into her in a jerky, feverish manner, and my lips captured one of her stiff nipples and sucked on it hungrily. She no doubt noticed the reaction her filthy words caused as she felt my cock swell up inside her clutching pussy.

	“UGH! Fuck! You like the sound of that, don’t you?” she asked, grinning brilliantly as she rode me. “Is that what you want, Eddie? Do you want to fuck me in front of Annie? OH! Do you want her to see you sucking on my tits? Ah! Do you want her to see your big cock inside my tight, slutty cunt!? FUCK!”

	Like a concentrated shot of lust being injected into my veins, my body was suddenly filled with a lewd, sinful energy, pumping up into her even harder, my cock practically vibrating with overwhelming need. My throat groaned deeply at what she said, my voice muffled from the stiff nipple jammed in my mouth. My hands leapt back up to squeeze her giant boobs again, gripping into the sinfully soft flesh. What she said about Annie… it was so, so wrong, but it was so fucking hot! Holy fuck! I’d never considered such a thing, but the idea was so incredibly wicked that I couldn’t deny its raw, lustful appeal. Fuck! I couldn’t believe how unbelievably hot I found the idea! Doing something so, so wrong to someone you love, just to indulge your basest animal instincts… the idea hit home in a way that shocked me. Consumed by animalistic desire, driven by an overwhelming craving to make the bitch on top of me scream, my teeth clamped down on her rubbery nipple.

	“AHHHHH! FUCK! FUCK!” she screamed out loudly, her head falling back, staring towards the heavens as a bolt of pleasure shot through her. But she didn’t slow down, still bouncing on me with the same lust-consumed pace. Her luscious body was now shining with sweat, glowing from the intensity of our fucking. As I kept my teeth biting down on her nipple with just the right amount of pressure, her body shivered with lust. Finally, I released my hold on her, loosening my clenched jaw, now licking and sucking on the swollen nub.

	“AHHHHhhhh!” She groaned out in both lust and relief as my mouth gave her a softer-edged pleasure. She raised herself up so just the top quarter of my big dick remained inside her, using this position to force her big boobs against my face, wrapping her arms around my head to keep me in place, making sure my mouth didn’t leave her nipple. I closed my eyes as I felt her boobs squash against my face, the sweat from her boobs rubbing onto me. She began twisting her hips, giving my cockhead the smallest teasing pleasure as she wiggled her big tits against my face. This motion pulled her nipple from my mouth, but I let the feeling of being smothered by her enormous breasts wash all over me for those blessed moments.

	“Suck the other one, baby!” she panted urgently, forcing her other nipple into my mouth. Purring with need as she pushed her breast against me, she didn’t stop till I let my teeth bite down on her nipple just as I had done with the other.

	“AHHHH! FUCK!” she moaned out throatily, her body shaking with pleasure again. Her cunt spasmed around the head of my cock, making me squirm beneath her. Her arms tightened around me, her titty-flesh smothering me so completely that I literally couldn’t breathe, and for a few moments, I wondered if this would be my fate. But just as my lungs began to burn, she released her hold on me. The needs of my body overwhelming my desire for just a moment, my mouth released her tasty nipple, falling back to catch a few quick breaths. But my respite was short lived, as Dr. White quickly shoved her tongue down my throat.

	She collapsed back down into my lap once again, taking my entire length inside her. I groaned in pleasure, a groan that she matched as we made out like teenagers. Tongues in each other’s mouths, cheeks hollowed, the kiss was instantly a fiery one, full of desperate, impatient lust. Instead of a languid duel, our tongues were at war, battling it out for control, fighting to dominate the other, fighting to see which of us would be swallowing the other’s spit. And as the nasty kiss went on, our mouths pressed together hungrily, she kept winning these battles, forcing her tongue in my mouth and keeping it there. But frankly, at this point, I wanted to lose to her. I wanted her tongue to conquer my own. I felt it swirling around mine, completely overwhelming me, making me take it. At the same time, her cunt clutched around me tightly, making me groan into her mouth. Feeling dizzy both from both the pleasure and the limited air in my lungs, I found myself falling over to the side, her lips still attached to mine as she guided me to my back on the couch, her still on top of me. Finally, she pulled back, her plump lips swollen from the fierce kiss as she sat up straight, my cock still buried to the hilt inside her.

	“Fuck, babe…” she sighed, her hips rolling as she ground against my length. Laying back with a tingling cock, I watched her massive boobs jiggling. She bit her lip, looked down at me, and nodded. “I see now, Eddie. UGH! A classic case. The root of all your current issues. OH! Fuck, that’s a good cock! A deep-seeded… ugh, so fucking deep… a deep-seeded sexual resentment of your wife! Fuck! You’ve tried so hard to be a better man, and you really do love her, but she just can’t keep up with you sexually. Oh! Poor thing tries, but she just doesn’t have what it takes. Especially… oh fuck… especially with that pathetic flat chest. UGH! She’s barely a woman with a chest like that! Haha! Yes! But you need more than a woman. Fuck yes! You need a slut! And because your wife falls so short time and time again, a resentment… Ugh… a deep fucking resentment has been building inside you. You can’t fucking shake it! You don’t just love her less than you love me… oh… and my hot body… I don’t think you like her at all! Haha! Yes! And because of it… oh… because of her, you have this wandering eye! Fuck! Because of her, all this conflict has risen up inside you! Because of her, you’re right here now, fucking another woman, a big-titted slut, and you’re having the time of your fucking life! Isn’t that right, baby? Even though you’re cheating, you are LOVING this, aren’t ya?”

	I had such fight minutes prior, but her hot body and her wicked words had taken that fight right back out of me. Every word she said was like magic, making my cock throb. Despite how cruel her words were, each one hit home, resonating with me despite myself. I know it was wrong, I know it sounded crazy. But in the moment, it made perfect sense. And with each bold claim she made, I was filled with even more mind-melting excitement. My cock and balls were like a stirring volcano, getting ready to pop, filled with so much thick broiling magma beneath the surface. The pressure was building up, but it somehow wasn’t ready to blow. Not yet. But the cracks were slowly forming…

	“Dr. White… fuck!” I groaned, squirming beneath her. She leaned forward and put her hands on my bare chest, using them for leverage as she began bouncing on me again. And I returned the favor. As soon as her fleshy tits began jiggling again, my hands went right back up, squeezing them hungrily as they bounced. This sensation of pure softness in my hands, combined with the renewed pleasure of her tight pussy squeezing my overworked cock as she fucked me sent a shudder of pleasure all throughout me.

	“Answer me, baby! UGH! Fuck!” she sighed, squeezing her eyes shut as she rode me at a quicker pace. “It’s really fucking important that you answer me! Yes! Talk to me, baby… talk to your doctor. Tell me how much you love fucking me! Tell me how it’s better than anything Annie has ever done for you!”

	I shuddered again at this sinful slander of my wife, and the knowledge that it was totally true made it hit even harder for me. Annie couldn’t do anything remotely close to this. And it wasn’t even like Dr. White was doing some insane sex-move or something, either. And it wasn’t just because of her hot body either, although… fuck, as my hands squeezed her huge, fleshy jugs, I couldn’t deny how much better sex was with a girl with a body like this. But what put her over the top was her absolute sexual confidence. A confidence only a real slut could have. This was no act. No roleplay. Even if she still tried to portray it that way, Dr. White was in truth a complete fucking whore. She knew it and she loved it. A woman like her would never be the one to come crying to her therapist worried that her man was gonna leave her for another woman like Annie did. No, she would always be that other woman, the woman that’s being desired. Not the woman that gets fucked over, but the woman that gets fucked. She wouldn’t be the one crying, she’d be the one moaning. She knew herself, and that’s why she was completely unashamed to embrace the pleasure she deserved. It was too fucking good to deny. Why should she, especially when she knew exactly who she was?

	Maybe I should do the same.

	I was still clinging to something, some chance to make it out of this unscathed and get back to Annie. But that was foolish. I would be forever changed by this, and that would be impossible for me to deny. I had, in one way or the other, gone along with every bit of this whole thing, and that meant something. I was here because I wanted this. I was here because something inside of me was desperate to burst out, even without me knowing it. And Dr. White’s machinations had brought it to the surface. Although, it wasn’t in control completely, as I was still grasping on to the chance of still being the man I was walking into here. Maybe I just needed to let go. Maybe I needed be the man I’d been proven to truly be. Only then would I feel the same blissful pleasure as Dr. White. Only then would I have that final, forceful push I needed to lose control, to let myself be completely overwhelmed with pleasure and enjoy the doctor’s slutty body to the fullest. Only then would I get my money’s worth out of all this insanity and let myself enjoy the sinful actions I was doing.

	That was the point of what she was asking of me. Not to just give empty words to slake her ego. But to say it to myself. To admit it to myself. To allow myself to fully enjoy the insane sexual pleasures I was trying to deny.

	I had to let go.

	“Yes…” I finally groaned out, digging my fingers into her heavy, luscious tits again, humping up into her. “Oh, fuck yes, I love fucking you…” Even saying it was enough to make my nerves light up with excitement, and I felt a new energy coursing through me.

	“Oh my god!” she groaned, closing her eyes and biting her lip as a wave of lust shuddered through her. I could feel her nipples stiffen in my palms as her bouncing on me got more feverish. “Say it again!”

	“I love fucking you…” I said with a bit more confidence. Looking up at her with a clearer vision, I dug my hands even more forcefully into her bulbous rack, fucking up into her even harder. I could see the effect my words had on Dr. White, as I saw her body shiver with pleasure. I also felt the affect as her pussy spasmed around my thick shaft.

	“Say it again…” she sighed, eyes still closed. Raising my knees so my feet were dug into the couch, I began fucking up to her even harder, and just as I spoke up again, I made sure to tweak the doctor’s nipples in just the way she liked.

	“I love fucking you!” I said forcefully, our bodies colliding roughly as we drove into each other.

	“OH MY GOD! FUCK! FUCK!” she screamed out, her body shuddering severely as a wave of intense pleasure rocked her delicious frame. I kept fucking her rapidly, my hips driving upwards near as fast as I could. My hands maintained a hold of her weighty boobs, so as her body was racked with pleasure, and her grip on my chest weakened, I was there to support her, keeping her in place as I pleasured her. And as this wave of lust coursed through her, she used one of her hands to reach down and feverishly strum her clit, prolonging the pleasure she was feeling. “Keep going! AH! GOD DAMMIT! YES!” Her cunt spasmed around me severely as waves of juices gushed around my rock hard pole, coating it, pooling around my swollen balls as I kept drilling up into her.

	I could already feel the difference on my end. The slow boiling of cum in my nuts had become a rolling boil, and the pressure already had me seeing a blissful light at the end of the tunnel. I had turned the first corner, and I was speeding towards the next more and more recklessly.

	I kept driving up into her wicked cunt ruthlessly, not slowing down as this small orgasm tore through her. It wasn’t even for my own pleasure that I kept driving into her. I could do better for her. This wasn’t close to the pleasure I could provide her. From experience, I knew I could make this slut scream.

	“Oh my God!” I groaned, her pussy squeezing around me again. “Your pussy’s amazing!” I admitted, unable to contain myself.

	“UGH!” she groaned, another splash of her broiling cunt juices gushing around me, clearly delighting in hearing this. She continued to bounce on me as she rode this wave out, but she eventually gathered herself enough to refocus, bringing her hand up from her clit and digging it back into my chest.

	“Fuck! I’m tingling!” she said with a laugh, her skin glowing in pleasure. Now back in place, she refocused on riding me, picking up the pace as her senses returned to her. “Now do it again!” she commanded. Unable to contain a wolfish smirk, I squeezed her massive tits firmly as I drilled up into her even harder.

	“Oh!” I groaned, a spike of lust hitting me. Now back in control of her faculties, she returned to my last admission.

	“You like that pussy, don’t you?” she snarled. “Which is better… Annie’s? Or mine? Do you prefer your wife’s nice vagina, or do you like my tight, nasty fucking cunt!?” she asked, punctuating her questing with an especially tight squeeze.

	“OH! Yours! Fucking yours!” I replied. “I like your fucking cunt better!” Holy God, just saying something so sinful was so fucking hot. Telling another woman that you like her pussy more your wife’s… Holy shit! A rush went through me as the words left my lips. It was incredible.

	“Fuck!” she groaned out, her nails digging into my chest. “Yes! It’s gonna be so hot talking to Annie and knowing her loving hubby likes my nasty pussy better than hers! Holy shit! Yes! I’m gonna listen to your wife whine and cry about how she’s not good enough for you, and I’ll know firsthand how right she is! UGH! Yes! I’ll know her husband would rather be balls deep in me! OH! I’ll know her hubby would rather feel his balls bouncing off my ass then lay a finger on her! Yes! YES!”

	Dr. White dug in and bounced harder, slamming herself down on me hard, her copious dripping juices splashing against my torso. The pleasure was damn near too much to take, and for a moment I thought this might be it. But I held strong, digging my fingers into her boobs again, savoring the heavenly softness. A wicked, brilliant smile lit up her face.

	“I want you to say it! UGH! I want you to finally say it!” she groaned, bringing one hand up and squeezing one hand over mine, making me squeeze her enormous breast again. As if I needed the help. “Admit that you love my tits! OH! Scream out how much you LOVE my big fucking tits! I want you to fucking mean it!”

	“I love your fucking tits! UGH! FUCK! I fucking love your BIG PERFECT FUCKING TITS! They’re amazing!” I yelled out loudly, squeezing them roughly as I drove up into her hard. Her eyes rolled in pleasure as my words hit her, and I could feel her pussy spasm around me, feeling so good it interrupted my rhythm for just a moment. But only for a moment.

	“UGH! Fuck!” Dr. White sighed. Her skin was dripping with sweat, but she wasn’t slowing down. “More than… fuck… more than…” she tried to say, but I was ready to respond to the question I knew she was asking.

	“Yes, they’re better than Annie’s! Oh! You have way better tits than Annie! She doesn’t even have boobs! She has nothing! Yours are better! UGH! Yours are so much fucking better! You have the best fucking tits! I love them!” I groaned. I had gotten my hands on my fair share of tits, not counting my wife, clearly, as she didn’t have any. And yes, I’d seen some even bigger than Dr. White’s. But damn, in the moment, after years of not being able to get my hands on a big, soft, succulent rack like hers… I don’t know if I’d ever experienced a better, more satisfying pair. I truly did love them.

	“Am I one of your ‘big-titty girls’ now?” she asked with an evil smirk, her body dripping with sweat.

	“UGH! Yes! Yes! Dr. White, you’re one of my ‘big-titty girls’ now! Fuck! You’re the best of them!” I conceded.

	“UGH! FUCK! Yes! YES!” she groaned out harshly, riding me as if to try to own me. “How can I ever salvage a fucking doomed marriage like yours when you prefer your wife’s therapist’s tits to hers!? How could such a thing every stand a chance? UGH! Yes! I love it! I fucking love it! I love how fucking honest you’re finally being to your doctor! Yes! But tell me… ugh fuck… if you love my pussy more than hers… and if you love my fucking big tits more than hers… AH! Fuck! Fuck! Then… oh… then do you maybe love me a little more than her? UGH! God! Tell me! Do you love your wife’s slutty sex therapist more than you love her?”

	I knew I was lost in the moment, lost in the pure sinful pleasure of the here and now. But dammit, I don’t know if I’d ever been as hot for a girl as I was now. I don’t know if I’ve ever been so locked in with someone.

	“Yes! YES! I love you more than Annie! OH! Fuck! FUCK! Yes, I love you more than my wife! Holy shit! AH!” I groaned out, my body alive with electricity at this insanely hot admission. And now that I was on the downward slope of making confessions, I couldn’t stop them from coming. ‘As soon as I saw these big fucking tits hanging out of your top back in the parking lot, I loved your more than her. That’s how amazing these are! AH!’ I groaned out, shaking her tits withing my grip for emphasis. “God damn… even in my fantasy that night, you were better than her! Ugh! Better than she’s ever been!”

	“Haha! Yes! YES!” Dr. White moaned out, heaving herself downwards, our bodies colliding brutally in this heated, brutal fucking. “Your mind knew before you did! UGH! Fuck! Fucking shit! AH! A base, root deep desire to cheat on your wife! Oh! And as soon as you realized I was totally your type… ugh… a ‘big-titty girl’, haha… I became your perfect fantasy slut! Ugh! Of course, we were gonna end up fucking! UGH! And besides… you’re kinda my type, too! UGH! GOD FUCKING DAMN! AH! I meant it before! OH! Fuck yes! Ah! I love fucking married men! Oh! They’re the best! Yes! It’s so fucking hot making good men cheat! AH! Especially the ones who have mousy, flat-chested, loser wives who can’t get the job done! Oh! But I can get the job done! Sluts like me always get the job done, don’t they!? Yes! Nasty whores like me know how to handle big fat married dicks, don’t we!? DON’T WE!”

	“Yes! YES! Sluts are the fucking best! OH!” I groaned, fucking up into her damn near as hard as I could, gripping her tits firmly as I did so. “I always loved fucking nasty whores like you! UGH! I never wanted to stop! Fuck! I wish I didn’t…” I didn’t even know if these words were true, but they were bursting out of me without thought, without filter.

	“OH! Yes! YES!” Dr. White moaned out, bouncing with more ferocity, her body shuddering at my admission. “I know, baby! Fuck! I know! That’s why I’m helping you get your head on straight! That’s why I’m fixing you! Yes! Even if it breaks Annie’s heart… ugh… even if she can never love again… yes… as long as you spend the rest of your life fucking gorgeous, big-breasted, slutty women like me… oh… making them cum… yes… then everything will be as it should be! UGH! Isn’t that what you dream of, babe? Oh… fucking shit, yes! YES! Do you want a lifetime of love and romance… ugh… or do you want to spend the rest of your days making sexy whores moan?”

	“AHH! FUCK! FUCK!” I moaned out loudly, her filthy words going straight to my balls, turning what was a rolling boil into a near explosion. The cum in my balls was ready to explode out like a geyser. “Yes! Yes! Holy fuck! Sluts! I choose sluts! AHHH! Fuck! I can’t go back! UGH! I can’t do it again!” My head fell back against the couch, and my upward thrusts got out of rhythm as this new body-blow of lust hit me hard.

	Sensing that I was very close to an explosion, she coaxed me along.

	“Babe, I want you to let go and cum. Let that cock explode, Eddie,” she urged me, her delicious body dripping with sweat, her slick boobs in danger of escaping my grasp as she bounced on me rapidly. Each bounce had her eager dripping pussy inhaling my big cock, gripping it hard and trying to squeeze the cum out of my bloated shaft and into her waiting pussy. I was dazed, my cock tingling, so she made sure to get my attention. Grabbing my chin, she guided me so my gaze met hers. “Eddie, listen! I need you to cum! UGH! GOD! Fuck! You hear me? You need to cum! None of this is permanent unless you cum! UGH! Yes! Everything that’s happened… oh… everything you’ve said about your wife… ugh… your marriage… about whores like me… if you cum after all that, then it’s real. Then it’s permanent. It’s etched in your fucking brain! Yes! If you get off to thoughts of betraying your wife… ugh… big tits… yes… fucking whores… then you won’t be able to go back! You won’t be able to forget it! You won’t be able to stop! So do it, baby! Cum in that slutty fucking pussy that you love so much! Do it and be the man you’re meant to be! Cum inside my cunt, and you won’t ever have to fuck your wife again!”

	My body reacted like I’d been struck by lightning, rocked to the core by a bolt of pure lust.

	Even in my lust addled daze, I recognized the significance of what was about to happen. Even if I didn’t fully grasp the gravity of what she was asking, as soon as she put it to words, it just sounded right. This was the turning point. The moment between before and after. The possible last gasp of my marriage, my life as I knew it with Annie. This was the moment to decide which way my future was heading.

	But there was no decision at all.

	With how overcharged I was, with how fucking badly I needed to cum, there was only one way this was ending. The Earth could open up and swallow us and I would still make sure to pump Dr. White’s amazing cunt full with the biggest wad of cum I’d ever shot. Even if Annie ran in here, crying and sobbing, begging me to stop, trying to pull me away from this slut in an effort to get me to stop fucking her… oh… if she tried to use the strength of our love to convince me to pull out of this slut’s amazing cunt… ugh… if she put our marriage on the line to get me stop me availing myself in Dr. White’s luscious body… I still wouldn’t. Fuck… I’d probably fuck Dr. White even harder. Ugh… yeah, I definitely would. I’d pull her in closer and fuck her even harder! Yes! My balls would probably fire off even more sperm knowing my wife was watching. My cock would delight in the filth of having my own wife watching me fuck another woman with more passion and vigor than I ever fucked her, knowing the more wrong it was, the better. Fuck… part of me wished she would walk in, just to make this insane fuck even better.

	So needless to say, I wasn’t in a state to stop this whole thing. I couldn’t even if I wanted to. Experiencing something like this, overwhelming, world-changing pleasure… I didn’t have the strength to walk away. No man could. Walking away was the last thing on my mind. I was gonna cum in Dr. White’s slutty pussy. I was gonna fill it up with my sperm, not because I was being forced to. No, because it’s what I wanted to do. I wanted to pump this whore’s nasty fucking cunt with every drop of cum I could. I needed to do it. I couldn’t live another moment without doing so. It didn’t matter that I was betraying my wife. It didn’t matter that I was forever altering the course of my life. I had to cum in Dr. White’s pussy. I had to.

	“Yes…” I said, looking up at her and nodding with a renewed sense of purpose. “I’m gonna fucking cum inside you, baby…” I groaned, squeezing her boobs firmly.

	“Yes, baby! Do it! I want it so bad! UGH! Cum inside me because you deserve it! YES! A man like you deserves the best! Ugh! Don’t you!” she panted out, heaving herself down against me.

	“Yes! YES! I deserve it! I need it so bad!” I groaned, my cock tingling. I’d gone years without getting the type of pleasure I needed. With a willpower few could be expected to uphold, I’d denied myself this for so, so long. And after such a long wait, after having a marriage where my true needs were always left unsatisfied… yeah, I did deserve it.

	“Do it, baby! Do it! Fire off all that thick married sperm inside me! UGH! I want it! I want it so bad! Do it and I’ll cum SO HARD! YES! Betray your wife! OH! Betray your marriage! Fill another woman’s cunt with your cum and don’t look back!” she begged me, her bouncing getting more feverish as the pleasure made her shudder. My cock was throbbing, swelled up and ready to fire off every drop of cum she’d induced in me. And with each word she said the sperm rose up closer to the surface.

	“Yes! YES! I want it too! So fucking bad! I want to cum in your tight fucking cunt!” I groaned out, my lust almost painful it felt so good. I continued palming her massive boobs, using them for leverage as I fucked her. My hips were a blur, driving up into her as hard as I could. I could feel it coming. I was getting so close. So fucking close.

	“Oh God! Yes! YES! UGH! Fuck! Holy Fuck! I’m gonna cum too! AH! I’m gonna fucking cum too! Holy shit!” Dr. White sighed, her body shaking. But she didn’t slow down, still bouncing at the same furious rate, matching my own ferocity. ‘OH! Fuck! Betray your wife fully! Yes! Betray your wife and fire a giant wad of cum into my slutty fucking cunt! Oh my God, I’m gonna cum so fucking hard! Yes! Ah! AH!’ She screamed out, her body shaking with need, clearly getting off on this just as much as I was. “Cum in my pussy and prove I’m a better woman than your wife! Yes! Ah!” Another electric bolt of lust hit me. “Prove that you love me and my body more than your wife by emptying your nuts into my tight, slutty pussy! Ugh! God!” Again, another lightning bolt strike of pure desire, lighting me up, taking me to the precipice, making my entire lust-addled body jump in excitement.

	“Oh my God! UGH!” I grunted, almost beyond words. Almost beyond feeling. I was right there. Right fucking there…

	“Think about… oh… think about Annie. UGH! Think about your wedding day! Yes! How pretty you thought she was then! OH! How in love you were… ah!” As she said this, my addled mind went along with her. At this moment of pure marital betrayal, my wife’s smiling face appeared in my mind, looking up at me as she stood in front of me in her nice wedding dress. But that image of pure romantic love in front of me was shaky. Fragile. “Now think about the fact that my big fucking tits mean more to you than any of that shit! Yes! That a couple of glimpses at me was enough to throw all that shit in the garbage! UGH! That if I was standing there next to Annie on the altar, and if you had to choose to marry her or my boobs, you would have chosen my tits to spend eternity with!”

	“OH! FUCK!” I screamed out, my body tightening. If that image of Annie on our wedding day seemed fragile, Dr. White’s words were like a brick shattering through it. Instead of staring at my wife on the alter, I was staring at Dr. White’s perfect bare tits. Needless to say, I liked this image way better. ‘AH! GOD! Fuck!’ I grunted out, my hips driving up into her as fast as I could. “Oh my God! OH MY GOD! I’m gonna fucking cum!” I called out, my cock tingling. It was about to happen, and my entire body was on fire.

	“Do it! Do it! Do it! Yes! YES! YES! YES! I’m gonna cum, baby! I’m gonna fucking cum too! Yes! YES! AHHH!” Dr. White screamed out, building up to her own explosion as well. Our bodies were slamming into each other roughly, chasing the high that was about to come. No mercy, no holding back. Just brutal fucking. “Yes! YES! YES! Fuck me! YES! YES! KEEP GOING! YES! YES! YES! AHH! AHHH! YES!”

	“Fuck! UGH! UGH! GOD! UGH! AHHH! AHHH! UGGGHHHHH!” I grunted, beyond words, my balls charging up, gathering up every drop of thick cum, ready to fire. My throat tightened. My eyes shut. I stopped breathing. My hands took one last hungry squeeze of her massive boobs. “Oh! UGH! FUCK! FUCK! AHH! HERE IT COMES! YES! YES! YES! YES! YES! YES! AHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

	Finally, I exploded.

	“UGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHH! FFFFFFFFUUUUUUUUUUUCKKKKKKKKK! AHHHHHHHHHHHH!” I grunted out, my swollen nuts flexing as the first massive wad of thick, creamy jizz burst out of me, launching like a rocket directly into Dr. White’s waiting cunt.

	“YES! YES! YES! AHHHHHHHHHH!” Dr. White screamed out as an equally massive orgasm hit her, her entire body shaking as she was lit afire with pleasure.

	“FFFUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK!” I groaned. Cum fired out of me again and again, my balls so overfull that it just kept going. Again and again and again, my body flexed, heaving upward lewdly as my lengthy, swollen weapon fired off huge thick bands of cum into my sex therapist, filling her tight cunt with my married seed.

	“UGH! UGH! GGGGOOOOOOOODDDDDD!” Dr. White grunted obscenely, like the whore she was, her cunt clamping around me as her orgasm tore through her. But her body was seemingly on cruise control, still somehow bouncing throughout our shared orgasms. The same motions that had coaxed this thunderous orgasm from my swollen balls kept going throughout, milking my cock, squeezing the cum out of me.

	“OHHHH! GGGGGOOOOODDDDDD DDDAAAAMMMIIITTTT! AHHHH!” I grunted, her heavenly cunt squeezing the hell out of my bloated cock, coaxing jet after jet of thick cum out of me and into her, making me fire off with force.

	“AHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK!” Dr. White screamed out, still bouncing on me, her cunt locking around me as her broiling hot juices splashed out of her, coating my cock and balls.

	I could barely feel anything. I was lost in the ocean of pleasure. The only thing keeping me grounded was the feeling of her velvety cunt squeezing my cock, and her luscious fleshy tits filling my palms. I was a rudderless beast driven by pleasure, humping lewdly up into this whore, pumping wad after wad of cum inside of her.

	“UGGGHHHHHHH!” I grunted, my balls flexing over and over again. I had never cum this much, ever, not even with all my talented slutty exes. Of course, not with Annie either. The thought of that was laughable. But this slutty doctor… she was amazing. Her tight, clutching pussy never releasing its grip, squeezing and spasming around me, it’s sole purpose to milk the cum out of big cocks. And it was certainly doing the job. Holy shit! I was still cumming!

	“YES! FUCK! FUCK! FUCKING SHIT! YES!” Dr. White moaned loudly, her body flexing as she came, shaking with overwhelming pleasure as her luscious frame was racked with blinding lust.

	This went on and on, our bodies riding the waves of pleasure. Me on my back, my body tightened with lust as my towering missile just kept shooting off more and more cum, what felt like a gallon, firing directly out of my cockhead into her waiting pussy. And through it all, she kept bouncing, as if the only way her body could handle such pleasure was to not slow down, keep the engines running, and never relent to the mind-breaking pleasure she was feeling. Her skin was on fire, coated with sweat. The blissful pleasure was making her body shake. Her eyes were rolled into the back of her head as she lost herself to the moment. But her ass kept bouncing up and down, driving into me, driving me into the couch, asserting her superiority by riding me to the point of breaking me.

	I was broken. Totally fucking broken. All I could do was lie there and take it. Lie there and let her use her magic pussy to pull a giant wad of thick cum from my swollen nuts. My body had completely surrendered to hers, no longer driving up into her beyond small, hurried thrusts, overwhelmed by her unrelenting attack. My fingers kept digging into her luscious tits, embracing their softness like they were my only respite from the storm. And even though my eyes were clenched shut, all I could see was light, the rods and cones seeing nothing but blinding white light as every nerve in my body was electrified.

	“UGGHHHHH! GAHHHHH!” I groaned from my throat.

	“AHHHHHHHH! FFFUUUUUUUUUCCCCKKKKKK!” she moaned, her throat hoarse from the screaming.

	It could have been minutes. It could have been an eternity. We were both lost in the moment as we rode out this pleasure for as long as we both could. Grunting. Moaning. We were beasts of lust floating in the ocean of sin. But I was riding this wave for so long I felt like I would die. I would die submerged in the waters, and it felt so good I would welcome my impending doom. But as the lights began to dissipate behind my eyes, it was my burning lungs that warned me of drowning. Lost beneath the waves, my body was there to rescue me, pulling me back to reality.

	Forcing me back into a state of control, my eyes opened as my body relaxed enough for me to regain control of my breathing, pulling air into my lungs. Above me, her body still electrified with lust, held above me solely by my supporting hands cupping her luscious fleshy boobs, Dr. White was still beneath the surface of the waters. Her body was sweltering hot, her skin was dripping sweat onto me, and her gorgeous face was covered with strands of her now wet hair, falling over her face. Her lips were parted in a wordless scream, and her eyes remained shut as her orgasm still coursed through her. Be it either a loss of strength on my part, or a sense of honor to help this slut extend her orgasm, I released my hold on her breasts, allowing her to fall forward onto me, chest to chest. I wrapped my arms around her as she kept humping into me, her pussy still spasming as the last bits of her orgasm hit her. I did my part, humping up into her with my still hard dick, the last few small shots of cum being pulled from me by her grasping pussy. I could feel her heart beating like a drum as we stayed locked together so close, and I could hear the nearly wordless moans escaping her lips near my ear. Through it all, I held her close.

	With my hands now taking advantage of this position, I let them fall to her ass, squeezing the ripe cheeks, pulling her into me as she humped me. Her ass flexed in my palms along with one last unholy squeeze of her tight pussy around me, making my head fall back again. Finally, Dr. White relaxed, her body losing its tension, now supported fully on my chest.

	As she fell into a dream-like, post-orgasmic bliss, I seemed to stay more conscious than she did. That same bliss was flowing through me, too. Despite being pinned beneath her nearly unconscious form, I was floating. Feeling no pain. Only the post-sex rush of overwhelming endorphins in my veins, positive reinforcement for my sinful actions.

	I didn’t feel any regrets. My wife wasn’t occupying even the smallest part of mind. I felt a deep, overwhelming peace. A turmoil I hadn’t even realized was inside me was gone, and only in its absence did I feel it’s previous presence. This was something I didn’t know I still needed after years of it being gone, and after experiencing it again, I didn’t know how I could ever give it up again. How could I give up on big tits? Or perfect, juicy asses? And how could I ever give up fucking perfect, slutty cunt? How could I when I truly loved them all so, so much?

	As these thoughts hit me, my body responded in kind. When I thought about her giant, fleshy boobs, I could feel her mammoth tits squishing against my chest. When I thought about her ass, I let my hands dig into the firm, juicy cheeks of her perfect ass. And when I thought about her cunt, I could still feel her tight, squeezing cunt wrapped around my big dick.

	My big, rock hard cock.

	My cock… it was still hard. It hadn’t gone down in the slightest. Seriously. I was still hard as steel. Still throbbing. My blood was still filled with sinful, lustful desire. That respite from having fully cleared out the system… it had lasted for mere moments. And even though I had cum like a cannon only minutes prior, I could already feel my balls filling back up, refueling for more action.

	This wasn’t over. Not yet.

	Being able to go so quickly after such vigorous sex… this hadn’t happened to me in a long time. Since my single days. All the action I’d taken part in with those talented sluts had inadvertently trained me to have a high level of endurance. I’d have to just to keep up with them, to the point where we could go at it two or three times a night before passing out from exhaustion. Having settled down since that time, I would have expected such talents to have faded. But no, that skill was still there, still ready to be called upon. Etched in stone, something that could never be erased. The ability to keep up with filthy sluts was a part of me. Dr. White was right… this was what I was built for.

	And with that history, with these instincts, and with a still hard cock that was ready for more, I knew what came next. What always came next with whores like her.

	With the doctor still lying on my chest, I sat up, her arms curling around my neck, her dazed from staying clutched to me as I did so. Grabbing her by the sides, I gently shoved her till she lost her lazy hold on me and fell onto her back on the couch. She had a dreamy grin on her face, and I couldn’t help but watch her giant boobs wobble as she settled into place. With her legs on either side of me, I now had nothing keeping me in place. Sitting up on somewhat shaky legs, I could have easily put on my clothes and left. There was nothing keeping me here anymore.

	But I wasn’t going anywhere.

	I kicked off the remainder of my clothing still clinging to my lower half till I was standing completely naked, my hard cock pointing outwards from my perspiration-soaked frame. Turning towards the splayed-out whore next to me, I reached down and quickly spun her around till she was lying in place face down. Grabbing her hips, I yanked at her firmly so she was on her knees, face-down, ass-up, a position she was no doubt familiar with. Despite her post-sex daze, she had enough strength left in her to keep herself in place. And now that she was arranged like this, I only now noticed that she still had her thong on, long ago pulled to the side and offering no covering whatsoever. Grabbing it, I roughly pulled it off, yanking it down her long legs and tossing it aside, leaving her clad only in her black stockings. With nothing else in my way, I got back on the couch, kneeling behind her bent over form.

	My eyes were now glued to her ass, the one major part of her body I had yet to properly worship. And it was an ass worth worshipping. Each cheek was round and firm and just perfectly sized, not too big, not too small. Her amazing rear end was being presented perfectly in this pose, the juicy cheeks vaulting outwards, begging to be appreciated. Between them was an immaculate crevasse, smooth and deep and impeccably formed, making my mouth water.

	When I was younger, I’d been a bit squeamish about ass play. But after dating a series of very demanding girlfriends with asses that were seriously insanely perfect, I’d overcome any reservations I might have once had to the point where my worship of their ass became a central focus of our relationship, more so than any great personal connection.

	Reaching forward with both hands, I eagerly palmed each of the firm cheeks. Digging my fingers into her juicy ass, I zealously squeezed it, a low moan rising from my throat as my fingers toyed with the large fleshy cheeks. I leaned forward and kissed the perfect cheeks a few times, unable to contain myself, but my focus was on really appreciating her ass with my big hands. She clearly worked out, as most of my exes did, showing a dedication there that they didn’t always have with more important everyday things. No matter what else was going on, no matter what other responsibilities were being ignored, they always made sure to keep their hot bodies in tip-top shape. And while Dr. White clearly had a better work ethic than most of my exes, she also had that same dedication to sinful vanity that my exes did.

	Dr. White was probably naturally blessed to have an ass better than most, but she no doubt put in the time and lots of work to increase her advantage. And she had done so in spades, sculpting a fantastic, juicy, firm rear end that was better than most. It certainly was superior to Annie’s skinny, petite, kinda… bony behind. And being in such close proximity to an ass like this really reminded me what I was missing out on. All those lustful feelings I’d gotten used to feeling were right back at the surface again, a lustful fire that had spent the last few years fading into darkness.

	But as much as I was enjoying squeezing the doctor’s spectacular ass, this wasn’t gonna be enough for either of us. I knew what a slut like her would want from me next, and frankly… I wanted it too. Digging my fingers into each cheek and taking a firm hold, I pulled them apart, revealing her tight, clean asshole to my gaze for the first time.

	My mouth watered at the sight of the snug clenched hole nestled in her ass-crack. Of course, this slut had a spectacular asshole, smooth and clean, the creases surrounding the tight puckered hole converging into a singular point of all-consuming tightness that could squeeze a cock in just the right way. It was an immaculate asshole. This alone was a sign of how much my experiences with all my exes had affected me, going from being hesitant about ass-play to having opinions about a woman’s butthole. Before, I would have turned away from seeing a woman exposed like this. Now… I was nearly drooling.

	I’d gone too far to stop now. Might as well go even deeper…

	Without a second thought, I leapt forward, wedging my jaw in her ass-crack, extending my tongue to make contact with her asshole. As soon as it did, I got to work, eagerly licking the tight hole, covering it with my spit.

	“Oh my God!” Dr. White sighed happily, my insistent tongue stirring her from her post-sex daze. Pushing herself up on all fours, held up on straight arms, her head dangled beneath her as she wiggled her butt against my face. “Eat my fucking ass, babe…”

	I did as she asked, although at this point, I didn’t need her to guide me along. I knew what to do. My mouth was hungrily attacking Dr. White’s tight butthole, licking it, rimming it, stabbing at it with my tongue. I pursed my lips and kissed it. I let my lips form a seal around the tight hole, sucking at it lightly as I rimmed her.

	“Mmmm… fuck, Eddie…” she sighed in pleasure. “You like that? You like rimming my ass, babe? It seems like you do…”

	In response to her question, I only got more excited. I didn’t hold back, my face lodged between her warm, firm ass-cheeks, my mouth staying glued to her asshole as I worshipped the tight hole. Fuck, it was shocking to realize how much I still enjoyed performing such an indecent act, but God… it really was amazing! This was like nothing else, doing something so sinful and wrong, yet so fucking good. I felt zero hesitance. I could happily eat her tasty asshole for hours.

	But I didn’t have that much time, and I had pressing issues that wouldn’t wait that long. Now sufficiently satisfied that her tight asshole was coated with my spit, I stabbed into it with my stiff tongue, testing its defenses, seeing how much give the taut hole had. And my efforts so far had weakened its defenses ever so slightly, my teasing making the tight hold more agreeable to what I had planned next. But only slightly, so I kept at it, continuing to worship the tight, clenched hole.

	“Fuck…” Dr. White moaned out, reaching back to lovingly run her nails against my scalp, pulling me against her ass as I rimmed her. “I bet you’ve never done this for Annie… ugh… why would you? Haha. But in less than two weeks, you’re rimming my ass! Mmm. Fuck! You’re going way further with me than you ever have with your wife! Ah! Yes! You’ve never felt such lust! Oh! Such passion! Yes, that’s it, keep eating my fucking ass! Yes! Your tongue feels so fucking good rimming my ass! Fuck!”

	Her nails were now dug in the back of my head as I ate her ass, keeping my face lodged in her ass-crack. Her firm, full cheeks were pressing against me, smothering me as I kept at it. But I was in heaven, eating this slut’s asshole furiously. My tongue stabbed at it again, and this time, it had a bit more give to it. We were getting closer now.

	“Ugh…” she sighed in pleasure, her butt grinding back against my face steadily. ‘Fuck! Just think… ah… your wife introduced us. Yes! Annie introduced us, and now you’re eating my ass! Oh! Yes! She’s the reason we’re doing this… ah! For so many reasons, she’s the reason we’re together! Yes! Isn’t it hot knowing she’s the one brought doom to her own marriage? Ugh! That we’d never have met if not for her! Yes!’ Fuck… it was fucking hot. Knowing my wife had unwittingly brought about our marriage’s destruction by bringing me and Dr. White together… Fuck! I stabbed at her asshole again with my tongue. She wiggled her ass against me. “And now, we’ve fucked! Haha! Yes! Ugh! Fuck! We’ve fucked once, and… oh… we’re about to fuck again! Yes! She’s at home alone, clueless, and you’re here with me, licking my fucking asshole! Yes! UGH! She won’t suspect a thing! Yes! Even when you get home and plant a big juicy kiss on her lips, she won’t know where your mouth has been! Haha! Yes!”

	The idea of planting a big kiss on my wife’s lips later tonight after doing this?

	“MMMPHHH!” I groaned excitedly, my moan muffled by Dr. White’s ass. It was like lightning struck me, running down my spine, energizing every one of my nerves, spurring me on further. I attacked her asshole like a starving man, a satisfied groan rising from deep in my throat. My palms gripped her firm ass-cheeks greedily, holding them apart as much as possible as my tongue worshipped her tight butthole.

	“Ahh! Fuck! Yes!” Dr. White groaned in pleasure. Her heightened pleasure, combined with my even more energetic worship, caused her asshole to finally yield to my tongue, allowing the slightest bit of penetration. “UGH! Yes! YES!”

	“UGHH!” I groaned as her asshole clenched around my tongue. This was so fucked up, but I couldn’t get enough. At this point, I was all fucking in on the insanity of this whole thing, and I wasn’t gonna be the one to slow this down. Now, seeing as her asshole was coated with my heated spit, and pliant enough thanks to my continued teasing that it was ready to go for what was next.

	I pulled my eager mouth away from her ass and straightened up, moving in close to her so my cock was lined up with Dr. White’s saliva-covered butthole. She looked back at me, fire in her eyes.

	“Do it, Eddie,” she snarled. “Fuck me up the ass! I hope you haven’t forgotten how…” she added with a raised eyebrow, daring me to back down. But I wasn’t going anywhere. This was only ending one way.

	Grabbing her hip with one hand, I grabbed the base of my dick with the other, guiding it into place, the tip pressing against the doctor’s asshole. With no hesitation, nor any mercy, I immediately flexed my hips and pushed my cock against her, not stopping until her asshole spread open and engulfed the spongy head of my big dick.

	“Mmm…” I groaned, feeling her tight hole squeezing around the head of my throbbing prick. Fuck… this was something I hadn’t experienced in years, and as strange as it sounded, it felt like I was home again. Exactly where I was meant to be.

	“Oh! FUCK!” Dr. White moaned loudly, reflexing, trying to pull away from the invader pushing its way up her ass. But in the state I was, I wasn’t about to show her mercy. I gripped her hip firmly, holding her in place. And with my cock stuck in place, my other hand was freed up to join the first, gripping her other hip to keep her in place as she adjusted.

	“I thought you were a slut…” I growled, the words rising out of me before I realized it. “All the sluts I knew could fucking take it,” I spat out, giving it back to her in the same way she did to me. Looking back at me, her beautiful, intelligent face was twisted into a slutty, furious scowl.

	“How fucking dare you! I can fucking take it! I’m gonna take every fucking inch of your big married dick! You’re the one that won’t be able to fucking handle it!” she spat out from all fours in front of me. “We’ll see who breaks first… Trust me, it won’t be me!”

	The challenge laid bare, I gripped her hips and began to push, forcing a few good inches of my cock right up her waiting asshole. I groaned as I felt her tight clenching hole sliding around the first few inches of my lengthy weapon. Fuck… the heat… the tightness… it was overwhelming. But I held it together. The first load of cum had already fired off from my balls, so I was good for now. Although… I could already tell this tight, sinful fuck hole was simply not gonna let me last as long as I did the first time. But fuck, it would be heaven getting there. Not giving her much time for mercy, I flexed my hips again, driving another few inches into her tight clenching hole.

	“Oh my God!” Dr. White screamed out, her ass spasming around my cock.

	“Oh!” I groaned, the sensation of her clutching hole making me shudder. Jesus… it really felt that fucking good. Fuck… even just minutes after having one of the biggest orgasms of my life, I could feel my balls churning, more fuel already filling the tanks, readying to combust. The sensation her tight ass induced in me made me pause, a fact which she noticed. Looking back at me, she spoke up smugly.

	“You see, babe? Ugh! Fuck… you’re not gonna last,” she sneered at me. ‘You haven’t fucked an ass like mine in years… you know it’s too good to take. You’re gonna be… Oh! Fuck! Ah!’ she moaned, eyes glassed over with lust. Trying to keep control, she fought against the lust coursing through her body, trying to deny it for as long as she could. But it was too much for her as her ass began spasming around my shaft again. “AH! FUCK! YES!” she screamed out, slapping the couch cushion a few times as pleasure flowed through her luscious body.

	I groaned as well, flexing my body to ride out the pleasurable feelings her asshole was bringing to my cock. I gripped her hips firmly, holding her in place as her ass clenched around me. My eyes fell to her heart-shaped tramp stamp, and I found myself tracing the edges of it with my thumbs as I rode this out as well.

	“Oh!” she exhaled loudly, the mini-orgasm now fully out of her system. Taking a few deep breaths, she looked back at me, eyes glassy with lust, her face looking fiery. ‘You think you’re in charge right now?’ she asked, her voice possessing a malice I hadn’t heard up to this point. “I’m gonna be the one about to have a dozen fucking orgasms! Yes! I’m the one getting what I want! Oh! I’ll cum again and again, but I’ll keep fucking going! Yes! I’ll never fucking stop! Ah! But you’ll fucking break! Yes! Once you feel what my ass can do, you’ll fucking surrender to me… UGH… you’ll surrender to my ass! You’ll give in to me completely! Yes! You’ll make me cum over and over again until you break, and you’ll never be the same! Ah! Yes!” She shivered as another tiny bolt of lust fired off through her.

	Holding myself in place, I certainly felt more in control of myself than she did. And to prove it, I boldly reached forward and grabbed her hair, wrapping it around my fist, getting a good hold. Then, with one strong unholy shove, I pulled back at her hair as I drove every single inch of my big cock into her tight asshole, not stopping until my torso slammed into her ass roughly.

	“AHHHH! FUCK! FUCK! AHHHH!” she screamed out in lustful shock, her body stiffening up as she adjusted to having my full length jammed up her ass.

	“Uuuggghhhhhhhhh!” I groaned from deep in my throat. Fuck, her ass was fucking tight, and the sinful spasming grip caused by my forceful shove only made it even tighter. Feeling her asshole smothering my full length, squeezing it like the tightest of all vices, bathing it in it’s overwhelming warmth… it was a true shock to the system. Jolts of pleasure were emanating from the base of my cock outwards, my own body tightening up as I fought off losing myself to the sensation. Yanking back her hair roughly, I pulled her head upwards, with a lack of care that fit a slut like her. And she certainly didn’t seem to mind…

	“AH! FUCK! YES!” she screamed out, facing forward as her body spasmed again, another wave of pleasure hitting her. She ground her butt against me as I held my cock fully inside her, riding out this moment in the same way I was. With her upper half being pulled up by my tugging of her hair, I used my other hand to reach around her and steal a few extra squeezes of her giant boobs, greedily digging my fingers into the lush flesh again. I pushed myself into her, and she moved in unison with me, our lower halves dancing in the most sinful manner possible, my big married cock stuffed to the root up her tight, eager, squeezing ass.

	Finally stifling this first wave of lust, my body relaxed, having fully adjusted to the pleasure her tight, squeezing ass was bringing me. Wanting to assert control, I loosened my hold of her hair and used my other hand to roughly shove her back on all fours in front of me, her massive tits wobbling as I did so. With blazing eyes, she looked back at me.

	“Fuck my ass, you motherfucker! I Don’t hold back now!” she dared me. She’d pushed me this far, knowing my history, knowing what I used to do with whores like her. And now she doubts me? No… she would learn firsthand what I could do.

	My fist tightening around her hair, I flexed my hips back so just the thick head of my married weapon was still inside her. Then, while yanking her hair back roughly, I drove my cock into her ass as hard as I fucking could.

	“Fuck…” she grunted out from the forceful thrust, her body shuddering.

	“Hnnghhh…” I groaned from deep in my throat, her clenching ass drawing it out of me. I pulled back and drove into her again. And again. And again. Driving myself into her, her body being shoved forward as my hand yanked her head back firmly, never loosening my grip. Never showing her any mercy.

	“UGH! Fuck!” she groaned hoarsely, the pleasure already hitting her hard.

	“Oh!” I groaned, working into a rhythm, pumping my cock into her ass. I looked down, and the sight of my big cock disappearing into her ass was enough to send a surge of lust through my entire body. I lost my rhythm for a moment, but quickly regained it, driving my cock into her like a piston.

	“Ah! Fuck! God damn! Yes!” Dr. White screamed out in pleasure, her body shaking as another mini-orgasm hit her.

	I looked down at her, and seeing her firm ass shaking spurred me into action. Using the hand not gripping her hair, I reared back and firmly spanked her jiggling ass.

	SPANK!

	“AHHHH! GOD! YES!” she moaned loudly. I repeated the motion.

	SPANK!

	“Yes! YES!” Dr. White moaned, the crisp spank loud enough to hit my ears sharply. Each spank made her ass clench around my swollen pole, a sensation that felt so fucking good I could barely describe it. So, I did it again. And again. And again.

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“AH! FUCK! FUCK! UGH!” she grunted out, thrusting back at me, clearly loving the rough treatment.

	“You like that?” I sneered. “You like that you fucking whore?” My full-bodied lust was combining with the heated fury of what her actions had incited in me, creating a poisonous cocktail that was erasing my inhibitions, bringing my darkest edge to the surface.

	“Uh! Haha! Yes! YES! I love it!” she called out, throwing herself back at me, meeting my rough thrusts with her own. Despite the rough treatment, despite me yanking on her hair, she had a huge, satisfied grin on her face. “UGH! Fuck! Your nice, kind, good-guy act was getting so fucking annoying! Oh! You’re finally fucking like the man I knew you were. Yes! YES! Do it again! Spank my ass! Please!”

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“AHHH! YES! Fuck!” she moaned loudly, wiggling her ass as I drilled her. “Again! Do it again!”

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“AHHH! Yes! YES!” she squealed out in delight, her firm ass beginning to turn red from the spanking. But she didn’t let that hold her back in the slightest, continuing to push back at me, her tight clutching ass now swallowing my entire length without difficulty. Still yanking at her hair roughly, I drove myself into her at an even faster pace, but she could take it. Her ass could take it.

	“UGH! Fuck! Yes! Yes!” Dr. White moaned as I drilled her. Her tight ass kept gripping my thick cock like a vise, and the continual spasms of her tight hole around me only drove me crazier. It felt SO fucking good! Maybe it was just the knowledge that it was her ass that was giving this pleasure, but there was just something extra fucking hot doing it this way. I only did this with girls that were extra slutty, which was only most of my exes. But doing a girl like this was always so fucking hot to me. And with how much Dr. White was enjoying this, how well she was taking my lengthy meat… she had proved herself. She was a true whore, through and through. All these degrees on the wall, all these commendations, and she still ends up a nasty fucking slut…

	I’d never been more attracted to a woman in my life.

	Yanking back at her hair harder, I drove into her more fiercely, my balls boiling, the pressure building up inside me.

	“OH! Fuck! Fuck!” I groaned. The all-consuming tightness was a pleasure I couldn’t get enough of. I kept driving my cock into her warm, tight ass, my hips a blur as I drilled her.

	“Ah! Yes! YES!” she snarled, her ass squeezing my cock, not wanting to let it go. “I love your big married cock so much! UGH! Yes! It feels so good in my ass! Yes! YES! Keep fucking me! Keep fucking my ass! Yes! YES! AHHH! Don’t ever stop! It’s so FUCKING GOOD! YES! YES!” A gush of her broiling sex juices literally gushed out of her pussy as she came again, splashing on my legs as I kept driving into her.

	With all this pure lust consuming her hot body, her ass had completely surrendered to my big cock, accepting’s it’s place as an extra slutty fuck-hole, taking every inch of my cock hungrily and treating it right, squeezing it in just the right way, making the contents of my balls churn.

	“Oh my God!” I groaned, unable to contain myself, my cock tingling with pleasure, feeling like it was ready to burst. “Fuck! Your ass is fucking amazing! I didn’t know how much I needed this…” This was an itch I hadn’t had scratched in years, and feeling my big cock stuffed up a slut’s tight ass was an indescribable heaven. How could I just forget about this?

	“Ugh! Fuck! Fuck!” she sighed, her sweaty body shivering as she was overcharged with pleasure. “Yank my hair, baby! Yank my hair and slap my ass! I love how you pull my hair! I love how nasty you get when you fuck me…”

	Doing as the slut asked, I yanked her hair harder than I had yet, well past the point where I would normally stop. And at the same time, I reached back and crisply swatted her ass twice.

	SPANK! SPANK!

	“AHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” she groaned throatily, grunting like a true whore as I treated her like one. I was pulling her hair so far back that her face was nearly facing upwards, her hands lifted off the couch as I held her in place roughly. This pulled her closer to me, giving me less leverage to move, allowing me to only give her a few inches of dick. But this angle brought her upper half closer to me, and as soon as I realized this, I acted.

	Using my free hand, I eagerly reached around her and began pawing at her luscious tits again, the springy, sweat-covered flesh rebounding against my hand. And with her hair being yanked back, her exposed neck was suddenly right there. Feeling a sudden lust-filled urge, my mouth leapt forwards, sucking on her neck, attacking her like a horny teenager.

	“Yes! YES!” Dr. White sighed, reaching up over her head to dig her hands into my scalp, holding me against her while arching her back and forcing her boobs against my eager hand. Her back was now against my front, and we were truly moving as one. She kept bouncing her butt back against me as I humped into her, and I held her against me as I drove into her. As I did so, I kept licking and sucking at her neck. And despite my tugging at her long hair, she was able to turn her head enough to move her lips to my ear.

	“Babe… ugh! Fuck! Ugh!” she moaned, barely able to speak through the pleasure. But even through the heavy whirlwind of lust she was currently consumed in, she was able to get some words out. Her lips close enough to my ear to make me shiver, she spoke quickly. ‘I need you to think about Annie! Oh! I need you to think about your wife right now, baby! Think about how pathetic and inferior she is compared to me and my body! Yes! YES! Fuck… ah fuck!’ Her ass clenched around my throbbing pole. “Think about the woman you promised yourself to forever, and how my asshole has brought you more happiness than she ever has! Ugh! Fuck! Oh!” she groaned, her ass spasming around my married dick again. I dug my palm into her ripe breast firmly, the silky flesh pouring through my fingers. I moaned into her neck. Fuck! “Think about the fact that you promised to meet with me to improve your marriage, and instead you decided to slide that big, perfect married cock of yours balls deep into wife’s therapist’s ass! UGH! Fuck! Yes!” My cock shuddered in her ass as she spoke, and she reacted the same, her entire body buzzing with lust. Everything she said was true. All of it. And that only made it better. Fuck! I ground myself against her ass as my cock swelled up in delight. I wasn’t gonna last much longer. Holy fuck, I was gonna cum soon. And hard.

	Still pulling back at her hair firmly, I attacked her neck savagely, sucking at it, licking it, kissing it. At the same time, I kept pawing at her round boobs, never able to get enough. And as I did all this, she kept talking.

	“That’s my final diagnosis, baby! Ah! Holy God! YES!” she cried out, her asshole clenching around me. ‘You are too fucking delicious… ahhh… your big cock is too fucking good… YES… for you to ever be a good married man! UGH! Jesus… “she sighed, her body shaking in my arms. But despite the pleasure racking her luscious body, she kept talking.” And… fuck, fuck, FUCK! With your history… ah! Yes! YES! YES! Fuck, Eddie… you didn’t stand a chance! Oh! You promised to be loyal to Annie, but you knew deep down you’d never be able to keep your word! UGH! You slid this big cock into way too many sluts for any hope of that! Yes! YES!’ She ground into me lewdly, scratching at my scalp. I palmed one of her giant breasts, squeezing at it roughly. “You would always choose big tits! AH! You would always choose slutty pussy! Fuck! And you would always choose ass!” she punctuated this with an unholy squeeze of my swollen weapon, a feeling which made me shudder.

	“Oh my God!” I groaned, my face falling into the crook of her neck, my grip on her hair loosening, my eyes closed as I tried to hold myself back. My pace had been completely broken, but she was still moving, her ass swaying against me, driving the pace now. Another clutching squeeze around my big cock made me groan in a near pained pleasure. “Dr. White, I’m gonna cum! AH! I’m gonna cum in your ass!”

	“No. No!” she called out, stopping her motion. Despite me being wrapped around her, despite me having supposedly taken control and driven the pace of this lewd ass-fuck, when the moment of truth arrived, she was the one in control of herself. Deftly extricating herself from my hold of her, first pulling my hand from her chest then smoothly pulling her hair from my once tight grasp, she reached back and put her hand on my chest, keeping me in place as she crawled forward. This slowly freed my throbbing weapon from the confines of her tight ass. My dazed eyes watched it finally reappear fully, coated with our combined sex-juices, standing out from my body having never looked bigger. Bigger and more hard. It was like a steel pipe, fit to burst, ready to cum harder than it ever had before, which after our previous intense fuck mere minutes prior was saying something.

	Now freed of me, Dr. White smoothly crawled onto the floor, kneeling before me, lightly touching the back of my thighs and guiding me up to stand in front of her. Looking up at me, she reached up and wrapped her fingers around the root of my cock, gripping it firmly.

	“I know you love my ass, baby, but not as much as you love my big tits! Isn’t that right, Eddie? Don’t you love my big tits more than anything?” she asked, grinning. Beyond anything but pure physical need, I somehow found enough braincells to reply.

	“Yes. I love your big tits more than anything…” I repeated, so far gone I no doubt sounded like a dullard, a caveman, a beast consumed by sex.

	“It’ll mean more if you cum on my big tits, Eddie,” she said firmly. At this, she began to slowly stroking my loaded weapon. ‘You pleasured my ass so fucking well, and you made me cum again and again, just like I knew you would.’ At this, she leaned forward and used her plump lips to plant a big, juicy kiss on the tip of my swollen cock, which had just been buried in her ass. Jesus… what a fucking slut she was. “And now, you deserve your reward. You are gonna cum all over my big, bare tits! Yes, babe!” she said as I groaned, her hand picking up the pace as she jacked me off. Her other hand reached down and gently cupped my nuts. “Your big balls must be so swollen, baby! So much fucking cum just bursting to get out! I want you to do it, babe! I want you to live out your ultimate fantasy and just cum all over my big boobs! I want you to fucking paint them with your fucking sperm! Yes! I want to be covered with it!”

	“OH!” I groaned, the idea of it sounding too hot for words. I was almost there. I was so close to an explosion.

	“And when you’re done, when you fucking cum all over my fucking tits,” she began, the juices coating my cock clacking in her hand as she vigorously stroked me. “I want you to look at them, I want you to see my fucking tits covered with all the fucking married cum that you should be giving to your wife, and I want you to burn that image in your mind! Yes! When you try to pretend to be a good married man, I want you to remember how amazing it looked seeing my big tits covered with your cum! When you try to make it work with little Annie, I want you to remember the sight of your thick, creamy semen dangling from my nipples. When you think you can be anything but the hot married stud you are, I want you to remember the sight of my soft, smooth, golden titty-flesh covered with your sperm! Can you do that for me, Eddie?” she asked softly, kissing the head of my cock again.

	“Oh my God!” I sighed, my nuts flexing in her palm, ready to fire off. “Yes! Yes! Please!”

	“Then do it, babe!” she commanded, leaning forward and taking the head of my cock between her lips and into her mouth.

	“Oh!” I groaned. Her tongue began ticking the underside of my cockhead, making me see light behind my eyes it felt so fucking good. With one hand still stroking me as the other gently massaged my balls, I was being overwhelmed with pleasure. I just needed one more push.

	I looked down at her as she worked me over, the head of my cock still in her mouth. As soon as I did, she stopped stroking me, gripped the base of my dick firmly, and immediately swallowed almost the entire full length of my rock hard prick in one smooth go.

	“Oh my God!” I groaned as her lips formed a tight seal around my thick shaft. As her cheeks hollowed and she began trying to literally suck the cum out of my swollen nuts, her tongue moved like a whirlwind, practically curling around the circumference of my cock. Her eager mouth was attacking my stiff meaty prick, coating me with her spit, showing literally no hesitation to go ass-to-mouth, inhaling my big married dick like it was nothing. And it was the pleasure she was bringing me, combined with the words she had said and the knowledge of what she was doing that finally pushed me over the edge.

	“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” I groaned. At this, she pulled her mouth off of me and resumed vigorously stroking my bloated prick. Pointing the head of my weapon at her chest, she used her tight grip to do the job and pull me towards the precipice.

	“Do it, Eddie! Do it! Cum all over my big fucking tits, baby!” she urged me whorishly, moving the hand cupping my nut-sack to my stomach, using the added leverage to really dig in and stroke me as firmly as possible. She looked up at me and smiled evilly. My cock was tingling, ready to explode. “Do it! Do it! Betray Annie forever and cum all over my big perfect tits! Prove you love my big tits more than your wife by cumming all over them!”

	“Oh my God! Yes! Yes! Fuck! Fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes! FUCK! FUCK! AHHHHHHHHHHH!” I groaned loudly as the first rocket-like band of thick cum burst from the head of my cock, firing off like a rifle, landing directly on the upper slopes of Dr. White’s massive breasts. It was followed by another shot, a thick creamy band that first landed on her left breast and ended on the right one. “Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” I groaned, my entire body tensed, solely focused on firing off every drop of cum out of my balls and onto the slut-doctor’s tits. And that’s exactly what I was gonna do.

	“Yes! YES!” I groaned as more cum kept firing out of me, over and over again, splashing on her waiting chest. My balls kept flexing, firing off bands of thick creamy semen that landed on her boobs, the canvas I was painting not missing a drop. It had been a long time since I’d done anything like this, as Annie of course was far too prudish to ever do anything like this. That being said, her boobs were so nonexistent that there wasn’t much of a point to it anyways. I’d probably miss if I tried, her boobs were so fucking small. But Dr. White’s enormous breasts… it would be hard to miss.

	“Yes! More, baby! More! Haha! Yes!” Dr. White effused, grinning wide as she watched my swollen cock fire off again and again and again. Long, thick streams, traversing up her chest, first the left breast than the right. Wobbly bands of thick cum firing off from my vibrating dick, crisscrossing her rack from side-to-side. Her aim turned lower as my cock kept shooting cum, my semen landing directly on her stiff nipples, first the right then the left.

	“UGH! GOD!” I groaned as she aimed my cock directly in the center of her chest. And like a rifle, my firing cock hit its mark, my rocketing semen landing directly into her expansive cleavage, being swallowed up to the point where I could only see the sperm at the very upper edges of the sloping cavern, the crevasse having swallowed the rest of that shot up. This happened again and again, long bands of cum that fired out from my cockhead, only to practically disappear between her tits, never to be seen again.

	“More, hon! More! Don’t ever stop! Give me every drop!” Dr. White urged me, still stroking me, coaxing more cum from my bloated balls. And it worked, as a shot just as strong as the first landed across the upper slopes of her voluminous chest, the band of cum so thick it began dripping artfully down her massive slopes. The sight alone spurred my next shot, a wobbly rope of semen that painted across the fronts of both tits, a sticky band temporarily forming a bridge over her cavernous cleavage before snapping.

	“UGH! GAH…” I groaned, my balls somehow continuing to flex and fire off more and more sperm. A band of it landing just above her left nipple. Another landing right across the right. Another hitting right at the delta at the top of her cleavage, the next firing off along the canyon of her cleavage, painting the upper slopes of the valley lewdly.

	I probably could have tapped out here, but her talented hand continuing to work my angry prick kept drawing out more. Another jet of cum somehow finding bare skin along her right breast. The next rope of it hitting just below the nipples. The next thick band catching the outer slope of her left breast. The next hitting the front of her breasts.

	“More, baby! More…” Dr. White urged me, so I kept going, my eyes nearly blinded as my system was way too overloaded with pleasure. My body somehow found more cum somewhere in my overworked balls, firing off a somewhat less sizable band of cum, finally beginning to lose some steam. But these somewhat weaker bands continued to fire out of me, as if I was producing the semen at the same rate I was pumping it out all over Dr. White’s boobs. I was amazed that it was still coming out of me, and I had to blink my eyes a few times to clear my vision so I could look down at her. And when I looked down at her, I was amazed by what I saw.

	The gorgeous slutty doctor was on her knees below me, one hand stroking my cock like the whore she was. But what caught my attention most were her massive round tits absolutely covered with my cum. It was one of the most lewd sights I’d ever seen, and knowing that I’d been responsible for pumping what felt like a gallon of cum out from the head of my cock onto the doctor’s big tits filled me with a masculine pride I hadn’t felt in years. Her giant boobs were fucking covered with thick white bands of cum, crisscrossing them, my thick seed clinging to the immaculate slopes. I could see my semen flowing down into her cleavage and disappearing, and some of it dripping off the fronts of her boobs and onto the floor. I swear I was seeing more white than tan on her enormous breasts. Even the nipples were completely obscured, the stiff nubs iced over with semen, the pink lost under the white stuff. It was… incredible. And as she looked up at me with a wicked grin while I admired my masterpiece, my balls gathered enough for one more mammoth band of cum to fire out of me.

	“Oh god! FUCK!” I groaned as my balls flexed and an extra thick band of cum rocketed out of me with force, going all the way up from the most forward part of her cleavage up to her neck, a puddle of sperm pooling at the little crook at the top of her sternum.

	That was the last drop I had, and we both knew it. The tension left my body as she released her hold on my spent cock. She looked up admiringly at me as I stepped back, falling into a seated position on the couch. And as I did so, my eyes stayed glued to her cum-covered tits, etching the sight onto my mind as the adrenaline began to slowly leave my system, the wear and tear from the rough sex I had finally beginning to take its toll. As I melted into the couch, Dr. White stayed on her knees, her bare tits covered with my cum, basking in the moment, examining me while I came down from the explosive high I’d just experienced.

	My breathing settled and I felt the tension finally leaving me. I felt myself beginning to fade out. Not quite asleep, but certainly not awake either, a strange, fugue state. My mind went kinda fuzzy, and my vision was dazed and blurry. I don’t know how long this lasted, and I only began to stir when I sensed some movement in front of me. Blinking a few times to clear my vision, I looked up to see Dr. White standing in front of me, having just risen to her feet.

	“Well,” she began, looking down at herself. “It seems like that exercise did the trick!” She said with a laugh. Her tone had completely changed, going from sultry and slutty back to that warm, professional cadence that she had used during our first meeting and the beginning of this one. It was as if she was dropping the ‘slut’ act, and was resuming her role as a therapist.

	“What?” I asked, confused.

	“It seems like we’ve reached some very explosive breakthroughs today. Haha…” she said in that same calm tone, glancing down at her cum-covered tits. She reached down and ran a fingertip across her cum-glazed tits, gathering a healthy dollop of cum onto it before sucking it off her finger. She then glanced back at me and smiled warmly. “As I told you before, this exercise was a bit experimental, but I think the results speak for themselves. I think we can chalk this up as a major success!”

	There was a long pause as I looked up at her, confused.

	“What?” I repeated, baffled. Was she seriously acting like this was all part of the exercise? After all that? Her eyes narrowed at me ever so slightly, flashing just a hint of the wicked inner slut I’d gotten to know so well. But it was gone in a flash, to the point where I questioned if I actually saw it. She looked me down again, holding my gaze and smiling patiently.

	“Eddie…” she began calmly, standing in front of me nude, save for the stockings on her legs and the cum on her chest. I could see her tits, I could see her cunt, and she was just standing here like it was nothing. “In the hours we’ve been here, you’ve confronted some major truths about both your desires and your marriage. This is our second appointment, and look how far we’ve come. Just think about all the truths you’ve confronted today in the heat of raw sexual passion. You’ve admitted that you’re not sexually attracted to Annie in the slightest, and that you barely even like her, and that you never shook all those wonderful old habits. You’ve finally admitted to yourself that you love boobs and butts more than anything, and that they mean more to you than any form of romantic love you’ve found with Annie. You’ve been pretending otherwise for years. But finally, you’ve admitted the truth. Don’t you feel lighter? Doesn’t that weight feel so good now that it’s off your shoulders?” she asked happily, clearly expecting me to feel a rapturous joy.

	But that wasn’t what I was feeling. As I came down from that high, the weight of what I’d said and done here today began to fully hit me. I’d… I’d cheated on my wife. Despite everything I’d proclaimed myself to be, I’d fallen right back into my old ways. I’d taken part in some really nasty shit. I’d said some truly awful things about the woman I loved. I’d betrayed her in just about every way possible.

	Holy shit.

	My head fell into my hands as the gravity of my actions hit me. I could feel her looking down at me, and she hesitated before speaking.

	“I see…” she began. “These are big, life-changing things you said and did today… I suppose there is some guilt that comes with that in the aftermath. But Eddie… look at me…” she said, leaning over, putting one hand on my bare knee and the other hand on my chin, gently nudging me to look up at her. My pained gaze met her calm, warm, intelligent eyes. “What you did here is perfectly healthy. You can’t put the weight of the world on your shoulders in order to live up to a standard a man like you could never hope to live up to. You love tits and ass! You love fucking sluts! That’s perfectly natural, and frankly… that’s what a guy like you probably should be doing with his free time. And that’s wonderful news! Sure, it might not be the best news for your marriage, or for Annie, but it’s great for you. My goal was to get you in a place where you can live your best life. Where you can be honest about your needs and desires. And we got there, together!”

	“But what about Annie?” I asked guiltily. She smiled sadly.

	“Annie’s a sweetheart. She really is,” she replied. “But your marriage has been doomed from the start. I knew it, and she knew it. And now, you know it. This is how I’m helping Annie, by expediting the slow death of your marriage. Sure, she’ll never get as lucky to land a man as handsome as you, and she’ll certainly never be as happy as she was with you ever again, but it’s for the best. It really is. It’s better this than a lifetime in a loveless marriage. Because in truth, you like your wife, but you don’t love her. Not really. What you love is pussy! Tits and ass! And as you clearly figured out today… you can’t run from those desires forever. If it didn’t happen today, it would have happened eventually. I just helped speed up the process. And if you’re gonna do it eventually, wouldn’t it be better to do it sooner? I’m sure Annie would prefer to just get it over with as opposed to a lifetime having doubts about your fidelity… rightful doubts. Do you disagree?”

	I looked up at her, baffled. Was I looking up at someone who was a genius who could read us all like a book? Her intelligence was undeniable, and her reads over me had been proven right over and over again. Was she truly doing this as some sort of impartial arbiter sorting out a problem in front of her? Or was there some malice there, exerting her twisted influence over others? I hoped this was the former, but I feared it was the latter.

	I rubbed my eyes in my palms, my mind in absolute turmoil. She let me wallow for a few moments before putting her hand under my chin again. Making sure I was looking at her, she gave me the friendliest, most patient smile possible as she leaned over to put us on the same level.

	“Listen, Eddie. I know this is a major shock to your system. But guess what? We’re gonna meet again in one week, same day, same time, and I guarantee you’ll feel a million times better by then. Once you have time to process everything, you’ll reach the same conclusion I have. Trust me. But… if I’m wrong, when you come back in here, we can talk it out. Process how you feel after a week, and then we can go from there. How does that sound?” she asked calmly, her beautiful face still glowing with sweat.

	Sensing a way out, an escape from all this turmoil, I nodded. At this, she grinned.

	“Perfect!” she said, standing up straight, her massive bare tits jiggling perfectly. I looked away, shaking my head. Glancing at the wall, she winced at seeing the time. ‘Wow, it’s getting late. Time flies when you’re having fun, right?’ she joked, putting her hands on her hips. “So, yeah, I should probably let you go. Get cleaned up, get home to the missus, and I’ll see you next week!”

	She could see the dread on my face as I realized I was about to confront the woman I’d just betrayed. Sensing this, she spoke up.

	“Oh, Eddie?” she said, catching my attention again. I glanced at her. ‘You don’t have to worry about Annie catching on,’ she stated calmly, so casually running a fingertip along her cum-coated breasts that I wondered if she even noticed she was doing it. “You will be shocked about how easy it is to get away with it…” she said pointedly. Seeing her message hit home, she grinned wide and sucked the cum off her fingertip again. “So have a good night, Eddie. I’ll see you next week…” she added brightly.

	She made no great effort to put on her clothes, simply gathering a few discarded items as I redressed. The two things she did do was pull her hair back into a loose ponytail, and pull her black blazer back on over her bare upper half. This gave her quite a look, her professional blazer on her shoulders, but her bare, cum-covered tits bursting out from it, rendering it all but useless. But it was a look that burned itself in my memory. As I got fully dressed and moved to leave, she was sitting at her desk dressed like this, waving goodbye to me as if all was normal.

	I made my way out of the office quickly. Luckily, it seemed to be completely empty, which made sense given how late it was and how loud we’d been. If someone had been here the entire time, they would have definitely heard us. Being reminded of Dr. White’s dismissal of the front desk girl as I first entered, I realized Dr. White probably planned it this way. Jesus… I should have known even then.

	Maybe I did.

	The bracing cool night air was a relief as I stepped outside. But the feeling of it only emphasized the reality of the situation. I’d just betrayed my wife. I’d cheated on her. Now… I have to face her. Would she know? Would she sense anything? Fuck. I’d messed up big time. Now I’d have to face the consequences. But there was no point waiting, though. I’d have to get it over with. I’d have to face her eventually. Why not do it now? No point putting off the inevitable.

	I shook my head as Dr. White saying the same thing mere minutes prior echoed through my ears. But the words stuck with me all the way home.

	No point putting off the inevitable…

	 

	 

	 

	(Dr. White)

	Holy shit. Holy shit! Fuck yes!

	My plan had worked perfectly! Fuck! It was amazing! It literally couldn’t have gone any better. It was quite possibly the best sex of my life. I’d taken part in some world-changing fucking before with Gina and Matt, but this… this was all my own effort. I’d put in the work. I’d made the hunt. And I’d taken the prize. All on my own. And it was so much better that way. Fuck… I was buzzing! I was exhausted. I was sore. I was… happy. I felt pure fucking bliss! This must be what Gina felt every day with Matt. It was incredible!

	There were a few points there where I thought Eddie would run out of the room screaming, but thankfully, I’d kept his urge to flee in check. I had to manage the fact that his instincts about my argument in regard to his fidelity were probably correct. More than likely, if he had proceeded onwards in his marriage with Annie, it would have actually turned out okay. The truth was… the likelihood of him cheating on Annie anytime soon was small until I got involved. I simply… put my thumb on the scale. Turned up the pressure beyond which anyone could hope to withstand, and watched him slowly crumble and embrace his darkest desires. If he had never met me… his marriage could have survived. He probably wouldn’t have ever gotten so consumed with lust that he couldn’t go on without fucking someone else. Annie could have had the marriage she wanted with the man of her dreams. Then I got involved… Fuck, this was all just so hot!

	But it wasn’t like Eddie was some innocent coming into this whole thing. Those desires held within, for massive, blimp-sized breasts and firm, shapely asses, those most certainly would have still been present. And he certainly did send off signals to women he found hot without even meaning to. And his blatant appeal to women was undeniable. But… I might have fudged the likelihood that he eventually would have cheated on Annie. As he proved during our appointment, he had developed an incredible level of willpower over the last few years, and it took me throwing everything I had at him to get him to break. With that level of resistance, he really could have been able to hold out and stay loyal to Annie. Sure, it was certainly a possibility that he would have actually cheated on his wife… cause clearly, he was not getting what he needed from home. And if I hadn’t have done it, it is possible that another slut like me could have taken the bull by the horns and seduced him just like I had. But my claim that it was a sure thing he was gonna cheat wasn’t exactly true.

	Deep down, he knew that, and the biggest thing for me to accomplish during our appointment was to get him to doubt himself. Doubt his own judgments, his own words, his own desires, his own mind. That was the battle I had waged against him, and it took a lot of work, but I eventually convinced him. Luckily for me, he was a bit too trusting, which made him an even more fun prize to hunt. He had enough respect for my job to trust that I knew what I was talking about, that everything I said was both correct and the truth. And as I just kept hammering it into his mind, over and over again, he finally began to doubt himself. He finally began to value my opinion over his own.

	He was too good-hearted to ever truly question my intentions, and far too trusting in me, allowing me to get away with doing shit he knew deep down was wrong. But he trusted in my authority as a doctor, and was too good-natured to push back as the situation got out of hand. No wonder so many sluts like me had gotten to him. He just didn’t know how to say ‘no’ till it was way too late. And with a guy like him, that ensured that a lot of very bad women would end up riding that very big cock to their heart’s content.

	And what a cock it was.

	It was like magic inside me. Seriously. It felt SO good! He’d made me cum like a fucking whore over and over again as he drilled my tight cunt. And his cock seriously felt perfect in my ass. Like it was actually designed for the sole purpose of fucking me in the ass and making me cum like a fucking whore. I couldn’t believe how good it was for me. His cock drove me crazy, it was so amazing!

	Once he was fully unleashed, he really took me to my limits, testing what I’d learned in the bedroom. Luckily, my training under the guidance of Gina had served me well. Thank God she taught me how to enjoy anal sex. If that had been my first experience with it, I might not have been able to handle it. But having been trained, having gained some experience, having gained a taste for it by doing it enough… made it extra special. It was so fucking intense… so fucking good… I swear I came, like, half a dozen times. My mind was still feeling its affects. I could still feel my blood pumping from it.

	At no point did Eddie doubt my bona fides. As a guy who had some serious experience fucking sluts, I took a certain pride that I was able to blow his mind. He never once doubted my slutty credentials. He would probably be shocked to hear that my experience was as limited as it was. That I was a new and rising slut, not one with dozens and dozens of satisfied men in my wake. But despite that, after being shown the path by Gina, I was a slut in spirit if not in experience, embodying the role, making it part of who I was despite not having as extensive a history. There were a few moments there where I had to improvise, where I had to say and do and go along with things that implied more whorish experience than I actually had. But I’d done it well, knowing what to say… what to do… what to take… in order to be the slut he needed me to be. And in doing so, I’d etched in stone my own desires. If I wasn’t a slut before, I was certainly one now. I was a nasty fucking slut, and I fucking loved it! I could practically jump around and dance I was so proud of myself. So happy with how everything had gone here today.

	But I didn’t have time to bask in the glow of the best sex of my life. I had work to do.

	I needed to get all these thoughts into writing now, while it was still fresh. Wearing my blazer with my tits hanging out, still covered in Eddie’s cum, a choice I made mostly to leave a lasting image in his mind, I only stopped to pull out a bottle of wine from the fridge before getting to work. My nails clicked at the keyboard, consulting my notebook as I did so. Wanting to get all my thoughts onto the page, I didn’t slow down or take a break, putting down all my notes and observations while they were top of mind. I didn’t want to miss a thing as I reviewed the night’s proceedings step by step, noting what worked, what didn’t, and what led to him finally giving me the dick. I wanted to note what hit home with him, what pushed him away, what kept him in line, and what pulled him in deeper.

	I had footage of what happened here as well, having set up a couple cameras in my office knowing what was about to happen. He didn’t know this, of course, and I had no ill intentions with that footage. It was purely for my own sake… honest. So I could look back and watch everything, perhaps even find things that I’d missed in the heat of the moment. Those little, subtle reactions that are easy to miss.

	And, of course, I wouldn’t turn down the opportunity to watch footage of that absolute stud fucking the shit out of me over and over again. It was my first sex tape, a big achievement in any enterprising slut’s life. And hopefully, it would not be the last.

	I re-examined Eddie’s whole case from start to finish. Despite how well it had turned out in the end, looking back, I could only see the mistakes I’d made along the way. In our first meeting, I’d gotten a little impatient, pushing certain lines of questioning too hard and too fast, almost pushing him away in the process. If I’d been a little more patient and defter in my questioning, I could have been almost snake-like, slowly curling around him without him realizing it, keeping him from seeing the danger he was in till it was too late. In that sense, my plan had failed.

	But I did get bailed out by a few factors. As I said before, Eddie was just too trusting, allowing me to exploit his better nature and get back in with him enough to pull him back here into my office. Additionally, because of his intense predilections for boobs and butts, I was able to break back through his defenses by sheer blunt force, dressing up like a slut, exposing my body enough to impose my will on him just like all his whore girlfriends used to. But… that was a risky play on my part, a bold maneuver that I shouldn’t have to do if I had done my job right during our first appointment. It could have easily gone wrong in so many ways, and it wasn’t a trick I should rely on. In the future, I’d like to keep most of the heavy lifting in my office, a closed ecosystem that I had complete control over. That would be my goal going forwards, but if I couldn’t accomplish that, I knew I had some tricks in my holster that I could deploy.

	That being said, the bold, aggressive approach had worked with him, both a few days ago, and again here today. I was confident it would, because Eddie seemed especially susceptible to that approach. I mean, I questioned him with my cleavage hanging out, I literally convinced him to ask me to take off my bra, and I sat on his lap and humped him till he gave in and fucked me. But as long as I kept assuring him it was okay, that this was all part of the plan, he was convinced enough to go along with it, even though his alarm bells were clearly ringing like crazy. He had a clear weakness for aggressive women, so taking charge of the proceedings, imposing my will on him throughout… it really worked on him. But this wouldn’t always be the case, of course. However, the aggressive approach was a perfectly valid one that shouldn’t be dismissed outright… it just had to be deployed in the right situation. With the right men.

	This whole case really panned out for me, though, in so many ways. It lined up perfectly with my hypothesis about someone’s desires, their ‘type’, getting etched into stone at the point where they become sexually active. Sure, some desires emerge from a much earlier point, but it’s when they are consciously sought out and acted upon that they get finalized. Eddie had his own desires at some point in time, but his intense appeal had caused more confident, self-aware young women to impose their needs on him, creating a whole new set of wants and desires inside him. He didn’t start with these desires, but by the time those girls were through with him, a lust for boobs and butts were hard written into his brain. And now, after some very intense questioning, he fully admitted to it, that he LOVED big, massive tits and round juicy asses more than anything, even his wife. He admitted it!

	I knew every case I had wouldn’t be so centered on this specific hypothesis, but this one was such a clear-cut example of my theory that it would be a perfect showcase for it going forwards. These notes I was taking, this line of study I was energized to pursue, would be about codifying these hypotheses, these rules of sex. And this case was the ideal example of the first revelation I’d made. And I had no doubt there’d be many more revelations, many rules set in stone, going forwards.

	And this was only chapter one.

	I was in my office till late in the night, working until exhaustion finally hit me. The events of the day, the intense mind-melting sex, the work that came after, the few glasses of wine… it all began to take its toll. When I noticed I was making a lot of uncharacteristic typos in my otherwise flawlessly typed notes, I knew it was for the best if I stopped for the night. I could take my work home and revisit it in the morning with fresh eyes. Plus, I could watch the footage of me and Eddie fucking! I couldn’t wait to do that! But for now, it was time to call it.

	This was the start of something great here, hence my excitement. I meant it when I said to Eddie that this exercise was a major success. It was unorthodox, for sure, but it worked so well that it was impossible to ignore it, or get bogged down by any ethical concerns. I mean, look at the facts. At the start, he was nervous to come into my office, but by the end, he was begging to cum inside me! If that’s not a sign of total success, I don’t know what is. Facts are facts. My approach had worked, and it would only get better with more experience. Being a better a slut meant being a better sex therapist, and I was SO ready to go there.

	Cleaning up enough to be presentable, I was on a high as I made my way home. And after I cleaned up and went to bed, I thought I might have trouble sleeping due to the excitement still coursing through my system. Instead, I slept like a baby, having my best night of rest in a long time. If I had any qualms or guilt about what I’d done, I wasn’t feeling any.

	As I said, this was the start of something. And I couldn’t wait to explore it deeper.

	 

	 

	 

	(One Week Later)

	(Eddie)

	When I got home that night after fucking Dr. White, I expected to walk in, have Annie take one look at me, and just… know. I feared she would see me and know exactly what I’d been up to. I dreaded that she would immediately see the truth that I had betrayed her completely, cheating on her with her therapist, a woman she trusted.

	But Dr. White was right… she didn’t suspect a thing.

	Instead, she gave the biggest, warmest smile upon seeing me, and I found myself kissing her before thinking twice. It was only moments later that I remembered that these lips of mine had been planted against Dr. White’s asshole an hour or so prior, and the memory made me pull back. But the small, tired smile I managed to give her dissuaded any worry she might have. And judging by her expression, she clearly didn’t sense anything otherwise amiss with the kiss.

	I… I almost wished she had noticed. I wished she had seen it on me. That she yelled and screamed and cried. Not only because it would take the brunt of the truth out of my hands, but… I would almost respect her more. Because as much as I hated to admit it, the fact that she didn’t sense anything off made me lose a bit of a respect for her. The fact that I was able to move in close and kiss her, give a weak excuse for my actions that night, make my way up to the shower and toss my clothes into the wash without a question…

	Dr. White was right… it was shocking how easy it was to get away with it.

	For her to be in that position, of having her husband cheat on her and be so clueless about it, accepting the humiliation of kissing the lips that had been lustfully pressed against another woman’s asshole… and just smiling and taking it? Without question? Without doubt? How could she not sense something was off? How could she not see it on me? How could she be that naïve?

	Dr. White had mentioned that she was paranoid about me cheating. But in the moment where that paranoia was ready to be proven valid, she dropped the ball. Not even the slightest ping on her radar. I know Dr. White had been trying to quell her fears, and it had almost worked too well. She was missing out on such obvious signs… How was this possible? I’d spent the evening ‘working late’ while secretly out fucking another woman’s brains out. I come home hours later, way later than usual, my clothes probably a mess, my hair out of place, the forbidden smell of sinful sex probably still on me and… nothing. No response. How? How had I gotten away with it?

	The guilt hit me hard the next morning, and I pledged, despite my actions the previous night, to put in the effort to make things work. To ignore what I’d done and try to move on. To process my mistakes internally and not let slip any of the turmoil I was feeling. To carry the regret I had for the rest of my life as I tried to make it up to her. I put on a smile, acted the part of a good husband, and hoped that the act might turn into reality again.

	But I couldn’t shake the guilt. Dr. White had been right about everything, and my own actions had proved it. Could I just try to ignore the fact that I’d proven to be a terrible husband? That I’d betrayed my wife for the most superficial reasons possible? That I’d proven to still be consumed with desire for big tits and perfect asses, to the point where I’d betrayed my wife to satisfy that desire?

	It was SO good, though. Of course it was. The sex had been amazing, the best of my life. Her pussy, her ass… her spectacular tits… it was all just fucking incredible. But succumbing to those desires as I had… did it really mean that my marriage was doomed like Dr. White said? I loved Annie… I really did. I had to try to make it work. I couldn’t just leave her behind, ruin her life because of my error in judgment. People made mistakes all the time. Sure, mine was bigger than most, my mistake, I mean. But Dr. White’s words hung with me. Was I trying to support something that would inevitably fail? Was I fighting a losing battle? Was I destined to end up fucking slutty pussy for the rest of my life, betraying my wife again in the process? Despite all that, I had to try. I had to try to salvage this. I had to fight for Annie despite my mistakes.

	And for a couple days there, things were going really well. As good as could be, given the circumstances. I was being an extra attentive hubby, trying to demonstrate how devoted I was. I carried myself as normal, and gave away no signs of my inner chaos. And she seemed to respond, to the point where she said we should go out to dinner that Monday. Eager to prove myself to her, I accepted.

	That’s where the trouble began.

	The dinner started off good, but unfortunately for me, the waitress we had was absolutely gorgeous and had an incredible set of double-E tits stretching out her tight black top. And for the life of me I couldn’t stop thinking about them, to the point where I had trouble not staring. Even as me and Annie talked, I found myself distracted, watching the bubbly, big-boobed waitress sauntering about.

	If I behaved like the man Dr. White said I truly was, those tits could be mine. I could get my hands on them if I really wanted to. She was a very good waitress, and I could tell she was doing that thing where she was being extra chipper and attentive to someone she found attractive, enough to communicate that feeling but still have plausible deniability. She was attracted to me, but she was keeping everything above board, because she was dealing with a married man. But if I gave her the sign that I was down for something, I had no doubt she would follow up. I had no doubt she would give me her number. I had no doubt I would get my hands on those big tits of hers.

	I breathed a little easier after leaving the restaurant that night, shaken by my wayward thoughts, unhappy that I wasn’t able to enjoy the romantic night without drifting to thoughts of big tits. I felt so guilty about it that when Annie signaled that she was down to fool around, I declined, claiming to be too tired. When in reality… I just didn’t want to invite the comparison to other women. I didn’t want to be disappointed. She accepted this, because she loved me, and she trusted me, falling into a blissful slumber next to me. But my thoughts didn’t allow me to calm down, and I found myself an hour later jacking off in the bathroom to thoughts of that smoking hot waitress with the big tits. This was cum I should have given to my wife, but I’d rejected her not out of a lack of need, but of guilt. Without thinking about it, I’d opted to let the thought of a pair of massive boobs take preference over actual, real sex with my wife. And it was that thought that was on my mind when I went to sleep that night.

	Things didn’t get better as the week went on. Annie had her appointment with Dr. White, and when she mentioned that, I’m sure that I visibly tightened up. But she didn’t notice anything, of course. The whole time she was gone, I was afraid that Dr. White would slip up in some way and give away too much information, accidentally imply that me and her had done the deed. I should have known better, though, as Annie returned home just as chipper as she was when she left. I doubt she saw the relief on my face.

	Again, she wasn’t catching on to anything.

	We went out a few times that week, and every time, I found my eyes wandering. We went out to the movies, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the vacant, big-breasted starlet on the screen, hoping that she would find some excuse to go topless. We went out shopping, and I found myself gawking at the pretty young clerk with a big smile and even bigger breasts. Me and Annie went out on a walk, and of course we were walking behind a hot-bodied Latina with a mouthwatering ass, and this quiet romantic evening became anything butt for me.

	I was going crazy.

	Dr. White had made another appointment with me last time for this Friday, and for the whole time since, I’d promised myself I wouldn’t be going back. No. She was bad news. She was the root of all this chaos. Things had been good until I started in with her, and it had only gotten worse the deeper I’d gone. The two times I left her office, I felt more and more conflict. But the problem was, despite all that, each time I thought of her, my cock would turn to steel. Her words were constantly echoing in my mind. Her tits were haunting my dreams. My thoughts. My fantasies. I didn’t want to see her anymore, but then again, I wanted to see her more than anything.

	Despite my initial apprehension directly after the events of last Friday, I could just feel that I was talking myself into seeing her again. Clearly, I was a mess right now, and I needed someone to help me process things. My disobedient thoughts were out of control, and the small chance of getting real help from a trained therapist began to outweigh the risks. Those risks being the very likely chance that I would just end up balls deep inside her tight cunt once again, and that my hands and mouth would end up against her gigantic boobs once more.

	I know it seemed insane to be even considering going back to her now, after what I knew about her. But… I just couldn’t shake her sudden change in tone after the sex was done. At first, I thought it was an insane prospect for her to claim to be anything else but a slut after my big cock. But she didn’t break ‘character’ once the sex was over, to the point where I began to actually wonder if it all really was truly an exercise. An unorthodox one to be sure, but an exercise, nonetheless. Maybe she was in fact being truthful with me, to the point where her offer to talk things out after a week of turmoil post-fucking started to sound like a viable prospect. Because I couldn’t go on this way. The reward was starting to feel worth the incredible risk.

	I couldn’t help but consider that perhaps because she was right about my true feelings, my true nature, I was associating all those bad things with her. Maybe she wasn’t the cause, she was simply the messenger of the deeper issue. Maybe she was using her hot body as a vessel to help me reach catharsis. Maybe she was actually looking out for my best interest, acting like a filthy slut in order to help me improve.

	Look… I know it all sounds insane. But my mind was fraught. I needed to deal with this somehow. I needed to hope against hope that I was right, that Dr. White really wanted to help me. If I didn’t, then this probably only ended one way. If I was wrong about Dr. White it still ended that one way. The only possible chance at salvation was going back to see her.

	That’s how I found myself in her office Friday night after work, feeling a combination of dread and excitement. I probably looked unwell, a bundled nerve, coiled up and ready to snape. And when she appeared at the door, in a buttoned-up dark business suit with a silky purple top below it, showing just a minor hint of cleavage, I talked myself into believing that things were gonna be above board. That things were gonna turn out alright.

	However, when she again told the front desk girl that she could go home, I began to worry. But by that point, I was already ahead of the doctor in the hall. I literally couldn’t go back now. And besides, by the time I fully processed this, my legs had practically already carried me back into Dr. White’s office. I shook my head, clearing my concerns as I stepped into her office and went back to the fateful couch, sitting up straight and waiting for her to sit across from me. Waiting for her start our appointment. Ready for her to ask her questions.

	She didn’t even bother.

	Closing the door behind me, she sauntered casually towards me.

	“I have been waiting for this appointment all week…” she said with a grin as she got closer to her chair, unbuttoning her blazer casually as she did so. “I can barely think straight…” I didn’t have time to fully process what she said. With me watching, she walked right past her chair. Before I knew it, she stepped right up to me and planted her ass on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck as she moved in close. Looking at her face, I could almost see her professional veneer fully drop.

	“Welcome back, lover…” she purred, her tone heavy and lustful, smirking wickedly at my nervous face. “You ready for more?” She wasn’t even trying to be professional. She was being the ‘slut’ right from the start. She wasn’t even bothering to try to pretend otherwise. Fuck! It was only then I saw that there weren’t two sides of Dr. White. There was one. The slut. The scheming, cunning whore. I’d let this wicked slut sink her claws in me, and after a week of freedom, I’d walked right back into her clutches, hoping for a salvation that I knew deep down wasn’t there. As my cock began straining against her ass, I realized what a fool I’d been to think this would end any other way.

	She didn’t ask any questions before we got into it. The only thing she did with her mouth was inhale my cock to the root within two minutes of me sitting down, melting my brain and keeping me on edge with one of the best blowjobs I’d ever gotten. I didn’t even put up a token resistance to her doing this. I groaned lewdly when I came in her mouth, and she eagerly swallowed every drop of my massive load like the whore she was.

	Minutes later, I was returning the favor, first sucking and squeezing her large boobs before kneeling on the floor and going down on her, eating her out with my talented tongue till she gushed her juices into my mouth. With the edge now taken off of both of us, we were both ready to fully savor the main event. Ripping off the rest of our clothes, we spent what felt like the next hour just fucking each other’s brains out. Her on top of me, riding me while I drowned between her big tits. Spinning around, and riding me reverse cowgirl, allowing me to stare at her ass as she worked, while being able to reach around and squeeze her big tits as she bounced on me. When I came, I came deep in her hungry pussy as she screamed out in almost violent pleasure, her throat hoarse from the moaning as she came on me.

	It was only as things were wrapping up that she bothered asking me any questions. As I sat on the couch recovering, I watched her bare ass while she walked around gathering her clothes. As she replaced a detached earring, she looked up at me.

	“Do you feel better?” she asked, obviously having seen the turmoil on my face when I first arrived. When I looked down and gave a resigned, silent nod, she grinned. “It gets easier and easier, babe. Soon… you won’t feel any guilt at all…”

	I felt a cold sense of dread at this proclamation, fearing she was right.

	“So…” she began, putting on her other lost earring. “Same time next week?”

	Again, I nodded, feeling like an asshole for what I had just done. And what I would do again. Why bother trying to pretend otherwise? No matter what I said, no matter what I did, I would always end up talking myself into coming back here. And it would always go the same way.

	The next week played about the same as this one. It started with me trying to be the good husband to Annie. But as the week went on, the pressure inside me began to build. I found my eyes continuing to wander, but despite this, I felt no desire to touch my wife. As bad as it sounded, I had never been less compelled to touch my wife. I fired off load after load in her absence rather than give my wife a drop of it, finding that the more appealing prospect. But it was never enough. And by the time the next Friday rolled around, I found myself back in Dr. White’s office, as I knew I would. This time, I knew what was going to happen, with my hard, desperate cock very clearly knowing it as well.

	She seemed just as hungry as I was. I didn’t even make it to the couch. She forced me right back against the door and shoved her tongue down my throat. I later returned the favor and shoved my tongue in her ass, but not before fucking her on her desk, her ass sliding against the top of it as we went at it roughly. Barely any words. Just fucking. We never even made it to the couch that whole night as I fucked her on all fours on the floor, filling her ass with another giant wad of cum that had been bubbling in my nuts for days.

	By the next week, I was looking forward to our ‘appointment’, it going from a point of dread to the one bright spot of my week. A blessed pressure relief after a week of lustful buildup. I didn’t love the fact that I was still cheating, but… it was a raw physical need that I just had to indulge. There was no point pretending otherwise. And it was getting harder and harder for me to wait a week. And when I mentioned something along these lines during our next appointment, she made an offer.

	“You know, we don’t have to wait a week every time…” she said, pulling on her skirt. “And it doesn’t always have to be so formal…”

	“What do you mean?” I asked. She smiled patiently, resisting the urge to roll her eyes.

	“I mean, we don’t have to do everything here in my office. We can just… go back to my place… fuck there…” she said, her eyes flashing.

	It all seemed like a next step, especially that last part, but… this had long ago stopped feeling like a doctor/patient thing. We were lovers, and any other label was a guise at this point. Despite my best efforts, this would keep happening, and it probably made sense to make this a little more private. I looked at her and nodded, making her grin widely.

	I barely made it through the weekend. Knowing we could hook up anytime almost made it worse. Having the sex be at one set time allowed me to have some distance, but knowing it could happen whenever I wanted made it made it too tempting of a prospect to forget about. By the time Monday hit, I was desperately texting her, hoping we could meet up that night. She responded with a nude photo showcasing her huge tits and shaved cunt. She followed it up with a time and a place. 5:30. Her place. After work.

	I was there before she even got home.

	We went at it for hours in her big bed.

	When I finished the night by fucking her tits before cumming all over them once again, I felt a blissful relief. All that pressure gone. I was myself again, at least for the moment. But by the time I woke up the next morning, I found myself already thinking about when we could meet again. After that first out-of-office meeting, she seemed to never let me control the schedule. Whenever I reached out, she demurred, or she was busy. I knew this was a way to assert control, and I tried not to let myself be affected by it. But when she reached out, I didn’t have the same willpower or urge for control. I never said no to her. I just couldn’t.

	Despite Annie’s complete trust in me, she would have had to have been blind to not notice that I was spending so much more time away from her than usual. I mean, at one point, I spent the entire night at Dr. White’s place, claiming a sudden out-of-town conference. I cooked Dr. White a really nice breakfast that next morning, putting all my talents to good use for her and only her. When I got home, Annie told me she had frozen waffles for breakfast. As strange as it sounded, having her slum it even in such a small way while I gave another woman a gourmet breakfast… even that turned me on.

	To keep Annie from asking too many questions, I eventually relented, ‘making love’ to her in just the way she wanted. It would be the first time we had done it since I’d begun cheating on her, and yeah… it was about what you’d expect. Especially in contrast with my experiences with Dr. White, her efforts seemed woefully pathetic in comparison, but even for Annie, I was disappointed. It was just not good at all. I could barely muster the desire to give it to her good, half-heartedly doing the deed and getting it done fast. But she seemed satisfied by it, assuaged by my ‘loving’ efforts and half-smiles of satisfaction, not even sensing that I was working at like a 2% capacity of what I could do with a slut like Dr. White. But frankly, a woman like Annie, with her body… she should be thankful for anything she gets.

	Wait… what was I thinking?

	I kept having these wicked thoughts, and I couldn’t help it. My experiences with Dr. White were affecting my daily life. The way I thought about things. My hunger was only growing, and as it did, as my desire became so much more difficult to contain, I found the words she said in the heat of passion jumping out at me. Annie’s body was really inferior. I needed better. I deserved better. I really should never have to have sex with her again. I shook these thoughts away whenever they rose up, but that didn’t stop them from coming. It didn’t stop them from leaving their mark.

	Cheating on Annie had become less of a hang-up and more of a need. I felt guilty about cheating on her, but it was never enough to stop me. The desire for pussy, for ass, for big tits, that was weighing more on me than the guilt I was feeling for cheating on my wife. I loved my wife, I really did… but I kept cheating on her, over and over again. My eyes kept wandering to other women, occasionally finding a receptive party making eyes back at me. I physically couldn’t stop myself from indulging my wicked desires. I was drifting away from Annie despite my best efforts, and I was having trouble finding a reason to hold on. If the guilt wasn’t stopping me, why should I even bother thinking about it? Why should I even let myself feel it? And the fact that I kept getting away with it again and again only lessened my respect for her as a woman and a wife. It sounded bad, but it was true. How had she not figured this out?

	My desires kept growing and my guilt kept lessening as time passed. And as the weeks went on, I was at the point where I was so keyed up that I would be willing to meet every day with Dr. White if I could. But she would only meet with me once a week beyond our appointments, twice if I was lucky. I knew it was probably part of her design, stringing me along, letting my desires drive me crazy, but it was reaching the point where I simply needed more than her schedule allowed.

	I was thankful for the next week after when she decided to meet earlier in the week, Wednesday at 4:30 instead of Friday. I was a bundle of nerves, and I was ready for an outlet. I was ready to fuck. I was so in my own head, so lost in my desperate desires, that as I approached the entrance, I didn’t even see the person stepping out of the doors until I ran into them.

	After making contact with this woman I’d run into, I jumped back, startled and embarrassed. Seeing that I had made her drop her purse, I reached down to grab it, and when I looked up to hand it to her, who I saw standing in front of made me stop in my tracks.

	Holy shit!

	She was… fucking gorgeous. Absolutely stunning. Creamy pale skin. Long straight black hair flowing down to halfway down her back. Cool, icy light blue eyes, conveying a calm, casual indifference. Full, smooth, pouty lips, formed in a natural sneer that was so sexy it could make your cock throb. She was absolutely smoking hot, not in a classical beauty kinda way, but in a very dirty way. She was a 10 already, and her face wasn’t even the best part.

	She had absolutely gigantic breasts.

	Her breasts were seriously mammoth. Almost as big as watermelons, standing firm and proud on her slim chest, they looked to be as big as volleyballs stuffed in her tight top. That was not an exaggeration in the slightest. They were huge, bigger than even Dr. White’s. Her top was a thin cotton number, orange and white-striped, and it was straining against the massive boobs it was trying to contain. But it was cut tight enough to hug her impressive figure, namely her skinny waist. The sheer size of her tits were forcing her top outwards, lifting it up to expose her slim, taut midriff, her navel visible to me. The short-sleeved top left her lithe arms exposed, showcasing the impressive full sleeve of tattoos adorning her left arm, different colored designs combining in a collage decorating her fair skin. Fuck… the sight of all those tats… she was no saint, this one. No… there was something fundamentally filthy about her. And I loved it…

	Down below, she had a pair of tight, low-slung jeans adorning her legs, scooped so low it was almost shocking that you couldn’t see the goods down there. Visible in the reflection of the glass door behind her, you could see her ripe, round ass pushing out against the denim, the jeans so tight there it was practically painted on, molding to each round cheek of her shapely rear end. Her jeans clung to her long legs, ending at her ankles, where her bare feet were adorned with tan, high heeled sandals.

	I was taken aback, and in my current state, I couldn’t hide the desire in my eyes. Even though I could just tell her natural demeanor was somewhat disinterested, I could see her gorgeous face light up when she got a look at me.

	“Hi…” she said, her lips curling upwards into a small smile, a gesture that didn’t seem easy to earn from a woman like her.

	“Uh… hi,” I replied, suddenly nervous. Jesus… she was fucking hot, but that was an understatement. She was nuclear hot, and I found myself staring practically wide-eyed at this stunning creature. In my current state, I fully admit that I found myself struggling to not look at her gigantic tits with hunger in my eyes. But when I found myself able to meet her gaze, I saw an almost equal level of hunger in her eyes as she pulled her gaze up just in time to meet mine. A loaded silence hung between us until she spoke up.

	“Marriage problems?” she asked. I was slightly surprised.

	“What?” I said, kinda shocked. She smiled, a gesture that on her face that couldn’t help but look a little wicked.

	“A guy like you with a ring on his finger… no wife around… and Dr. White’s usually the only one here this time of day… it could only be one thing,” she replied in a breathy yet heavy voice.

	“Uh…” I began nervously, finding myself unable to lie. “Yeah, I guess you could say that.” At this, she seemed to smile a bit wilder, a gesture that made her look even more wicked.

	“Yeah, I’ve met a lot of guys like that…” she added, eyes locked in on me, biting on her lower lip. Her grin grew a bit wider before speaking again. “At this point, I’m probably just as good as the doctor at figuring out what a guy like you needs…” she hinted, eyes flashing with mischief.

	Jesus… she was hitting on me. A woman this fucking hot was hitting on me. In my years since getting married, I’d been lightly flirted with but not to any great degree, most of them showing deference to the ring on my finger. But this woman… she acknowledged the ring on my finger, and kept moving forwards anyway. She was confident. She was sexy. And I just knew… she was a total slut. I could just tell. My slut alarm had been working overtime lately, and it was pinging like crazy right now.

	Suddenly panicking, fearful of what would happen if I stayed out here to long with this gorgeous creature, I felt compelled to end this conversation for fear of making an even more dangerous mistake.

	“Well, uh… I gotta get going. Appointment, I mean. I’m sorry for, uh, running into you,” I stammered. It’d been a long time since I’d been this tongue tied.

	“I’m not…” she said simply, her eyes locked on me, like a huntress staring down her prey. I gulped nervously as I tried to step to the side to move around her. Still looking at me, she spoke up. “Maybe we can run into each other again sometime…”

	Feeling a nervous sweat on my brow, I nodded at her and smiled nervously. Her eyes stayed locked on me as I got around her, and it was only when I got behind her that she began to move. When my hand landed on the door, I glanced back at her as she was walking away. As if we were on the same wavelength, she glanced back at me at nearly the same moment. She must have seen my eyes glued to her ass, shaking side-to-side as she sauntered away. Gulping again, I turned away and entered the building.

	Still a bit charged up from this interaction with this mystery woman, I gave it extra good to Dr. White minutes later. Bending her over her desk, my hands roughly gripping her tits, my cock buried up her ass, I was fucking her with extra oomph as I felt especially turned on. Getting a bit rough and yanking at her hair, I buried myself fully up her ass as I came, filling her tight ass with cum, thoughts of both Dr. White and the mystery tattooed woman responsible for the massive wad I fired out of me.

	After I redressed, I sat down on the couch, worried about the fact that I was only getting more and more consumed with need as the weeks went on. Fully redressed as well, but still quite sweaty, Dr. White sat across from me in her chair, smiling calmly at me.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked. I shook my head and looked down.

	“I can’t stop thinking about sex…” I admitted. I looked up at her, fire in my eyes. “I need more. I… can we meet more often? Please?” I asked desperately. She smiled.

	“You’re not my only patient, Eddie,” she stated vaguely, and for a moment, I wondered if she was saying that I wasn’t the only patient she was having sex with. As strange as it sounded, I felt a little bit hurt. Then again, I was the asshole cheating on his wife, and she was the slut who’d enabled it all, so I suppose I shouldn’t be. Sensing this, she spoke up. “Eddie, let me be clear… you are a fantastic fuck! Your dick does things to me that… fuck… it’s as if it’s designed to make women cum. I mean it! Your cock drives me crazy! Honestly… I can’t get enough. Part of me wants to just quit my job and devote the rest of my life to getting drilled by your big, perfect married dick! Seriously. There’s just about nothing I would love more. But… I meant it when I told you that what we’ve been doing here is a major breakthrough in my field. We’ve found something together, and I would be derelict in my duty to not explore it deeper. When I say I’m a busy woman, I mean it.”

	I nodded, feeling both better and worse. Better that she was validating that I more than met her high standards in terms of fucking, but worse that there was no hope that we could be doing it more often.

	“But I’m not a jealous woman,” Dr. White said. ‘If I was, I would have pushed Annie out of the picture weeks ago and claimed my spot as your slut for life!’ My cock lurched at the thought. “But Eddie… my goal was never to be your one and only woman. Like I said, I would fucking love to, but it’s not in the cards right now. We can keep this going, we can keep fucking whenever we have the chance, but… I suspect it will never be enough for you now. And that’s great. You were being starved for good sex for too long in your marriage, and through our work together, you have confronted your true wants and desires! Now, you’re free to explore. You’re not bound to Annie anymore… and you don’t have to be devoted to me either. A stud like you deserves all the sex you can get. Annie will never be able to give you anything close to what you hunger for. And I am far too busy to be the devoted slut you need! But there’s a whole big world out there, and I’m sure with a guy like you…” she said, looking me up and down approvingly. “You won’t have any trouble finding what you want…”

	There was another long pause before she continued.

	“But until you do… I’ll see you next week.”

	Her words hung with me as I left her office. I found myself standing just outside the entrance, and my mind was flashing to hours before, when I ran into that dark-haired tattooed woman, one of the hottest women I’d ever laid eyes on. I looked back at Dr. White’s office, then I looked forwards, my gaze looking in the same direction it had been looking earlier today when that woman was walking away.

	Dr. White was right, of course. I was freed up. After all I’d done with Dr. White, I had long since forgone any real loyalty towards my wife. My actions proved I didn’t feel bound to stay devoted to Annie. I’d cheated once, cheated decisively, and every chance I had to walk away I just kept going in deeper. I had no excuses. I’d wanted this. I still wanted it. I wanted more.

	There was a whole world out there, and I’d been locked in a corner for so long. But now I wasn’t.

	Now I was free.

	 

	 

	 

	(Dr. White)

	I stood at the window, overlooking the parking lot, waiting for my next patient to arrive. But my mind, as it had been a lot lately, was focused on Eddie.

	The progress he’d made was stunning. Truly stunning. As soon as I’d successfully seduced him, he’d fallen right back into his old ways. Of course, there was the standard guilt and regret in the immediate aftermath, but after a week or so of being reminded what marital ‘bliss’ really was like, all it took was the gentlest push to get him buried right back in my pussy. After a couple weeks of that, he stopped voicing those regrets. Eventually, the only thing he was doing was begging for more. We fucked during our appointments once a week, but as expected, that soon wasn’t enough for him. We eventually started hooking up at my place. And that’s when I began to question where this was all going for me.

	Not that I didn’t want this. If anything, I was loving it too much. And with Eddie in my bed, having some of the best sex of my life, I couldn’t help but think of the future. Hey, I’m a girl… it’s hard for your mind not to go there. With him and me naked between the sheets, all I could think about was throwing it all away for a lifetime of this, and the prospect sounded mighty tempting. Throwing it all away just to be this married man’s slut for life… Fuck, it sounded so hot! I wanted to be Eddie’s ultimate ‘big-titty girl’! Haha! That would so amazing! Getting that dick literally every day would be a dream. The prospect of it really was tempting.

	Too tempting.

	As much as every fiber of my being wanted that… I just couldn’t. The work I was doing, the discoveries I had just made… they were incredible. Unethical, sinful, but incredible, nonetheless. I was willing to push those boundaries. I was willing to make those sacrifices. I was willing to take that risk in order to discover new depths of understanding about human sexuality. Not just the surface level stuff, but the real nitty gritty, fucked up shit they don’t like to talk about. The truths that aren’t so pretty, that don’t paint the rosiest pictures of marriage and human nature. I was willing to go there.

	That’s why I wasn’t able to take things any further with Eddie. You don’t start a marathon, and stop after mile one because you meet a cute boy. No, the marathon, the work… that was the goal, and I was gonna take it all the way. Eddie was amazing, and he would be more than worth it… but I had to see this through. It was my purpose.

	Then again, I was not about to leave Eddie out in the cold.

	“Dr. White?” Ashely, my receptionist said, poking her head in my office and getting my attention. “Krystal’s here for her appointment.”

	“Send her in!” I said with a smile. Ashley stepped aside, and in stepped Krystal. Even as another woman, I was always taken aback by how stunning she was. Long, straight black hair, gorgeous face, smooth pale skin, an ass so hot it could melt steel, and tits that were fucking melons. Even bigger than mine. They were that big. Even her sleeve of tattoos, which I normally wasn’t a huge fan of… it’s a look that really worked on her. It fit her to a T.

	I mentioned her to Eddie during our fateful second appointment. She’s a recovering sex addict. In her prime, she was fucking multiple times a day, every day. Absolutely insatiable, she went from man to man, driven solely by pure sexual need, using her luscious body in the most sinful manner possible. She was the one who had the idea to always fuck on the first date, to cut to the chase and see if there was sexual chemistry before even pursuing a relationship further.

	She’d spent years consumed with sexual desires, a textbook sex addict, shamelessly fucking around with any man or woman she could sink her claws into. But she eventually wanted more. As much fun as she was having fucking two or three times a day, it wasn’t enough for her. She did have a drive to get married and start a family, and all that fucking she was doing was getting in the way of that. Not that she didn’t like it, not that she wanted to stop all the fucking, it was just proving to be an obstacle to one of her other goals. And after years of yearning for it, she had decided to make the healthy, mature decision to put her sinful pursuits aside and try to be a better person, in order to achieve the other major goals she wanted. She had gone to school and was trained as a nurse, and she was doing well for herself thanks to my help. But I just knew that if she could somehow circle that square, if she could weave that narrow path to get a fulfilling life with a husband and a family, while still getting all that nasty, fucked up sex she clearly loved, the intense all-consuming level of fucking that she wished she could have… she would do it. Krystal would throw it all away if she could find that one perfect scenario, that one dream man who would put a ring on her finger, spoil her rotten, fuck her three or four times a day, and pump her full of babies.

	In fact, I was banking on it.

	After we finished our initial greetings, Krystal sat down on the couch and I sat across from her in my chair. I then moved in with the first of the weekly questions I always asked her.

	“So, Krystal, have there been any moments since we last met where you found your old feelings rising back up?” I asked casually. She usually answered that she was doing well, but when those feelings did rise up, she always admitted to it. A handsome doctor at work. A patient she found incredibly sexy. Some guy she ran into while shopping. And again, I was banking on that honesty.

	“Actually, when I was leaving here a week ago, I ran into the hottest fucking guy. Oh my God!” she effused, her rising nipples apparent beneath her thin purple top. “He was tall and handsome, and just like a fucking man, you know? He was married, of course, but damn… the old me would have practically jumped him. I barely held myself back a week ago. Seriously, I wanted to fuck his brains out! But…” she paused, breathing deep. “I held back. I was a good girl! But fuck… all I could think about was that this was a guy I would throw it all away for. I swear I’m right. He was that fucking hot! All I could think about was riding his big dick, cause I just know a guy like him has a huge cock. I wanted to ride his big dick, swallow it down my throat, take it up my ass, the whole deal! I couldn’t stop thinking about him that whole night. This whole last week, really. But especially at night… when I’m alone… with my dildo. But like I said, I was a good girl. I really… fuck… I really wanted to be a bad girl, but I held back. Barely.” She held my gaze, her eyes blazing with heat.

	I acted like I was searching my memories for who she was talking about, but I knew the answer. I knew the answer because I’d planned it that way. I’d moved Eddie’s appointment that week for just such a run-in. I wanted Krystal to meet Eddie. I wanted him to meet her.

	I wanted them to be together.

	“Oh!” I said, as if a revelation just hit me. “I know who you’re talking about.” I said with a smile.

	“You do?” she asked.

	“He… well, I can’t talk too many specifics, of course,” I began, before pausing. “But… actually… he wouldn’t be so bad for you. He’s put together, has a great job, has money, has… well… I shouldn’t say that…”

	“Oh my God! What? Tell me everything!” she demanded, eyes blazing, loving everything she was hearing.

	“I can’t get too specific about another patient,” I began, but her insistent stare was enough to convince me. Smiling, I continued. “Let’s just say… he’s on a similar journey as you,” I said, holding her gaze. Quickly, she put it together.

	“Is he a sex addict, like me?” she asked. I could then see the pieces click in her mind. “Oh! He is an addict! And he came here without his wife because he’s trying to be a good man. He’s trying not to fuck around! Oh my God, he is just like me, isn’t he?” she asked excitedly. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders.

	“Oh my God, THAT guy can’t stop fucking? Holy shit!” she effused.

	“I can neither confirm nor deny,” I said vaguely, a small smile creeping up my lips. But she got the message, pursing her lips as she smirked, her darker edge rising to the surface.

	“You gotta tell me more… tell me everything! What’s his name? What’s his social security number? I want to know everything!” she gushed, clearly excited. I held up my hands to talk her down.

	“Like I said, it would be irresponsible for me to tell you anymore,” I said, with a sad smile. She opened her mouth to reply quickly, but she stopped and caught herself, opting to take a different tact.

	“Well…” she began. “If he is such a good match for me, wouldn’t the responsible thing for you to do would be to match us up together? Wouldn’t that kill two birds with one stone? Throw two sex addicts in a room… everyone leaves satisfied!” she joked.

	“Krystal,” I began, smiling patiently. “I can’t support you regressing on all the progress you’ve made.”

	“I mean… it’s not like I’m not allowed to have sex,” she replied. “I still like fucking! It’s just… putting things in their proper place. Right? If this guy can give me everything I want, and he can fuck me like crazy as well… then what’s the problem?”

	I smiled proudly. She’d done it. She’d made the connection I’d hoped she would. She was right, her and Eddie made so much sense together that it was impossible to ignore. But still… I had to maintain some sort of professional decorum.

	“Krystal, I can’t formally give you any privileged information,” I began, and her expression fell ever so slightly. “But…” I said, making her eyes flash with excitement. “What I can do is tell you that he has an appointment here on Friday at 4:30. So if you happened to be here for, say… to handle some sort of billing issue, or whatever, and you were to run into him like you did last week, then what happens next is entirely out of my control.”

	I looked at her, and she looked back at me, her eyes twinkling in appreciation for me helping her. Her face lit up with a fire and determination that I hadn’t seen in a long time, and her nipples quite visibly stiffened beneath her top. She had a target, and she had a purpose.

	Eddie didn’t stand a chance.

	 

	 

	 

	I was watching two days later from that same spot by the window. Krystal had showed up to my office in her slutty best, wearing flip flops, stretchy black booty shorts that barely covered her ass, the tight material molding to her rear like a second skin. This left her long legs exposed, showing off a few more tattoos there. Up higher, she was exposing a very prominent whale-tail, her red thong pulled up lewdly above the hem of her shorts and over her hips. Her tight, flimsy black top with some band logo on the front exposed a healthy amount of midriff and an obscene amount of cleavage, using an extra tight bra to push her boobs up and make them look pornographic. Her arms were exposed as well, showcasing her sleeve of tats again, completing the slut goddess look she was going for.

	She had no reason to be here, especially as early as she had arrived, but she was not gonna miss out on seeing Eddie again. She was attracting a lot of looks as well as she hung around the waiting room, but I supported the fiction enough, going along with her as we discussed a few made-up billing issues. The looks we shared, communicating both her excitement and my tacit support, made me feel like we were on the same level. Sisters in sluthood. Women helping women.

	I made my way back to my office as she ‘left’, knowing Eddie would be there in minutes. And sure enough, by the time I got back to my spot by the window, I could see him approaching the building. And at the same time, I could see her approaching him, shaking her ass as she moved towards him with purpose. I saw the act she was putting up, as if it was just a coincidence that they had run into each other again. His eyes went wide as he saw her, and his eyes remained glued to her hot body as they began chatting.

	I could see the few nervous glances he cast towards the building as they got to know each other, but that soon dissipated as I could see their connection forming within minutes. Their conversation got a little smoother and easier, and I could see her take one confident step closer to him. At this, I saw him take longer, more nakedly heated stares at her delicious body, unable to help himself. I saw her make light, teasing contact, the first bit of physical bonding in what was sure to get more frequent. As they got closer and closer, I could see that they were clearly on a one-way track to fucking, it was just a matter of time. Like, a matter of minutes. I only looked away when there was a knock at my door and Ashley poked her head in.

	“Do you want me to stick around, or are you gonna close up on your own?” she asked.

	“You can take off,” I replied with a smile. She turned around and closed the door, and when I looked back at the parking lot, my eyes were wide.

	Krystal’s tongue was in Eddie’s mouth.

	Yes! They were going for it! She was all up on him, pushing him against a car, my car in fact, as they made out. She was practically humping against him, and I watched as his hands went down to cup her juicy ass. As it kept going on, their dry humping only got more obscene, his hands eagerly groping her ass, pulling her against him as they went at it.

	I saw Ashley appear in the parking lot, sneaking a peek and hiding a shocked look at watching this couple making out so lewdly in the parking lot. She could barely contain her nervous grin as she walked by them. But if they recognized her presence, they didn’t show it. If anything, things only got more heated, with him leaning down and rubbing his face against her massive tits, and as he did so he reached up and cupped them through her top, eagerly squeezing them. At the same time, I saw her reach down and begin squeezing his dick through his pants, making him shudder.

	I kept watching as they went at it, curious as to how far they would go. I eventually saw her grab his scalp roughly and whisper something in his ear. Moments later, he practically carried her to his car. Instead of going at then and there, they clearly decided to retire to a place where they could really stretch out and go at it, most likely her place. But that didn’t mean the ride there would be uneventful, as I saw her working over his crotch with her hands once he settled into the driver’s seat, pulling out his big hard married cock from his pants. And just before they turned out of sight, I saw her leaning down face first to swallow that cock whole.

	Once they were gone, I closed my eyes and sighed, my nipples stiffening. Jesus… knowing that those two people would never have met without me… knowing that those two were gonna be fucking because of me and my maneuvering… fuck! It was indescribably hot. Toying with their lives, manipulating it so those two would go to town on each other… Jesus fucking Christ! It was so hot.

	Knowing I had warped Eddie’s future to the point where I was fixing him up with a complete sex addict who would indulge all his worst impulses, the thought was almost enough to get me off without even touching myself. It was hot in a way I couldn’t fully process yet. I had to put my hand on the glass to hold myself up. Playing God with their lives in order to get them to mutually indulge their darkest desires and my own in the process… fuck, I could do this over and over again and it would never get old.

	Smiling proudly as the soon to be happy couple zoomed away, I took a deep calming breath and stepped back. Knowing Eddie had blown off our appointment to fuck this new slut of his, I whistled to myself as I closed up early.

	My work was done.

	 

	 

	 

	I met with both Eddie and Krystal a few times in the subsequent weeks and months. As I worked on other projects, other people, other men, I kept one toe in their business to complete the story. Finalize their respective cases.

	Eddie played coy at first, but I didn’t have to twist him too much to get him to admit to the truth. He described his encounter with Krystal liked he’d endured a battle, a fearsome force of nature that he barely survived but would willingly endure again. I savored every juicy detail of what him and Krystal had done together, and I could admit I was impressed. I beamed with pride as he shared all these juicy details with me, knowing he never would have done so without my intervention.

	We kept meeting, and we kept fucking, at least for a few more weeks, but I could quickly tell his attention was elsewhere. He was consumed with desire for Krystal, and frankly… he didn’t need me anymore. And eventually, l let him know that. She was more than enough woman for him, and he didn’t need any more guidance from me. My work with him was complete. I left the door open for him to come and meet with me if he ever wanted to, but I released him from his obligation. He seemed unsure at first as I finalized an ending for our weekly trysts, but sure enough, he didn’t show up at my office again.

	I met with Krystal for a little longer. She was happy to go into greater detail about the unholy amounts of fucking her and Eddie were taking part in. Even for me, some of the things she said and did almost made me blush. I kept up more of an act with her, playing a little more innocent. I warned her about trying to maintain a healthy devotion to her self-improvement despite having entered a relationship with Eddie, and to a point I meant it. I had been seeing her for a while and I did care about her and her growth. Then again, it would be way hotter to me if she succumbed to full-blown sex addiction again, all because of me, so I couldn’t say for sure how strong my warnings were.

	And at first she seemed receptive, telling me that she was still doing her best, that she was really trying to maintain the balance she’d discovered. But as the weeks went on, I could tell that this argument wasn’t holding as much weight. Krystal told me how she really, really enjoyed fucking Eddie, and she was having trouble slowing down. She really didn’t want to stop. A week or two later, she confessed that she had never been more in love with a man than she was with Eddie, the fucking was that good. And her desire to be a functioning member of society was clearly fading, as she started discussing with me all the reasons she didn’t actually really need a job, and I could quickly surmise where this was all going. Sure enough, a week or two later, she admitted that she’d lost her job because she literally couldn’t pull herself off of Eddie, and she really didn’t seem to be bothered by that fact. She said that they’d been going for a record amount of fucking that day, doing it five or six times, and they’d achieved their goal and then some.

	I got a few glimpses at where Eddie’s head was at through these discussions. Based on what Krystal was saying, he was taking more and more time to be with her. Abandoning his obligations to his work by taking more time for himself, and his obligations towards Annie, taking literally more time away from her solely to be with another woman. He was playing with fire if he was hoping to keep Annie in the dark. She was a bit clueless, but she wasn’t completely stupid. Knowing how paranoid Annie could be, she was gonna start asking questions.

	Krystal seemed especially merciless whenever Annie came up, speaking her name with venom whenever she came up in conversation. She was an obstacle getting in the way of her pleasure, and that made the claws come out. Krystal had decisively become a nicer person in her journey of self-improvement, but as she regressed into her old ways, so did her attitude. Some of the things she said… she was callous, and cruel. But God damn was she a force to be reckoned with. I would not want to get on her bad side. Luckily, I was not, and neither was Eddie, judging by the worshipful tone she gushed about him in. I knew that just as well as she did, but I didn’t let on too much. She was playing for keeps, and I had no doubt that things would reach a point where Annie would be cut of the picture. And soon.

	It happened a few weeks later.

	Annie came to my office, sobbing, in a truly crushed state. When I pushed through her tears and got to ask her what had happened, she finally was able to get the words out.

	Sensing something off the previous few weeks, she’d snuck a peek at Eddie’s phone when he was in the shower. And the evidence wasn’t even well hidden. Annie had found texts from multiple women to Eddie, including nude photos. I played the role of a sympathetic party, but I knew way more than she let on, and I did my best to contain that knowledge. Annie had forwarded the texts to herself, so she was able to show me them, and I hid my smile when I saw some of the texts Eddie and I had shared, including some of the photos I sent his way. No names were attached to the phone number or any of our messages, thank goodness, so she didn’t suspect me in the slightest. I wanted to be kind to Annie, as she was clearly crushed, but when the first bit of evidence I saw was a picture of my own tits that I had sent to her husband, it was hard not to smile. I really liked Annie, but seeing that she didn’t suspect a thing… it was hard to see someone you like be so clueless. I confess it made me respect her even less.

	But the majority of the evidence she showed me was from his affair with Krystal. With the true ferocity of an addict, she had clearly been blowing up his phone over the last few months. Not only with some truly vicious words about Annie, but all the things she planned to do to Eddie or did do to Eddie. And again, Krystal didn’t hold back, saying things that made even me wince. She wasn’t wrong, of course, but she was a straight-up cunt about it. Eddie didn’t seem to mind, of course, responding to her just as avidly. He didn’t hold back either as they talked openly about what they’d been doing together. Some truly filthy stuff…

	And that wasn’t even discussing the sexts they’d sent to each other. She was more upfront about it, and for the first time, I got to see all the goods. Her blimp-like tits were as good as advertised, her ass looked even better bare than it did clothed, and she had tattoos all over. Her body seemed designed for the sole purpose of fucking, and I realized now what a fool’s errand it had been to try to convince Krystal otherwise. She was clearly reveling in using her hot body for its intended purpose again, and she enjoyed showing it off for Eddie. She had sent pictures of her gorgeous face, her tits, her pussy, her ass. Everything. And they always met with Eddie’s approval. As the texts went on, I could see Eddie get more confident in their affair, even sending a few juicy dick pics her way. And it was clear by the way he was talking about Annie that he wasn’t holding back for her sake in the slightest. His feelings for his wife had clearly gone down the drain. He was nearly as vicious as Krystal was.

	I was so proud.

	God, seeing what I’d done to him, how far I’d corrupted him to the point where he was openly badmouthing his wife, the woman he claimed to love, and taking part in an affair with an evil, slutty sex addict… fuck, it was so fucking hot! I could feel my nipples stiffen beneath my top.

	I looked up at Annie’s sobbing face, doing my best to maintain an even demeanor. I smiled sadly, reassuring her.

	“How could he?” she sobbed. “I can’t believe he would do this! He… Jesus… I trusted him, and I believed in him… but he’d been acting so weird lately. I just had to know! And this… I couldn’t imagine he would do anything like this! With that… with that slut!”

	“I’m so sorry, hon,” I replied. “I know I told you after me and him met that it was possible he could cheat, but… I never would have expected this. I’m so sorry.”

	“I can’t believe he would do this…” she cried. “This isn’t the man I married. How could he do this! He loves me!”

	“Hon…” I began, stifling a grin at what I was about to say. “It could be a lot of things. But maybe… maybe this is in fact who he is. Perhaps he’s always had these desires. He’s just hid them away because he knew you couldn’t keep up with them. And maybe… he tried so hard to stifle them, but doing so made them come back. He tried to hide them for your sake, but… maybe he just couldn’t contain them anymore. Maybe he sensed your paranoia, and that pushed him into the arms of that woman. Or maybe you weren’t paranoid enough, missing obvious signs. Who knows? It could be lots of things. But hon… trust me, you have to believe that this is his fault.”

	She looked up at me, crushed that, despite me saying he was the one at fault, every criticism I made gently implied that this was all in fact her fault. Which frankly… it kinda was. She never should have tried to marry someone so far out of her league, someone whose tastes she could never keep up with. It was never gonna be the fairy tale she wanted it to be. Sure, there was a chance they could live a lifetime together unscathed, I grant that, more than I let on to Eddie during our meetings together. But something like this happening… her husband leaving her for another woman, it would always be in play, especially with the type of women I’ve been seeing rise up lately. That’s what she signed up for marrying a hunk like him. All it took was a slut like me to push the issue. Annie’s face was truly crestfallen as I seemed to ‘inadvertently’ throw the blame her way, a new wave of tears began flowing out of her.

	“Here…” I said, acting warm and friendly and innocent, opening my arms for the crushed woman. Nodding sadly, she approached me and received my hug. I pulled her in tightly as I comforted her, but I couldn’t help but press my big tits against her inferior pair. As bad as it sounded, I wanted her to be reminded of this fact even in this moment of true despair, and additionally… fuck, this sounds really bad. But it was really hot knowing that I was rubbing the weapons I’d used to corrupt Eddie against the woman he was married to, the woman who’d been demolished in this whole process. These tits had ruined her marriage and destroyed her life, and in this moment, she had no choice but to take it. I made her take it. She had no choice but to feel my massive boobs overwhelming her miniscule pair in this moment of her greatest misery, further emphasizing her insecurity. With my face out of sight of hers, I finally let loose the cocky smirk I’d been holding in this entire tame. As I rubbed my boobs against her, my stiff nipples pressing into her, I could feel her tense up ever so slightly. Not so much to suspect anything, but enough to notice for sure.

	“It’ll be okay,” I said, rubbing her back, my boobs pressing into her pathetic flat chest firmly. “It’ll be okay.”

	 

	 

	 

	Eddie and Annie divorced not long after this. I comforted Annie all through it, and she never suspected a thing about my role in all this. In fact, we were meeting more often due to the fallout of her marriage’s disintegration. So, that was good news for me, in so many ways.

	Many months later, she began dating a new man. A man that frankly couldn’t compare to Eddie in the slightest, and one she clearly felt less passion for, but he was more on her level, which was probably for the best. This was a relationship that was far more likely to last than her previous attempt of roping down someone so far out of her league. And the good thing for her was… I didn’t find him desirable in the slightest, so she’d get no interference on my part. She was in the clear in that sense.

	But I confess that I found myself somewhat disappointed in her downfall. With my previous case, Jenny had completely cratered after discovering her husband cheating on her, and as bad as it sounded, that made it way hotter. Knowing that sex could be that sinful, that powerful, to affect someone else so strongly… God damn, it was just really fucking hot! There’s no better way to say it! The unholy fucking between Gina and Matt had conjured something so strong that it had broken poor Jenny. Part of me had hoped for a repeat here with Annie, to start out my pursuit of knowledge with a bang. Perhaps it was due to her strength of character, but Annie hadn’t crumbled. Sure, she had faltered, she’d been beaten down emotionally, but she was still maintaining. That said a lot about her as a person, but damn… it wasn’t as much fun for me! I’d have to keep thinking on this, try to figure out if it was still possible to recapture that magic…

	As for Eddie and Krystal, I only got a few glimpses at them over that first few months of their coupling, nothing much, the occasional small check-in. At first, they were just consumed with each other, and I didn’t want to get in the way, so for a bit there, I was kinda in the dark. This lasted for a little while, until, funnily enough, Annie brought me some new information about them.

	In the immediate aftermath of her break-up, before she met her new guy, she was in a really bad place, reaching the point where she was cyberstalking her ex-husband. Seeing what he had been up to since breaking up with her. I gleaned a few things second-hand from her, before telling her this wasn’t a productive thing for her to be spending her nights doing. But once we were done that night, I realized that it was a fruitful line of investigation for me to be doing. So, doing a bit of cyberstalking myself, I quickly pulled up their social media. And for the first time in a while, I got to actually see what Eddie had been up to.

	Just looking at his Facebook page alone, I learned so much. Him and Krystal were married now, as they clearly didn’t wait long after the divorce. And Krystal seemed to revel in showing her and him off, posting a lot of pictures of them together. A lot of pictures. Him, looking handsome and studly, plus that extra bit of sexual confidence he had gained that made him look fucking irresistible. Her, often dressed in very revealing clothing, clinging to her new man, always on his arm, the perfect, sexy couple everyone wished they could be a part of. But most couldn’t. Only people on their level could. In that sense, they were aspirational.

	It was obvious just looking at these pictures that her and him were all over each other, probably spending every chance they could having sex. And knowing what I knew about them, that meant at least 2-3 times a day, and more likely probably even more than that. They were both addicts to this shit, and they had found their perfect match in each other.

	There were beach pictures, her in a very slutty thong bikini showing off show so much skin, him wearing one of those snug bicycle-short style trunks, the type you need to be at a certain level of fitness and attractiveness to pull off. And yeah… he pulled it off. His bulge was evident through the tight material, something that I doubt was an accident with Krystal taking the picture.

	And funnily enough, because it was something I had offhandedly mentioned to him during one of our appointments, but he had gone back to his high school class reunion with his new woman. If he had any hesitance about showcasing his true desires, you sure wouldn’t know it. I saw a picture from this event, with Krystal on his arm, wearing a sleeveless purple dress so tight it looked painted on, supported solely by her big tits, which were being very lewdly displayed in the slinky dress.

	And funnily enough, scrolling through some of the other pictures, I saw a familiar name tagged. Callie, that girl he’d run into that had sent him into an existential crisis by mentioning his reputation for dating ‘big-titty girls’. She’d run into him and Krystal at the reunion, taking a few pictures with the couple. The first one clearly had her giving a pointed look to Eddie, seeing him not even try to hide the predilections he swore he didn’t have. But in another photo, with Eddie in the middle, Krystal pressed up to him on one side, and with his arm around Callie on the other side, one other fact had become clear.

	She got breast implants.

	She’d claimed that she wasn’t Eddie’s type of girl because of her lack of endowments. When I told Eddie that she clearly wanted to fuck him, and her lashing out by making the ‘big-titty girl’ comment was her being upset she could never have him, Eddie denied it categorically. He supposedly knew better. But clearly, I was right. She’d gotten some pretty sizable breast implants after their last run-in, and all of a sudden, Eddie was being extra friendly. Coincidence, I doubt it. She did want him! I was right. I was fucking right! I shook my head and smiled when I saw that.

	“Fucking bitch,” I said to myself.

	Judging by the fact that there were more pictures of Callie hanging out with the couple after this event, it was clear that she’d wiggled her way into their lives, more than likely through a three-way. And seeing that they were hanging out, Callie and Krystal in bikinis around a pool… I would say it went well. And I would also say that I had little doubt that Callie would be the last woman who joined the happy couple in the bedroom. And it was doubtful she was the first.

	I went back to photos from his class reunion, marveling at the man I knew. Eddie… he was just so open about his desires now. He wasn’t holding back. He wasn’t ashamed. He clearly loved it. He was reveling in it. He had been so ashamed of his desires before, so concerned with his reputation and what all his peers thought of him. Now, he’d literally gone back among those old peers at this reunion with a woman who had tits the size of watermelons, shamelessly parading this fact to all them. He’d made his choice, and now he was at least being open about it. But I suspected even his peers were shocked at how open he was about the type of women he likes. He wasn’t even trying to deny it anymore.

	I loved it.

	I loved seeing his growth. I loved seeing him accept his desires. I loved that he was with someone who could satisfy him the way he deserved every fucking day. And judging by his most recent post, Krystal was pregnant with their first baby. That fact made me smile for so many reasons. First, he’d been so responsible and was trying to wait to have kids with Annie, when clearly deep down he just didn’t want to have kids with her, as proven by him knocking Krystal up right away. And secondly… that baby would literally not be here without me. My manipulations had brought that child to this world, and that filled me with a major rush of excitement.

	It also spurred me into reaching out to her, calling her, hoping to catch up. She clearly seemed overjoyed to be pregnant, so ready to be a mommy, and she told me that she couldn’t wait to have more babies. She wanted a whole gaggle of them. I was so happy for her.

	I wasn’t sure how much she knew about what I’d done with Eddie, but pretty quickly I caught on that she knew everything. And this fact became clear as she had obviously made the same conclusion I had, that they wouldn’t be together without me, so she told me that they were gonna name their baby Jennifer, after me.

	I was honestly touched, and I couldn’t believe I was beginning to get a little emotional.

	Then, mere seconds after saying that, she invited me to join her and Eddie in a surprise, extra nasty three-way, which certainly took some of the emotion out of her previous statement. But I accepted the offer, obviously, and… haha, funnily enough, I literally went from an appointment with Annie, left my office, and proceeded to fuck her ex-husband and the slut who’d fully stolen him from her. And, yeah, as we did it, the slut who’d stolen her man was pregnant with her ex-husband’s first child.

	It was so fucked up, and I fucking loved it!

	Watching them together, seeing them in action, watching their bodies move in concert, I realized now more than ever that I’d made the right choice pairing them off. They were perfect for each other. I had told him before that his soulmate probably had huge tits, and I was pretty confident that I’d been proven right. And he was equally a good match for her. A big cocked, successful man who could spoil her rotten and give her lots of babies. That was her dream. Seeing their house… big, lots of rooms, a pool, a fancy kitchen. She was living the life of her dreams, a life few got to achieve, especially women considered far more productive to society, but damn had she earned it. She was living her best life, as was he.

	When I left that night, I felt a level of personal and professional pride that I’d never once experienced before in all my years of playing it by the book. I felt completely and totally validated in choosing the path I had. How could I look back after experiencing what I did?

	That being said, despite the fact that everything seemed wrapped up… the book just didn’t feel finished. Something was missing for me, and at first I couldn’t quite place it. I hadn’t experienced this feeling the first time with Matt and Gina. When that whole thing was done, everything felt final. The story felt whole. But for some reason, it just didn’t here. And it was only after a few more weeks of meeting with Annie that I finally put it together.

	Annie’s downfall… it just wasn’t complete.

	It had been gnawing at me for weeks in the back of my mind. Despite having lost her husband to another woman, despite being completely heartbroken… it still felt like Annie got off too easy. Jenny, Matt’s ex-wife… she ended up in a damn mental institution due to the events that she’d gone through. And while I didn’t necessarily desire for Annie to have the same fate, her just ending up with some boring man, living a boring life… it wasn’t enough for me. Not only were my conversations with her rather dull in terms of my research… It just didn’t get me off in the same way Jenny’s downfall did.

	I know that sounded really bad, especially since she was truly a sweetheart, and no one should be wishing such ill on someone like her. But fuck… I’d already done so much to her without her knowing… why not do a little more? She was in a fragile state… why not just break her fully? Why not finish the job? Why not demolish her fully like Gina had with her daughter? That bitch was probably still riding the high that gave her, getting off on the complete destruction of another woman and proving herself to be better than her in every way.

	Now it was my turn.

	I really wanted to GET OFF on this. I didn’t want thoughts of this to just make me cum. I wanted it to bring me to my knees. Sure, it was still hot, but it was still missing that special sinful spice needed to put it really over the top. For it to be really hot, and for me to really crack Annie’s emotions open and get some real viable information… her downfall really needed to sting. She needed to get demolished.

	And it was when I was comparing her case to my previous one that I got a really wicked idea…

	A couple weeks after I set my plan in motion, Annie called me up, sobbing, begging for an emergency appointment. It had been a long time since I’d heard her like this. In the immediate aftermath of discovering Eddie’s misdeeds, she’d been a mess. But she’d gotten herself together in the time since, enough to be able talk to me about what had happened without bursting into tears. And she had been doing well enough to start moving on romantically with that new, boring-ass guy she was dating. So, to hear her in this state, I knew something really bad must have come to her attention. Needless to say, I was very excited.

	When she stepped into my office that night and wordlessly handed me her phone, I gave her a somewhat pointed look. Part of her treatment after her recent bout of cyber-stalking was to avoid checking her phone and social media if it had to do with Eddie. Of course, I presented it in such a way as to make it an unavoidable temptation that she couldn’t help herself from indulging. I knew she was still checking out what Eddie was up to even though she was supposed to have moved on, because that’s what I wanted her to be doing. And every new picture of her former hubby and that gorgeous, busty, tatted-up slut Krystal together no doubt ate Annie up inside. But despite her husband’s wicked deeds, she had enough strength of character to keep it together over these few months. To not fully break. In spite of all the tears, and the heartbreak, she hadn’t been fully broken.

	Until now.

	She collapsed into the couch sobbing as I looked at her phone to see what all the fuss was about. In a picture sent to her from an unknown number was Eddie, Krystal, and another woman standing between them, grinning wide. She was an older woman, maybe in her late forties, with light red hair hanging past her shoulders. Looks-wise, she was very attractive for an older woman, for sure. Not such an intense beauty as Krystal, as she showed her age in certain respects, namely the occasional wrinkle here or there, but there was an indefinable filthiness about her that made her undeniably sexy. She was dressed nicely, with tight cream-colored capri pants that hugged her firm legs, and an airy, button-up white top that gave a hint of a very, VERY large bust. The picture made it appear as if this woman had run into Eddie and Krystal on the street, and they all appeared extremely happy to see each other.

	“Who is this?” I asked naively, looking past my glasses to the seated Annie.

	“That’s…” she began through her tears. “That’s my Aunt Rhonda.”

	“Oh…” I replied softly. The notorious Aunt Rhonda… the woman who’d raised her. The woman who’d given Annie lifelong self-esteem issues due to her demanding attitude and snide, passive aggressive comments. She was the type of woman whose idea of advice was to say that girls like Annie had to work harder to land a man, because boys just don’t like flat-chested girls. Or when Annie confessed to having a crush on a boy, Rhonda would take one look at him and tell her niece that she didn’t have a chance with a guy like him. Stuff like that, things that were harsh… but kinda true. Things that might not be the kindest thing to say to a young woman you’re raising, to the point where her words had left a mark in Annie’s psyche. Annie had cut her out of her life pretty much as soon as she was able to. When she left home to go to college, she made it a point to never come back. But her aunt’s commentary had never been forgotten, and because of that, Annie had little to no contact with her from that moment on, to the point of not even inviting her to her wedding. And now, here she was, standing next to Annie’s ex-husband.

	“There’s more…” Annie sobbed. I scrolled past the picture. Beyond it was a text, no doubt from Rhonda.

	“Just ran into your ex-hubby and his lovely new wife. What a hunk! You should be proud to have landed him. Shame you couldn’t hold on to him though. It’s a pity me and him never officially met until today. We already get along REALLY well! Maybe if you had let me into your life more, he would have stuck around…”

	Mmm… what a delightful bitch!

	I caught a glimpse of another photo up the text chain, so I scrolled up to look at it. Suddenly, all three of them were standing around a pool. Eddie, in those sexy tight trunks of his, his sizable endowment very noticeable in them. Krystal, in a tiny neon yellow bikini, her luscious body barely restrained, her massive melons appearing ready to burst out of her top. And from the angle she was posed for the photo, it was clear this bikini was a thong bikini, leaving her ass hanging out shamelessly, even around this woman she’d just met. This tiny garment left her belly exposed, a belly that would soon grow with the fruit of her and Eddie’s sinful labors. She looked incredible.

	But Rhonda wasn’t lagging far behind.

	Having clearly endeared herself enough to the couple to get invited over to their place, she fit right in among the gorgeous pair, holding her phone out in front of her to take this picture of the three of them together. Having shed her outer wear, this photo was proving that she had a bikini body that could almost rival Krystal’s. Her navy blue bikini clung to her body, the skimpy top doing its best to contain her massively large breasts. Not quite as big as Krystal’s, but not that far behind. They were quite simply huge, and the tight blue material was struggling to hold the fleshy jugs in place. The bikini on her lower half was just as skimpy, and judging by how tiny it was, I had no doubt she was wearing a thong as well. Rhonda didn’t seem like the type of woman to back down from a challenge, and if Krystal was gonna bust out the thong bikini, she would as well. Her round, full ass, almost fully exposed, split by a tiny little band of material. This older woman was showing off an indecent amount of smooth creamy skin, especially for a woman her age, but she had the body to pull it off. Sure, she had a bit of extra weight all over, but she wore it well, and she seemed to be in great shape. Not as insanely in shape as Krystal, whose body was so perfect it made even me jealous, but her body was beyond belief. And like her younger peer, Rhonda had some ink as well, a large, garish red rose on her right arm, standing out against her creamy pale skin. And she was showing a lot of skin. A woman like her should not be showing off so much cleavage, or her thong-clad ass, to a man who used to be married to her niece. But clearly, Rhonda was not most women.

	“I know it might hurt to hear,” Rhonda began in the accompanying text. “But these two are so amazing together! I am totally rooting for these two lovebirds! If you could see them together, I’d imagine even you would agree. I just can’t imagine Eddie ever wanting to leave someone like her. And trust me, she is NEVER letting a stud like him go! And since you kept us apart for so long, I confess I feel the urge to make up for lost time with him. I can already tell we are gonna be very close friends! I know it’s probably tough for you to hear this, that the man you probably still love is closer at this point with your aunt than you… but I promise I’ll put in a good word for you. Maybe he’ll change his mind…”

	Oohhh… Rhonda really was a cunt.

	“How the fuck did they even find each other?” Annie cried in disbelief. “They’ve never met before! He knew how awful she was to me… and now they’re just hanging out!? What the fuck? I… I… just don’t understand it! Is he doing this to make me upset!? Is he doing this on purpose? Cause it fucking feels like it! What did I do to deserve this, Jen?” she asked, nearly hyperventilating she was so distressed. I sat down next to her and rubbed her back, trying to calm her down.

	“It’ll be okay, hon,” I said softly. “You’ll get through this.” These generic platitudes were probably the last thing she wanted to her.

	“No, I won’t!” Annie said through her tears, her eyes looking almost crazed. “Davey dumped me too! Because… because I kept thinking about Eddie. Because I kept crying about him. I could tell he didn’t like it, but he was patient with me. Then this happened, and I just couldn’t hold it back anymore. And he left me. He left me like Eddie did. I’m… I’m such a fucking loser! Eddie broke my heart, but I keep crying about him. I can’t get over it! Part of wants to believe the man I love is still in there somewhere. But the more I see… I don’t know what happened to him. He’s a good man! He wouldn’t do this! But… it’s just… I don’t understand, Jen! I don’t know how he could do this to me…”

	“It’ll be alright, Annie,” I replied comfortingly, rubbing her back. “It’s not your fault.” It was true. This happening to her wasn’t her fault at all.

	It was mine.

	I knew a little more about what was happening here than Annie did. After thinking about my previous case compared to this one, I was suddenly struck by the similarity between Annie’s estranged Aunt Rhonda and Gina. How had I not put it together before? Admittedly, most of our discussion of Rhonda was in the past, before my recent epiphany at the hands of Gina and Matt. But of course, Rhonda was a total Gina type. Cut from the same cloth. Similar bodies, similar attitude… similar everything.

	Looking back at it now, it seemed incredibly obvious. I don’t know how I didn’t see it before. I’d been so focused on Eddie that I hadn’t really ever looked back to the past in that way, and when the time came to hand Eddie off, I hadn’t even considered the possibility of Rhonda. She was the last person on my mind, because me and Annie hadn’t really talked about her in a while. Krystal was right in front of me every week, and as soon as I recognized what a perfect match she and Eddie were, I couldn’t look past it.

	That was all the difference, really. Perhaps if Rhonda had been top of mind, it could have been her that was the lucky woman paired off with Eddie for the rest of their days. I mean, judging by her tits, and her round ass, she was totally his type. His ex-wife’s bitch of an aunt had all the makings of a future ‘big-titty girl’. If it was her I’d convinced to swing by my office at the same time Eddie was here, Rhonda would be the woman he’d spend his future fucking. Eddie’s fate had been decided by me having forgotten about Annie’s bitch of an aunt at the moment of time when I was trying to fix him up. That’s it.

	It was probably for the best, though, that things ended up as they had. While rewarding a woman so similar to Gina in the exact same way would just feel right, almost a tribute honoring the woman who’d shown me so much… I’m glad I didn’t take things that direction. I didn’t want to always be doing the same thing over and over again. Not only to keep things exciting for me, but scientifically, it was best to cast a wide net in terms of data. And besides… Eddie and Krystal really were perfect for each other. They deserved to spend the rest of their lives fucking each other’s brains out. And they most certainly would.

	But that didn’t mean Rhonda couldn’t get a piece of the action.

	As soon as I remembered about Rhonda, I realized that she was the missing piece. That little something extra that would really break Annie’s spirit. Annie losing her man to a woman like Krystal definitely hurt, but due to Krystal’s intense appeal, on some level Annie could understand it. But if Eddie were to fuck Rhonda, an older woman, a woman who Annie hated, a woman Eddie didn’t even know, a woman whose cruel commentary about his ex-wife had left her with lasting wounds… Annie wouldn’t know what to make of that. She never would.

	Rhonda was the answer.

	The problem was I had no contact info for Rhonda. Luckily, I had enough information in my old notes to put the pieces together. After a little bit of digging around, I was able to put enough bits of info together to figure out her phone number.

	Knowing Krystal as I did, the rest was cake. She got off as much as I did at the thought of Annie being humiliated, so a single phone call from me to her with this new plan of mine was enough to convince her to follow it through. As I explained what I had in mind, I could hear how turned on she was getting, even over the phone. Giving her Rhonda’s number, I left the rest of the work to her. And if Eddie had shown any hesitance to going along with this plan, it clearly didn’t show. In fact, if anything, by this point he got off on humiliating his ex-wife just as much as me and Krystal did.

	And I’d seen proof of that.

	Let’s just say, I’d seen a little bit more of the action than what Annie had shown me here today. That was all just what Rhonda had sent to her niece to needle her. I saw a lot more than that. In exchange for me sending her Rhonda’s number, I’d made a deal with Krystal. And she’d had lived up to her side of the bargain, sending me video of what had happened between the three of them at the end of that night.

	I’d been watching the video on my phone right before Annie walked in, and the images were still burned in my brain. As Annie’s sobbing kept going on and on, I found my mind drifting away from the task at hand, instead recalling in great detail every second of the footage Krystal had sent me.

	Eddie, on the bed, naked. Rhonda, on all fours in front of him, also completely naked. Eddie’s hands holding her by the hips as he drilled her with lustful ferocity, making her round ass jiggle. Her mammoth-sized boobs were swaying beneath her, grazing the bed as Eddie drove his big, perfect cock into her. And behind the camera, using her phone to film them in action, was Krystal.

	“Fuck, this is so hot!” Krystal sighed, watching her hubby drilling this older slut right in front of her. The footage was shaky, as Krystal was not exactly an experienced director at filming such things. But she was capturing the good shit, the nasty sinful sex taking place on the bed in front of her.

	“Fuck!” Rhonda moaned, her body alive with pleasure. “Fuck me better than you ever fucked my dumb bitch niece…” she sighed, driving her ass back to meet him. Kind words, indeed.

	“Oh my God!” Eddie groaned, really giving it to her. “You’re so damn tight! Oh! You’re amazing!”

	“Am I better than Annie?” Rhonda asked, looking back at Eddie, fire in her eyes.

	“Yes! You’re so much better than Annie! Holy shit!” Eddie agreed, almost amused by the fact. Eddie drilled her a little harder at this, making her body shake. Her hands were gripping the bed, keeping herself in place as Eddie thrust himself into her. Her large red rose tattoo was dewy with sweat, standing out on her naked skin. Krystal moved her phone in closer to the pair on the bed, capturing the sight of Rhonda’s tight mature cunt clinging to Eddie’s thick, lengthy cock. I could hear Krystal kissing him as he drilled this older woman.

	“This is so hot!” Krystal sighed, deeply turned on.

	“This was such a hot idea…” Eddie told Krystal, their lips smacking together. “I’m gonna give it to you next…” Eddie told her, still pumping himself into Rhonda. “Right after I fill her up with cum!”

	“Yes!” Rhonda sighed. “I want it! I want your fucking cum, baby!” The angle of the shot changed, looking up the older woman’s taut back, the footage capturing Rhonda’s massive boobs bouncing beneath her as Eddie and her fucked. And the sight clearly captured Eddie’s attention as well. He leaned forward and pressed his front against her back, reaching under her to dig his big hands into Rhonda’s gigantic mature tits, squeezing them hungrily.

	“Oh! It’s for the best that we never met before…” Rhonda sighed. “Ugh! God! You’re so hot I would have fucked you the second we met…”

	“Ohhh…” Eddie grunted, his face against the older woman’s neck. “Fuck! And I wouldn’t have been able to resist! I would have fucking let you!” Eddie groaned, almost overwhelmed with pleasure. Krystal moved so she was directly facing the fucking couple, the camera on her phone pointed straight at them. This angle really showcased Rhonda’s mammoth jugs as they hung down beneath her, Eddie’s big palms roughly squeezing them as they went at it.

	“My poor niece never stood a chance…” Rhonda sighed. “She never could fill up a bra… not like I can. You like how I fill up a bra, baby?”

	“Yes!” Eddie groaned, sucking at her neck as he dug his fingers into her fleshy tits. He was so clearly way into this whole thing. Fuck! The good guy Eddie had tried to be was long gone now, and this footage proved it. Seeing it, and knowing that everything that he was doing was because of me… it was so fucking hot!

	I wasn’t in the room, but my presence was. I was the one who’d engineered it! I’m the one who’d made this sinful tableau happen. All the lustful highs achieved in that room were because of me. And all the pain Annie was feeling… that was me too. And in doing all this, I was marking my superiority over her in every way. I was demolishing Annie again and again, and I’d done it so well she didn’t suspect a thing. A clean, vicious destruction, planting my flag of superiority so far above her that she couldn’t even see it.

	Eddie and Rhonda continued to go at it. The redhead’s face looked up, noticing the camera right in front of her. She smirked confidently.

	“Talk to Annie…” Krystal said from behind the camera. “Tell my man’s ugly, gross ex what a loser she fucking is…” If Rhonda felt any affection for her niece, it didn’t show. She smirked as Krystal insulted Annie.

	“Sorry, Annie…” Rhonda said, staring right into the camera Krystal was holding as she drove her butt back against Eddie’s driving cock. He was driving himself into her even harder after hearing Krystal trash-talk her. ‘I tried to warn you… ugh… girls like you just don’t have a chance with studs like Eddie. Fuck! Men like him need real sex, with real women. Women with great asses and big fucking tits! Women like me… and this delightful little bitch! Yes!’ she said, nodding at Krystal behind the camera. “You might as well not even try! Ugh! Fuck! Don’t even bother trying to have good sex! You can’t do it! You’ll never get this! Let women like us take all best men! Let women like us have the best sex! Let women like us make men like Eddie very happy! Don’t you want your man to be happy? Trust me… we’re making Eddie VERY happy! Ugh! Aren’t we?” the redhead asked.

	“OH! Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” Eddie groaned.

	“Do it, babe!” Rhonda sighed, her eyes beginning to glaze over. “I’m gonna cum too! Fuck!” The camera captured the moment the first band of cum fired off into Rhonda’s eager cunt. You could see it in her eyes. The lustful excitement. The pleasure she was feeling. Her eyes rolled back into her head, and the camera held her center of the frame as she came, too. As the older woman’s body was racked with lust while a massive orgasm rocketed through her, you could see her luscious body enduring this violent pleasure. And behind her, you could see Eddie driving himself into her, cumming hard, filling the busty older bitch with the contents of his sizable balls.

	These images were playing through my mind as Annie sat in front of me in my office, still crying, unable to get herself together. She hadn’t noticed that my attention was elsewhere. She couldn’t see the pornographic images of her husband in action with her busty aunt playing in my mind’s eye. She couldn’t see this deepest of betrayals.

	This had to be Annie’s true nightmare. If Annie saw this, she would crumble. Eddie fucking her Aunt Rhonda, immersing himself in her luscious body. If Annie saw the video footage of the man she loved pumping cum into the woman she hated more than anything… she would never recover. She would never get over it. She could never forget the sight of Eddie’s hands squeezing her aunt’s big tits. She would spend the rest of her life wondering how the man she still loved could prefer her bitch of an aunt more than her. She would spend the rest of her life trying to understand something that a woman like her would never be able to. She would be fully broken.

	And if all went to plan, she would be seeing this video very shortly.

	She didn’t know yet truly how far her ex-husband had gone with her aunt. She’d just seen the pictures that Rhonda had sent her. Only I had watched the actual video. She hadn’t viewed the intense sex scene I’d just re-watched in my mind. She hadn’t seen every sinful detail. And as she kept crying, my mind drifted back to what I’d seen.

	There wasn’t much more to it, to be honest The footage ended shortly after Eddie pumped his ex-wife’s aunt full of cum. As Eddie fell back, his big, tasty cock sliding out of Rhonda’s cunt, covered with their combined juices, still hard as steel, the woman behind the camera got impatient. Turning her phone to face herself, she revealed her own naked form, her gigantic tits filling up most of the frame. Jesus… even to me, even after having been in bed with her and seen what that body could do… her naked form still took me aback. She was just insanely sexy.

	“Okay, my turn!” Krystal said impatiently. “That shit was so hot! I can’t wait another second to fuck my man! Hope you like the footage, Doc! Bye!” she waved cutely at the camera, leaving what happened next up to the imagination. And even though my imagination was very vivid, I had little doubt that they would exceed my expectations. I couldn’t imagine what a woman like Krystal would conjure up…

	As I remembered every second of the footage I’d been sent, I could barely keep up appearances in front of Annie. But she was such a mess that I could have made my stiff nipples overwhelmingly obvious, and she still wouldn’t have put the pieces together. She wouldn’t have known that I was the one had brought Eddie and Krystal and Rhonda together in sinful bliss.

	And because of my work, Annie’s emotions were fully exposed. No more putting up a good strong front. This cruel blow had obliterated her to the point where even her dopey new boyfriend Davey had dumped her. Fuck! And she hadn’t even seen the footage yet! Fuck… she was already demolished, but once she’d seen what I’d seen… she would never be able to trust any man again! She’d never be able to get over Eddie. She’d spend the rest of her life trying to understand how wrong she’d been about the man she thought she loved and trusted.

	As a friend, I could empathize. But as a doctor… I was beyond thrilled. Annie was now in a state of pure, unfiltered emotion. Undistilled heartbreak. This… this is what I’d been waiting for. This was the good shit that I needed to study. And with things like the footage I had on my phone, I could keep her in this state for an extensive amount of time, enough to really dig in and study her. She was going to be miserable for a good long while as this new glimpse of her husband’s new life had sent her spiraling into misery. I could help her build herself back up, then… BOOM! The sinful video footage of Eddie and her slutty aunt would ‘somehow’ find its way to her, and she’d be right back to square one. A crying, sobbing, heartbroken mess, her raw psyche ripe to be explored and studied for an even longer period. Sure, the video would need a few edits to erase any evidence of my involvement, but this plan could work. If I played this right, I could bathe in this sinful moment for a long, long time.

	As cruel as it sounded, I couldn’t hide my excitement, and I found myself grabbing my notebook with one hand as I comforted her with the other. I could throw away all this and just be a good person… a good friend for Annie. But for the sake of progress, I had to ignore such niceties. I couldn’t let any mercy get in the way of my work. I was at the cutting edge of some really important progress here, and I had to let these wicked sexual desires carry me forward. I had to follow them, no matter who got caught in the crossfire. I had to be ruthless. There’d be many Annie’s along the way, and I couldn’t let them slow me down.

	“Annie…” I began. “Let’s talk.”

	 

	 

	 

	And with that, this case was pretty much done. Eddie and Krystal were in their proper place, living their best lives together, devoting their lives fully to intense, sinful sex. Rhonda would assuredly have her place in their future as well, and I had no doubt she was taking part in many wonderful adventures of her own. And Annie was practically fully broken, a raw nerve, ripe for further study and examination. Right where I needed her. Eddie and Annie, the once happy couple, were in their current spot in life because of me, and the data they would provide was an incredible start to something that could prove to be truly world changing.

	Everything I’d seen since I’d intervened in their lives had only supported my decision to do so. I’d done my small part in correcting certain mistakes, and it was time for me to move on. Breaking these two apart had consumed my attention these last few weeks, and I needed to move beyond this. I would keep studying Annie, and I would keep checking in with Eddie and Krystal, but now that they had been sorted out, I needed to devote my focus on other things. Close the book on this first chapter of my study, and move on to my next case.

	And if they were each as fun as this one, I couldn’t see myself ever stopping.
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	Dr. Jennifer White had never been a big bar-goer, even in her younger years. But lately, she’d found herself going out for drinks at the end of a long, hard workday, but not for the reasons you’d think.

	She’d been going to this bar ‘Frost’ for a few weeks now, and it suited her needs quite nicely. A trendy new bar nestled in the heart of downtown, it wasn’t uncommon to find this place filled with well-dressed young professionals looking to unwind after work with some strong drinks in a crowd full of beautiful people. This was a very popular bar with young singles, and it was also one that might be a bit much for people who’d long settled down with their partner. Not that it was a rowdy college bar or anything like that. It was just that the crowd was very much of a certain type that might dissuade people not of that ilk.

	The bar was very modern, taking the name ‘Frost’ to heart in terms of decoration, with the decor colored black, icy blue, or clear, with them going as far as to have some of the furnishings made of a hard clear plastic that almost looked like ice. The bar could be quite loud as the place was always packed, with each group of people having their own conversations. On top of that, the music could get going as well, making this place slightly off-putting to some who preferred a more lowkey setting. That being said, you’d occasionally see some more familial groups there, treating this place more like a restaurant, so the crowd wasn’t always so homogenous. But due to its location in the heart of the city, it found itself as a hot new spot for young, professional singles looking to unwind with some friends, or as a place for those same people to search for potential partners.

	Dr. White fit right in among the attractive clientele. Even though this location was a bit out of the way for her, it fit her needs perfectly for multiple reasons. Still dressed well from a long day at work, her heels clicked on the black, stone floor as she approached the bar. Sitting down there next to another young woman and setting down her bag, she smiled at the pretty bartender and ordered a martini. Once the glass was in her hands, she spun around in her chair and glanced at the crowd.

	This was her favorite part of this place. The people watching. Coming by here as she had for the last few weeks, she’d been able to hone her skills at perception and human sexuality and use them to read into so many different wonderful stories from afar. She could study people’s actions without the bias of their own justifications, and in some ways, she was able to read so much more into people than she could if she’d talked to them. So, for about fifteen minutes, she simply sipped her drink with her back to the bar and watched the crowd with great interest. Finally, as she began sipping her second martini while watching a particular juicy interaction across the room, she couldn’t help but speak up.

	“Damn… you are something…” she said to herself smiling.

	As expected, this drew the attention of the woman sitting next to her. In the whole time Dr. White had been sitting next to her, she’d mostly been on her phone. Unlike some people here, it seemed like she was most likely just wanting to unwind on her own, getting a stiff drink after work. She’d spoken with no one else, came with no friends, and didn’t seem terribly interested in socializing. And she kinda gave off the vibe that she would eat a man alive if he approached her with some lame pick up line, so even in a bar of singles, she wasn’t being bothered. Which was a shame, because was a true stunner. A petite Asian woman in her late twenties, she was positively drop-dead gorgeous. A stunning face with sharp eyes and smooth, plump lips, she was beautiful enough to be a model. But she had that intimidating sort of attractiveness where it seemed like there was just a drop of evil there, which transformed her good looks from being simply beautiful and instead made her alluring and intensely sexy.

	She was the total package. She had long, straight black hair down to her back that seemed perfect and silky smooth. Her fashionable, very expensive looking business suit hugged her fit figure, and despite her slim frame she did appear to have a shapely rear-end and some impressively large breasts. Next to Dr. White, she was one of the hottest people in this bar full of hot people, which really spoke to how intense her vibe was that she was being left alone. She was clearly a woman that didn’t suffer fools, which made the behavior of the doctor seated next to her ping on her radar of annoyance. This woman glanced at Dr. White as she continued watching the crowd before turning back to her phone, probably thinking Dr. White was crazy for talking to herself. But perhaps she was in a better mood than usual, because she let it all slide, instead focusing on taking another swig of her very stiff drink.

	“He doesn’t stand a chance,” Dr. White said, speaking to herself once more, causing the young woman next to her to look up again. Feeling the Asian woman’s withering gaze on her this time, Dr. White turned to face her. ‘Oh, sorry,’ she said, smiling warmly, unintimidated. “I’m a sex therapist, so I just love people watching, seeing how people behave and interact with someone they are trying to seduce. It’s… it’s really fun,” she stated with a knowing smile, giving the woman next to her an almost sisterly look. At first, the Asian woman had seemed deeply disinterested in any explanation Dr. White was about to offer, but after hearing what she had to say, she actually perked up. Say what you will, but being a sex therapist was a great conversation starter, and the Asian woman was on the hook. She set her phone down and spoke up.

	“Oh yeah?” she said, following the doctor’s gaze. “What do you see?” Dr. White glanced at the woman next to her and smiled conspiratorially before bringing her into the conversation.

	“You see over there?” Dr. White began, pointing across the room. There stood an absolutely gorgeous redhead with some very noticeable features, namely some supremely large tits, which she highlighted in slinky black dress.

	“The redhead?” the Asian woman asked.

	“Yeah,” Dr. White replied, glancing at the woman next to her. ‘So, I’ve seen her before, and she’s this total maneater. Every time I see her, she’s flirting with a different man, and from what I’ve seen, she’s very good at it. And the guy she’s talking to?’ she said, gesturing to the guy near her. Unlike the redhead, this guy wasn’t a regular. Clearly, he’d been brought along with some coworkers, as he was with a group of guys dressed in business suits. She’d kinda peeled him away from the pack and took over his attention. “You see how he looks kind of nervous?” Dr. White asked, and the Asian woman nodded. He was a handsome guy, very handsome in fact, handsome enough to fit right in at a place like this, but this did not look like his scene in the slightest. “That guy doesn’t want to be here, because he’s married. I saw the ring on his finger.” The Asian woman nodded again. “He seems like the good, straight-arrow, married type, loves his wife, is devoted to her. You know the type I’m talking about?” Dr. White asked, and the other woman nodded once again. “He wants to seem like a good, cool guy to his coworkers, which is why he’s here. All his buddies are single, and they probably razz him for being the only married guy among them. They probably think he’s kinda boring and square, but they are gonna think a lot more of him tonight after he goes home with that redhead.”

	“No way…” the Asian woman said, in disbelief that that cute guy would cheat on his wife. Dr. White nodded confidently.

	“He has no idea what he’s dealing with, with that one…” she said, gesturing at the redhead. “She’s been working it like a pro. Smiling, preening. Feeding him drinks. Touching his arm softly. Tugging down her dress when he’s not looking to get the good married man to stare at her breasts. He’s only talking to her to be polite, and he’s clearly flustered by her, but deep down he wants it. The good ones always do. The best sex is the forbidden shit, and that redhead’s bringing him to the dark side.”

	“You really think he’d cheat?” the other woman asked. Dr. White nodded knowingly.

	“Girls like her have done it all. And when they reach that point where all the normal stuff seems boring, they begin looking for the next challenge. The next thrill. And it always ends up with them exclusively going after married men. Always. For little minxes like her, that’s the ultimate. That one’s not gonna stop till that married man’s dick is buried inside her. That’s the endgame for a slut like her, cause it’s the best. Trust me,” Dr. White stated firmly.

	“Really? Is that, like… kosher for a sex therapist to say?” the other woman asked with an unsure smile, as if she was afraid she was being tricked into agreeing to something she shouldn’t, something forbidden that shouldn’t be said out loud.

	“You learn a lot in my line of work,” Dr White said knowingly, feeling a bit looser thanks to the drinks, narrowing her eyes ever so slightly as she looked at the woman next to her, holding her gaze firmly. “Things that don’t always line up with societal norms and conventional wisdom. Truths that are just so fucking hot that even someone in my position can’t deny it.” The Asian woman had clearly believed that the sex therapist was springing some sort of ethical trap on her, but sensing both in her gaze and from the heat in the sex therapist’s voice at her last statement that she wasn’t being lied to, she spoke openly.

	“Okay, yeah! I totally fucking agree!” the Asian woman said with a conspiratorial grin, leaning towards the sex doctor so she wouldn’t be overheard. “Holy shit, it’s the best! Every time I’ve hooked up with a married guy, it’s like ten times better! Like, it’s not even close. Knowing a guy would betray the woman he loves most just to get in your pants… and that he’s trying to take all his worst, nasty fantasies out of his system on your body and not his wife, so you know he’s giving it his best… it’s incredible! Girl to girl, that shit always makes me fucking gush! But I can’t really talk to anyone about this, because some women have a real problem with women like me fucking married men. There’s like… only one girl I can trust to tell something like that to. I work in a fucking legit, hardcore corporate office… I had enough people that hated me there. Before I got my promotion, this would have been the type of thing that would have been enough to tank me. If someone at the office had found out I’m willing to fuck married men, the rumor so would have gotten out, and that would have been enough to tank me with the bosses. Luckily, I’m a little beyond that now, but still… people have really strong feelings about a woman whose down for that type of thing.”

	“Oh, people will hate you for it,” Dr. White said with a laugh. ‘Because if you do it right, it fucking stings. But that kinda makes it better. The harsher the cut, the better the taste. Just imagine proving yourself better than another woman so completely that even her soulmate likes you more than her. Imagine how satisfying it is that even the wronged wife can take one look at you and know, in her heart of hearts, that her husband made the right choice. That another woman is just better than her.’ The Asian woman’s eyes flashed with sinful lust at the idea, as if the doctor was speaking her exact language in a way few ever had. She couldn’t hide a small smirk from crossing her lips, both at the wickedness of the conversation, as well as hearing this professional sex therapist make this bold statement. “But the trick is… it’s not just about fucking married men. Because the type of married man that’s out there looking to cheat… they’re no fun. What’s the sport in that? The key is finding the type of married man who would never cheat on his wife, who loves her more than anything, and then convincing him to cheat anyway. Because you are so much better than her that even he can’t deny it.” The Asian woman couldn’t hide the shiver of lust that went through her at these words. Dr. White hit it on the head, her words describing her feelings to a T. She glanced back at the busty redhead and the married man, that guy seeming like the exact type she was describing.

	“You really think he’s gonna do it?” she asked.

	“No doubt,” Dr. White said, sipping her martini. “You wanna bet on it?” Dr. White asked. The Asian woman shrugged.

	“Sure,” she replied.

	“Ten bucks they leave together,” Dr. White began. “Twenty bucks that he’s pumping cum into her tight pussy by the end of the night. One-hundred bucks that he knocks the little slut up. One-thousand bucks that they get married by the end of the year.” The Asian woman laughed at this, a big smile crossing her beautiful face for the first time, a very wicked smile. There would be no way for them to get resolution on most of these stakes, but that didn’t really matter.

	“Deal!” she said, holding out her hand to shake. Agreeing on the terms, Dr. White shook hands with her. The Asian woman glanced around at the occupants of the bar.

	“Any other things you see?” she asked with a raised eyebrow, clearly intrigued by the sex therapist sitting next to her.

	“Oh, I see lots of things…” Dr. White replied coyly. She looked around until she found something juicy. “Over there…” she said, gesturing to a standing table near the dance floor. There stood an older woman, a very beautiful older woman. Well styled black hair. A gorgeous face, with lips in a perpetual sexy pout. Smooth, creamy skin. Dressed tastefully sexy in tight, dark jeans, a leather coat, and a button up top which left an impressive, yet classy amount of smooth, juicy cleavage exposed.

	“Yeah?” the other woman replied, seeing her.

	“You know who she is?” Dr. White asked. The other woman shook her head. “She’s a judge. A pretty famous one too. Talk is she’s about to become a federal judge. I’ve seen stories about her before I ever saw her here. She’s this amazing figure. Ivy League grad. An incredible lawyer. Accreditations out the yin-yang. Devoted to her job. Never married. She’s presided over the biggest cases in the area for years. She pops up on TV when they need legal advice. And she’s known as a real fucking hard-ass. She is not one to be crossed. She’s tough, but fair. And she’s a big champion for women. I mean… she’s the total package. She’s great!”

	“Okay?” the other woman said, unsure why she was getting the biography of this other woman.

	“I was surprised to see her here, but it seems as if she likes coming here with some of her coworkers from the court after a long day.” Dr. White stated. “She’s this total pro, so it’s funny to see her in a place like this. But she’s still a woman, and no matter what she might claim otherwise, you’d expect her to want some attention. Even the most accomplished women in the world still crave hot sex, and at the end of the day, that puts her at the same level as all the other women here. She comes here with peers, or friends, but she never really seems to show interest in them. But…” Dr. White began, leaning in closer to her new friend, ready to share some juicy gossip. “You should just see how she perks up when she’s talking to a younger guy.”

	“Really?” the other woman asked, amused.

	“Yeah! She’s this highly respected hard-ass professional. A judge. But at the end of the day, when she wants to unwind, she just wants to get demolished by big, young, hard dick.” Dr. White stated.

	“What’s her type?” the Asian woman asked.

	“Kinda like the… d-bag… finance bro. You know what I mean?” Dr. White asked.

	“Trust me, I know the type,” she replied from experience, adopting a somewhat regretful tone.

	“Like, she should be married to a lawyer, or a professor, or the best surgeon in the state. Yet, what gets this amazing, scholarly, highly acclaimed judge off is having nasty sex with arrogant young jocks,” Dr. White claimed.

	“Really?” the other woman asked, surprised.

	“Now, I haven’t actually seen her leave with anyone, but she’s too smart for that. She has an image to maintain. But… like, she was introduced a week or so ago to some… baseball player. I think he’s the new first baseman for the team around here. I’m sorry, I don’t know sports too well. But what I do know is that this guy has a reputation for hooking up with any girl he sees, and if I know that, then she knows it, so she should know better. But I could just see her gushing over him from the second they met. They didn’t leave together, but I guarantee they’ve hooked up since then. Guarantee it.” Dr. White stated. Almost on cue, a younger guy was at their table, seemingly the friend of one of her coworkers, and the change in demeanor in the judge was noticeable from across the bar. The two women seated there shared a knowing look.

	“What else you see?” the Asian woman asked, smiling conspiratorially, clearly fully into this conversation now. “Oh, and I’m Stacy, by the way,” she said, holding out her hand again.

	“Oh, I’m Dr. White… uh, Jennifer,” Dr. White replied, shaking Stacy’s hand again. She turned back to the crowd again. ‘Let’s see… oh, over there.’ This time, she pointed to two women talking. A pretty brunette and a taller, statuesque, slightly older blonde. Stacy nodded once she saw them. “The shorter girl, the brunette… she’d better be careful, cause she’s in real danger of eating the blonde’s pussy tonight.”

	“Really?” Stacy asked, surprised but amused by that assertion, as neither of the women gave her that vibe.

	“I’m positive,” Dr. White boldly claimed. ‘They’ve chatted before, and became fast friends. The blonde… I get the vibe she’s been around the area for a while, but the brunette… I think she’s new in town, happy to have found a friend. However, the blonde, she’s not looking for a friend. I’ve seen her here without the brunette… she’s pretty shameless in her tastes. It’s no mystery she likes other women… but the brunette… she hasn’t quite caught on to that. She’s just happy to have someone to talk to. Nice… sweet… eager to please. The blonde doesn’t care. She’ll take advantage. She’ll have the brunette eagerly licking her cunt by the end of the night. And I bet… fuck… she might be taking it even further,’ she said, putting her fingers on her chin, as if considering new information. “She might even have the brunette rimming her asshole too.” A moment of silence fell between them as Stacy studied the doctor. Then, she burst out laughing.

	“You can’t be serious about all this,” she said, her gorgeous face lit up with amusement. “I don’t get that vibe at all. They just seem like… friends. You gotta be bullshitting me.”

	“Hey…” Dr. White began, shrugging her shoulders. “This is my superpower.” Stacy shook her head and smiled.

	“Okay, I don’t know if I believe you fully, but you are way more fun than most of the people here. Let me get you another one…” Stacy said, nodding at the doctor’s drink.

	“I can’t say no to that,” Jennifer replied with a smile.

	Over the next few hours, the two women got to know each other very well, trading stories and adventures. Stacy still seemed skeptical of the doctor’s predictions involving the people around them, but she kept pushing her for more, wanting to see if she’d break her act and admit she was a fraud. But Dr. White wasn’t a fraud, so she didn’t break, sharing her opinions on all sorts of people in the bar. Like the handsome, hardworking married waiter that clearly wanted to suck on the older blonde bartender’s massive tits, an assertion formed by a mere passing glance he stole at her… or to be more accurate, the glance he stole at the bartender’s massive round melons. Then there was the group of young people that came in for a friend’s 21st birthday party. A good-looking young man was the birthday boy, and he was out with three girls, his girlfriend, his female cousin, and his cousin’s best friend. He seemed to be having a good time, but he seemed uncomfortable by all the attention. Or, as Dr. White speculated, uncomfortable to be here with his girlfriend because he only had eyes for his cousin, judging by how much more interested he seemed to be talking to her than his girlfriend. The cousin and the friend seemed to be very aware of this fact, judging by how they were dressed to impress in front of this so-called happy couple, and they planned to make a move together as a unit. And soon. Then, judging by the glances the birthday boy was stealing at each of their expansive cleavages, their move would be successful. And his girlfriend would never see it coming.

	There was more fun speculation by the good doctor. There were a few older people here among this sea of young singles, and one of them was a handsome silver fox sitting at a table with what looked like his wife, his college-aged daughter, and his daughter’s roommate. The guy didn’t seem altogether interested in being here, as it wasn’t his type of place. But it was perhaps at his daughter’s bidding that he was here, maybe her birthday. He was putting on a happy face, but it seemed like he would much rather be spending his time someplace quieter. Or, as Dr. White, speculated, he’d much rather be spending his time fucking his daughter’s friend’s hot ass. Maybe the only noises he wanted to hear were his daughter’s best friend’s loud screaming moans in his ear. This was based on the nervous, lusty glances the two seemed to share, and Dr. White speculated that they’d probably already had sex by this point.

	There was another older man here, but he seemed of a different type than the silver fox. An even older guy, with a shaved head, he seemed like a boss treating his young employees to a night out. The fact that most of these employees were gorgeous young women was probably not an accident. The boss man seemed to revel in holding court over these people, even if it was a situation that he’d clearly engineered solely to be surrounded by these hotties. It was his treat, so they clearly had to be nice and polite. He was the boss, and these young employees basically had to kiss his ass. As he boisterously held court, talking about everything he wanted, his many past travails at work, how great he was, his success with women, his many ex-wives, his nauseating politics, his younger employees couldn’t do anything else but listen. One of the young employees, a very attractive brunette, could not hide her displeasure at this whole thing, but she was forced to put up with it, despite the fact that she would rather be literally anywhere else.

	But Dr. White thought she could see through her act. Such colossal, obvious dislike was clearly a mask for something deeper. Something only someone with a trained eye like Dr. White could see. Her obvious dislike for her loudmouth, boorish, arrogant older boss seemed to be spurred on by an intense desire to have raw, nasty sex with him. She hated that she was hot for him. She hated that his outdated worldview appealed to her despite every fiber of her logical mind knowing better. She hated that his egotistical unearned confidence made her almost positive he had a massive, juicy cock. She hated that she just knew that she would eventually find out. She hated that she knew she would love it. And she hated that she might be next in a long line of wives this guy had had, and there was a good chance that their bond would last longer than all the rest.

	Stacy didn’t know if she fully believed in any of this speculation, but it was fun conversation on what had otherwise been a pretty dull night. She didn’t really know the doctor, let alone believe in her or her qualifications. But she was an interesting drinking buddy, and as the two slowly got drunk, her speculation got more and more fun to hear. Dr. White clearly had a wild mind, and after a few drinks, she was the type of person you really enjoyed listening to. These stories and speculations seemed to get wilder as more drinks got in her, and as the night went on, Stacy stopped taking her speculations seriously and just enjoyed the fiction Dr. White was creating. As this continued, and as she got more drinks in her, Stacy had a harder time buying in to what the good doctor was selling, despite how much fun she was. Sensing this, Dr. White nodded confidently towards the door, just in time for Stacy to see the redhead and the married man walking out the door together.

	Stacy’s jaw dropped.

	What? She was right? The doctor was right? Holy shit!

	The married man’s buddies were all looking on at their married friend with a strange sense of pride as he left hand-in-hand with the hot redhead. Stacy watched them leave, and through the window, she watched as the redhead leapt into the married man’s arms, pressing her lips against his in full view of anyone who happened to be looking.

	“What?” Stacy said, in absolutely shock, and Dr. White simply shrugged. And if there were any other doubts about the doctor’s bona fides, they quickly became erased. Moments later, both of them saw the exact moment that the hot older judge lady slipped a nearby young stud her number. And Stacy was even more shocked when she went to the ladies and caught that tall blonde woman jamming her tongue down her brunette friend’s throat. And as she returned to the bar, she saw the silver fox and his group on their way out. And since no one else in the group could see, the dad couldn’t help but palm her daughter’s roommate’s ass as he led her out, all but confirming that Dr. White was right about them, too.

	From this point on, Stacy was a believer. This Dr. White knew her shit, and Stacy only wanted to know more. Still a little buzzed, she didn’t just want speculations from the doctor… she wanted dirt. She wanted to hear about some of her stories, real stories, not just speculation come to life. Because if she was this good from afar, she had to have seen some real good shit. At first, Dr. White begged off, claiming doctor-patient confidentiality. But as they fed each other more drinks, the doctor seemed to loosen up.

	“Okay. Okay…” she began, looking slightly worse for wear. “I guess… I guess if I speak generally and don’t give names… I can tell you stuff.”

	“Give me some good shit, then!” Stacy said to her new friend, jabbing her fist against the bar. “I know you got something good!”

	“Okay… so…” Dr. White began gathering herself., ‘I have this patient. A woman. A young married woman, close to your age. She’s very nice and very sweet, but she’s very… shy. And so, she’s got a lot of issues because of that shyness. She’s always kinda gotten pushed around and outshined, and she ended up getting bullied. A lot. It used to happen to her in high school, and that’s continued into her adult life. She works in an office… I think it’s actually not too far from here… and she is constantly teased and pushed around by her real cunt of a boss. She says it’s just like high school. Her boss is only like a year or two older than her, but her and her friend act like they are so much hotter and cooler and superior. And even my patient admits this is all kinda true. These girls are way better than her, especially her boss.’ Stacy’s eyes narrowed slightly at hearing all this. “My patient feels completely cowed by these girls at work, especially her boss, but it’s a well-paying job, and she needs it. But she has a secret. One that no one at her job knows about.”

	“What’s that?” Stacy asked.

	“She has this 10 out of 10 hunk of a husband. A total stud who even she says is way out of her league,” Dr. White said.

	“Really?” Stacy replied, shocked.

	“Yeah. They got together when they were in college, when they were on the same level, but he really blossomed into a full-out stud. And trust me, I’ve seen pictures of him… she is not lying. Her husband got really fucking hot. But that didn’t change the fact that he loved her, even though she was still a 6 out of 10 at best.” Dr. White paused and sipped her drink. Shaking her head slightly as it went down, she continued talking. ‘But all her issues with being bullied by women like her boss has messed with her head, which is why she came to me.’ Dr. White began. “She just can’t shake the intrusive thought of her husband cheating on her. That one day, he will realize he can have better. And the woman she imagines him cheating with is…”

	“Her boss.” Stacy finished. Dr. White nodded.

	“Exactly,” Dr. White affirmed. “She is completely cowed by her boss at work, and she fears it continuing in all facets of life, including the bedroom.”

	“Really?” Stacy asked, smiling, her tone oddly excited at hearing this. No sympathy whatsoever.

	“Yeah,” the doctor replied. “She keeps saying her greatest nightmare is to walk in on her husband and her boss having sex. Apparently, her boyfriend in high school cheated on her with the girl who bullied her, and she thinks history will repeat itself. She thinks about it all the time, especially when her boss is being extra cunty to her. She says, like… okay, her boss is Asian, and she says she is haunted by the idea of her husband squeezing her ‘big, perfect Asian tits’. Her words, not mine.”

	“Huh…” Stacy said, her eyes flashing. This was all starting to ring a little familiar to her. She got the bartender’s attention and got the doctor another drink. After taking another sip, Jennifer continued.

	“So, yeah, anyways, she is terrified by the idea of her husband and her boss meeting and immediately having, like… an undeniable chemistry. Like, the boss would see him and decide that she wants to poach him from her, and her husband will find her boss too hot to deny. That if they meet, they will end up fucking like crazy. And… with Christmas coming up, she is afraid that they might end up meeting at, like, some holiday party or something. I mean, it’s a little silly. And besides, she’s said her boss already said she wants to keep their party to employees only. But she is super paranoid that her boss will randomly change her mind, and throw a big party with guests, and then her husband will meet her, and they will fall in love and have sex and make babies. I mean, it’s a hot idea, sure, and she on some level recognizes that. But… a lot of the time, it’s not the people having the fun that I usually end up dealing with. It’s… the other side of the equation. Mopey, crying women like her. So that’s… that’s kinda what I’m dealing with lately.” Dr White said with a shrug before turning to Stacy and smiling lightly. “But I find my ways of having fun…” she hinted with a small, distant smile.

	After hearing more details and specifics about Dr. White’s patients, Stacy suddenly seemed intensely interested in hearing more.

	“So… so what kind of place does she work at?” Stacy asked, unsubtly trying to be nonchalant.

	“I don’t know,” Dr. White began, not sure why this was relevant, sitting back and shrugging. “I think it’s, like… I think it’s some finance job? I don’t know. She always says she’s good at it, but she doesn’t fit in at all with the type of person who has that kind of job. She makes it all sound very challenging…” the buzzed doctor said, shaking her head. She rubbed her eyes at this, and if she hadn’t, she would have seen Stacy’s eyes go wide with surprise.

	Holy shit! Stacy worked finance, in an office exactly like that. And she was the boss there…

	This story was about her! She was the cunty boss!

	Fuck! This was crazy! The longer the story went, the more familiar it sounded, and now she knew for sure this was about her. And there was someone in her office who was terrified that Stacy was gonna fuck her husband. But who? Stacy was very tough on her employees, so there were plenty of candidates. Which of them had a husband so hot that she kept Stacy and him apart for fear that they would inevitably have sex if they even caught a glimpse of each other?

	“You gotta tell me… what’s her name?” Stacy asked boldly. Dr. White shook her head.

	“No, I can’t,” Dr White replied, smiling, looking a little worse for wear. “Why do you need to know that anyway?”

	“I just want to have a full understanding of the story. I do best with names,” Stacy replied quickly, doing her best to not give away her connection to this story.

	“I… can’t…” Dr. White said weakly. Perhaps if she wasn’t a few drinks in, her response would have been firmer. Sensing a crack in her veneer, Stacy kept pushing.

	“What’ll it hurt?” Stacy said. “It’s just a name. A first name. I don’t need her last name. I don’t need her social security number. Just… c’mon. Girl to girl. What’s her name?” The doctor shook her head again, but she looked down and thought about it for a minute. Finally, shrugging her shoulders, the doctor gave in.

	“Okay, her name is… Elizabeth. Okay? But that’s all I’m gonna tell you!” Dr. White stated.

	Oh… Elizabeth. Lizzy! Of course! That mousy little blonde was so meek and cowering. She was practically asking to be pushed around. A woman who won the Nobel peace prize would probably bully the shit out of mopey little Lizzy, so Stacy couldn’t be blamed for doing the same. Did little blondie Lizzy Logan actually have a super-hot husband? No way! How could a dreary little bitch like her have a hot hubby but a total babe like Stacy still be single?

	“Alright… I think you’ve gotten me far too drunk, haha. If we keep talking, I’m gonna get myself in a lot of trouble! I should probably be going soon…” Dr. White said, sounding quite impaired, fearing she might have given up too much information about her patient.

	“Well, I tell you, Jen… I had a hell of a time,” Stacy said with a grin. Dr. White nodded.

	“We should definitely do it again,” Jennifer said, unable to deny that this night was a lot of fun

	“Same time next week?” Stacy asked.

	“I’ll be here…” Dr. White replied. “Gotta drink like this while I can,” she added with a grin. They traded numbers to stay in touch, before Dr. White paid her tab and headed out. Stacy seemed distracted as they said their goodbyes, and on shaky legs, Dr. White headed towards the front door, leaving the young Asian woman with a lot to think about.

	Dr. White waved goodbye and took her time to get her bearings straight as she walked out slowly, moving on unsteady legs as she walked away from the bar, moving past the front windows of it till she was out of sight of all the patrons, including Stacy. As soon as she was in the clear, she stood up straighter, her gait immediately became firm and composed, and the drunken pallor she had affected vanished.

	Dr. White could handle her liquor just fine.

	Grabbing her keys as she moved towards the parking structure, she smiled to herself. Weeks of planning had gone into this night. Scouting out Elizabeth’s place of business. Identifying who her boss was. Running into Stacy ‘accidentally’. Striking up a conversation. And now… the final part of her plan was complete. The die was cast. The first domino had been pushed.

	Stacy was gonna fuck Elizabeth’s husband. And it was all thanks to the good doctor.

	 

	 

	 

	As soon as the elevator doors opened the next morning, Stacy Yamada marched towards her office with purpose, her heels clicking on the stone floors as she moved. Passing by the secretary, she pulled open the glass door into her division of Harper Finance and walked right in, not paying any of her subordinates sitting at their desks the slightest bit of mind. But this wasn’t unusual, as she was that type of boss. Stacy was cut out for the corporate life, as if she’d been trained for it. And in a sense, she had been, despite her best efforts.

	Her father had built himself up from nothing into the CEO of a pretty major company, working hand-in-hand with some of the biggest car companies in the world. That meant that Stacy grew up in a household of extreme wealth. But her dad was never around, devoting most of his time to work. And when he was home, he made it clear to his children that they would not be coasting on his wealth forever, and that they’d have to work just as hard as he did to make their way in life. And for the most part, it worked. Stacy’s oldest brother was a surgeon, her older sister was a scientific researcher, and her next older brother was a lawyer. Stacy, the youngest, was the only one to push back. She just didn’t understand why her dad wouldn’t just make it easy and share even the slightest bit of his wealth with his kids. Why enforce this pointless exercise to make his children work when he could use his wealth to spare his children the same fate?

	So, she acted out. Going to parties, behaving VERY badly, drinking, dabbling in drugs, and having sex with a lot of guys. Like… A LOT of guys, most her age, some older. It was pretty widely known that Stacy was a total slut, even to the point where both of her parents heard the rumors about her through their social circles. But Stacy certainly didn’t mind, loving that her reputation was driving her folks crazy. And with her body, her juicy ass and her massive firm tits, there was little mystery that she was a troublemaker. She did her best to get in trouble as much as she could, rebelling against her father’s strict edict in every way she could. It was to the point that she knew her dad wanted nothing more than for her to marry a nice Japanese boy, so to drive him crazy she did nothing but date white guys, doing that long enough where it became her preferred type.

	Stacy proved to be more of a problem to her parents than all her other siblings combined. They tried to put her on the right path, and she fought against it every step of the way. But her folk’s efforts were unrelenting, and some of their lessons took despite every effort she made to go against them. She was hyper-intelligent, and she coasted through school without any trouble, despite all of her acting out and troublemaking. One Sunday night, she got really drunk at a party and convinced two soccer players to double-team her. The next day, hungover and a little sore, she completed her AP Macro Econ test in half the time it took anyone else. She got a perfect score. After her AP Micro Econ test, she finished with enough time to march over to one of her rivals in the hall and get into a screaming match with her. She was a lot to handle for the teaching staff, with most not exactly enjoying the Stacy Yamada experience. Sure, the male staff certainly enjoyed looking at her, but the female staff could barely contain their dislike for their young, gorgeous and very bitchy student. But they all had to plant smiles on their faces and clap when Stacy was awarded the title of valedictorian for her class.

	College was more of the same, only with her far more freed of the shackles of her parents. More partying, more fucking, more trouble. For a while, she coasted by with the same ease as she did in high school, but eventually, college proved its purpose by forcing her to learn the types of skills that would help her in the real world. But… perhaps not the intended lessons.

	For larger scale projects, she learned how to manipulate the guys she was working with to take on most of the work while still retaining most of the credit, wrapping them around her finger by leveraging her insane sexual appeal to let them think the possibility of sex with her was on the table. And if they got the job done, and if they were hot enough, she would follow through. And when all else failed, she learned the all-important skill that every intrepid slut eventually learned at some point, namely sleeping with your superiors to get ahead. More than one teacher succumbed to her many charms, showing that even professors at an Ivy League school were not immune to her charms. And with the skills she’d learned, she had a bright future ahead of her in the corporate world.

	That being said, she did learn some pragmatic lessons as well. As she worked her way into some high level internships, she did have to finally tamp down her sharp edge to fit in. To put it in other terms, she’d learned to go corporate. Of course, that edge was still present, and her wicked mind was always thinking such terrible things about some of her colleagues, just like she would with her rivals at school. But she learned to be nice and play the game, bide her time and work her way up the ladder patiently. She was very good with numbers, and money, and she proved to be very good at whatever job she was given.

	Graduating with honors, it was easy to see why a major company like Harper Finance snapped her up as quickly as they could. With her accreditations, her pure skill, and the recommendations she’d gained, she was a star in the rising. And within months, she’d proven it, landing account after account, making their company an obscene amount of money. She was very good at her job, and being fluent in Japanese gave her access into a world few of her rivals could enter. Additionally, she knew how to work it, turning on the charm, picking her spots to flirt and tease and use her sexuality as the weapon it was, working over the right people without pushing things over the edge and developing an overly negative reputation, at least among the people who mattered. Most of her female peers resented her, jealous of her both her intense sexual appeal and the fact that all the guys in the office were eager to do her bidding. Stacy responded in kind, tearing down her rivals behind their backs, starting nasty rumors about them, nothing that could be traced back to her, but vicious enough to scare anyone from coming after her in any real way. Plus, with any of the men worth having in the office, Stacy got there first, stamping them as her territory before any of the other women even had a chance. Even when she was done with these guys, they were all still obsessed with her, and she had them all wrapped around her fingers. In her own way, she was gaining power, and working her way up the ladder. She was quickly a rising star, making the rest of the officemates orbit around her, and she’d caught the attention of the higher-ups.

	Sure, there’d been some hiccups in behavior, where she let her true nature take precedence over her better judgment. Like the time she screamed at one of the other women in her office for screwing up a major deal that Stacy had handed to her on a silver platter. Or that time she got caught fooling around with one of the guys in the office. In fairness, Stacy was totally correct, as the woman she’d screamed at had fucked up big time, and the guy she’d messed around with was really fucking hot. But nonetheless, these were acts worthy of disciplinary action. But she’d controlled her image and perception enough that her bosses only gave her a slap on the wrist, convincing them such things wouldn’t happen again, turning on the charm enough so that these moments wouldn’t even be recorded into permanent record. She brought in so much money, and she was so well-regarded among the leadership, and she was so fucking sexy… no one wanted to be the one to get in the way of her meteoric rise. They weren’t about to let a few petty squabbles slow down all the money she was bringing in.

	So, when the time came, and a big promotion was on the table, it was no surprise that she was the one put in charge of an entire department. It was a highly coveted spot, and there were many other people who were far more experienced eyeing that spot. But even someone as highly regarded as Stacy wasn’t gonna get the job initially. It was then that she cashed in on all the good will she’d accrued. All the times she’d suppressed her true nature, her true feelings, swallowing her pride to get ahead… this was the point to pay that all off. And she did that by fucking the living hell out of the guy interviewing her for the job. Looks-wise, he was nothing to speak of, but he was on the board of the company, so getting his approval was all that she needed to do to get the job. And it worked out wildly. To the consternation to many in the office, she was put in charge. The women in the office dreaded this choice, sensing Stacy’s true nature in a way the men couldn’t. And now that she was in charge, she was free to let loose.

	And that she did.

	There was no more pretending. No more facades. No more playing the game. She’d made management at a major financial company. Not only was her foot in the door, her whole hot body was. Her future was set. As long as she kept making money for them, there was little she could do to jeopardize her future with them. She could get away with anything. Now, she could cut loose. Now, she could be the real her.

	There was a marked shift in tone in the office as soon as she took charge. While this line of work didn’t exactly lend itself to fun, carefree workspaces, it was as if she was on a mission to turn her office into the hyper-competitive, anything-goes type of place you see in the movies. Within a month, there was massive turnover, with some people either not wanting to be in an office run by someone like Stacy, or not able to handle her aggressive leadership. The ones who were left were either willing to work at the level Stacy demanded, or at the very least willing to keep their head down and try to keep up.

	Additionally, she had no reason to be nice anymore, so she dropped the act. She was an absolute hard-ass to her employees, demanding the best, berating them when they didn’t, and riding her employees hard.

	Sometimes, literally.

	She wouldn’t be a good boss if she didn’t know how to motivate people. For the women in her office, doing good work mostly spared them from her rude, bitchy comments about them, but not always. With no one to hold her back, Stacy could be truly nasty towards the office, and she was the type who knew exactly how to hit another woman where it hurt. Some couldn’t handle it, quitting on the spot or running away in tears. But the specter of her vicious attitude was enough to motivate many of them to get the job done. But for the men, she wasn’t shy about using her sexuality as motivation. Upon getting the job, Stacy’s business skirts got shorter and tighter, leaving nothing to the imagination in regards to her immaculate rear-end. And she wasn’t shy about showing skin, and now that she was in charge, there was nothing holding her back from showing a healthy amount of cleavage every single day. While it was technically a violation of the company dress-code, no one complained. And if they did, the higher-ups were just as likely to be caught staring as her employees were. And yeah, most of her male employees were staring at the crevasse between her big breasts whenever they had the chance. This, combined with a little bit of flirtation, motivated the men beneath her to want to impress her more than anything. Stacy didn’t directly imply that sex was on the table if they did a good job, but she certainly didn’t dispel that notion.

	And she was certainly willing to follow through for the right guy.

	One of her male employees was able to land a multi-million-dollar account, the type that Stacy herself made her reputation on. This deal made Stacy and her office look really good to her bosses, and as a reward, she rode the employee’s nice, big dick in her office, leaving him with a dumb, happy grin on his face. Of course, within a week, she was back to yelling at him for not keeping up the good work, but he was now extra-motivated to try.

	And with the full backing of the company, she now had free reign to conduct her own negotiations her way. Meaning, she seduced and fucked multiple big-name clients in order to land them as accounts of her own. One of her female employees heard her in action in her office and reported her, hoping to get Stacy in trouble. But looking at the account Stacy landed, her bosses were willing to look past it, writing it all off as a misunderstanding. Of course, Stacy rode the bitch who reported her until she left the company and even beyond, going after her viciously, sending a message to anyone else in the office that wanted to come at her to not even try. Stacy wasn’t going anywhere.

	Her employees were now properly under her heel. Afraid of her in the way they should be. Craving her approval like good employees should. Men who lusted after her to the point where they worked twice as hard to earn her affection. Women so terrified of her mean streak that they busted their asses for her, succeeding in making her one of the prized stars in the entire company. Her office was among the most profitable in the company, so at this point, she was pretty much untouchable. And with everything she’d done to get her employees in line, they fully knew that, too. And that meant she could get away with whatever she wanted.

	She planned to take advantage of that fact very shortly.

	Her employees kept their head down as she passed, hoping to not catch her attention, which was a shame because she looked damn good this morning. Obscenely expensive, stylish black high heels on her feet. Her taut, lithe legs, clad with mesh black stockings. Then, going only halfway down her thighs, a thin, very tight black skirt, clinging to her, showcasing her full, round, shapely ass. She knew how to sashay in just the right manner to give the people who had enough nerve to look at her something to focus on. But of course, with a woman like her, there were many things you could look upon and admire if you had what it took to take the risk.

	Her upper half was clad in a matching black suit coat, stylish and flattering to her slim figure. Beneath the open suitcoat was an ivory-colored button-up top, done up only about two thirds of the way, showcasing a slightly unprofessional amount of juicy, mouthwatering cleavage. But she was management now. She could get away with breaking a few rules. If she wanted to showcase the golden, smooth valley between her massive, round double-E breasts in a business setting, she had every right to do so.

	Even after a night of heavy drinking, she didn’t look worse for wear. She always looked fantastic. Her silky black hair cascaded in waves down between her shoulder blades. Her hazel, almond-shaped eyes were always fiery and piercing, a fact which always aided her in breaking down her opponents in negotiations. Her eyebrows were always perfectly maintained and immaculate looking, a fact even her rivals could admit. Her luscious lips were smooth and plump, formed in a natural sneer that could intimidate a rival as easily as it could stiffen a man’s cock. And on the rare occasions her lips would upturn into a sexy smirk… it was enough to make any man melt. Her makeup was always immaculately done, accentuating her intense good looks without overdoing it. Combining all this with her smooth, tanned complexion, she was an absolutely gorgeous woman, a step above damn near all of the women she came across. It’s no wonder most of them hated her.

	Her domineering, aggressive, hard-ass personality served her well in her work. But when someone did enough to cool her personality, to earn a smile and a bit of playfulness and teasing, they only craved more. They yearned earning that from her again. However, these moments were few and far between as she maintained her imposing image at most times. She cut a wide swath through sheer force-of-will, intimidating most around her. Even the higher-ups tensed up around her. Which is funny, considering both that she was still pretty young at 29, and how diminutive she was. She was 5’2 “, and very slim, a fact which made her round ass and huge breasts look even more pronounced. The point was, compared to her peers, she was far more petite. But she had such an aura about her that, combined with the way she carried herself, that just made people tense up being around her.

	As with most days, she didn’t cast a spare glance at her underlings as they did their best to keep their heads down, marching towards her office without a second thought. But today, she had a mission, so she made a stop on the way to her office, pushing open the door to her second-in-command’s office.

	“Hey,” she said simply to the woman seated at her desk, getting her attention, beckoning her to follow with two fingers.

	“Yeah,” the seated woman said without fight, moving to stand quickly, knowing that it must be something good to be summoned like this first thing. She followed Stacy as she walked past her secretary and into her office. The second-in-command closed the door behind her, watching as Stacy set her things down and sat behind her large oak desk. She sat down in front of the desk as Stacy settled in.

	Stacy looked across the desk at Kendall, probably the only woman in the office she’d consider a friend, as much as a woman like her could, and even then, it was somewhat tenuous given how things began between them. She was as close to her as she was anyone in the office, but it didn’t start that way. While she got along better with Kendall than most from the start, Stacy started out lower on the totem pole than the other woman. Kendall was a couple years older than her, and she’d come from a similar background. Rich dad, highly educated, whip-smart, beautiful. The difference was that Kendall was a bit nicer than Stacy, not to say she was a peach herself, as she had a similar darker edge to her personality that Stacy did. But she kept a better reputation with her peers than her boss did, as people genuinely liked her. And she was a great worker, very studious and aboveboard and effective at what she was doing. But she’d made one grave mistake that Stacy hadn’t.

	She took her shot and missed.

	Kendall was a gorgeous woman. Long, dark brunette hair cascading down to her mid-back. Striking, playful eyes. Full, pouty lips. Stunning features. On top of that, she had long legs, a trim waist, a full meaty ass, and great breasts. She had it all. In a world where Stacy was a 20/10, Kendall was probably an 18/10. She was a world class stunner, and combined with her intelligence and work ethic, any man would be lucky to have her. But she only had eyes for one man.

	Jake Lawrence.

	He was on the board of their bosses, but among them, he was the youngest, maybe in his late 40’s. He was tall and fit, and he had a winning personality. Something about him was just magnetic, and on top of that, he was really good at his job while still maintaining a sterling reputation, which was a difficult thing to do in their line of work. He was a family man, married to the same woman since high school, with two daughters just going into college. He was in great shape, as he ran marathons, and played tennis, active as much as he could be. And he kept up his good looks, with a warm smile, masculine features, and salt-and-pepper hair. Even in middle-age, he found a way to stand out.

	Kendall wanted him.

	While Stacy saw the appeal, and would no doubt fuck the living hell out of him given the opportunity, Kendall was over-the-moon about him. He was 100 percent her type, and she wanted nothing more than to call that older man “Daddy” for the rest of her life. Eventually, at a corporate event, after a few drinks, she made her move, flirting with him, making it clear she wanted to have sex with him, and that she’d be willing to do it right then and there. She was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, with an insane body. Any man would kill for a woman like her.

	Except Jake.

	He turned her away, doing so in such a way as to both let her down gently while making it clear not to even dream that there was a chance it would happen, the tone of his dismissal firm and disappointed. Obviously, Kendall was heartbroken and embarrassed, but with the manner she was turned down, she at least hoped her move wouldn’t follow her.

	But it did.

	Within a month, it was announced that Jake was transferring to a different location to run things there. The current boss of their office was rising up to take his spot on the board, and his spot was to be replaced. While Kendall was probably the most qualified for the spot, and had the backing of most of her peers, it became clear that Jake had said something to the effect of not recommending Kendall for the spot. It was obvious that they weren’t interested in giving her the position, and instead, Stacy, the rising star, someone far more callous and vicious in so many ways, got the job instead.

	Kendall was clearly not happy about this outcome. And while her relationship with Stacy had become frosty as they were both competing to occupy the same role within the office, things changed after Stacy rose above her and took the job. Kendall could have become upset and resentful towards Stacy, but she was too shrewd for that. She swallowed her pride, played the corporate game, and bent the knee, choosing to be on Stacy’s side rather than in opposition. Stacy appreciated the gesture, and in kind made Kendall her number two.

	With so much in common, they became fast friends. Kendall was the one woman Stacy confided in. Unlike most, Stacy felt confident enough to open up to Kendall, as they were so similar in so many ways that she could be considered a true peer. And Stacy quickly surmised that Kendall’s olive branch of friendship was quite genuine, as she opened up to her in response, letting her know her suspicions as to why she didn’t get the job, convincing Stacy that she could be trusted by sharing something so intimate. And in doing so, this revealed that they were cut from the same cloth, with Stacy revealing her masterstroke in getting the job by seducing the interviewer until the job was hers.

	Now, they were thick as thieves. Before, they kept a healthy distance from each other, recognizing each other as threats with both choosing to avoid mutually assured destruction. Now, they were best of friends. While both still acknowledged the potential danger the other could represent, and both kept in mind that if it came down to it they could still go to war at any time, each realized they had too much in common to resist their inevitable friendship, cementing over any dislike they had for the other. Like the cool new girl at school, Kendall glommed onto her, sensing that getting on her good side was the right way forwards.

	Kendall’s demeanor markedly changed once she became friends with Stacy. Before, Kendall was a bit haughty, but her heart was in the right place, and she generally got along with everyone in the office. Sure, she thought highly of herself, but she was generally easy to be around while flashing moments of a darker edge. Once she attached herself to Stacy, she suddenly got infected with the boss lady’s mean girl tendencies. Now, she was suddenly making nasty comments about her peers, tearing them down for no other reason other than to keep herself in the in crowd with Stacy. When faced with the choice of standing up for her colleagues or standing up to a bully, she opted to join in with the bully. She lost a lot of support among her officemates, although she was rejuvenating her rise in the corporate hierarchy by hopping on with this rising star, getting her foot back in the door with corporate.

	She followed Stacy’s lead in other ways as well. Much like Stacy, she started dressing in a far sexier manner in the office. She’d always been told to play down her sexuality at work in order to maintain a level of professionalism. Yet Stacy had shown her that aggressively using one’s sexuality could be the difference in rising up the corporate ladder. When Kendall made her move on Jake, she was tentative. She didn’t attack with confidence. She had tried leaving herself plausible deniability. But Jake had sniffed her out immediately and put up his defenses. Perhaps such defenses could only be demolished by an aggressive, targeted attack. Not the sharp knife, but the blunt hammer. In the moment of truth, Stacy had picked her spot and made a move so aggressive that it couldn’t be turned away. Perhaps it was time for Kendall to learn that lesson and follow suit. To make it known what a hot, sexual creature she was, to meter it out while keeping it under wraps, getting people on the hook like Stacy did. And when the time was right, toss away the tease and make her move so aggressively that when she did, it’d be impossible to say no.

	Now, Kendall was showing more skin. Wearing shorter skirts, tighter tops, highlighting her hot body. Anyone could look at her at work and see her long, taut legs. Or her round, shapely ass, pressing out against her tight leather skirts. Her gorgeous face, perfectly made up, showcasing her piercing eyes, her plump full lips, and her intense beauty.

	And after getting her new job, and the raise that came along with it, she opted to first invest in herself. After a night of drinking with Stacy, a drunken joke became the major talking point of the evening, and in the light of day, the idea was too tempting to ignore. And with Stacy sweetening the deal by conjuring up a ‘signing bonus’ for taking this new job, Kendall flew down to Florida, and came back with an immaculate set of massive fake tits.

	She was no slouch before, having an excellent set of D-cups. But while Stacy was petite, meaning her comparably sized double-E’s looked absolutely massive on her, Kendall was on the taller side, meaning her big breasts didn’t quite stand out on her frame as much as they could. But now, that wasn’t a problem, as her freshly enhanced double-F cups looked gigantic on her tall, slim frame, exploding out of whatever top she wore. And the best part was that unless you knew her before, you wouldn’t be able to tell her breasts were fake. They looked just like the real thing. Massive, sure, but they looked all-natural, and they fit her impressive frame perfectly.

	Now, she joined her new best friend in showcasing their breasts around the office, wearing low-cut tops and bras that really shoved her tits out there. It was their way of separating themselves from the other women in the office. To show everyone how easily they could get the men under their spell, and showing that their endowments were so much bigger and better than every other woman there. Some people complained, for sure, but the higher-ups were on Stacy’s side, and by extension, Kendall, so they never got in trouble. They could get away with anything. Which is why it wasn’t a huge deal for them to spend hours in Stacy’s office, gossiping and chatting without a care in the world. As long as the money kept rolling in, no one minded.

	“So, what’s up?” Kendall asked, sitting back in the chair, her heavy breasts shaking beneath her silky rose gold top. Her jiggling cleavage even caught Stacy’s attention for a moment before she returned to the task at hand.

	“I have this crazy story about last night,” Stacy began, clearly setting up something juicy. “So, I was at the bar…”

	“That’s not that crazy…” Kendall replied in a deadpan fashion, giving her friend a knowing look.

	“Fuck you,” Stacy replied with a smirk. “But anyway, I met this woman there…”

	“Oh, you are changing teams? I saw you glance at my boobs just now,” Kendall interjected.

	“Okay, just shut the fuck up till I’m done,” Stacy replied, giving Kendall the finger. Kendall smiled and sat back, gesturing for Stacy to continue. “Anyway, I was at the bar. And I met this woman there, and we got to talking. So, she told me she’s a sex therapist, and she said she was people watching at the bar, and she was making all these reads about the people there, like… ‘that chick wants to bang this dude’, or… ‘that married guy is gonna end up fucking that slut’. And I was like, okay, whatever. Then, all her predictions ended up being true. Like, one by one, everything she speculated on was right. It was… crazy!”

	“Okay…” Kendall replied, nodding, curious as to where this was going.

	“So, I was pretty impressed, and I bought her a drink. And we got to talking, and we did some more drinking… and we both got pretty trashed,” Stacy admitted. Kendall nodded, unsurprised. Knowing Stacy as she did, the story checked out. But she was still not sure why Stacy was so excited about this whole thing. “So, as she got more drunk, I wanted to pry some dirt from her, so she started talking about some of her patients. And she started telling me this story about this young woman who works in an office. She hates where she works, but it’s a good job, so she keeps her head down and tries to focus on her work. But the reason she hates going into work is that her boss is a sexy bitch who rides her ass and ‘bullies’ her.” Stacy stated, doing air quotes around the word bullies.

	“Okay,” Kendall said, now intrigued.

	“She said her boss and her friend…” Stacy said, nodding at Kendall, “Are mean girls who remind her of being back in high school. The doctor kept talking, and giving more details, and I realized for sure that… holy shit! She’s talking about us! About here!”

	“But wait, why would that be relevant to a sex therapist?” Kendall asked. Stacy pointed at her, as if her question hit the mark.

	“That’s the best part,” Stacy said, a wicked grin lighting up her beautiful face. “Apparently, this woman’s biggest fear… like, the thing that haunts her nightmares, is that she fears that if her husband were to ever meet that sexy ass boss of hers, that he would dump her for the boss bitch. He would dump her for me! She said this happened to her once back in school, that her hot boyfriend left her for her bully, and she thinks it would happen again. Because apparently, this bitch has a super-hot husband, like… a stud way out of her league! And she’s afraid he might realize that once he’s around someone like me, he would dump her on the spot.”

	“Whoa…” Kendall replied, nodding. “Sounds pretty hot.”

	“I know, right?” Stacy stated. “I mean, imagine it happening to her again! She got punked out back in school, and you would think she would learn her lesson. Just imagine history repeating itself, and she loses her man again to someone way hotter than her, again! It’s fucking hot!” There was a long moment where they both basked in the thought of it. Then, Kendall scrunched her face.

	“Wait,” Kendall began, looking confused. “So, you’re saying one of those girls out there has a super-hot husband?” There weren’t a ton of women in the office, and none of them would be women you’d imagine having a handsome stud for a husband.

	“I know!” Stacy began. “Apparently, the doctor vouched for this, that he’s as hot as his wife says.”

	“Who is it?” Kendall inquired. Stacy smiled and nodded as Kendall again hit the right point.

	“I began to needle at her, asking for a little more information,” Stacy began. “She was claiming HIPPA, or doctor/patient confidentiality, or whatever, but I kept wearing her down, feeding her drinks, trying to pry out a name. And you could just tell that she wanted to give me a name. So, I kept poking at her, and poking at her, and finally she gave me a name.”

	“Who?” Kendal asked, on the hook now.

	“Lizzy,” Stacy announced with a grin, glancing over Kendall’s shoulder. Kendall turned around to follow her gaze. Elizabeth was seated at her desk, on the phone with a client as she worked on her computer. She was not a bad worker. In fact, she was pretty good. The only problem was, she was pretty meek, and in this line of work, it was easy for someone like her to get eaten alive. She was very nice and sweet, but in a field like this, she was chum in the water. And Stacy was a shark, riding her ass, getting on her for the smallest mistakes, demanding she do better. And when the pressure got turned up, women like Elizabeth folded, her mistakes compounding, leading to her getting reamed out and continuing the vicious cycle. People like Elizabeth who openly display their vulnerability… a shark like Stacy would always feed on that weakness, making her a target for easy ridicule.

	While Stacy had a good hate on Elizabeth for some time, Kendall never had any major issue with her. It wasn’t until recently, when Kendall chose loyalty to Stacy, that Elizabeth got nervous around her. And with Stacy going on again and again about how much Elizabeth sucked, it was hard for Kendall to not eventually empathize. Even though Elizabeth meant well, and she was at her core a good person, even someone like Kendall who used to like the married blonde had to admit that Elizabeth kind of sucked. She was mopey, and mousy and very fragile. For women who were confident and assertive, a woman like Elizabeth just seemed like a loser in comparison. And in a field like finance, you’re trained to pounce on any weakness you find.

	“Wait, Elizabeth has a really hot husband?” Kendall asked, surprised. She only passingly knew that the blonde was married. And she never would have expected her husband to be a stud like Stacy was claiming. “You sure?”

	“That’s what her therapist said,” Stacy stated confidently. “I mean, isn’t it crazy how this random woman I meet at a bar is the sex therapist for one of my employees? And that she’s so loose lipped about her? Nuts!”

	“Yeah, crazy…” Kendall said, a bit more skeptical about this coincidental nature of this whole thing than her boss. But Stacy was so caught up in the possibilities that she wasn’t questioning the circumstances that led to them.

	“So, what’re you going to do with this information?” Kendall asked.

	“What do you mean?” Stacy asked. “I’m gonna fuck her husband!” Kendall laughed at the bluntness of this statement.

	“How do you plan to do that?” Kendall asked. “Considering she’s terrified of you, I don’t see how you plan to meet her husband.”

	“I’ve already thought about this…” Stacy said, leaning over her desk. ‘Christmas party!’ Kendall gave her a pointed look. Stacy was notoriously cheap when it came to any extra festivities in the office, preferring to simply pocket that extra funding and spend it on herself. “I mean it! Let’s go all out. Music. Food. And booze! Lots and lots of booze! We invite all the employees here, attendance required with spouses. We get little Lizzy super drunk, she passes out, and leave me free reign to ride her husband’s nice big dick!” Kendall smiled. Stacy made it sound so easy.

	“What if the hubby isn’t as hot as you think? Cause I tell you… I’m skeptical,” Kendall said, glancing back at the blonde through the glass window of the office. Elizabeth was very sweet, but she was so timid that the idea of her having some super-stud husband… didn’t seem likely. Or at the very least, not hot in the way Stacy probably expected.

	“Well…” Stacy began, sounding a little bit annoyed at this whole scheme of her being questioned. “Unless he’s repulsive, then I’ll probably just fuck him anyway. And fucking Lizzy’s man and seeing her getting dunked on again… that alone is enough to do it. I mean, I fucked Don Webber to get this job, and Lizzy’s husband has gotta be better than that.” Kendall laughed at this and glanced above the door of the office. Stacy’s gaze followed hers, knowing what she was looking at. When her eyes landed on it, she rolled her eyes as she always did.

	As a congratulations, Don, the board member she fucked, gave her a welcoming gift for her new job title. And what does a 50-something white guy buy a young Asian woman as a gift? A katana. A fucking ninja sword. He thought it would be a totally cool to buy her, and she was forced to put on a happy smile as she received it. And because he was one of the few people she was forced to still be professional towards, she had to display the sword prominently, hanging above the door inside her office, so whenever he came down to visit he always saw it. Stacy often ended up letting her eyes drift to steel blade when she was on her phone in her office, and she used it as a reminder of the bullshit a woman like her would always have to deal with on her way to the top. And in certain moments, like the times she was forced to meet with Don and suffer through his lame jokes and out-of-date comments… her thoughts involving that sword turned downright violent.

	“Okay,” Stacy began, returning to the moment. ‘So, you’re gonna be on point for setting up this party. You know what I want, and you’ll have all the funds you need, so go all out!’ Kendall smiled sadly. “I want the invites done by the end of the day,” Stacy added.

	“Four years of undergraduate, a master’s in business, years of impeccable experience, and now I’m in charge of organizing the office Christmas party. Wonderful!” Kendall stated sarcastically. Stacy smirked at her friend.

	“Hey, if this all works out, you’ll get a huge bonus. I promise,” Stacy stated. “I’ll owe you one.” Kendall relented and smirked.

	“You’d better,” the taller woman replied, standing up and stepping out of the office, off to work setting up the party. As she marched away, she had the back of Elizabeth’s head in her sights. Poor thing had no idea what was in for her. Because when Stacy had her sights on someone, she never failed. As she got closer, Elizabeth took a small moment to check her personal phone, clearly taking a small moment of respite to check social media.

	“Focus on your work, Elizabeth,” Kendall chided as she walked by. The blonde jumped in her seat, dropping her phone.

	“Sorry, Kendall,” Elizabeth murmured, embarrassed. Kendall rolled her eyes and kept walking. Poor girl, she didn’t suspect a thing. Unwittingly betrayed by her own therapist. Kendall’s thoughts caught on that detail again.

	Something wasn’t quite right about this therapist of hers…

	 

	 

	 

	“Just focus on my voice,” Dr. White said calmly, seated in her office, her voice a cool, silky whisper. “Let all other thoughts just fade away… Every bit of stress, every worry, let it just pour out of you. Just relax…” Soft, ethereal music was playing from a nearby speaker, setting the mood in the otherwise quiet office. “It’s like you’re floating beneath the water, and all sound is getting quieter and quieter. The light is getting darker and darker. The only thing that can reach you is my voice. It’s the only thing that matters.” Seated across from Dr. White was a tall, well-built man, dressed as if he’d come to her office straight from work outdoors, sitting up straight, eyes closed. Dr. White kept talking like this, speaking in circles, her calm, cool voice urging him to sink deeper, trying to wear away at his subconscious.

	“Your head is heavy, and it’s so difficult to hold yourself up any longer. I’m gonna count down from ten, and when I hit zero, I want you to let your head fall and your chin to hit your chest,” Dr. White coaxed him, finally progressing to the next step of this. “10… 9…” she counted down, in a calm, patient, consistent pace. And finally… “3… 2… 1… 0.” Dr. White kept her eyes on her patient, watching his reaction.

	He didn’t budge. His head stayed upright. Then, his eyes opened up and looked at the woman across from him sharply. Dr. White winced.

	“Didn’t work?” Dr. White asked.

	“Still nothing,” he replied firmly, a tinge of impatience in his voice. Dr. White sat back and strummed her fingers on the arm rest of her chair, annoyed.

	“I’m sorry, Bryce,” she replied, shaking her head. Glancing up at the clock, she winced once more. “Looks like we don’t have enough time to try again.” He exhaled and rolled his eyes, clearly frustrated.

	“So…” Bryce began, choosing his words. “We’re just gonna keep trying the same thing over and over again every week? I mean… I appreciate the help, I really do, but it’s clearly not taking. Do we have to keep proving that every time? I have shit to do at home, and I don’t like being the guy who leaves the worksite early.”

	“I apologize for the inconvenience,” Dr. White replied patiently, turning off the music. ‘For studies like this, regular, repeated appointments are required. Even if it’s not taking, we do need to play it out for the full 10 weeks. That’s the only way the results are valid, and it’s the only way I can get you compensated for your time.’ Begrudgingly, he nodded. Looking to calm his annoyance, she offered an olive branch. “Do you want a piece of candy?”

	He looked her down, clearly somewhat perturbed at being appealed to like a child. Nonetheless, not wanting to be rude, he replied.

	“Fine,” he agreed, shrugging his shoulders. She seemed pleased at this, lighting up as he agreed, standing up quickly to grab a treat to pass to him. He stood up as the doctor did. Checking his phone, he didn’t watch her as she leaned over her desk, lifted the lid off a tin, and removed a package of tart fruit candy. He pocketed his phone as she approached, giving her a polite smile and nod as she handed the candy over to him.

	“Same time next week?” Dr. White stated.

	“Fine,” he replied somewhat gruffly, following her as she led him out of the office. Saying his goodbyes, he quickly made his way out from the lobby and towards outside. As he did so, he shook his head as he realized he was still holding the stupid piece of candy. Why did he even say yes to wanting this? He hated candy. Shaking his head, the sound of the candy hitting the metal garbage can echoed loudly in the empty foyer as he stepped out of the building, moving to head towards his truck and drive home.

	 

	 

	 

	It was a time of great change for Dr. Jennifer White. With the direction she was taking her career, she thought it would be best to invest in her future and herself. So, she’d purchased her own office, no longer sharing office space with any colleagues. After a few successful cases in her current pursuits, she realized it would be prudent to no longer have the danger of any prying eyes or ears intruding on her business. Dr. White was exploring the wicked, darkest corners of her patients’ sexual tastes, pushing the limits, pushing well past many ethical barriers… It was best not to have anyone around who could get in the way of her work.

	And while she certainly did well, this was a huge expenditure, so money was suddenly a little tighter than it used to be. She’d kept her secretary Ash in the move, and she worked the desk and ran the office side of things, earning a small raise thanks to her loyalty. Dr. White didn’t lose any clients, and she’d in fact gained plenty more in the meantime, but not enough to make a huge dent in terms of money. Hence, she suddenly was taking part in some studies and clinical trials to pick up some extra cash.

	Such as one on hypnotism.

	Dr. White had never particularly subscribed to hypnotism as a viable method of patient care. It seemed like something out of movies. But looking into it a bit more, some very qualified names spoke highly of it as a way of helping people out. But even they said that the results were spotty at best, and for certain types of minds, it just wouldn’t work, period.

	And so far, three weeks into her study on the viability of hypnosis in her line of work, that conclusion seemed to be the case. Results were… mixed, to say the least. For some, she did see a little progress. For others, not so much. When she had initially decided to take this study on, she had hopes of being able to interweave hypnosis into her life’s work, using it as a way to open up her patients’ minds quickly, studying the dark depths of raw, nasty sex firsthand. Where she could snap her fingers and get someone under her spell just like that. If it worked, it would be an insane skill to have in her toolbelt. But so far… it had not proved so easy.

	Bryce and his wife had first entered Dr. White’s office a few months ago. While she was always looking for candidates for her personal field of study, exploring the depths of sinful sex, their case didn’t seem to present a viable option in that sense. Bryce and Judy were having problems conceiving a baby, and it had caused some conflict to arise between them. Not the first time she’d encountered such a thing. It was quite common actually. Their appointments typically involved Dr. White being the mediator between the two, playing the peacekeeper. They were a great couple despite this, and Dr. White did her best to keep the peace between them.

	They were opposites in many ways. Judy was short and a bit mousy, with cute brunette hair down to her shoulders, and a slightly old-fashioned sense of style that sort of worked for her. Long cotton dresses. Fluffy cardigans that looked very comfortable. And Bryce was the opposite, tall and built. He didn’t seem one for style, as he dressed pragmatically, typically wearing jeans, work boots, and simple t-shirts or button-up flannels. He worked as a contractor, so he was out at a jobsite working hard for most of the day. Judy had a history of health issues. Nothing too major, but it was enough to give her continued troubles throughout her whole life, including her current problems conceiving. Nonetheless, she was a spitfire, and Dr. White couldn’t help but respect her resolve. She was also very sweet, so it was hard not to be sympathetic to her plight.

	Bryce wasn’t quite as likeable as his wife. Not that he an asshole or anything, it was just… he was very rigid and humorless. He liked what he liked. He was very work-oriented, and he didn’t do well with adversity. Things were very black and white. His brain just wasn’t wired to look at the subtleties of certain situations. And while he meant well, he often didn’t express himself delicately, causing conflict. That being said, he was absolutely in love with Judy, and totally loyal to her in every way. He certainly saw her vulnerability and fragility, and that led him to be very protective of her. Dr. White didn’t imagine their conflict would lead to a separation; they were too in love for that. They just needed to her help developing a plan to navigate these troubled waters.

	Dr. White’s wicked mind was always at work, and upon their first meeting, she did consider ways for her to work her magic, and coax Bryce to break all his vows and take part in some very nasty sex with the good doctor. But very quickly, Dr. White realized that likely wouldn’t be happening. He was too rigid, too brusque, too loyal. With someone like Eddie, the first married man she’d seduced all on her own, his mind was a ball of clay that the doctor could mold to her liking. Bryce’s mind was ceramic. Hard. Fully forged into its final form. Perhaps a slow burn could wear him down and make his mind more malleable, enough for her to really change him, but she realized that would take a long time to do. Also, she wasn’t sitting down with him alone and examining him enough to really develop a specialized plan of attack. And, on some level, she didn’t really want to explore making that happen, because frankly she didn’t feel that same immediate connection with him. She was able to really get into some of her other patients because she really liked them, and she just didn’t have the same rapport with Bryce. Again, he wasn’t an asshole, just very blunt, rigid and impenetrable. Any interiority he had was securely walled off, and while it was theoretically possible to wear him down, she didn’t feel compelled to put in that level of effort. So, for the time being, despite the fun challenge he would provide, he seemed out of reach for the talented doctor.

	And that was a damn shame, because Bryce was insanely fucking hot. Dr. White couldn’t get over it. He was like a fucking perfect specimen of a man. He was a big dude, maybe 6’4 “, and built. His work kept him in great shape, as he was muscular and fit, with his sheer size making him seem like an imposing obstacle. He was like a redwood of a man, and Dr. White couldn’t stop herself from fantasizing about climbing all over him. Additionally, he was really good looking, with an intense gaze and striking features. He had closely shorn dark hair, and he always seemed to have a five o’clock shadow that made him come across as a pillar of raw masculinity. It was too bad he was such a blunt, hard-headed object. He was a hammer, and while Dr. White quite often imagining herself as the one being nailed by him, she had to choose her battles wisely and redirect her efforts elsewhere, to seek out tools far more malleable to being bent to her will.

	After some discussion with the couple, and hearing some of the medical complications they were dealing with, they ended up settling on the idea of attempting in vitro fertilization with a surrogate, using Judy’s egg and Bryce’s seed. The main problem with that was the sheer cost of that option. While both were working double-time to bring in as much cash as possible for it, both of them knew deep down they couldn’t quite afford it as things stood at the moment.

	It was then that Dr. White had a bolt of inspiration. She told them that she knew some people and she could make a few calls to work out a slightly better deal and have a quicker path to tracking down a willing surrogate. The couple seemed excited about this option. But Dr. White tied it together with another possibility, namely that Bryce volunteer for her hypnosis study. It was a paid study, wherein he would make money for his time, as would nine other volunteers who were participating. Dr. White had initially asked for both, but Judy’s schedule couldn’t get it to work. But Bryce could make it work, despite him not wanting it to. Although he seemed rather skeptical of the whole idea of hypnotism, he liked the idea of making easy cash for an hour a week of just sitting there, so he accepted.

	As noted before, the study wasn’t the rousing success she’d hoped for, with the results being mixed. But there were some promising results that could lead to something more, and for that, she was excited. However, when looking at things from Bryce’s perspective, Dr. White could understand his annoyance. But all results were good results, so in that sense, things were going well.

	Dr. White stood up from her desk and pulled open a closet door so she could take a look at herself. She’d learned to strike that balance perfectly in choosing outfits that maintained professionalism while flattering her impressive figure. Today, she was wearing a thin, silky, button-up purple top, with a snug black skirt that went down to her knees. She wore black mesh stockings on her long, taut legs, with some matching high heels on her feet. Straightening her hair and adjusting her glasses, she then reached up to button a few more buttons on her top. She gotten good at tailoring her appearance for whoever she was meeting with. For men like Bryce, she always made sure to show a slightly less than professional amount of cleavage. But with others, like her upcoming patient, it was best to keep her hot body under wraps as to not threaten them.

	She then turned so her side was facing the mirror. With all the talk of pregnancy and babies with Judy and Bryce, she couldn’t help but let her mind go there with herself. What it would be like if she got pregnant. She’d been thinking about it a lot lately. She imagined her trim belly rising with a child growing inside of her. Jennifer had never been one to feel a great compulsion to settle down and have babies. She just wasn’t wired that way. That being said, with her current line of study, it seemed inevitable that she’d be exploring that side of the equation eventually. The effect of pregnancy on both her mind and body, and if there would be an affect, either positive or negative, on her future seductions of men. Would there be any obvious changes, would there be some innate, unspoken affect at having men knowing she had a viable body for breeding? It all seemed like fertile territory to explore.

	Plus, it would make her boobs look huge!

	Hey, even Dr. White wasn’t invulnerable to vanity. In fact, she’d found herself getting more and more vain and looks-oriented than she’d ever been before. Any little change to her appearance or body was noted. One positive to all the intense fucking she’d taken part in recently was that it felt like her breasts had gotten ever-so-slightly larger than they had been. Maybe it was purely from use, or maybe there was some correlation between the amount of sex had with cup size. Like, all the sexual endorphins in her veins had affected her body, increasing her cup size in order to ensure more sex. But whatever it was, she’d clocked it. And her huge boobs had continually proven to be her greatest weapons at breaking down and seducing men. She couldn’t help but imagine what would happen if her tits swelled up even bigger than they already were. Just imagine the damage she could do…

	Thinking about her many recent misadventures drew her attention elsewhere. In moving to this new office, she’d found an added feature that she’d never encountered in real life. There was a safe in the wall, hidden behind a painting that the previous occupants had left in place. Feeling like this was something out of a movie, she felt compelled to put something in there, just out of principal. It was too cool to just not use. Luckily, she had the perfect idea.

	After the seduction of her former patient, Eddie, she’d participated in some extracurricular activities with him and the woman she’d set him up with once their time was done, Krystal. After a night of dirty nasty fun with the pair of them, she’d come across something of great interest to her the next morning: his discarded wedding ring from his first marriage to Annie. Tossed carelessly aside among loose change and other knickknacks, it caught the doctor’s eye as soon as she saw it, and she couldn’t help toying with it between her fingers as she sipped her coffee the next morning. Krystal didn’t seem the type to attach much meaning to things, so when the doctor asked her if she could keep Eddie’s wedding ring for herself, Krystal didn’t put up the slightest bit of fight in giving this once prized item of Eddie’s away. By this point, her and Eddie had rings of their own, and as long as it didn’t get in the way of her having sex with her man, she didn’t really care.

	From there, it became Dr. White’s thing. If she successfully broke apart a marriage through her direct efforts, she did her best to obtain some sort of totem to honor that. And for the most part, it had been wedding rings. In the months since she’d pivoted towards this pursuit of the dark depths of filthy sex, she’d broken up six marriages, plus a few non-marriage relationships. Pulling the painting away from the wall, with it swinging out on hinges, she punched in the digits of the combination and pulled open the door of the safe. In there, placed neatly on a carved wooden shelf for just such a purpose, sat the results of her dedication. Six wedding rings from the six marriages she’d directly demolished. Additionally, she’d been able to procure a wedding ring from the very first marriage she’d helped break up. Gina, her mentor, had convinced the doctor to assist in stealing her daughter’s husband from her, and Dr. White, caught up in the heat of this wicked idea, did as she’d commanded. And while Dr. White had no doubt that Gina would see the appeal of holding onto the ring of the marriage her new man once shared with her daughter, that daughter of hers didn’t. Or, to put it more accurately, Jenny didn’t really have a choice. Gina’s daughter Jenny had been completely broken by losing her husband to her own mom, and with a little bit of gaslighting by Dr. White, she’d been committed to a psychiatric facility indefinitely, not knowing if what she’d seen was real or not. Being her primary doctor, Dr. White had access to her personal effects. And with no one at the facility having any reason to doubt her, the doctor was able to pilfer her wedding ring with no one noticing.

	These were items shared between two people on what they thought was the most important day of their lives. In that moment, these rings meant everything to them. To have them reduced to what they were now, expensive but ultimately meaningless baubles, trophies stolen by them for a greater purpose… it felt like an unholy perversion of such a sacred ritual. Instead of being worn proudly on fingers, a symbol of love for all to see, they were hidden in secret, bathed in darkness, a relic of a loving relationship long gone. The only one that would occasionally see the light of day was Eddie’s, as she threaded a chain through it and wore it as a necklace, further compounding her destruction of that marriage by keeping the ring on a chain around her neck. This kept the wedding band lodged firmly between her big round tits, a further insult to this once important item, especially during the times she wore it while meeting with Eddie’s former wife.

	It wasn’t just wedding rings that she got her hands on. She had a couple other items stored in the safe, the best she could do given the circumstances. One, a locket, meant to connect two long-distance lovers even when they were far apart. Now, they were further apart than ever, thanks to Dr. White. The other item, a promise ring, shared between a young, in-love pair. The young man in the equation came to the doctor struggling to contain his sexual urges, doing his darndest to save himself for his lady love. With the doctor’s help, he learned to stop repressing his sexual desires and found himself a rather fun way to vent all that pressure inside him. Maybe not the answer he was looking for, but it was no doubt the one he needed. And thanks to that, there was a whorish, big breasted high school dropout getting deep-dicked by the once virginal young stud, thus proving how useless such a thing as a promise ring really was. There was a lot of space left in this safe, in this ring-holder. If all went well, Dr. White would fill it up. And hopefully, she wouldn’t stop there.

	Based on recent experiences, she now knew that with enough time, she could probably break up even the happiest of couples. She’d had great success lately, and she was starting to believe that once she got a man she wanted sitting across from her in her office, it was a done deal. As soon as a taken stud stepped into her clutches, his cock was destined to end up inside her. No doubt. As a slut, she’d quickly leveled up, becoming dangerously effective at her craft.

	But as a scientist, she couldn’t shake the fact the results were starting to get a bit redundant. While she took different paths each time in convincing some of her male patients to bury their cocks’ balls-deep inside her, and while each seduction did give her new information to enter within her notebook, new lessons to be inscribed in her ‘Code of Slut’s’, these results were only a small part in the great expanse of sexual depths she was looking to explore. And although she planned to keep exploring this lane further, she knew she had to spread her wings and study other avenues of sex and seduction. And after a close call about a month prior, where one of the wives she met with momentarily appeared suspicious of the wicked doctor after losing her husband to her, Dr. White realized she was playing with fire. That someday, she might get figured out. She was very good at managing them so far, but she wasn’t looking to have any vengeful wives out there seeking revenge. That would ruin the fun. So, as fun as it was to break up couples who came through her doors, who put their trust in her… she knew deep down that she had to be a bit more judicious about her chosen seductions. And additionally, she realized that she might have to put some distance between herself and some of the explosive break-ups she was inciting. Enough distance where no one should suspect a thing…

	This was a chance for her to learn a new skill. To play cupid, to be a matchmaker and bring two people together with them ever knowing it. Not a traditional match, like one you’d see in a rom-com, where two wayward single people had a meet-cute and fell in love. No, this had an added level of difficulty, with the subjects of the match being a married man and a stone-cold slut. If all went to plan, this would be the first time she’d ever get a married man to cheat without even meeting him. Without having the chance to sink her claws in him herself, which would just have to be the sacrifice she made for her work. For science. It was probably better science, to be honest, as typically the conductor of a study isn’t supposed to be so heavily involved with its subjects. It would be a challenge, especially doing this all from a distance, but she always relished a challenge.

	Suddenly, her desk phone rang, stirring her from her thoughts.

	“Dr. White, Elizabeth is here,” Ash said to her once she picked up her phone.

	“I’ll be right out,” Dr. White replied. Closing up the safe and putting the painting back in place, she checked her image one more time before closing the closet door and heading out towards the waiting area.

	“Come on back, Elizabeth,” Dr. White greeted the clearly panicking blonde seated in the waiting area late on a Friday. Nodding at her, Elizabeth stood up and followed her, eyes meekly on the carpet as she did so. Dr. White strode confidently towards her office as the meek young blonde followed.

	Elizabeth was a petite young woman, about 27 years old. Short, skinny, she was wearing an outfit that looked cute but wasn’t exactly flattering. An almost sweater-like black, long-sleeved top, showing nothing on her chest and looking somewhat bulky on her slim figure. Down lower, pants that looked a little too big for her, again favoring comfort over style. On her feet were simple black flats. Nonetheless, she was a very pretty young woman. Bright, big green eyes, full lips, a good complexion and silky blonde tresses down to her shoulders. There was also something very precious about her, an inherent gentleness and fragility that would make your heart want to go out to her. That being said, to some, this meekness likely made her a target for easy ridicule.

	“Take a seat,” she smiled warmly at Elizabeth as she guided her into her office. Not looking up, she marched into the office, taking her seat across from Dr. White’s chair. Calmly, Dr. White grabbed her notebook before sitting down. Smiling warmly at Elizabeth, the doctor greeted her. “How are you feeling today, Elizabeth?”

	The young blonde woman quickly grabbed a folded-up piece of green paper from her purse, unfolded it, and held it up for Dr. White, staring right at her as she did so.

	“My office all of a sudden decided to throw a big Christmas party!” she said angrily.

	“Okay?” Dr. White replied, scrunching her eyebrows, seemingly confused.

	“My boss is always super cheap with office parties, and she never wants us to bring guests. And I swear she’s pocketing some money that’s meant for parties and spending it on herself, but I can’t prove that for sure. Anyways, all of a sudden, she’s throwing a huge office Christmas party with catering and booze and a DJ, and she wants us to bring our spouses. Stacy even said, like, two weeks ago that no one other than employees could come. Then, just like that… she changes her tune? It says ‘Please bring your spouse/partner so they can be introduced to the Harper Finance family.’ I’ve worked there for three years. It is not a warm, family atmosphere! It’s like they saw my nightmares, and are making them real! I… I… I don’t know what to do!” Elizabeth said, panicking.

	“Ah,” Dr. White said, nodding, suddenly understanding Elizabeth’s issue. “So, you have to bring Ryan into the office. Which means… he’s gonna meet her.”

	“I mean, they have to know I’m married at this point, and knowing them like I do, if I’m the one person who doesn’t bring their spouse, they’ll only use it an excuse to crap on me further. I can’t win!” Elizabeth said, putting her head in her hands.

	“Elizabeth…” Dr. White said calmly, waiting patiently for the blonde wife to look up at her. Once she did, she continued. “We’ve talked about this. Keeping Ryan hidden from your life as ‘your little secret’ isn’t a tenable choice. If you can’t share your entire life with your husband, then your marriage will fall apart from that alone. You can’t keep him hidden forever. And I know you don’t like your boss, but we both know deep down that is highly unlikely that what you fear would actually come to pass.”

	“It’s happened once!” Elizabeth said firmly. Dr. White nodded and smiled calmly.

	“That was a high school relationship. And as far along as you and your ex were, that was very much a young and immature relationship. You and Ryan are married. You… your husband, your boss… they are all grown adults. Ryan married you, and by all accounts he’s never given you any reason to doubt him. You need to believe in him. You need to trust him. If you can’t even trust your husband to go to an office Christmas party with you, then you might have greater problems. And I don’t think you two do.”

	“I know,” Elizabeth said. “And I know you always say I’m catastrophizing things, but you don’t know girls like Stacy. I do. I’ve been dealing with them all my life.”

	“I understand what you’re dealing with, Elizabeth. I really do,” Dr. White stated. “And I understand who you’re dealing with. But you have no reason to doubt Ryan.”

	“I had no reason to doubt Johnny either!” Elizabeth pointed out. “And now he’s doing God knows what with that fucking bitch he ended up with!”

	Ah, yes. Johnny. The man that had really spurred this recent breakdown of Elizabeth’s. She’d come into Dr. White’s office for the first time about eight months prior, and Dr. White still recalled the story she came in with rather well.

	 

	 

	 

	(Eight Months Prior)

	“There was a guy I dated when I was younger. Johnny.” Elizabeth began, beginning to tell the doctor her most embarrassing bit of history. “We’d known each other since we were kids. We were best friends. Our parents grew up together. Me and him went to the same church. Even as a little girl, before I even understood what love was, I always thought me and him were gonna end up together.”

	“And we did end up together. From middle school on, me and him dated. We went to different schools back then, so nobody else around me knew. I was… kind of a wallflower back then. No one really paid me much attention. I was just there. No one would have suspected that I had this super awesome boyfriend at another school. He was my secret, and every time someone looked past me, or made fun of me, I just thought about Johnny, and how I had this amazing guy that loved me more than anything.”

	“Then I went to high school, and there was this girl. Kayla. She had been going to a different school, and our schools combined when we got to high school. She’d been the popular girl at her school, and once our classes combined, she immediately became the queen bee there, too, even over all the popular girls from my school. She was gorgeous, and smart, but she was probably the worst person I’ve ever met.”

	“In what way?” Dr. White asked patiently.

	“Oh my God, every way!” Elizabeth says. “I sat behind her in Spanish class, and she would talk to her friend right there in front of me about all this wild stuff, as if I wasn’t even there. As if my presence didn’t even matter. And when she did notice me, she would look at me as if I was dirt on her shoe. And oh my God, she was vile! She would talk down everyone around her, say such awful things about them. And not just people she didn’t like, but girls that were ostensibly her friends. Any blemish or imperfection, or any embarrassing moment, she would happily share. She would laugh as she tore down her friends, her rivals, teachers. Anyone. She talked about this one time a girl she was friends with had hit on a boy that she was interested in, and the friend knew that Kayla had feelings for him. In response, Kayla invited this girl to a party, got her really drunk, and shaved off all her hair. Her supposed ‘friend’ never came back to school, and she was no doubt traumatized. But to her, it was this hilarious thing to laugh about.”

	“Kayla was like a bully in a movie. Some girl got a school award over her, and she wanted it, because it would look great on her college application. She was smart and kind and friendly, but Kayla got her friends to literally dunk her head in the toilet and laughed at her as it was happening. She was never the same after that, and the next time the school gave an award, Kayla was the one on stage getting it. And the crowd applauded! As if she’d done nothing wrong…”

	“If a boy flirted with her and she considered him beneath her, she would laugh in his face. She would say terrible things about them, how disgusting she found them, and would make them feel like shit for even trying. If a teacher tried to stand up to her, all of sudden terrible rumors would spread about them throughout the school, and she bragged about starting these rumors to her friends.”

	“And the worst part was… everyone loved her! The teachers loved her. The boys loved her. The girls loved her. I don’t know if it was easier to do that than to get on her bad side, but she never once got in trouble. She got away with everything! The boys loved her because she was a hot and skinny brunette and she an insane ass and she had boobs out to here!” Elizabeth said, putting her hands way out in front of her chest, gesturing that Kayla had gigantic melons on her chest, far larger than her own petite pair. “I’m sure a lot of the teachers loved her for the same reason, as bad as she was. Even a lot of the women teachers loved her because she was the cool awesome girl that everyone wanted to be around. She was late all the time, and she would wear clothes that would violate the dress code. Like, she wore tops that were very low-cut, she would wear tights that left nothing to the imagination, stuff other girls would get in trouble over, but not her. Never her.”

	“And the girls liked her because she was so cool, and so worldly, and so grownup seeming,” Elizabeth said. “Even though being her friend meant taking the risk that she would turn on you over the slightest thing, but they didn’t care. They saw what she was capable of, and no one gave a shit. It was so frustrating to see someone like that always getting away with it!”

	“So, how does this relate to you?” Dr. White asked naively, as if she didn’t already know where this was going.

	“So…” Elizabeth said, pausing to steel herself up for what came next. “Johnny’s school had some issue, so he ended up transferring to our school halfway through senior year. And immediately, all the girls noticed him. He was tall and handsome and in good shape. And he was very nice. I could see the other girls swooning, which made me so happy that he was mine. No one suspected he was dating me. He was my secret. But eventually the secret got out.”

	“We were still young, and we were both still active in the church, so our level of intimacy was holding hands and hugging and little kisses. Nothing too major. We both agreed to wait till marriage, and we were both okay with that. Even though there were times where I looked at him and he was so hot I wanted to throw all that away. But he was always good about keeping things under control between us. That was the first time that little old me made waves in the school, because I was the one dating this new guy who was really hot.”

	“Kayla must have seen us together at some point, because all of a sudden, she was talking to me, asking me all sorts of questions. About us. About him. She did it all with a smile on her face, but they were all backhanded comments. Like… ‘Oh my God, I can’t believe a girl like you landed him!’. Or… ‘You guys have been dating for five years? I can’t believe a guy like him would have settled down with just one girl.’ Or after she found out we go to church every Sunday together, she said… ‘Oh, that’s so sweet! I didn’t know people like you two still existed!’ And then she said… ‘If he were my boyfriend, and I got done with him, he’d probably not feel so comfortable being in a chapel every Sunday, haha!’ I mean, it was obvious she was into him. Then I saw her chatting Johnny up in the hall, so I warned him about her. I didn’t get into so many details, but I told him she was really bad, and that she had bad plans for him. But he was always confident, and calm, and mature, and he told me he wasn’t worried about her. That if she tried anything, he would halt her in her tracks, but until that point comes when she stopped being polite, he’d continue to be friendly to her. And despite my feelings about Kayla, I trusted him. He was the smartest, most mature, coolest guy I’d ever known. I believed him because I loved him.”

	“How long was it before Johnny and Kayla started having sex?” Dr. White asked firmly but calmly, her read of the situation cutting right to the heart of the matter before the blonde woman could even reveal it. Tears welled in Elizabeth’s eyes as the raw emotion begin rising back in her.

	“Less than a month…” she choked out, a tear falling down her cheek. Shaking her head, she continued. “We’d been dating for five years. I’d known him all my life. I trusted him more than anyone. But… as soon as he came to my school, he wasn’t mine anymore. His school was small and humble… it was a church school. He was well-liked there, but it’s not the same. I was at a public school, and it was way bigger. So, he was dealing with a whole different crowd. He was suddenly extremely popular. He was suddenly the center of attention, and getting invited to the big parties. I’m not a party girl in the slightest, and even if I was being invited, I wasn’t gonna go. He was getting a lot of attention from very ruthless girls who weren’t gonna stop until they got what they wanted. He didn’t know what he was dealing with, because he always saw the best in people. Because he was such a good-hearted guy. So, when the popular girls like Kayla invited him to the big, exclusive, cool-people party, he thought they were just being kind. He said he’d be nice and show up with some friends, just show his face and not make a big deal out of it. I was worried, but he assured me he’d be fine. He said ‘Trust me.’ I still remember the feeling when he kissed me on the forehead to let me know he’d be okay…”

	Elizabeth paused for a long time, crying inwardly as the raw memories of that time hit her hard. Dr. White didn’t say anything, maintaining a warm, patient expression on her face, waiting politely for her to continue when she was ready. After a minute or two, the young woman gathered herself enough to keep going.

	“The rumors started pretty quick after that. That Johnny and Kayla hooked up at the party. I didn’t believe it at first, of course. I trusted him more than anything. But… he did start to act a little nervous around me, which was weird, because he was always so composed and calm. Looking back… he was feeling me out to see if I’d heard anything, and he was relieved that I didn’t know anything about what had happened. I still trusted him. But after that, I started to get nervous. The vibe at school was really weird all of a sudden. All the hot popular girls could barely contain their laughter when they saw me in the hall. I didn’t want to doubt Johnny, but it was really starting to feel like something happened. And those girls weren’t above just taking part in some big joke at my expense, so I still didn’t fully believe it. And Kayla… I sat near her in a class. I heard her talking about how she fucked the hottest guy at a party over the weekend, that it was the best sex she’d ever had, that he had the biggest penis she’d ever seen, and that they’d fucked all night. And she glanced back at me only once, and she smirked when she did it. Kayla was an evil witch on her best days, so I didn’t put it past her that she had heard the rumors and she was just messing with me, but… but I started to get really anxious. Still, I trusted Johnny. Still, I didn’t doubt him. I treated him like he was still my boyfriend, even though everyone else knew the truth.”

	“When did you find out that truth?” Dr. White replied, her nipples stiffening beneath her top.

	“I wasn’t very popular, but I had a few really good friends. And one of them, Tracee… she’s the one that broke the news. Pictures were being passed around from the big party, and she’d gotten ahold of them. There were a lot of them, and I… I remember every single one.” Elizabeth paused, tears welling in her eyes. “The first was him in the middle of the picture, surrounded by a bunch of girls, with Kayla right next to him. They were clearly excited that he’d shown up. Kayla was fucking beaming… She was wearing this tight tank top, and her boobs were absolutely spilling out of it. And she was, like, jutting them out. They were impossible not to notice. It was Johnny, and her, and her giant tits, then everyone else.”

	“The next one was them talking. He had that warm, crooked smile of his, and again… she was just accidentally pushing her huge boobs out, begging him to look. But in the picture… that one, at least… he didn’t seem to have taken the bait. It was impressive, to be honest. She looked incredible… I can’t deny it, even as bad as she was. She was in this top that clung to her, and she was wearing these tight, low-cut jeans that looked like they were painted on. Her ass looked incredible. And she did that thing where the straps of her thong were above her pants… that’s always so trashy to me, but I can’t deny she pulled the look off.” Elizabeth shook her head, infuriated by that evil bitch’s intense beauty.

	“I should have sensed something was off right then,” she began. “He had a beer bottle in his hand. He never drank. He wasn’t that type of guy. It didn’t look like he’d drank much from it, so maybe he was just nursing it, trying to fit in. I wish I could say that what happened was because he got drunk, but deep down… I don’t think he did. And even if so, I don’t think it made a difference. It was gonna happen no matter what.”

	“There were a few video clips… the first one showed them dancing,” Elizabeth said. “He wasn’t much of a dancer, but she was all up against him, rubbing her butt against him, moving it as if she was built to do so. He looked uncomfortable, but… you could see that whatever she was doing was getting to him. He probably was just dancing with her to be polite, except… she was wearing him down. You could tell. The next clip showed them dancing slow. Her arms were around his neck, and his were on her hips. She was right up against him, and her boobs were right up on his chest. It looked he was struggling to resist what she was doing to him. And unlike before… he was looking straight at her breasts.”

	“Mmm-hmm,” Dr. White murmured, unsurprised.

	“The next thing was a picture…” Elizabeth paused. This memory clearly stung. ‘It was Kayla front and center… with Johnny’s face between her boobs.’ She shook her head and continued. “She was holding him against her cleavage, and she was looking at the camera, at one of her friends, no doubt. She had this big, opened mouth grin… she looked elated. And she was winking at the camera, and she was doing some gesture with her hand…” she said, holding up her fingers in almost a ‘shaka’ sign. “Tracee showed me a video clip next, and I knew what I was about to see.”

	“Johnny and Kayla fucking?” Dr. White said, biting her lower lip. Elizabeth was so lost in her memories that she was barely paying attention to the doctor beyond listening to her.

	“Yes…” Elizabeth admitted, looking at the floor. “They were on a bed. She was on top of him, bouncing on him, screaming like a whore in a porno movie. She was going crazy, riding him like a slut, her perfect fucking ass facing the camera, looking fucking amazing. She was covered with sweat, and she was moaning. She looked fucking incredible, because of course she did. And Johnny… he looked like he was in Heaven. He had this big, dumb grin on his face, and his hands were all over her giant boobs… he was loving it. I’d…” she paused, shaking her head. “We’d never actually done it, like I said, but we’d fooled around a bit. Just over the pants stuff, nothing serious. So, I knew he was big, but I’d never actually seen it before. He was absolutely huge. It was gigantic, and she was taking every inch of it with no problem. She was loving it. That bitch was in ecstasy. And me, his girlfriend… I’d never even seen it. But… but that fucking bitch saw it in the flesh first. She got her hands on it first. She’d gotten him inside her before I even got to see it. They’d known each other for a month, and that was enough for him to throw everything we had away. He’d been saving himself for years, and she was the one that got to be with him first. That evil bitch took my boyfriend’s virginity. It was something we were supposed to share together, a beautiful moment that we both wanted… but that fucking slut stole that from me. Stole that from us.”

	Elizabeth paused, sitting in that moment of true heartbreak, crying into her hand as it all hit her again. At the same moment, Dr. White rubbed her thighs together.

	“It was some of her friends recording it, as if it was all part of her plan. They were recording it from the door. At one point, she spun around so she was facing the camera. She wanted to show off her big, perfect tits bouncing as she faced the camera, smirking and laughing. She was putting on her show. Screaming out how big Johnny was, and how he was hitting her just right. She bounced in just a way to show off every inch of Johnny’s… of Johnny. She added some extra oomph as she bounced, just to make sure anyone who saw this video knew his dick was hers now. She made sure the camera was seeing his big, swollen balls bouncing against her every time he was all the way inside her. The girls at the camera were talking as they watched, and all they could talk about how big his dick was, how hot he was, how good he looked as they went at it. At the same time, Kayla was screaming how much she was loving it, and how amazing he was, how he was making her cum over and over again. And with the camera pointed right at her, she literally squirted. She fucking gushed almost across the room, almost hitting her friends. And they all just laughed. Like it was so awesome. Like it the greatest thing they’d all seen. They didn’t care that my heart was getting broken…”

	She sobbed quietly to herself for a few moments as she relived this nightmare. Dr. White looked upwards, waiting slightly impatiently for the young married woman to get it together and continue. Finally, Dr. White spoke up.

	“So, what happened after you saw this?” Dr. White asked, her voice appropriately sympathetic.

	“I collapsed into tears right in the middle of the hall. People were walking around me and laughing… it was the worst moment of my life. Everyone had known what happened, and now I did too, and they just didn’t care. They were all just so cruel,” Elizabeth said, shaking her head. “Johnny never even talked to me. He couldn’t bring himself to apologize or try to explain himself or do anything. It was just… one day, he was with me, the next, he was with her. I was crushed… I was broken. And I was the joke of the school.”

	“Elizabeth… I’m sure you weren’t a joke,” Dr. White interjected, trying to comfort the young woman.

	“No! I was! You have no idea!” Elizabeth said. “The day when I found out, when I was crying in the hallway, I only stopped when I heard Kayla’s voice down the hall. She hadn’t even noticed me! I mattered that little to her. She was just laughing with one of her friends before they went into the bathroom together. For the first time in my life, I was filled with just pure anger. I wanted to confront her. I wanted to fight her! Make her feel a little of the pain I was feeling. Before I knew it, I followed her into the bathroom. I confronted her. I screamed at her. ‘How could you do this to me!? He was my boyfriend! You knew that!’ And you know what Kayla and her friend did? They laughed at me! They burst out laughing, as if my pain was something to laugh at! I’d never felt anything like that… I saw red. I wanted to hurt her. I went to slap that smile off her face, but… but she was faster. She knew what I was about to do before I did. Before I could react, she had my arm wrenched behind my back, so much so that…” she paused, catching herself.

	“What?” Dr. White asked.

	“It’s just…” she began, embarrassed. “You know, like I said, she had these really big boobs, and for some reason I distinctly remember her boobs pressing into my back and my arm as she shoved me down. It was like she pushed me down just using her boobs. And then…” she paused again, the embarrassments only continuing, steeling herself for what came next. “And then she pushed my face in the toilet.”

	“Oh, my Goodness…” Dr. White replied, empathetically. She let a long pause hang between them as Elizabeth stewed in shame as she relived this traumatic moment. “Teenagers are cruel,” Dr. White eventually added. At this, Elizabeth rolled her eyes, as if she had no idea how much this was only scratching the surface of what she’d gone through.

	“That moment stuck with me for so long. I was so embarrassed,” Elizabeth began, her voice distant, haunted. “The water was cold. I remember the feeling of hard bowl against my head when she shoved me in. I remember the bubbles going up my cheeks as I screamed out for her to stop. For a second, I thought I was gonna drown in a fucking toilet bowl before she finally let me up. The only respite I had was… at least the bowl was clean,” she finished with a sardonic smile. Dr. White’s heart went out to her for enduring such an awful thing. She was no popular girl in school, but at least she’d never had to endure anything like that. That being said, she couldn’t imagine ever letting herself end up in such a position.

	“I ended up on the floor in the middle of the bathroom, the water covering me, panting,” Elizabeth stated, tears in her eyes. “Other girls had heard what was going on, and they were all around me, either looking embarrassed for me, or laughing at me. Laughing like Kayla was. I ran out of there as they laughed. I tried to call my parents, but neither of them answered. I had to clean up in the locker room, and wear my gym shirt the rest of the day. No one could look at me. Not even the teachers. Johnny didn’t say anything, looking past me like I was trash. Like he was so disgusted by what happened that he couldn’t even look at me. So, yeah… I was the school joke!”

	Dr. White let the silence hang between them again as the other woman gathered herself, recovering from this traumatic memory. Finally, she pushed the conversation along.

	“So, Elizabeth… what happened next?” Dr. White asked gently.

	“I had to ride out the last month or so of class,” Elizabeth began, regathering herself. “Nothing happened to her for what she did to me. No punishment. Nothing. Not only that, I had to see most of the teachers seemingly take her side, talking with her casually like it didn’t matter what she did to me, not showing any mercy for me and what I’d gone through. They’d rather stay on her good side and act like she’d done nothing wrong, even though everyone knew exactly what had happened. Even, like… the teachers I respected the most… they took her side, too. My favorite, favorite teacher, this lady I admired the hell out of, would just chat with Kayla as if nothing had happened. I had to see Johnny in the halls and see him deliberately look past me. I had to be in the same room as that fucking bitch! I had to listen to her talk just loudly enough for me to hear that her and her new boyfriend were having so much sex! Like every day! Crazy, intense, nasty sex! And again… she only gave me a passing glance when she said all this, and all she did was fucking smirk! But that wasn’t it. I found out later that she put up Tracee, my friend, to show me all that shit from the party. My own friend sold me out just to make that fucking bitch happy! That bitch is pure evil!”

	“My goodness…” Dr. White replied, her tone sounding almost impressed. But Elizabeth was too focused on those raw memories to notice.

	“I left it all behind once I graduated,” the blonde announced. “I didn’t speak to a single one of them. I cut it all off. But… I just couldn’t forget. I was so angry about the whole thing! I mean, I never used to curse, and look at how much I swear when I talk about this stuff. I was upset with everyone. I went to therapy. I opened up to my mom. They all said the same thing. Beauty fades, and people’s behavior would catch up to them. That a relationship like that with people their age would never last, it was just too volatile. The universe would balance it all out. And for a long time, I believed that. That allowed me to move on from all that stuff. To stop dwelling on the past and look forwards. I moved away from home, I went to school… met someone who’s even better than Johnny. And honestly… I was doing great.’

	“What changed?” Dr. White inquired. Elizabeth paused and shook her head before answering.

	“I saw them,” she stated.

	“I’m sorry?” Dr. White replied, confused. Elizabeth shook her head again before replying.

	“I saw them,” she repeated. “Johnny and Kayla. I saw them.”

	“Where?” the doctor replied.

	“I had to travel for a work thing a couple months ago,” she began. “They always send me out for grunt shit. But, anyways… I was at a window seat at a restaurant getting dinner, and I saw them. Johnny and Kayla, together, just walking down the sidewalk.”

	“They were still together?” Dr. White asked, sounding shocked, but in actuality not surprised in the slightest, having sensed from the start that those two were built to last. Elizabeth nodded.

	“I was told that there was no chance they would stay together,” she began. “That her looks would fall off a cliff, that there would be some cosmic justice for all the bad stuff they did. I mean, in my darker fantasies, whenever I did think about Kayla, I imagined her living in a trailer, weighing 300 pounds, surrounded by brats that she hated. And Johnny… I always imagined… I always hoped… that someone with as good of a heart as he had would regret what he did to me. That he just made a dumb mistake because he was young and horny, and that he lived in regret. But no… that wasn’t it at all.”

	“They both looked amazing! He had fully blossomed into a tall, handsome, fit man. I could still slightly see the boy I once loved, but there was something more. A bit extra to him, something undefinable, that let me know he wasn’t quite the same, pious, pure soul. It disheartened me, but at the same time, I couldn’t deny that that extra something made him look even better. And Kayla?” Elizabeth paused before continuing. “Her looks hadn’t faded in the slightest. She looked even hotter than she did before! She was still super-fit and skinny. She was wearing jeans that were just as painted on as the ones she wore at that party, but now, her legs looked even better, and her ass looked even more pronounced. It was like… bam! You couldn’t ignore it. And she wore this blue and white striped top that could pass as something more composed and adult than what she used to wear, but it was super-tight, and it just happened to be low-cut, and it clung to her giant boobs, which somehow looked even bigger. And her face… God, she was still so unbelievably gorgeous! Her hair looked great, and her makeup was immaculate. It was infuriating! And you want to know what the worst part was?”

	“What?” Dr. White asked, taking in a deep, heated breath.

	“They were holding hands,” Elizabeth announced. “They were clearly still together. They were in love. They had rings on their fingers. They actually went all the way. They got married! And they weren’t alone, either. They had a whole litter of kids. Six of them! It hadn’t even been ten years since high school, and they had six kids. Apparently, my former ‘wait till marriage’ boyfriend was spending all his free time pumping babies into that fucking bitch!”

	“Mmm…” the doctor sighed, an expression that Elizabeth took as a sympathetic one.

	“And of course, they were all beautiful children, just like their parents,” Elizabeth added. “And one of them looked old enough that he might have been conceived the night of that party.”

	“My goodness,” Dr. White added, scribbling a lot of notes.

	“In that moment, I realized that everything I thought I knew was wrong,” the blonde began. “I mean, I’m married, and I was totally over Johnny and Kayla. I didn’t think about them much at all… honest! Then, I saw them, happily married, living this amazing life, and it all came flooding back. It just didn’t make sense. They weren’t supposed to be happy! It wasn’t supposed to have worked out for them! There was supposed to have been some cosmic justice for what they did to me! Yet, there they were, living their best life. The perfect marriage. The sweet, kind, soulful guy I knew had not only married that evil bitch, but he put babies in her belly again and again and again! He hadn’t regretted what he’d done. He loved it!”

	“Fuck…” Dr. White sighed softly to herself.

	“And suddenly, I wasn’t the happily married, composed, professional woman anymore,” the wife began. “I was that heartbroken girl from back in high school. So I…” she paused, shaking her head. “I followed them.”

	“Followed them?” the doctor asked. Elizabeth nodded. The doctor’s eyes flashed with excitement, looking away from her patient so as to not be noticed. But the married woman was lost in this memory.

	“As they were loading up their kids in their car, I snuck out and went to my car,” Elizabeth stated. “I followed them back to their house. Their big, perfect house right on the ocean. Not only were they together, they were having this amazing, successful, happy life. It just… it just didn’t make sense. I couldn’t get over it. So, I just sat outside and watched this perfect domestic life that should have been mine. I even… I even cyber-stalked them online, and what I found there was somehow even worse.”

	“Oh my God… what was it?” Dr. White, barely hiding her eagerness to hear what was next.

	“Kayla was a fucking pillar of the community!” Elizabeth announced. The young wife looked away, and only then did the doctor let out the impressed grin that she could no longer contain. Damn! This bitch was good! “Kayla was, like, the head mom at the school. And she was donating money to all these charities. She had thousands of friends singing her praises. There were articles about how great she was. And even worse… she was a member of the local church. And they loved her! There were multiple articles with the church gushing about what a wonderful person she was, that she’d been an incredible figure in the local congregation, alongside her husband. And that they’d participated in all these major charity events, and that everyone loved her and her husband. They had helped draw all sorts of new faces to the church. One of the nuns even said, and I quote, because I remember this quote clear as day: ‘It is not our place to dictate God’s final judgment of people. But… in the eyes of this church, no one has assured their place in Heaven more than Kayla.’”

	“Wow…” Dr. White said, sounding genuinely awed by this, but probably not in the way Elizabeth wanted.

	“This was all insane!” Elizabeth said, almost seeming manic. “I felt like I was losing my mind. I knew Kayla! I saw her rotten core! That bitch was pure evil. She’d ruined my life, she’d stolen my boyfriend, she’d stolen the future I was supposed to have. And it wasn’t just me. This was the bitch who bullied anyone who crossed her path. She literally dunked other girls’ heads in the toilet, or shaved their head if they’d wronged her, or spread awful lies until some girls had to leave the school. And this bitch was the one who’d guaranteed her spot in Heaven? What the fuck! She was a liar. A fraud! And Johnny was right there with her, allowing this. The guy I knew would not let someone get away with that. But… he wasn’t the man I knew anymore. Not only was he allowing it. The church was allowing it. The world was allowing it. Everyone was just letting her run roughshod, just like our school did. Letting her get away with her bullshit because everyone wanted someone like her on their side. Not only did karma seemingly not apply to her, but she was also winning in life. She’d done all this awful stuff, she was pure evil, and she had this amazing life where everyone loved her.”

	“Perhaps she’d changed?” Dr. White suggested. Elizabeth immediately shook her head.

	“I found myself going over to their place whenever I could over those next few days,” Elizabeth admitted. “I know, it’s… sad and embarrassing. And lord knows my work fell to shit over that time, but I was obsessed. I watched her… Kayla. And she hadn’t changed. I could see it! I could just tell. Everyone thought of her as this amazing member of the church and the cool young mom, but I could just tell she hadn’t changed one iota. She put up an amazing front, but I knew the truth!”

	“Elizabeth…” Dr. White remarked, sensing that the young blonde was starting to sound almost crazed in her obsession with Kayla.

	“No. No! I know, trust me,” she resumed, as if she had something coming up that would prove her point. “At first, I would park across the street and watch them. But one evening, they got all the kids out of the house, so it was only them at the house. And when I saw them start heading down to the beach… that was the first time I got out of the car. They had a private little beach, because as soon as they got down there, she ripped off her towel, and stood there out in the open in this obscene purple thong bikini. Her ass was hanging out, and it fucking looked annoyingly great. And the top, like, barely covered her tits. They were, like little purple triangles, and it barely covered her nipples. It was ridiculously skimpy. And yeah, her boobs were even more gigantic and perfect than they were when she was 18, but… I suppose having six kids will do that. Except they were ridiculously big. And she was probably just as thin if not thinner than she was in high school. She had six kids and she still looked like that. And Johnny was wearing those kinda trunks that are, like, tight shorts. They were clinging to him, and he looked really good too.” She paused for a few moments before continuing.

	“No one else was out there. It was just them, enjoying this beautiful beach, holding hands, the sun setting. She got this amazing moment with him, moments that I always dreamed of sharing with him. And then… and then they just fucked on the beach. She leapt into his arms, and he held her up, and she just rode him right then and there, standing on the edge of the waves.” Elizabeth shook her head, these memories at the forefront of her mind again. Tears were welling in her eyes again.

	“It’s okay to cry, Elizabeth,” Dr. White said. “It’s not often someone sees someone they once loved having sex with another woman on SO many different occasions…”

	This didn’t make the blonde feel any better.

	“That’s not even the worst part… not even close,” she continued, as if circling around a moment she dreaded reaching in her story. “The next day, I was parked across the street of her house again. I saw her outside with her kids. Johnny was there, too. I was watching this perfect domestic moment, and I was just burning with jealousy. She was getting them all inside the house, and as the last one of them went in, she turned to look right at me, in my car. There was no one else around, so it couldn’t be anyone else. She was looking at me! And you know what she did? She smiled and waved. She knew I was there! She’d known the entire time. And she didn’t care! She just gave me that evil fucking smirk!”

	“My God… she is something…” Dr. White, barely hiding how impressed she was with Kayla. “What did you do?”

	“I zoomed away, terrified. I couldn’t believe I’d been caught. And I definitely couldn’t risk going back either.” Elizabeth admitted. “I had a couple days left in the area for work, so I was just gonna finish it out and get out of there. But the night before I was gonna leave… I couldn’t sleep. The biggest thing bothering me was the whole church thing. I still go every Sunday. My faith has never been shaken, even after everything with Johnny and Kayla. And the idea that the church believed that she was this pious saint bothered me to my core. They clearly didn’t know there was a wolf in the henhouse. And I had to warn them.”

	“I was flying out around lunch time, and I was up early anyway. I knew I could just go to the airport and leave it be, but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. I had to go to that church and tell them the truth. So, I went to the chapel. It was some denomination I’d never heard of, the Church of Light, but it seemed legit enough. It was still early, so it was pretty quiet. I talked to one of the nuns there. I was surprised at how young and pretty she was, and she was wearing this really tight, figure-hugging habit, which was kinda weird, but she was really nice, and she welcomed me in. I tried to explain everything, but I expect I looked like a crazy babbling woman. She looked a little taken aback, so I had to slow down, but she seemed patient and kind. I told them that one of their partitioners, Kayla, was lying to them. That she wasn’t this perfect church-going woman, that she was a bully, that she didn’t live up to the tenets of the church. The nun was confused, and she said that Kayla was one of their most respected and well-liked members. I tried to explain it again, and tried to hint at some of the stuff she’d done, but it didn’t seem to click with her. She then told me that if I had an issue with Kayla, that it would be best to just talk with her myself. And that she was right there if we needed to talk. And I turned around, and Kayla was right behind me. She’d heard everything…”

	“Holy shit…” Dr. White couldn’t help but say, caught up in the twists and turns of this tale. “What did she do?”

	“I was petrified. I didn’t expect to see her. I never planned to confront her. I didn’t know what I’d do…” the wife began. ‘In my head, I’d always wondered what I’d say if I ever saw her again, how I would tear her down and scream at her and show the world all the shit she’d done. I dreamed up all the ways I’d get my revenge. But when finally faced down with her, I couldn’t say a thing,’ the wife said, shaking her head, embarrassed with herself. “Kayla was all smiles, acting like we were old friends. She didn’t seem bothered by what I’d said. She didn’t seem upset that I’d been stalking her. She didn’t seem nervous at all. In fact, even in the church she was wearing a low-cut-top and was showing a lot of cleavage, but none of the nuns seemed offended. They talked to her like it was perfectly normal. I didn’t know what to say. She gave me a hug, and she made me feel those big boobs of hers against my chest. She asked me questions, like how I was, what I was doing here, but I couldn’t say anything. It was like I was in high school all over again. I was practically shaking I was so nervous, and Kayla told the nuns she’d help me out. She took me into the restroom to calm me down. I was crying a little bit, but she helped me clean up my tears and rubbed my back until she calmed me down. I started to wonder if she really had changed.”

	There was a long, pregnant pause between them as Elizabeth looked at the floor, blushing, shaking her head in embarrassment.

	“And then she shoved me down and pushed my face in the toilet.”

	“WHAT!?” Dr. White exclaimed, truly shocked. Elizabeth nodded, deeply embarrassed, unable to meet the doctor’s eyeline. Taking this all in, the doctor sat back as she squirmed in her seat in a very obvious manner. Fuck… this Kayla bitch was amazing! The first time Elizabeth got her face dunked in a toilet, Dr. White could feel for Elizabeth, but the fact Kayla was able to do it to her again years later… it was kind of incredible! It was difficult to not start taking her side after hearing this.

	“She… I didn’t even know what was happening when I got pushed onto the floor. I didn’t even realize what was happening when she grabbed me by the hair. It was only when she shoved my face into the bowl that I finally realized what was happening… that it was happening again…” Elizabeth admitted, that moment of staring down into the crystal-clear water of the toilet bowl before getting shoved face-first into it again a memory she would never forget.

	“Jesus…” Dr. White replied, shaking her head, barely able to hide her true feelings.

	“I was in there for what felt like an eternity, until she finally tossed me back. My hair was glued to my face, and I was gasping for breath on the floor in my nice clothes. And she stood over me. And I remember clearly what she told me. She said, ‘You are the most pathetic little bitch I’ve ever seen in my life, haha! Most of the girls I wrecked in the past knew better than to come back for more! None of them are stupid enough to seek me out! My God, you’re a dumbass! I stole your man, like, 10 years ago. You lost, bitch! John is happier than he’s ever been, and he barely thinks about you… ever! And when we talk about you, we both laugh! Because that’s all you are. A fucking joke of a woman who could never keep a man like John. I take that big, perfect cock of his three times a day, bitch, if not more. He gets to do all sorts of amazing, fucked-up shit to me that a pathetic girl like you could never hope to handle. I am his, and he is mine! You know, I’m gonna tell him what happened here. I’m gonna tell him exactly what I did. And guess what he’ll do. He’ll laugh. And I’ll laugh. And then we’ll fuck. You will never be as happy as we are, you dumb, miserable bitch. You will always be one of those loser girls who gets her head shoved in the toilet. And I will always be the one who does that to stupid girls like you. I’m a goddamn winner, and you’re a fucking loser. A grown woman who gets dunked in a fucking toilet. Jesus Christ, just look at yourself. Get over John. Move on. You’ll never be as good as me, so don’t even try. And if I see you again, it’ll just turn out even worse for you.’”

	“Fuck…” Dr. White sighed, exhaling, a thin glow of sweat having formed on her flesh. She felt like she needed a cigarette after hearing this!

	“I was mortified as I lied there on the floor of the church bathroom. I couldn’t even look at her. I heard her heels clicking on the tile. I heard her washing her hands. And then I heard her walk out. I was… I was beyond embarrassed. I cleaned up as best as I could, and dried off, but I looked like hell. I kept my head down and left the church. I could hear Kayla talking to the nuns as if everything was normal, and they certainly weren’t reacting as if they knew what had happened. They were smiling and laughing. It was like I was back in high school again, and these were the popular girls. They even looked the part. They were all young and hot. And… I don’t know if it’s a thing about this specific church, but they were all dressed like the first nun I met there, in these tight, figure-hugging habits, and…” she paused, shaking her head at what she was about to say. “Because their habits were so tight, you could tell they all had way bigger boobs than me. These nuns all had me beat! It was seriously like a clique of the hot, cool girls laughing at me. That’s what it felt like. These nuns, these servants of God… they were taking Kayla’s side too! Even in a church, even after what she did, Kayla wasn’t facing any repercussions. And I realized then that women like her never will. She was right. She’s a winner. And I was the loser.” Elizabeth stated, embarrassed.

	“Mmm-hmm,” Dr. White agreed softly to herself, jotting a lot of notes on her pad.

	“I had to change in a gas station, and I tried my best to clean up fully, but I couldn’t shower, because I’d checked out of my hotel already,” Elizabeth began. “So, I had to travel like that. I had to be on an airplane in that state. I could have just gone to the airport straight from my room, but I wanted revenge. All I accomplished instead was getting my head dunked in toilet.”

	“Did it sting extra knowing that as you were on that plane, drowning in that humiliation, the woman who did that to you and the man you once loved were probably having really intense sex, just like she said they would?” Dr. White asked. Elizabeth winced as she heard this. This question stung, but it was true.

	“Yeah, it hurt,” the young wife replied. A silence hung between them as the doctor let the young wife live in that moment. Finally, she continued.

	“Did you tell your husband what happened?” Dr. White asked. Her new patient gave her a withering look.

	“Did I tell my husband that I got my head dunked in a toilet by my high school bully? No. That, like a lot of other things, is information I don’t volunteer about my past,” Elizabeth stated. Dr. White nodded.

	“So, this event has no doubt stuck with you since then, I assume?” Dr. White asked calmly, having re-gathered herself.

	“Yeah, a bit,” Elizabeth stated sarcastically. “But that’s not even the reason I’m here. Trust me, I wasn’t exactly excited to admit all this. This is just the prelude to explain why I’m actually here.”

	“Oh… and what’s that?” Dr. White inquired.

	“I’m afraid it’s all gonna happen again,” Elizabeth said.

	“What do you mean?” Dr. White replied.

	“I work in an office,” the blonde began. “We do finance stuff. It’s pretty intense, but I just try to keep my head down and do good work. But… I have this boss. Her name is Stacy. She’s not even much older than me, maybe a year or two, but she’s in charge. And it’s only since this whole incident with Kayla that it all sort of crystallized for me. Stacy is Kayla. I get that exact same vibe from her that I always got from Kayla. She is a fucking bully, and she treats the office like its high school, with herself as the queen bee popular girl. She has her friend group who she always is talking to. Her best friend there is this bitch Kendall who has been there a few years longer Stacy was. She used to be really nice and friendly. She’s well-educated and good at her job. But as soon as Stacy became the boss, they became thick as thieves, and Kendall was suddenly a mean girl. It was like Stacy’s attitude rubbed off on her. Stacy used to keep her bad behavior under wraps, but once they put her in charge, she didn’t hold back anymore. She openly tears down other women she finds beneath her, like me. She’s pretty vicious…”

	“What does she say?” Dr. White interrupted.

	“Like,” Elizabeth began before pausing, the act of remembering all the shit Stacy’s said to her a painful memory. “Like she’s openly called me a dumbass, even in front of some higher-ups. She makes fun of my hair, and the way I dress. Just any nitpick she could find. She talks about me like I’m some sad, pathetic cat-lady that has nothing waiting for me at home. She always throws extra work at me when she leaves early, because her social life matters more than mine. She runs down most of my work whenever she has the chance, treats me like a bumbling idiot even if the numbers check out. She sends me away from her whenever she can. And she always calls me Lizzy, and I hate being called Lizzy, and she knows it. She just… she sucks.”

	“But anyways, for the women who she thinks are more at her level, they have to throw out their dignity and get behind her. If they don’t, if they cross her, she gets cutthroat. She breaks them down, throws all sorts of shit at them, and tears them apart till they either kiss that ring or leave. And with men… she knows how to work it. She has them all curled around her finger. It’s like… how can they not see how she behaves? How can they not see how she rotten she is? I know there are all sorts of jokes about men, but most of the ones I know aren’t so weak-willed around a hot woman.”

	“So, she’s hot?” Dr. White asked.

	“Oh, yeah! She’s a fucking goddess,” Elizabeth stated bluntly, knowing her appeal was undeniable. “She’s a smoking hot, super-skinny Asian woman with a big ass and huge boobs. Of course, guys would find her hot. I get that. But so many guys that I like and respect would do anything to be on her good side, even if she treats them like shit. It’s sad. And with the guys that she does like… all she does is flirt and tease and work it. Even if the guys are taken. Even if it’s unprofessional. She knows what’s she’s doing. And she can do it well. She dresses to the nines every day. She has these super-expensive high heels. She always wears these tight, tiny short skirts that hug her fucking perfect ass. And she always just happens to show an unprofessional amount of cleavage every day. Without fail. The only times she doesn’t is when she comes to work from the gym, and she’s wearing her tight clingy workout clothes when she walks in before she changes. Like, one time, I was trying to talk with this big foreign customer, and I couldn’t focus on them because Stacy was standing next to my desk talking to someone in these fucking tight yoga pants, and her ass was right in front of my face. Part of me thinks she does it on purpose.”

	“The higher-ups let her get away with anything because they either want to be cool with her or be friends with her or want to have sex with her. And that pretty much applies to my coworkers. Way too many of them are super obvious in their kissing of her amazing ass. Looking back at it now, it is EXACTLY the same as with Kayla. And… I can’t help but fear that it would somehow turn out the same way.”

	“You fear Stacy’s gonna have sex with your husband? That she’ll steal him in the same way Kayla stole John?” Dr. White stated. Elizabeth winced at this, finding the doctor’s question insensitive. Dr. White noted this.

	“Yes,” Elizabeth admitted. “I mean, people know I’m married, but I’m not sure she knows the first thing about me. And it’s to the point that, just to be safe, I don’t wear my wedding ring on my finger, because I don’t want her to know I’m married. I wear it on a chain on my neck, and I tuck it in my shirt… near my heart. Because I can’t risk losing him. Not him…”

	“Tell me about him. Your husband,” Dr. White suggested warmly, not wanting to spook Elizabeth.

	“He’s… he’s amazing. He really is,” the young wife began, smiling happily. ‘We met freshman year of college. I was away from home and a little nervous. And I’m not exactly Miss Outgoing. But it was a new, fresh start, and I was excited. I actually went outside my comfort zone, and went to a few parties. But as much as I tried, it wasn’t my scene. But I met someone else that I could just tell felt the same way. Ryan.’ Elizabeth smiled warmly at this happy memory. “He looked as nervous as I did. And I plucked the courage to go over to him and say hi. He was really cute. He had dark blonde hair, a little shaggy. He was tall and kinda skinny. He had glasses, and although he was a little nerdy, he was quite charming. He has this amazing smile, too. I’d been so heartbroken over Johnny, and I thought about him all the time, but for the first time, I was looking beyond him. To a future with a different guy. We started dating, and I realized we had a lot in common. Similar taste in movies and TV and politics. We had a few differences. He wasn’t terribly religious, and he was a Computer Engineering major. Not a Business major like me. He’s into sports, and I’m not at all. And even though he’s the nicest guy, he can tell some surprisingly wicked jokes. But you don’t want to be with someone who’s exactly the same as you, right? We are different, but still so similar. It really feels right with him.”

	“That’s great!” Dr. White stated with a friendly smile.

	“All the other ‘cool’ college girls looked past him because he wasn’t some frat bro party animal. He wasn’t a big drinker, and he was a good student, and most girls don’t respect that kind of thing,” Elizabeth continued. “You could tell he appreciated the fact that I wasn’t that type of girl. That I loved him for the reasons someone should. I think, looking back, Johnny was a bit sheltered, so when he had to face down real-deal, public school sluts like Kayla, he crumbled. But Ryan… he wasn’t sheltered. He was confident. He could talk to some hot girl and not go googly eyed. Given my history, I got nervous when I saw him talking to someone like that, but he always came back to me. He’d chosen me as much as I’d chosen him.”

	“That is really great,” Dr. White said.

	“And I’m lucky I got in there early. He was cute when we met, but over the course of college, he really blossomed. He began working out, and he grew up a bit more and matured. Like… it all just came together for him. By senior year he got really hot! And while, for selfish reasons, I certainly didn’t mind… but again, after Johnny, I was leery about other girls discovering him. Discovering what an amazing guy he was and wanting him for themselves. But I didn’t need to worry. Ryan always came back to me. He started to get a lot of attention from some really hot girls, but he never wavered. He was mine for real.” Elizabeth stated proudly, smiling.

	“And it’s gone great since then. Once we got together, we were inseparable. We dated for about four years, and got married a few months after we graduated. And I ended up following him out here once he got his job, and we’ve been here ever since,” she said with a shrug.

	“And he’s given you no reason to doubt him?” Dr. White asked. The young wife shook her head.

	“No. Not at all. He’s been a great husband. We are both introverts, so we don’t have the biggest social life, but we do have friends, and we all go out sometimes. And… whenever he’s around any attractive women, he hasn’t done anything the slightest bit wrong. A total gentleman. I shouldn’t be doubting him,” Elizabeth began before shaking her head. “But… the situation is just so eerily similar to everything with Johnny that I can’t shake it. And, like… because we have a small social circle, it’s kinda the same situation where he’s my little secret. And again… I can’t help but think about what’ll happen if I have to bring him into my other life. My work life. I can’t shake it. It honestly keeps me up at night sometimes. In my head, I know it’s insane, just part of me goes back to what Kayla said and I can’t help but let my mind go there and think that I’m destined to always be the loser girl compared to women like Kayla and Stacy.”

	A long pause fell between them.

	“Well, Elizabeth,” Dr. White began. ‘In my experience, the kind of thing that happened between Kayla and John is a one in a million occurrence. Not only that, it’s a once in a lifetime event. It’s not often you end up being so wrong about someone. Trust me when I tell you that it won’t happen again. Looking at you from here, someone who has a great job, and a great husband, and seems so kind and well put-together, you don’t seem like so big of a loser as to have two relationships end in such catastrophic fashion. Not at all. Your life is a success story!’ The pretty young wife smiled at this bit of support. “And I would be happy to work with you so you can finally realize that same truth for yourself. You’ve given me a lot to go over, but I am confident we will get everything sorted out and in its proper place. How does that sound?”

	“I’d like that,” Elizabeth said, happy that this highly recommended doctor seemed so happy to help her.

	They made small talk as Dr. White led her out to the lobby, sending her over to Ash to set up her next appointment after wishing her a goodnight. Her appointments for the day completed, she closed the door to the lobby behind her, walking quickly. Closing and locking her office door behind her, she could finally let loose now that she was completely alone.

	“Fuck!” she exhaled with a grin, kicking off her heels and moving towards her desk. That story was fucking hot! Even someone as composed as herself had trouble keeping her composure at times. Undoing a few buttons of her top and raising up her skirt, she reached down into a drawer, retrieved an item, and sat back in her chair. Sitting back, she first planted one foot on the edge of her desk before following it with the other, leaving her legs spread lewdly. Reaching down, she pulled her thong to the side and began rubbing a vibrator against her dripping cunt.

	Using her other hand to scoop one of her breasts from her top and pinch that nipple, she let out a heated sigh and went back over everything. Jesus… that chick Kayla was something else! What a fucking queen bitch! Dr. White felt a great admiration for her already. Even at 18, that girl could wreck her rivals. Elizabeth and John had been together for years, and in a matter of weeks, Kayla convinced him to throw all that shit away for her. She got a religious young man to betray both his girlfriend and every value he held dear just to experience the sinful pleasures of her naked flesh… Fuck, she’s goddamn good! And to have everyone in her orbit bend to her will… it was hot as fuck!

	Clearly, she was something special. A goddess among mere mortals. Of course, someone like that would take advantage of that privilege. There wasn’t a person alive who wouldn’t. And, of course, she’d see someone like Elizabeth as a target for ridicule, as dirt beneath her shoe, that mattered so little she wasn’t worthy of the slightest bit of respect. Obviously, if an alpha female like that discovered that a girl like that was keeping a hunk to herself, she would immediately right that wrong, doing so without the slightest concern for a young woman like Elizabeth. And a woman like Kayla would make sure she sent a message in the process, ensuring that Elizabeth and other girls like her would never make the same mistake. And for it to take, she had to make it sting. It had to hurt. Elizabeth had her heart broken, and she was completely demolished in the eyes of her peers. That message was enough for the young blonde to learn her place in the pecking order, hammering that into her.

	So, when Elizabeth showed up years later in a frankly feeble attempt at some sort of revenge, of course Kayla would have to send another message. How dare a mortal even think they could bring down a goddess? Frankly, Kayla was damn near obligated to dunk that meek little bitch’s face in the toilet on principle. Kayla had to teach Elizabeth her place in the pecking order… again.

	Fuck! The doctor would never have expected such a thing to affect her so strongly, but Elizabeth attempting to confront her high school bully as an adult, only to get humiliated again by the truly magnificent Kayla… Fuck, that’s really fucking hot! One woman being so completely better in every way to another, and proving it so thoroughly that she could dunk her head in a toilet at a church and have the nuns still on her side… that was amazing! That was the work of a queen, of a goddess among mortals. No wonder the nuns were so confident she was going to Heaven.

	Dr. White was feeling inspired.

	With pleasure radiating from her dripping pussy as she toyed with herself, her other hand squeezing her own large breast, her wicked mind was at work. Wicked ideas of where to take this case already filling her mind. Even though Dr. White was by no means one of the popular girls back in school, even she could see why alpha women would see Elizabeth as nothing more than a target for humiliation. As sweet and kind as she seemed to be, she was such a bully target that her fate seemed inevitable, especially when she kept dating above her station. The young wife wanted assurances that nothing like what occurred between her and Kayla would ever happen again. Elizabeth was terrified that history would repeat itself, that Ryan would get stolen from her by her bitch of a boss, Stacy.

	Dr. White would make sure that he would.

	Some lucky slut out there was about to get prime hunk of married man served up to her on a silver platter, all thanks to the good doctor. She just didn’t know it yet. A marriage was on its way to being destroyed, and if all went well, none of them would realize who was truly responsible for its downfall. And in doing so, Elizabeth would truly be broken, never to love again, living a life of pure shame and humiliation. And Dr. White would be there to document every moment of Elizabeth’s downfall, and the crater that would be left behind when she was demolished again.

	“Fuck!” Dr. White squirted on her desk, her juices splashing on Elizabeth’s case file.

	Seemed fitting.

	 

	 

	 

	(Present Day)

	Dr. White had to hide her smile at the memory of that day. As the young wife droned on and on, the doctor couldn’t help but let her mind drift both back to that day and what happened immediately afterwards.

	After a couple months of talking with Elizabeth, and really digging deep into the events of her past in great detail, the doctor’s admiration of Kayla only grew. Elizabeth’s history was so intertwined with her that Dr. White quickly realized… to really get the complete picture of this case, she had to get a clearer picture of this specter from her past.

	Dr. White needed to meet Kayla.

	The doctor justified it medically, saying that it was necessary to develop a better treatment plan for her patient. But in truth… Dr. White just wanted to meet this magnificent bitch. This was the type of woman that fit perfectly within the doctor’s field of study. It was her imperative as both a doctor and a scientist to meet that busty goddess slut as soon as she could and study such a perfect creature as much as she could.

	Based on information she’d gleaned from Elizabeth, she gathered a rough idea of where to look. Luckily, with someone like Kayla, someone who left a mark on the world wherever she went… she wasn’t terribly difficult to track down. As Elizabeth stated, her former bully was a pillar of her community, so naturally there were many features written about her charitable exploits. These articles practically fawned over her, always commenting on how gorgeous she was, often saying something along the lines that she was as pure and generous as she was beautiful. And each one, in a pattern she couldn’t help but clock as she read article after worshipful article, made it a point to say that she had a really big heart, to the point where it became clear that this compliment was code for communicating that she had really big breasts. According to these features, she came across as one of the kindest, most generous women in the world. Again, this was the woman who was dunking other women’s faces into toilets and brutally stealing their men… But for her, those didn’t even ping as negatives in the grand scheme of things. She did so many good things that any selfish moments were seemingly excused, no matter how many other women had been trampled underfoot. For a woman like her, doing enough good things made everyone want to look past all the bad stuff she’d done.

	The pictures in these articles always showed off her good side, partially because she had no bad side. Also, Dr. White suspected she never took a photo that wasn’t specifically designed to flatter her already impressive body. A picture of her donating a big check to a school? She wore pants tight enough where her ass just so happened to be beautifully showcased as she stood in profile. Working with a church organization? The photo of her helping out just happened to have her impressive bust front and center, with a sensible level of cleavage on display. She was good at this.

	The photos on her social media were along the same lines, just not bound by the guise of her charitable efforts. In pictures with her family and friends she always looked amazing. And when it was selfies of just her, that’s where she cut loose a little more, really unashamedly showing photos that served no purpose but to show off how hot she was. And damn, was she still insanely sexy. Stunning, youthful good looks, she had both a clean side of beauty with a darker edge very obviously just beneath the surface. Motherhood hadn’t taken its toll on her in the slightest, with an infuriatingly tiny waist, matched only by a shapely, round ass and tits even larger than the doctor’s own impressive pair. She was just as likely to put up a photo in mom-mode as she was to post a photo of the entire expanse of her mile-long cleavage. She was barely hiding what kind of woman she was, but no one cared. She was too sexy for anyone to care. And the ones who did could do nothing to stop her.

	Kayla was not one to hide from the spotlight, so Dr. White was able to quickly track down a phone number for her through one of her charitable exploits. Working herself up to it, practicing what she was going to say as to present herself in such a way to not ping as a threat, Dr. White finally rang her up and got a chance to talk this woman who’d so dominated Elizabeth’s entire existence.

	Dr. White started off clinically, explaining who she was, what her job was, and that she was calling regarding one of her patients. Kayla seemed a little guarded at this point, as the doctor expected her to be. Kayla was no doubt the type whose first instinct was to protect her throne above all else, and Dr. White bet that she didn’t take kindly to anyone who tried to dig up her past. Dr. White had kept things professional up to this point, but it was time to give away the game and signal to this woman that the doctor was on her side.

	“I’m calling in regard to a patient of mine, who I, of course, cannot name,” Dr. White began. “But she explained to me that you not only bullied her in school, but you stole her man from her. And she said that when she confronted you about it recently, you proceeded to dunk her head in a toilet.”

	Kayla said nothing at this.

	“I call you not to confront you or judge you for your past,” Dr. White continued quickly. “Because, as her therapist, I’m naturally on her side, and as she explained all the awful things you did to her, I couldn’t help but share her initial opinion about you. But as our discussion went on, and she kept going on and on and on about how many times you’d demolished her in every way, and she kept whining and crying about it, even I couldn’t help but empathize with you. By the end of it, even I kinda wanted to dunk her head in a toilet!”

	At this, Kayla burst out laughing, caught completely off guard by this turn. Finally seeing that she was talking to a like mind, she spoke up.

	“Oh my god, okay, Elizabeth is the most pathetic, miserable, dreary little bitch I’ve ever met,” Kayla effused, the huge grin on her face evident even over the phone. “And I’ve met a lot of them. Some chicks just fucking ask for it. She’s gonna be getting it her entire life.”

	“I know! It’s like… I admit, I was one of those boring nice girls in school who kept her head down and always did her homework, just like her,” Dr. White began. “But by the end of our talk, even I was like… should I take her lunch money, or something? Or shove her in a locker?” she added with a laugh.

	“You should hear the boring, lovey-dovey stuff she was into,” Kayla began. “I had John tell me everything once we got together and he was all mine, and Jesus… she treats a relationship like it’s something out of a shitty romance book. She doesn’t know what makes men tick at all! She’s like a naïve teenager! That one will never be able to hold a man for too long, because she does not have what it takes to give a man what he really needs.” Kayla explained.

	Soon, Kayla and Dr. White were talking like sisters. Once Kayla realized that Dr. White was on her level, she opened up a lot, not holding back in their conversation. Dr. White managed her threat level while talking to the intrepid slut, conveying that she wasn’t coming for Kayla, but in fact wanted to hear everything from Kayla. For a queen bee like her, Dr. White knew the best approach was to show deference, kissing the ring and not presenting herself as a challenger for her throne. Her ego didn’t stop her from doing so. She was a proud woman, but she wasn’t about to put her pride in front of progress.

	Knowing she had someone she could openly talk to, Kayla wasn’t shy about some of her many dirty secrets, sharing them with this like-minded doctor. The conversation was effortless between them, the doctor many times just sitting back, listening and learning about Kayla and women like her. Finally, after about 90 minutes on the phone, Kayla began asking about if the doctor was local, and if she wanted to get drinks sometime. And while Dr. White wasn’t local, she told Kayla that she definitely wanted to meet up in person, and that she would even travel to do so.

	Two weeks later, Dr. White and Kayla were knocking back drinks at a bar near Kayla’s place. Almost immediately, the doctor could feel the other woman’s intense magnetism. Kayla was a blast to be around, and there was something about her that made you want to be liked by her. But undoubtedly, the doctor could easily see how this woman could push away and repel those who weren’t on her same wavelength. And most importantly, she was just insanely sexy. Even as a primarily straight woman, Dr. White would gladly let Kayla fuck the living shit out of her, just to experience what she could do. Luckily for her, Kayla was poised to propose something even better by the end of the night.

	They talked more about Kayla’s history with Elizabeth, and her many adventures with John, but Dr. White got the sense that she was still keeping some cards close to her very abundant chest. Pretty quickly, Dr. White surmised that Kayla was feeling her out. Testing her. Seeing if she was who she said she was or if this was some nefarious plot with a trap ready to be sprung. Until that point, Kayla wasn’t fully exposing her true nature. She’d opened up enough to pull the doctor into her web, but she wasn’t about to spill everything until Dr. White passed her test.

	Knowing that, the doctor realty began to throw back the drinks being fed to her, working herself up to a good buzz. And once she loosened up a bit, she started busting out her best icebreakers to convince Kayla that she was exactly who she said she was and fully on her side.

	Her patients many misadventures.

	“So, this guy only dated women with giant boobs for years. Years!” Dr. White stated, sounding a little worse for wear after all the drinking. ‘But when he got called out on it, he freaked out. To the point where he married this miserable little bitch with a flat chest, just so he could prove he wasn’t ‘that type of guy’. Talking to him for five minutes, it was obvious he was still totally obsessed with big boobs. Like… obsessed!’ Dr. White repeated for emphasis, sipping from her glass. “Luckily… I straightened his head out…”

	“Like, through talk, or…” Kayla asked, nodding at the doctor’s prodigious bust. The doctor’s cheeks blushed and her face lit up with a huge grin.

	“Okay, he couldn’t stop staring at them!” Dr. White stated, defending herself as Kayla smiled brilliantly at this revelation. ‘The only medical treatment that seemed viable was to take off my top and shove my tits in his face.’ Kayla laughed, her body shaking. “Hey, it fucking worked!” Dr. White said, shrugging.

	“You guys still together?” Kayla asked, impressed.

	“No,” Dr. White replied, shaking her head. “He was great, and his cock was unreal. But I had more work to do. And besides… one of my other patients… she was a sex addict, so I figured I’d just kill two birds with one stone and put them together.” Kayla gave her an impressed grin.

	“And she’s…?” Kayla asked, putting her hands out in front of her breasts, questioning if she was busty.

	“Oh! Tits the size of her head!” Dr. White replied with a laugh, making Kayla almost spit out her drink. “If anyone was gonna end up with a girl with huge tits, it was that guy! No doubt!”

	The more the doctor opened up, the more impressed Kayla was. Dr. White could see how relaxed Kayla was getting, and it was clear Dr. White had passed the test. The bully was now fully convinced that the doctor was fully on the same page as her. Sisters in arms. Dr. White has successfully proven herself to the young goddess, and with that, the rewards followed.

	“So…” Kayla began, knocking back one last shot and planting the glass on the bar. This act pushed out her huge boobs in her tank top, and even the doctor struggled not to notice. But thankfully, this proved relevant to what Kayla had in mind. “You’re not going back to your hotel tonight.”

	“What do you mean?” Dr. White inquired with a smirk, wondering what the wicked bitch had in mind.

	“You can cancel the room, get back your money. Because I want you to stay at my place for as long as you’re here. You’re too much fun for us to just part ways now,” Kayla stated, she too sounding a bit drunk. A bit, but not too much.

	“You have a guest room?” Dr. White asked, her blood-alcohol content affecting her judgment. Kayla laughed at this question as if it was stupid, and for the first time, Dr. White saw a shade of that bully side from the other woman, laughing at her for asking such a dumb question. But Kayla let it slide, owing this small mistake to the alcohol.

	“Yeah, but you’re not gonna be using it,” Kayla stated. “Me and you are gonna go back to my place, and we are gonna tag team my husband. It’s his birthday next week… and I owe him something special. And honestly… you’ve had to listen to that sad little cunt whining and crying for months now… I think it’s only fair that you get to hop into bed with John just like I did. You’re game, right?” she asked, with almost the same tone a cool girl would ask one of the class nerds if they were cool enough to drink.

	“Yeah!” Dr. White said, ready to go along with it, not wanting to let her new friend down.

	“Trust me, you won’t regret it!” Kayla assured the doctor, as if there were any question of that. “He’s got more than enough dick for the both of us. And believe me, he knows how to use it. He’s had almost ten years of me! I’ve trained him well! I just hope you can keep up…” Kayla asked, testing if her slightly more intellectual new friend was up for the challenge. Ready to prove her bona fides, the doctor replied.

	“Bitch, this ain’t the first time I’ve jumped in bed with a couple,” Dr. White stated, proudly smirking. “You’re just the first that wasn’t a patient of mine first…” Caught off guard, the brunette laughed loudly at this, impressed that the doctor was standing up to her ever so slightly. Having passed another test, the night moved on to its next stage.

	So yeah, that’s how Dr. White ended up hopping into bed with both Kayla and John. And fuck… it was a wild time. Kayla was as good in bed as any woman Dr. White had seen in action, proving what she was made of by really showing the doctor how she could demolish a true stud like John. And that John… fuck! He was indeed a stud. Super-hot, with a great body, and a 10-inch-cock that was as thick as her wrist, that man could fuck like a beast. He certainly didn’t fuck like a man who’d been chaste for the first 18 years of his life. He fucked like a man whose sole purpose was to pleasure women. It was impossible to imagine a man like him paired off with someone so fragile and meek as Elizabeth with the way he fucked.

	Dr. White proved her bona fides as well. Knowing this wasn’t the time to try to out-fuck her new friend, she nonetheless showed what she could do. Fucking the married man like the true slut she was, not holding back, showing what she’d learned over the past year, not giving him anything but her best. And she was eager to take it just as roughly as Kayla could, getting fucked in every hole, taking it hard, screaming and gushing like a cheap fucking whore. She even fooled around with Kayla, sucking on her amazingly large tits, licking her pussy, fingering her hard as John fucked his wife up the ass, making the queen bitch shiver in pleasure. She was impressed enough to return the favor, going down on the slutty doctor as well, playing with her tits, tweaking Dr. White’s nipples as she rode her man. At one point, they put on a show for John, rubbing their tits together, making out with deep nasty tonguing, enough to make him roar in orgasm and cum on both of their expansive tits.

	The doctor got to know them both as she stayed with them for the weekend. Outside the bedroom, John seemed like a good-hearted, kind man. That was certainly still that side of him that Elizabeth fell in love with. That being said, there was no boyishness left of the young man Elizabeth once knew. He was all man, a handsome, full grown, adult stud who spends his free time doing the things those adult men do, not taking part in the type of things Elizabeth asked of him in their comparatively childish relationship.

	Kayla had that certain special charisma that was infectious to be around, as she was an absolute blast. She clearly loved her children more than anything, and she was eager to show photos of them all dressed up, and share cute stories of them. Her children, who were wonderful by the way, clearly loved their mom, so as wicked of a person as Kayla might be, she was quite obviously a great mom. Kayla glowed when she talked about them, and seeing that such a hardcore slut like her could be so excited about motherhood resonated with the doctor.

	She talked happily about her normal everyday life, all the many endeavors she took part in as a pillar of the community. Working through a charitable organization seemed like an ideal fit for her, because it used her incredible social talent to its fullest, drawing people in, milking them of their money. Even Kayla mentioned that it wasn’t the first time she’d done such a thing to a man… now she was getting paid to do it. And she made sure to add that she got paid really well, as no one seemed to take issue with the percentage of the donations she kept for herself. Her ability to instantly draw people in and want to be around her made her indispensable. She was being paid to be the cool popular girl that everyone wanted to be around. Not such a bad landing spot for someone like her. She talked about some of the networking she’d done, gaining new connections and fast friends. She went into detail about the very interesting church she’d been doing work with, a thread that Dr. White told herself to look into more later. Everything else notwithstanding, it was hard not to respect her hustle.

	But because the doctor had seen her in her truest form, Kayla wasn’t shy about exposing her true nature, sometimes in casual asides in the midst of longer stories. Dr. White certainly caught that edge to her whenever she exposed it, noting every detail of it in the back of her mind, enjoying seeing the vicious streak of the woman who still was willing to dunk a loser girl’s head in the toilet at a moment’s notice. Kayla went into detail about that moment at the doctor’s urging, explaining what a rush it was to do that, especially to someone who she’d already fully demolished like Elizabeth. Even Dr. White’s face glowed with heat as her new friend relived that moment. John simply laughed and shook his head at hearing this again, clearly not that bothered at hearing the story of his former lady love being humiliated. It turned Dr. White on seeing to what degree Kayla had corrupted him.

	Kayla also went into detail about how she caught onto Elizabeth almost immediately when she was stalking her, seeing her in the rear-view mirror as the blonde followed her home that first night. Kayla savored going into detail about all the little things to torture Elizabeth from afar, showcasing her perfect life and her perfect body, culminating in marching down to the beach in an obscene bikini and fucking John right there out in the open, knowing the mousy blonde was watching impotently. Now that she and Dr. White had built complete trust between them, Kayla clearly delighted in having someone she could talk this openly with, having developed enough of a bond to know that Dr. White wasn’t coming for her in any way.

	By the end of the weekend, it almost felt like Dr. White had made two honest-to-God friends. But this certainly wasn’t the purest of friendships, as the final thing they did together before passing out for the last time was Kayla screaming out to Dr. White to swallow her husband’s cock just after the married slut had a hard anal orgasm on his big dick. The doctor didn’t hesitate in the slightest, inhaling his full length down her throat as soon it slid out of Kayla’s ass, her plump lips sealing tightly around the base of his cock just his balls exploded, pouring a massive wad of cum straight down her throat. Kayla kissed the doctor once she came up for air, and they passed out on either side of the handsome stud.

	Friends indeed.

	They’d kept in touch ever since then. The couple had passed through town a couple months back, and they’d resumed where they’d left off, only at Dr. White’s place. Beyond that, their friendship was mainly through phone calls and texts and emails. The doctor learned how to coax new stories out of Kayla by sharing some of her own adventures, enabling her to gain more information from her every time they talked. Kayla loved to brag, and she had an endless well of stories to share. Dr. White was amazed at how well she was able to balance her true nature with her public persona. Still, she did carry herself like she was better than her peers, and after being around her, Dr. White couldn’t help but agree with that assessment. She was better than most. She didn’t play by the same rules as most people. She existed on another level. The nuns at that church said they were confident Kayla had guaranteed her spot in Heaven, and after spending so much time with her, Dr. White couldn’t help but agree. It was undeniable. Kayla had even joked about that line during their first weekend together, saying in a sing-song voice “Little Sluts go to Heaven,” and that’s a line that had stuck with the doctor ever since.

	Dr. White had even received a Christmas card from Kayla and John just a few days prior, along with a small donation to her office. The card was hanging up in her office, and she could see it over Elizabeth’s shoulder. But the married woman didn’t have a clue.

	Elizabeth didn’t have a clue about most things.

	“So, do you really think it’ll be okay?” Elizabeth asked. Dr. White smiled patiently, returning fully to the present.

	“Of course, I do, Elizabeth,” Dr. White affirmed. “It is not healthy to live your life in fear of what COULD happen. Anything COULD happen. Sure, your boss COULD seduce and fuck your husband. Sure, you COULD get in a car accident when you leave here. Sure, a meteor COULD hit the planet next week. The point is, you can’t live in the ‘what if’. Sometimes, you just need to live in the moment. Live your life. Savor what you have, and don’t always fear the worst COULD happen. I’m sure, that when you take Ryan to that party, and hon, you are taking Ryan to that party, and when that happens, you will be pleased with what you find. The release of all that shame you’ve had on your shoulders since John left you for Kayla… it’ll finally be gone. You’ll know for sure that you married one of the good ones. You will be so happy! And the next time we meet, we’re gonna talk about every moment. You understand?”

	With tears in her eyes, Elizabeth looked up at Dr. White and smiled.

	“Okay. I’ll do it,” Elizabeth stated, readying herself to face her fear.

	“That’s perfect!” Dr. White replied, grinning.

	Perfect, indeed.

	 

	 

	 

	(One Week Later)

	“I’m gonna count down…” Dr. White said calmly, her sensuous voice rising just above the din of the ethereal music filling the office. ‘And when I reach zero, the weight of exhaustion will cause your head to fall.’ She paused, watching her patient. “10… 9… 8…” she began, slowly counting down. Finally, “3… 2… 1… 0.” Instead of seeing his chin fall to his chest, she witnessed his eyes open, a clear annoyance visible there. “I’m sorry Bryce,” she stated, hoping to intercept his frustration before it boiled over.

	She would not be so lucky.

	“Doc,” he began, his mouth turning up in an annoyed laugh. “We’ve been doing this for weeks. And you tried to put me under, like, three times today? So… why don’t we just call a spade a spade, cut me the check now, and not waste each other’s time?” Dr. White winced.

	“I’m sorry, Bryce,” she repeated. “The terms of this study are rigid. And again, I can’t cut you the check until the study is complete, and it won’t be complete until you attend all 10 sessions.” He rubbed his forehead in annoyance before shaking his head.

	“Fine,” he relented, standing up, checking his phone and shaking his head at seeing how much time had passed. Despite carving out so much time for these waste of time appointments, at least they usually went pretty fast. It felt like only after a few attempts to put him under, the hour had passed, and it was done. And now, he was eager to be out of there.

	Dr. White stood up and guided him past her and out the door, but he didn’t need any of her guidance at this point, marching out of her office brusquely. While this appointment had seemingly not gone well, she did have one small victory.

	As he walked past her, he stole a very lengthy glance at her impressive cleavage.

	His fidelity had been absolutely impenetrable in the weeks they’d been meeting together, so to finally see that she was getting through to him in at least some sense was a measure of success. And with how things were going with this study, she was excited to take the win.

	She did look great, at the very least, so part of her would have been a bit offended if he hadn’t noticed. Bryce’s warning bells would no doubt ping if she ever tried wearing something too garish, so she kept it simple, a navy business suit, with a matching skirt that ended a mere few inches above her knees, with professional stockings adorning her lithe legs. Beneath her suitcoat, she wore a simple white button-up top, which clung to her large, heavy breasts. But she did chance having a few buttons undone, and combined with a bra that really pushed her tits out, gave her a few inches of healthy cleavage to be put on display. Just enough for a man as loyal as Bryce to notice.

	She noted Bryce’s wayward glance at her chest to her notes, along with the other relevant data points from their appointment. She was about to wrap up things for the evening when her cellphone lit up with a text. Dr. White got excited when she saw who sent it.

	Stacy.

	Wrapping up her other business quickly, she grabbed her phone and glanced at what Stacy had messaged her.

	“Want to get some drinks?”

	Excitedly, Dr. White replied.

	“I’d love to!”

	 

	
 

	 

	Walking into ‘Frost’ once again, Dr White internally went over her approach for this ‘casual’ night of drinking. Seeing Stacy at the bar, she smiled as she approached, getting into character.

	“Hey!” they said in near unison, greeting each other with a smile and a hug. Stacy looked great, dressed in a dark business suit with a short skirt and a silky purple top beneath it. Her exposed legs were clad in smooth black stockings, and she was wearing very sexy black high heels. She’d clearly had a long day at work, as her fantastic long black hair looked a little tussled, as did her outfit. But only a trained eye would notice these things, as most other eyes ended up lodged between her tits, since Stacy had a few extra buttons undone. She was ready to loosen up and relax.

	Maintaining her somewhat professional demeanor, Dr. White maintained a slightly stiff posture as she took a seat at the bar next to Stacy. She ordered her drink before giving a light warning to her new friend.

	“Okay, I just have to say,” Dr. White began with a smile. ‘You got me way too drunk last time, got me a little past my limits.’ Stacy grinned wickedly at this. “So, I’m gonna try to take it a little easier on the drinks this time.” Stacy pouted her lips at this.

	“But you’re such a fun drunk!” Stacy argued with a laugh. Dr. White laughed alongside her.

	“Too fun, maybe,” Dr. White admitted. Stacy held up her hands as a peace gesture.

	“Okay, okay, I’ll help you be less fun,” Stacy said. Dr. White grinned.

	“Thank you,” Dr. White replied. But not wanting to be too much of a wet blanket. “But hey…” she started, turning to face the crowd. “We can still people watch. And I can tell you who wants to have sex with who,” pointing with her pinky at the many bar-goers.

	“Sounds like a plan,” Stacy agreed, clinking her glass against the doctor’s. “And trust me, I’m a good drinking buddy. I’ll keep an eye out for you, make sure you don’t get too carried away.”

	“Sounds good,” Dr. White replied, taking her first swig from her glass.

	 

	 

	 

	(Two Hours Later)

	“Okay… oookayyy…” Dr. White began, slurring her speech, a lot worse for wear. Her professional demeanor gone, her cheeks slightly red, her well put-together hair now slightly untidy, she was a mess. Her shirt was slightly pulled out from her skirt and a few more buttons were undone, showing off a lot of cleavage. She’d just been feeling so constricted, and now she felt a lot more relaxed. “So, I’ve been meeting with him for weeks now. He’s a real pain the ass to deal with, and he seems like SUCH an ASSHOLE!”

	“Yeah?” Stacy replied. She too looked like she was feeling no pain, but she seemed as if she’d kept it together better than her new friend. Dr. White… she was blasted.

	“He sucks, he seems like such a prick! But he’s SO HOT! Oh my God, I wish I had a picture to show you. He’s big and tall and strong. And I’m sure he’s, like…” she said, holding her hands what appeared to be almost a foot apart. Stacy burst out laughing.

	“Are you just checking out the bulges of all your male patients?” Stacy asked. Dr. White gave her friend a smile and a shrug.

	“You’re not far off…” Dr. White admitted, taking another swig of her drink. “But anyways, I’ve had to deal with this prick for weeks now. And he’s so hot, and I can’t stop dreaming about riding his big cock for all it’s worth! The problem is, he doesn’t like me in the slightest. But he did look at my tits today, so that’s something! So anyway, I have a plan…”

	“Hey!” Stacy interrupting her drunken friend’s babbling. She’d kept feeding Dr. White drinks all night for one express reason, and it was time to focus Jen on the task at hand.

	“Yeah?” Dr. White questioned, her voice very slurred, her head looking slightly dazed as she tried to focus on Stacy. She was WAY more drunk than she had been the last time they’d chatted.

	“What’s going on with that patient you were talking about last time?” Stacy asked. “The one who’s terrified of her boss fucking her husband?”

	“Oh… you mean Elizabeth?” Dr. White asked. Stacy grinned. She’d worked so hard to get that name last time, and now, she was so drunk she just volunteered it. Perfect.

	“Yeah! What’s going on with her?” Stacy asked.

	“Yeah…” Dr. White began, tipping back her glass, the booze flowing down her throat like water. She gestured for another as Stacy grinned at the doctor’s drunken state. Dr. White laughed and continued. “She’s… she’s freaked out because she’s gotta take her husband to an office party now. She’s terrified her sexy boss is gonna fuck his brains out!” Stacy looked away and smirked.

	“I plan to…” she said to herself, sipping her drink.

	“And you know what?” Dr. White continued. “At this point, I kinda hope she does! I hope that hot-ass boss of hers fucks him like he’s never been fucked. I’m so tired of listening to Elizabeth whining and complaining. I really just want her husband to cheat on her and get it done with!”

	“What advice would you give her?” Stacy asked.

	“What?” Dr. White replied, giving the Asian woman a confused looked.

	“If you could meet Elizabeth’s boss, what advice would you give?” Stacy asked. She took a heavy swig from her glass before setting it down, turning to face the doctor. “Like… okay, pretend that I’m Lizzy’s sexy boss. What advice would you give me to help me fuck her husband’s brains out?” Stacy had never needed help to seduce a man, and she probably didn’t here. But Dr. White was invaluably knowledgeable at this sort of thing. To ignore her advice would be idiotic.

	“Oh.” Dr. White said, Stacy’s intent getting through her drunken haze. “So, you mean, uh… you are pretending to be Elizabeth’s boss… and you want me to tell you how…”

	“Jen, I want to fuck Elizabeth’s husband. Tell me everything you know so I can make it happen!” she interrupted, speaking firmly and to the point, bringing out her dominant corporate side for just a moment, trying to cut through her drunken haze.

	“Oh…” Dr. White repeated softly. For a moment, Stacy was unsure if she’d pushed too hard. Then… Dr. White’s face lit up with a grin. ‘Okay. Sounds fun! I always love a bit of role-playing!’ The drunk doctor grabbed her newly filled drink from the bar surface and brought it to her lips, taking down a healthy amount of it. Setting it back down, she shook her head to ease the booze down her throat. “Fine… besides, I’ve already told you so much anyways…” the doctor rationalized to herself.

	For the next few minutes, Dr. White reviewed her case notes with Stacy from memory, metering out the details to her friend. While she’d never met Ryan, she had only seen a few pictures of him, so she knew he was indeed handsome and well-built, while still retaining a boyish vibe. However, a lot of his appeal was in his potential, what a guy like him could be made to become under the right tutelage. Pussy could work wonders on guys like him. Like Kayla turning that boy John into a man, the same could apply here. Dr. White went over this aspect of him briefly, not getting into too much detail, hoping a bitch like Stacy would see what she saw in him on her own and come to the same conclusion.

	Dr. White had gleaned a few things about him over the last few months, including some of his hobbies, always noting every new detail in the file. Despite being, from what the doctor had surmised from Elizabeth’s descriptions, kind of a nerd in his younger days, he had a few macho interests: namely cars and basketball. Upon hearing this, Stacy lit up. She loved cars, and she LOVED the Warriors even more. Her dad had season tickets and box seats, and she went to games all the time. This was perfect! Dr. White mentioned a few other things he was into, like video games and superhero movies, which were far too nerdy for her. But if he was as much of a stud as Dr. White promised… she could make it work. But as she’d never met the man in question, there was little she could say about his personality, temperament, etc.

	“Bitch… you’re smart,” Stacy began. “Give it your best shot. What type of guy do you think he is?”

	Dr. White closed her eyes and took a deep breath, searching within herself for an answer to her friend’s question. Finally, with a somewhat shaky smile, she opened her eyes to speak to Stacy.

	“It sounds like he’s confident but naïve,” she stated, her voice sounding clear despite her drunken state. ‘Good-hearted, kind, and optimistic. He was a late bloomer, so he was already with Elizabeth when he got really hot. It was only when he was taken that he began to get hit on by women. He used his taken status to shield himself from the true nature of the female sexuality he never got to experience when he was younger. I bet he wants it so bad, but he would never admit it. He thinks he’s above that type of thing, but I bet he’s scared of it. He’s never had to withstand raw, naked, aggressive feminine sexuality. I bet he’ll crumble. Perhaps he’s vulnerable to the darker edges of human nature… if he were to meet someone truly wicked, someone who could take advantage of his good nature, go on the attack and never relent… he’ll keep trying to understand that person, reason with her and try to meet her halfway. And in doing so he would let that darkness into his heart, and there’d be nothing he could do to prevent his inevitable corruption.’ These words came out of her in a strange tone, as if a dark prophecy in a voice not hers, told clearly and concisely as if this message was the key fact that had to be communicated in this moment. And once the words were out of her, it seemed as if Dr. White’s inebriated state hit her again. She closed her eyes and rubbed her eyes. “Fuck, I’m really drunk… I shouldn’t be telling you all this.”

	“No, keep going, this is fucking great!” Stacy said with a laugh, amazed by the doctor, sipping her drink, wicked plans already filling her mind. The bar was loud, but it felt like the two women were in their own bubble, a little spot of darkness in this lively public place. ‘Bitch, don’t forget, I’m her boss! I’ve proven I’m better than her at work, and I deserve to prove I’m better than her in every way. You have no idea about some of the shit I’ve done to get ahead… I’ll run that meek little bitch into the fucking ground. I’ll fuck her soulmate’s brains out right in front of her! I’ll show her no mercy. Girls like her, they exist to make the lives of women like me… no, like us… way better. We boss them around, make them do shit that makes our lives easier, and then we steal their men. I’m her boss, and that means I’m better than her. And you’re her therapist, so you have to deal with her whining and complaining all the time. You’re better than her, and you know it too! Right!’ Dr. White looked up at Stacy, unable to contain a knowing grin of agreement. “See! We both know it’s true. Pathetic little women like her are fucking trash, so by helping me, her boss, steal her husband from her, you’re just righting a cosmic wrong!”

	Even though Dr. White’s head was still sagging as she tried to gather herself, she couldn’t stop herself from nodding.

	“I know…” she murmured.

	“And since women like you and me are so much better than her, then you should feel free to tell me everything,” Stacy said, her skills at negotiating on display. “I deserve to know… right? You should tell me all her worst, darkest, most embarrassing secrets! A born bully-victim like her has to have some humiliating stuff in her past! God… wouldn’t it be hot if the woman who already ruins her life at work knows all the awful, uncomfortable shit she only shares with people she trusts? Wouldn’t it be hot if I had all that power over her?”

	Dr. White looked up, a blazing expression of heat in her eyes, an expression of a barely contained secret painted obviously over her face.

	“What?” Stacy asked, an excited lilt in her voice. “You know some juicy stuff, don’t you?” Dr. White pursed her lips, trying to contain it, but she just couldn’t. She nodded and sat up.

	“Yeah, I got some good shit…” Dr. White began, slamming the remainder of her glass. Stacy turned to face the doctor, willing her to share this secret right away.

	“Okay…” Dr. White began, seemingly pushing through her drunken state again, her face alive with excitement. “I told you… oooh…” she said, a dizzy state hitting her temporarily. “I told you she lost her ex to a bully before, which is why she fears it’ll happen again.”

	“Right,” Stacy said, nodding and sipping her drink.

	“What I didn’t tell you was that she ran into her former bully a few months ago,” Dr. White teased. Stacy’s eyes lit up with excitement. “The bully and her ex were still together. She still looked amazing, and her ex was a fully grown hunk. And they had a bunch of kids, and a huge house, and they were so happy together!”

	“Of course.” Stacy stated, seeing the unshakeable logic, having had no doubt that such a couple would be together for life.

	“So, Elizabeth went a little crazy and stalked her for a few days. And she got more and more jealous of them. She even witnessed them having sex. Eventually, she got it in her head that she wanted to get revenge on her former bully,” Dr. White began. “The bully was a pillar of a community, so she wanted to expose her and ruin her good name. Elizabeth went to the church to expose her, but no one there believed her. And then the best thing ever happened…”

	“The bully was there?” Stacy finished. Dr. White nodded.

	“Elizabeth was freaked out, and nervous, but the bully calmed her down. Took her to the bathroom so she could pull herself together,” Dr. White stated. Stacy seemed skeptical, but she kept listening. “The bully had seemingly totally reformed, and she was being nice and kind and sweet to this girl who was trying to ruin her good name. The bully helped her clean her tears, and calm her down, and Elizabeth was eventually convinced that her bully had completely changed.” Dr. White paused, turning to grab her fully refreshed drink and take a healthy swig of it, the stiff drink going down like water.

	“And then Elizabeth’s high school bully threw her down on her knees and shoved her face in the toilet!”

	“WHAT!?” Stacy said, truly shocked. Dr. White nodded with a huge grin.

	“In a church bathroom, Kayla shoved that bitch’s face right in the toilet,” Dr. White announced, giggling. “Elizabeth had this big, grand plan for revenge, and instead, her old bully humiliated her again! She’d known the whole time that Lizzy had been following her, and she put on a show to really rub it in her face.”

	“Fuck…” Stacy sighed, getting a little hot under the collar.

	“Elizabeth had to fly home a couple hours later, and she just had to stew in the knowledge that she’d been totally owned by this woman who’d ruined her life years earlier. Because it wasn’t the first time she’d done it… after Kayla stole her high school boyfriend, Elizabeth confronted her in the girls bathroom, and she did the same thing. She dunked her face in the toilet. And all these years later, it happened again!” Dr. White stated. “She got dunked on so bad that she’s absolutely spiraling, and she’s so caught up in it that she’s gonna let it happen again! History’s gonna repeat itself, and she’s making it happen! I mean… I’m sorry, she’s a sweetheart, but she’s SUCH a fucking loser!”

	“A born fucking loser!” Stacy said, nodding vigorously, excited that even her intellectual, professional new friend totally agreed on this point. As she took in this information, a point hit her as odd. “Wait, when did this happen?”

	“Like… ten months ago,” Dr. White answered.

	“Ten months ago!” Stacy replied in shock, nearly dropping her glass. “You’re telling me she got dunked in a toilet as an adult?” Dr. White nodded. Even someone as difficult to impress as Stacy was impressed by this bully from Elizabeth’s past. And the more she thought about it, an act so immature being inflicted upon someone as an adult… to do something like that to a grown woman and own her so completely… Stacy was amazed at how hot this sounded. The thought of it affected her strongly enough that even Dr. White noticed it.

	“I know, right!” Dr. White said with a laugh. “I masturbated myself stupid after hearing her admit that!” Stacy laughed and fanned herself with her shirt.

	“Jesus…” Stacy sighed.

	“I was so impressed that I had to track down Elizabeth’s bully,” Dr. White stated.

	“Did you find her?” Stacy asked as Dr. White polished off the remaining booze in her glass. She then nodded.

	“Totally. I had a three-way with her and her husband. It was amazing!” Dr. White stated bluntly, really feeling the alcohol now. At this admission, Stacy burst out laughing, beyond impressed with the slutty doctor. Patting the doctor’s back, she finished off the rest of her drink and set it down on the bar.

	“Oh my God, you’re the best!” Stacy said, rubbing Dr. White’s shoulder.

	A warm silence fell between them. In this pause, both began reckoning with how much booze they’d imbibed. Stacy rubbed her forehead, and Dr. White’s head was sagging, resting in her hands. After a few minutes, Dr. White spoke up, not looking up as she did so.

	“You’re not really Elizabeth’s boss, right?” Dr. White asked. Stacy sat back and smirked.

	“Don’t worry about it…” Stacy replied, wicked plans already forming in her mind.

	 

	 

	 

	(One Week Later)

	Elizabeth was doing her best to work herself up, to be brave, to confront her fears, to realize that her husband would never go for a bully like Stacy in a million years, but as it got closer to the fateful day of the party, Stacy wasn’t making her life any easier. You would think the holidays might bring out the best in people, but not Stacy. She only got more sour and cutting towards the young wife, as if stepping it up, being more of a bitch than usual.

	A couple days after her last appointment with Dr. White, she overheard Stacy and Kendall chatting near her as she was on the phone at her desk. Stacy was picking at a small salad as Kendall sipped a smoothie. They were talking about one of Stacy’s accounts, and how she’d had trouble getting ahold of her contact because his mother was sick. And what she overheard sickened her.

	“This dude’s dying mom is holding up a multi-million-dollar contract!” Stacy said, annoyed, venting to Kendall “It’s just, like… die already. Get the fuck out of the way so we can get back to work! If I get this contract locked in before the end of the year, I’d be in line for a giant bonus. Like… huge! Part of me just wants to fly over there and, like… grrrrr!” she said, miming as if she was strangling someone. Elizabeth was revulsed, and even Kendall winced at this kind of talk. Stacy noticed and laughed, causing Kendall to do the same.

	“Well, remind me not to give you power of attorney if I ever end up in the hospital,” Kendall joked, pushing past the awkwardness of the previous moment. “I feel like you’ll want to pull the plug if I get a broken ankle.” This made Stacy laugh as they both walked away, but Elizabeth was still horrified at what she’d heard. How could someone joke about such things? People thought Elizabeth was exaggerating, but Stacy was evil! She really was!

	And it wasn’t just that. She almost seemed to take extra pleasure in making the work life of those she didn’t like a living hell. About a week prior, as the workday was wrapping up, Stacy approached her desk. Steeling herself, Elizabeth looked up at her smirking face.

	“I need you to give me a full report on all your accounts, where they stand, what you’re currently working on, prospects you’re pursuing. All of it,” Stacy ordered her icily. Inwardly, Elizabeth rolled her eyes. This was clerical work. Busy work. Not difficult, just tedious and boring. But wanting to keep things civil, she tried to reply calmly.

	“Okay…” Elizabeth replied. “I’ll have one of the interns get that all together for you.” But this wasn’t good enough.

	“No, no, I’d like you to do it yourself,” Stacy replied with a smirk, shaking her head. “Who knows your accounts better than yourself, right?” Annoyed that her logic checked out, she did her best to suppress her annoyance. There was no danger of having this data messed up as it was collected. Not even an intern could screw this up. No… this was just Stacy twisting the knife for whatever reason. She didn’t have a reason… She never did.

	“I’ve got to wrap up something for a client, but I’ll get to it first thing in the morning,” Elizabeth replied, trying to placate her. Again, her boss shook her head.

	“No, I’d like it on my desk first thing in the morning,” Stacy said, smirking again. Elizabeth wanted to say that it was the end of the day, and that she was minutes from leaving, but she knew she’d find no pity from Stacy. Even if your boss wasn’t a complete bitch like Stacy, that would probably be a bad thing to say to your boss. Swallowing her pride, she replied.

	“I’ll get right to it,” Elizabeth said with a pained smile. Turning away, not even deigning to look at her as Stacy finished her last command.

	“On my desk by 8 AM. I want it first thing.”

	At least Elizabeth could openly roll her eyes without Stacy seeing it.

	Elizabeth had to call her husband to tell him she was working late and to cancel their planned dinner. As she piled up her account files, she watched both Stacy and Kendall leaving, laughing and smiling as they cut out to go get drinks. She then had to watch her peers begin leaving for the night, only showing her the slightest bit of pity as they happily left for the day. Elizabeth then watched the interns leaving, that injustice burning as she knew work like this was meant for them. She was practically alone with the cleaning team as she gathered up all the necessary information. Not only was this work slow and plodding, but it was also setting her back from the work she actually needed to get done before prioritizing this. The sun was set by the time she placed the information on Stacy’s desk, ready for her when she walked in in the morning.

	Stacy wanted it by 8 AM… she didn’t even walk in the office the next morning till almost 10. And she didn’t say one word about the report Elizabeth gave her. Almost as if it didn’t really matter, and she’d just decided to torture Elizabeth with extra work on a whim. She wouldn’t put it past her… she was that vindictive, and it was often for seemingly no reason.

	There was something deeply evil about her. How was it fair that someone like her got to have so much success? It was so unfair!

	A few days after this, there was another moment that exposed Stacy’s true nature. One of the ladies who worked in the office, a tough older woman named Ellen, maybe 50 or so, who’d been at Harper for probably 20 years, had a clerical issue with a contract that ended up losing the company money. She was one of Elizabeth’s few friends in the office and she really respected her. She was tough but fair, and she would have been a great boss if she had the desire to hold such a position. And she was one of the few whom she could vent about Stacy to, as she wasn’t afraid to speak openly about Stacy’s misdeeds. She’d seen it all, so she was pretty fearless. But she’d made a mistake, a clerical mistake that everyone makes once or twice in their lives, and she had to own up to it, so she was forced to meet with Stacy in her office to discuss it.

	What followed is an unholy reaming of the highest order. You could hear Stacy roaring at Ellen for her mistake, even through the walls. You could catch bits and pieces of it, and what the office could hear didn’t sound good. Things ranging from, “I should fire your ass!” to “…happens again, I swear to God I’ll cut out your fucking heart!” She also made straight up personal attacks, saying things like, ‘Are you getting dementia in your old fucking age?’ to “Did your saggy fucking tits hit the keyboard and fuck up the contract?” Then she said, “Is it your fucking fetish or something to have your ugly ass screamed at by hotter, younger women, because I swear that’s the only thing that explains fucking up this bad!” And she ended it by screaming, “If this happens again, you won’t get a dime of your fucking severance! And after I fucking fire your brainless ass, I’ll call up your loser fucking husband and your idiot kids to let them know what an absolute fucking failure you are!”

	Ellen was normally a tough cookie, but she left the office in tears. Some people, Elizabeth included, tried to comfort her, but she eluded any help, too embarrassed and humiliated to want anyone to see her in such a state.

	And from that point forward she was almost a different person. The life almost gone from her eyes, her fighting spirit completely gone from her, she seemed like she was deeply affected by what happened. But strangely enough, it did seem like she renewed her focus on getting her work done, doubly motivated to do better. And when someone asked about that meeting with Stacy, she took the blame, saying she was wrong, she fucked up, and Stacy was right. She almost seemed… motivated to do better. Motivated to win Stacy’s respect back, as if to prove that everything that evil bitch said was wrong, and in doing so, she was almost validating Stacy’s bad behavior by proving that it worked. She’d been broken by Stacy’s harsh words, and it was almost as if she was now eager to win her affection, showcasing what a studious worker she was and what a devoted follower she could be.

	How could someone say such awful things to another person? Yeah, it may have gotten the results she wanted, but was it worth saying such terrible things about someone to do it? Stacy was truly a bad person, and it was infuriating that she was so continually successful. Not even the strongest could stand up against her. Elizabeth felt more and more alone in her fight against her.

	On the day of the party, Elizabeth was on guard as to not rile up Stacy in any way, to the point of being extra nice. Elizabeth always tried her best to be friendly even despite this poor treatment, hoping that she would eventually cool Stacy’s hard feelings, but it never made a difference. Around midday, she was walking towards one of the break areas only to find Stacy and Kendall there, chatting, talking about shopping for some sort of fancy clothing at some new store. Trying to be friendly, she spoke up.

	“Where are you talking about?” she asked. Kendall was about to answer in a seemingly casual manner, but Stacy interjected.

	“Oh, it doesn’t apply to you,” she stated with a smug smirk. “You don’t have to wear a bra to work, unlike us.”

	“At least not the kinda bras we need,” Kendall said, following suit with her boss, smirking.

	The insult burned inside Elizabeth, striking at one of her deepest points of shame, her chest size. While she of course wore a bra to work, it didn’t do much beyond shielding against pokies when the air conditioning was turned up. Her utilitarian bras didn’t have bear the loads that these two busty women’s bras did, and due to their imposing cup size, buying bras to contain their enormous boobs was certainly a point of conversation. One she’d never had to deal with due to her flat chest…

	Elizabeth’s cheeks were blazing a deep red as she turned away, embarrassed. Another moment that felt like high school, the super-hot, big breasted girls making fun of flat-chested girls like her. And just like back then, when even the teachers would either remain silent, tacitly endorsing this type of thing in order to not rile up the ruling class of students, or sometimes even smirk with barely contained laughter at these mean-spirited jokes and actively taking these girls’ side. They would never face any repercussions. Stacy’s success was too big to fail, and the board wouldn’t let any petty complaints get in the way of all the money Stacy brought in. She could freely body shame other women for their cup-size, and no one would care. Stacy knew that.

	It was just so unfair.

	Later that day, Elizabeth tried to push that interaction away, but Stacy wasn’t done with her yet. During a group meeting in one of the side rooms, Elizabeth was presenting information about a new client she was working on, including bringing up the option of her flying out to meet with them. At this, Stacy interjected.

	“No, no, no, you’re not going out there.” Stacy said. Elizabeth shook her head, trying to keep calm.

	“I’m sorry?” Elizabeth replied, not even looking at her. It didn’t make any sense. The numbers seemed promising… why wouldn’t she allow her to pursue this?

	“You’ll stay here. We’ll send Marley out there to meet with them…” Stacy dictated. Elizabeth shook her head. Marley? She was a year out of college, and she had only just left Elizabeth’s training. And plus… she seemed like a bit of a ditz. She was perfectly intelligent, but in Elizabeth’s mind, Marley would make a terrible first impression with a client like this.

	“Why would we send Marley?” Elizabeth questioned. “She’s not qualified for this. This could be a HUGE potential client.” Elizabeth emphasized. She’d scouted them out and had done the legwork for this job… this was her client to land. Finally, Stacy let her eyes meet Elizabeth’s, cold contempt in her gaze.

	“I’ve talked to Marley… she seems perfectly qualified to me. Unless your training didn’t get the job done, which if true means you’re the one not qualified for your job,” she said coolly, making some other people around the table wince and making Elizabeth burn with shame. “Besides… I’ve reviewed the client. I feel like Marley would be a better fit to handle them. I think they’d respond to her approach better than yours.”

	What approach? Marley had only shadowed her in a few meetings… what approach had she formed? This didn’t make sense! The only thing that could explain this whole thing was that it seemed like Marley had gotten pretty friendly with Stacy lately… as much as someone could with an evil witch like her. Was that why Stacy was handing her this client on a silver platter? Or was it because she was young and peppy and stunningly good looking, with lustrous, curly hair and a curvaceous body? Did Stacy think the client would respond to that type of thing? Cause if so, she was wrong. These guys were the real deal, and it was highly unlikely they’d fall for such an approach. And besides… this was her client. She knew the business. She didn’t deserve to have this opportunity kicked away by assigning it to someone not ready for it. Knowing the client was at risk, Elizabeth realized she had to speak up for herself.

	So many times, she let slights like this pass, imagining all the things she should have said and done to stand up for herself after the fact. This was the moment to actually do just that, stand up for herself. Maybe Stacy did things like this to her because she always got away with it. Not this time.

	“No, I… I don’t think this is the correct choice,” Elizabeth stated firmly, already proud of herself for speaking up. Prepping the rehearsed lines she always wished she could say, she kept going. “I’ve been here for over three years. All my clients speak very highly of me, with no complaints. I’ve managed accounts of this size before with no issue. And I scouted out this specific client. I know them. I know the numbers. I know what’ll work with them. I think if we send Marley, we’re just risking losing them.”

	For a moment, Elizabeth could have sworn her boss looked almost impressed that she finally stood up to her and showed a little spine. That look quickly gave way to amusement, and Elizabeth realized before her boss spoke that this only meant her next bullying body blow would only hit harder.

	“Elizabeth, I think you’re the one not qualified for this…” Stacy said, her cold gaze staring the blonde down. “If I remember correctly, the last time we sent you out, you’re the one that pissed away the client…” Elizabeth’s mind immediately flashed to that fateful trip, and how it ended, her face down in a toilet thanks to her old rival. Her body jolted from that bad memory, but she did her best not to betray it outwardly. As she looked back at Stacy, she was looking at her as if she knew exactly what had happened on that trip, but that was impossible. Stacy had kept talking as Elizabeth’s memories flooded her mind, and she missed some of it before returning to the moment. “I’m not sending you anywhere near them. I trust Marley far more to get the job done. I know what customers responds to, and I know for a fact that the client will really love her. You’re far better suited behind the desk, out of sight.”

	Elizabeth sat frozen, burning in shame as she heard her boss say in front of all her peers that she thought so little of her ability that she trusted someone with barely any experience more than her. That she wasn’t equipped to do a major part of her job. In Stacy’s defense, she was right about that last client, but that was due to extenuating circumstances, not due to a lack of skill. She’d met with clients before and had done a good job. This… this felt personal.

	“And besides…” Stacy continued. “I’m all about championing new young women and giving them new opportunities. Is that an issue with you?” Stacy questioned.

	What? Stacy was no champion of women. She hated most other women, and most women hated her. She talked down to most of the women she dealt with. In fact, the only women she seemed to like where the ones who kissed her ass, like Kendall. There had been a few others in the last few years who’d simply opted to join her, girls that were similar to Stacy, who would flock to a mean girl clique in a flash. Those were the only women she championed. And admittedly, she had championed them, to the point of giving them all undeserved opportunities like she was now with Marley and endorsing them for promotions in other parts of the company. Harper Finance had many different branches, both in town and in others, and it seemed like Stacy was happy to get her few friends promoted into cushy positions throughout. These were all women younger and less qualified than Elizabeth, and they all got promoted over her without Elizabeth hearing a peep about these opportunities. Was this what was happening here? Did she think of Marley like those other women? Marley was no mean girl… right? She was a sweetheart! Sure, she had the looks, and the, uh… measurements… to fit right in among girls like Stacy and Kendall, but she wasn’t like them… right?

	Seeing where this was going, that Stacy was positioning Marley, a young woman Elizabeth had trained, to a position above her on the totem pole, a move that seemed to be done solely to make her look terrible in comparison, she went silent. Seeing that the decision was made, and not wanting to give her boss any more opportunities to degrade her, she stayed silent, terribly embarrassed by how this whole thing played out.

	But the rest of them knew better, staying silent as their boss humiliated Elizabeth over and over again, knowing it was best not to incur Stacy’s wrath by getting involved, leaving only Elizabeth exposed to it. Nobody else acted like anything off had happened to the point where when the meeting ended, and Stacy said with a fake smile that she couldn’t wait to see them all tonight at the party, they all responded happily as they left the room, leaving Elizabeth alone. She reached up to her chest, curled her finger around the chain holding her wedding ring, and pulled at it till the ring was exposed to the light. Seeking comfort, she rubbed the ring, hoping Ryan would be her champion tonight and stand by her side against Stacy.

	She even further dreaded this whole party, and wanted nothing more than to not come. But Dr. White had said she had to confront her fears, and if she didn’t, she would be living with this dread in her chest forever. Trusting her therapist’s judgment, she stifled her personal objections again, eager to just get this whole thing done and over with and just move on. She wanted the specter of Stacy gone from her mind, and if the party went without incident, that would be the first step to accomplishing that. But deep down, she knew she could count on Ryan. If anything, she felt surer of that after a day like this. Because if Stacy were to expose even half of her evil side to him as she did just now, she knew someone as kind as Ryan would be as revolted as she was. And Stacy was very bad at hiding her true feelings for someone.

	For a moment, she felt hopeful at this thought, enjoying this moment of happiness before the dread and fear inevitably returned, and her darkest fears for what would happen when Ryan met Stacy would return.

	“What are you doing?” a voice said from the door. Looking up, she saw Kendall standing at the door, giving the young woman an odd look as she fingered her wedding ring.

	“Oh… sorry…” Elizabeth mumbled.

	“I’ve got a conference call in here,” Kendall stated, indicating at a few others behind her. Shaking her head and apologizing again, Elizabeth picked up her things and passed by the confused woman, Kendall shaking her head as she did so.

	’Just a few hours now…’ Elizabeth said internally, willing herself the strength to hold back her wayward thoughts and not crumble as the party approached.

	She could do this. She could do this.

	 

	 

	 

	By the evening, Elizabeth’s insides were in turmoil. She wasn’t feeling nearly as confident as she was when she’d last left Dr. White’s office, or even a few hours prior when she’d worked herself up after that humiliating moment during the meeting. The Christmas party wasn’t till 8:00, but she was dressed up and ready for it a couple hours prior, simply sitting around and strumming her fingers till they had to leave, a complete bundle of nerves.

	She wished she could be as calm and unbothered as her husband was. Ryan had no reason to be nervous, as for him, this was just another night. He didn’t know how badly Elizabeth had been catastrophizing this whole thing, although he was empathetic enough to sense that she wasn’t exactly pumped about the whole thing. So, although he would never admit to it directly, perhaps he was trying to keep a chill, cool enough head for the both of them. While she had been a nervous wreck all afternoon, he’d been at his computer, playing games online with his friends, to the point where he was so unconcerned with the events of the night that he was actually running behind on getting ready.

	As Elizabeth sat at the end of her bed, fussing with her phone, a tangle of nervous energy, her head lifted as the bathroom door opened. Steam cascaded out as her husband’s image appeared to her through the fog. And as she got a good look at him, a pleasing tingle coursed through her.

	She didn’t know how someone like her could have gotten so lucky.

	Her hungry eyes drunk him in. Fresh out of the shower, clad only in a towel around his waist, he looked fantastic. His bare upper half was exposed to her. His fit, masculine chest and belly, showcasing his commitment to working out. To her, he was just perfect. His fit, muscular arms, strong enough to both sweep her off her feet and also succeed at any household task that required pure strength, but not so bloated and over-defined as to be off-putting. Elizabeth loved how strong he’d gotten, especially knowing where he’d started, a lanky, skinny young man. One time, she got so worked up watching him use his muscles to change a flat tire on the car that she practically jumped his bones as soon as they got home. She just loved seeing how much the boy she’d first met at college had become a man.

	But she didn’t want to forget about the young man he used to be.

	Looking up at his face, she admired his strong jaw and his nice, smooth lips. His hair used to be far lighter, but it had gone from blonde to closer to brown. She missed his cute blonde hair, as it reminded her of their youthful romance, but she held onto that side of him in other ways. He had piercing blue eyes, and while she knew deep down he’d prefer to have long gotten rid of the glasses he still wore and sub in contacts, he knew how much she loved the boyishness his glasses added to him, so he kept them. That’s also why he stayed clean shaven. He’d become so much more manly in the years they’d known each other… she liked holding onto a bit of the young man she’d first fallen in love with.

	He’d really sprouted in the time they’d known each other. He’d always been tall, a hair over six feet, but he used to be a beanpole, skinny and nerdy. One final growth spurt, combined with a commitment to fitness, caused him to really fill out and become a real man. He often joked self-deprecatingly that she’d bought low with him, underselling himself as not quite a catch when they first met. It sounded like a mean thing to say about himself, but it felt kinda true. If she’d tried to date him a year or two later, she probably wouldn’t have been able to compete. From the point he’d blossomed into the man he’d become, he’d gotten a lot more female attention than he used to. Each little giggle or small flirtation towards Ryan was a dagger into Elizabeth’s heart, striking close to her deepest fears, especially earlier on in their relationship. But he’d never given her any reason to doubt him, and as time wore on, those fears cooled over, that raw nerve of shame having simmered until it was nothing.

	At least until recently.

	As he stepped into the bedroom, he glanced down at his seated wife and smiled.

	“You don’t have to be nervous,” he said calmly, sensing her apprehension about this event.

	“I know,” she said with a light smile, eyeing up her husband. His bare upper half still had a slight layer of moisture from his shower, his pale skin glowing in the dim light of their bedroom.

	“It’ll be okay,” he said comfortingly.

	“I know,” she repeated. While he certainly didn’t know the full extent of her issues with Stacy, he had definitely gleaned that she hated her boss, and that she made her life at work difficult. He certainly didn’t know the role he occupied in those fears. He just knew she had a rough, intense environment at work, and it wore on her even when she wasn’t there.

	He walked past her towards the far wall, where his dresser was. As he did so, he pulled off his towel with a flourish, something he always did. It was something that always made his wife laugh. But this time, it made her breath catch in her throat. Even though she was facing away from him, she was facing the mirror, giving her a great view of her now naked husband.

	Facing away from her, she let her eyes stare down his long, strong back, letting her eyes travel down to his eye-catching rear end, his butt one of her favorite features on him. And speaking of favorite features, as he rotated to the side and pulled on his snug black boxer-briefs, she gained a primo view of his first-class manhood.

	For someone as mild mannered and lowkey as Ryan, it was somewhat surprising to find out that he had a really big dick. Like… a VERY big dick. There were far more confident, braggadocious guys out there who claimed they were packing and had far less than what quiet, friendly, even-keeled Ryan had hanging between his legs. About 9 and a half inches, and thick enough that her fingers couldn’t fully grasp it, a nice, prominent mushroom tip with a flared head that had a good habit of hitting all the right spots. The shaft was smooth and unblemished, with a sizable tube along the underside running from the head down to his large, heavy, almost lemon-sized balls, each so large that Elizabeth couldn’t fit both in one of her palms. Soft, his sizable manhood was still impressive, hanging down between his legs, giving anyone lucky enough to see it a hint of what was to come when it was ready to go. And when it was fully in action mode, it was sizable enough to almost be intimidating.

	And to Elizabeth, it still was intimidating, even after being together for years. She always did her best with him, to accept him completely, to take as much of him as she could. But… he was just so big! Certainly, too big for her. Too big for most women, no doubt. Elizabeth hated to think of the idea that there was some other woman out there who’d be far better equipped to handle a penis of such size, especially when she couldn’t take half of it. But there were moments, especially lately, where she couldn’t prevent her mind from going there.

	FLASH!

	Suddenly, she was seeing Stacy, completely naked, legs spread, seated on the edge of her desk. And in front of her, Ryan, as naked as she was, driving his impressive, lengthy penis into her as hard as he could.

	“Fuck me, baby! Fuck me!” Stacy moaned out. She looked incredible. Her tanned, olive skin looking amazing, and her breasts looked absolutely massive on her tiny frame. Ryan was palming one of them greedily as he heaved himself into the Asian woman.

	“Oh FUCK! It feels so fucking good!” Ryan groaned loudly, his fucking showing a ferocity he’d never once shown with his wife. He drove his hips into her roughly, without care or mercy.

	“Give it to me, Ryan! Ugh! Yes! Give me every fucking inch of that big, perfect married dick!” the slut moaned loudly, urging him on. And he was doing just that. Glancing between their legs, Elizabeth couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Stacy’s small, snug, tight pussy was stretched to the max around Ryan’s thick, meaty weapon. And somehow, someway, that pussy of hers absolutely inhaled Ryan’s thick, lengthy dick, taking it from the tip to the base on every go, his heavy balls bouncing off her ass as he thrust into her. She was built for that dick. Her experienced pussy could handle a cock that size. Jesus, what a fucking slut…

	FLASH!

	“Honey?” Ryan called out, just as he pulled up his underwear and let them snap into place, his penis disappearing out of view. Looking through the reflection, her eyes rose to meet his.

	“What?” she asked, confused.

	“Eyes up here,” he said with a smile, pointing to his eyes. Embarrassed at having been caught, her cheeks went red as she smiled.

	“Sorry,” she said, mortified, putting her head in her hands, horrified both at being caught and at the images her mind had conjured up.

	“Jesus…” he began, with a knowing smirk on his face. “You always look at me like a piece of meat. I have thoughts and feelings!” he said with a grin.

	“I know!” she said with an embarrassed laugh. “It just… got my attention.”

	“Jeez, lady… grow up,” he stated, shaking his head in mock annoyance while giving her an affectionate, amused look, stepping towards the closet in just his underwear to grab some pants. Nonetheless, the embarrassment she was feeling persisted, and as the weight of what had passed across her mind fully hit her, she opted to step away.

	“I’ll, uh… wait in the living room. Don’t want any more distractions,” she said with a smile, still blushing. He smiled and nodded as she walked out.

	Once out of his sight, her smile dropped and she shook her head, the images of Ryan fucking that bitch burned in her mind’s eye. She always did her best to push those intrusive thoughts away, but it was getting harder and harder to do so. Once she’d made the internal connection between Kayla and Stacy, she couldn’t stop her mind from jumping to the same outcome, to her man betraying her for her bully, the woman who made her life hell. She’d discussed it with Dr. White, and the doctor gave her exercises that would supposedly help prevent these intrusive thoughts, but if anything, it only made them worse. It had happened a lot lately, to the point where it was affecting her life. She and Ryan hadn’t had sex in weeks, because experiencing her handsome hubby in action only made her imagine him doing the same with Stacy. Not just the same, but going at it with that bitch like an animal. Stuff like that just took the fun out of having sex with her husband, and it certainly spoiled the mood. She had no doubt that Ryan wasn’t exactly pumped about having not had sex on the regular. But he never complained. He was a good husband.

	When he finally emerged fully dressed, Elizabeth couldn’t help but admire how good he looked. Dressed in a dapper, seasonally appropriate green button up shirt that fit him really well. On his lower half was a pair of slacks made out of a dark, thin, gray material, leading down to his feet where he had a sensible pair of black business shoes. Dressed-up and classy, he looked great. He didn’t often have to get this dressed up, but she always loved it when he did. He looked great. The outfit was very flattering to his well-built frame.

	She’d kept it simple. Wearing a pair of tight, flattering black pants on her lower half, with some cute black shoes on her feet. Up top, she was wearing a puffy Christmas sweater. She had asked Kendall about a few things, and she was told this event was gonna be business-casual, but festive. This outfit seemed to fit the bill. She loved Christmas, and this outfit indicated that.

	“Ready?” Ryan asked, holding out his arm in a loop to his side, waiting for her to interlock hers with his own. Smiling, and taking a deep breath, she approached her husband, and hooked her arm in his. Looking up at him, she nodded.

	“I’m ready.”

	 

	 

	 

	Riding up the elevator with his wife towards her office, rising from ground level to the heights of the tall building she worked in, Ryan didn’t let slip that he had an ulterior motive for the night. A mission.

	His wife had often compared her workplace to high school, with the social politics and the cliques and the bad behavior. And while Elizabeth understandably hated that aspect of her job, her husband strangely felt empowered by that knowledge as he readied himself to enter her office for the first time. Because in high school, while Ryan wasn’t Mr. Popular, he wasn’t disliked either. He was neither a social pariah nor a social outcast. He rode the middle, in good terms with all sides. You’d never identify him as one of the popular kids, but most of them really liked him. And he had many friends on the lower end of the social ladder, as they had many shared interests.

	Being in that middle area between social castes, he fashioned himself as a bit of a peacemaker. If there were disagreements, he’d be the one to leap to action, trying to cool their anger and settle things peacefully. If things progressed to an out-and-out fight, he’d be in the middle trying to separate warring parties. When his peers would be running down people on the other side of the social order, he’d stand up for them, claiming truthfully that things weren’t as bad as it was being made out. He never picked a side, looking for the best in people everywhere.

	This kind of became the role he carved out for himself, not just in school but in life. If he’d be playing pick-up basketball, he was the one trusted to make the foul calls, trusted to enough to call things fairly and down the middle. At work, he was able to navigate through deftly, maintaining a high standing with all, even with people on opposite ends of the social spectrum.

	He knew Elizabeth didn’t like her bosses, and from the sound of it, the feeling was mutual. His mission tonight was to cool some of that tension. Her bosses probably hadn’t given Elizabeth a chance. He understood that his wife was shy and quiet and good-hearted, and he also understood that some people would view such qualities as vulnerabilities. Points to attack, to pick at, to take advantage of and test the limits of. They didn’t understand his wife’s strength of character. Her quirky sense of humor. Her beautiful heart. They didn’t give her a chance, opting to take the easy route and just poke fun. Perhaps here, seeing her husband, a bit of her life outside the office, would allow them to see Elizabeth more as an actual, three-dimensional person, and not just someone to pick on. And if they didn’t, Ryan would turn on the charm and try to win them over on his wife’s behalf, cooling their feelings towards her by forming a real human connection on her behalf.

	Ryan was confident he could get the job done. He wouldn’t dare tell Elizabeth of his plan, as she would definitely try to warn him off, telling him that her boss and her boss’s friends were not worth the effort. That they were irredeemable, and that he shouldn’t even try. But no one was irredeemable. There wasn’t a person alive who wasn’t worth making the effort to forge a real human connection. And while he hadn’t gotten the best impression of Elizabeth’s boss, deep down he suspected that she probably wasn’t quite as evil and wicked as his wife might claim. But even if she was as big of a piece of work as Elizabeth said, he was confident that his social ability would be enough to smooth over any hard feelings on her end, and make his wife’s work life easier in the process.

	That was his plan. His mission for the evening. There were moments in his life where he’d vowed to win someone over. And with his good heart, appealing personality, and pugnacious spirit, he’d never failed at getting on someone’s good side. and now, he planned to use that skill on his wife’s behalf.

	And he couldn’t imagine anything on the planet that would get in his way of achieving that goal.

	 

	 

	 

	“Jesus, Stacy,” Kendall called out, gawking at her friend. “Your tits look incredible!”

	Stacy wasn’t leaving anything to chance. She was dressed to the nines, her hot body clad in a figure-hugging blood-red dress that was so tight it looked painted on. The lower hem of it was a mere couple inches below her ass, leaving a large amount of her bare, firm legs exposed. The thin material of the red dress clung to her taut thighs, leaving her the barest range of movement it was so slim. And if it was clinging to her thighs, it was absolutely glued to her luscious ass, showcasing its immaculate shape perfectly, leaving little to the imagination. She worked hard at the gym to have an ass this round and shapely, and she took every opportunity to showcase it, her butt jutting out from her skinny frame like a shelf. Any man lucky enough to end up behind her tonight would get an amazing show, seeing every subtle movement and jiggle of her firm rear end. The dress was so tight that her ass could barely be contained by it, the garment clearly not designed to restrain a booty like hers.

	And speaking of things the tight dress could barely contain…

	The dress clung to her hips. It hugged her flat, trim belly. But her giant round boobs were absolutely exploding out of it, the red material of the dress straining to keep her double-E breasts in place. It was almost obscene how tightly packed her big boobs were within the dress, and in truth, they weren’t fully being contained. The dress was low-cut down to nearly halfway down her chest, meaning almost the entire expanse of her cleavage was on display. And with her breasts stuffed tightly in the dress, pressed together firmly, there was a lot of cleavage to see. The golden orbs of her soft, tanned breasts looked amazing, the curves of the upper slopes looking almost artful in its immaculate smooth roundness, while the manner in which the soft flesh poured over the edges of the tight red dress looked almost obscene.

	The slim straps of the red dress dug into her shoulders from the colossal force her massive breasts were exerting upon it, bursting to escape, held in place by those stretched bands of material. Her lithe, smooth arms were left completely exposed, the skin there looking smooth and soft, eager to be touched. The back of the dress exposed almost as much flesh as the front, her upper back left bare by the slinky garment.

	She’d left from work early, making sure she was primped and plucked and perfect in every way. Her nails were perfect. Her makeup was on point, her eyes looking smoky and entrancing, and her lips adorned with a matching, glossy red lipstick that was undeniably sexy. Her long black hair was cascading down her back in waves. And to complete the look, she’d picked out a matching pair of very sexy, VERY expensive red high heels. They made her legs look amazing, and her perfect ass look even better.

	Even as someone who was well aware of how hot her friend was, Kendall was taken aback at how unbelievably sexy she looked. Kendall wasn’t far behind, wearing a slim, sexy black cocktail dress, not quite as tight as her friend’s, but not far behind. The statuesque brunette’s body looked amazing, the knee-length dress clinging to her round juicy ass and mammoth, full double-F cup breasts. While her dress wasn’t as obscene as Stacy’s, she was still showing a lot of skin, showcasing a fair amount of the valley between her big fake tits. She had been in charge of getting everything together for the party, so she hadn’t left the office, not having as much time as her boss to get ready-to-go, opting to prep quickly in her own office. But considering how much less time she’d had to get ready, she looked damn near as hot as her friend. Her makeup was great, her hair looked great. She’d even gotten a little more festive than Stacy, putting a cute Christmassy bow in her hair.

	Kendall hadn’t seen Stacy walk in, the boss-lady taking her things straight to her office as soon as she returned. It was only when she stepped out from her office to the open area of the workspace, sashaying to the entrance where Kendall was welcoming guests, did the brunette see how incredible her boss looked.

	“Stacy…” Kendall said, smiling and shaking her head, impressed. ‘You’d better hope this guy’s worth all the trouble.’ She couldn’t take her eyes off that insanely tight dress. “You look great, but that dress can’t be very comfortable.”

	“I’m fine,” Stacy replied, giving her friend an annoyed side-eye as she smoothed out the material along her sides.

	Kendall knew Stacy well enough to know she would never show weakness, but that didn’t stop Kendall from poking at her. Stacy was normally very fit and annoyingly skinny, but like a fighter making weight before a fight by eating the bare minimum, she clearly had done the same to fit in this extra-tight dress, somehow looking even more trim than usual. She looked amazing, of course, but it was probably not the healthiest approach. Therein lies the perils of being a sexy modern woman.

	“When was the last time you had a real meal?” Kendall asked sympathetically.

	“Like… two weeks, maybe more…” Stacy admitted. Kendall shook her head.

	“Aren’t you hungry?” the taller woman asked.

	“I’m fine!” Stacy repeated, again not wanting to show any vulnerability. Kendall paused then smirked.

	“Well, look at it this way,” Kendall began with a grin. “If all goes well, you’ll be chugging Elizabeth’s husband’s cum for dinner tonight, so you won’t be hungry for much longer!” Stacy laughed at this, and the couple that walked in at the end of Kendall’s sentence gave them both an odd look, having heard half of what she’d said. Stacy watched the entranceway, clearly waiting for Elizabeth and her husband to appear. Kendall gave her a knowing look.

	“So… what if he’s not as hot as your doctor friend said he was?” Kendall asked, curious about what would happen if Elizabeth’s husband was not worth all the build-up.

	“I think I’ll have to fuck him on principle, at this point,” Stacy said, taking a sip from Kendall’s champagne flute. Kendall laughed. ‘And if he sucks… I’ll just fuck one of the other husbands,’ she said, scanning the slowly filling office. Kendall winced at this as she saw the lackluster prospects, including the chubby, slightly balding husband of one of their employees front and center, probably the best of the bunch in terms of sexual potential. Stacy rolled her eyes as she realized the same. The most appealing men were employees, and she’d already fucked the ones worth fucking. Sure, she could fuck one of them again, but the idea didn’t terribly appeal to her. Some were quite good at sex, but they wouldn’t give her that extra oomph she was looking for. And besides… most of them were probably too scared of Stacy by this point to let her have her way with them. Smirking, an idea hitting her, she then looked up at her taller, brunette friend. “Well, if all else fails, I’ll let you live out your dream and let you go to town on me.” Kendall laughed.

	“Don’t tempt me with a good time,” Kendall replied, a slight heat in her tone that let Stacy know that she wouldn’t be altogether opposed to going toe-to-toe with her in bed. She was about to say something else when the ping of the elevator arriving hit their ears, and they both turned in unison to look at the new arrivals.

	It was them.

	Both of the women’s eyes went right past the mousy blonde Elizabeth, finally laying eyes on the man whose level of appeal had been the million-dollar question. Chatting amiably with his wife, laughing and grinning, one hand resting gently on her back as they approached the office, the women had free reign to check him out.

	Stacy was somewhat taken aback, as he wasn’t exactly what she expected. But as soon as she thought about it, she realized how foolish her initial expectation was. After all the build-up, part of her had expected him to be some sort of confident, swaggering giga-stud, a model out of some cologne ad, a tall square-jawed hunk with perfect hair, a closely shorn beard, shredded abs, a great ass and a huge swinging cock. But such a thing was impossible… a man like that would never marry a woman like Elizabeth. He could do so much better.

	But the man she was seeing… she could understand someone like him ending up with a girl like Lizzy. Not that he didn’t have a high level of appeal, quite the opposite in fact. He was dressed well, a flattering, green button-up top, some stylish grey slacks that fit him just right. He was tall, and very well-built, both positives in Stacy’s eyes. And his well-fitted pants seemed to portent very good things in regards of what he was working with downstairs, which was very promising to the petite, cock-hungry size-queen. But there was something very boyish about him. A purity and optimism and genuine friendliness that she rarely encountered in her day-to-day life. He was very handsome and clean-cut, with glasses that gave him a somewhat more intellectual vibe than his frame might imply. There was something very… wholesome… about him, to a degree that didn’t exactly click for her. It was just… he seemed like a guy any girl’s parents would love. The type of guy your parents would think is perfect boyfriend material, ignoring the types of things that actually appeal to young women. Her initial vibe of him made her think that he was kind of just too good. A nice, friendly, good-looking guy with little to no edge whatsoever. Nothing objectionable. Nothing disrespectful. He’d probably be a perfect gentleman to any girl he was interested in.

	But Stacy wasn’t looking for a gentleman. She wasn’t looking to be respected. She was looking to be worshipped. She was looking to have her juicy body worshipped in the way it deserved by a guy built to handle it. This guy… he seemed too nice for that.

	An immediate wave of panicked disappointment started to rush through Stacy, wondering how the doctor could have been so wrong. He was cute, sure. He was actually really cute, to be honest, studying him quickly. Maybe if he threw away those glasses, didn’t shave for a few days… that would definitely cut through that boyishness and give him an overt masculine edge that he really needed. He sort of looked like he was in a movie where they tried to make the handsome movie star look like a nerd, only for the third act reveal that he was actually a super hunk. And the guy in those movies would reach that point after falling in love with his cute, sweet future soulmate, and it was only that world-altering feeling that compelled him to change his looks.

	But this was real life, and men weren’t actually programmed like that. In her experience, no matter how professional and mature they were, no matter how much they might claim otherwise, men didn’t want love. Not really. They wanted sex! Hot, nasty sex with beautiful women. There were some who did their best to pretend they were above all that, but in the end, none where. All these so-called saints and gentlemen were no better than a nasty, wicked slut like her. She’d experienced it far too many times to ignore. There were men in her past who she genuinely liked and respected, and without fail they eventually revealed their true nature. Their true desires. Their desperate need to experience Stacy’s hot body above all else. Guys wanted to fuck hot women. Men wanted to fuck her. And no number of denials or claims otherwise would prevent that.

	So, in that sense, this pure, boyish, handsome husband of Elizabeth did want to fuck Stacy. He just hadn’t admitted it yet.

	God, what would a guy like him be like in bed? He was probably so loving and kind and patient and gentle with Elizabeth. Ugh! Boring! He probably claimed to enjoy ‘making love.’ Gross. He wouldn’t know the first thing to do with someone like Stacy. It was almost laughable to imagine someone like him in bed with a stone-cold slut like her. He would be terrified! With the type of dismal experience a girl like Elizabeth probably gave him, he’d probably barely ever had to try with her. Which was a damn shame, because he had a tall, fit, strong-looking body. And with the glances she kept stealing at the married man’s bulge, his equipment was very impressive. Like… REALLY impressive. With the proper training, namely egregious amounts of sex, he could be something special. Really special. Elizabeth’s lowly efforts at sex meant he’d only had to use 1% of his true potential. If another had gotten to him first, a real nasty whore like her, he’d be an entirely different man. A real fucking stud. That giga-stud of her dreams.

	A wave of excitement suddenly passed through her. He wasn’t a full-out stud. Not yet. But he could be. He could be made that way. A slut like her could change him. No… a slut like her would TOTALLY change him. Warp his good nature. Corrupt him. That was it! That was the juice! That was the appeal. He wasn’t coming to her fully formed, ripe for the plucking. No… he had potential. He was pure. Untainted by the darkness of the world. A moldable ball of clay, to be formed and warped at will. Perhaps that’s what the doctor saw here. She knew Elizabeth was such a shy little mouse that she couldn’t possibly hold onto a man, and she’d no doubt gleaned that her husband had the potential to be used for some very wicked things. If a slut with a strong enough will, with an aggressive enough sexuality were to meet a man like him, she could sink her claws in him. She could dig those claws into that moldable mind of his and really fuck him up. She could destroy that boyishness… that purity… that kind spirit… She could warp it all and corrupt his soul. Change him forever into something both so much worse and something WAY better! That’s definitely what the doctor saw in him. A handsome, kind, pure-hearted soul that could be sent into a viper’s nest and not even see it coming.

	Stacy could demolish him! She could warp that pure mind, corrupt his soul like that! Wasn’t that so much better than the simple seduction of a regular guy? Instead of a one-time encounter, she could change a man’s heart, change him permanently. She could impose her wickedness into someone pure. Not only would that transform him into someone far worse yet far more appealing, but it would also absolutely destroy his wife. What could be worse than seeing another woman change your man beyond anything you could ever manage? Fuck… this was pretty exciting…

	Stacy looked at him with new eyes. Where she once saw a cloying level of friendly boyishness, she now saw someone pure who was poised to be corrupted. Where she once saw someone so good-hearted that any attempts at seduction would be a dead end, she now saw raw potential in him. Beyond the boyish glasses, beyond the clean-cut appeal, beyond the friendly demeanor, there was a sex-crazy stud there bursting to get out. He was handsome, for sure. He had a great body. Full, masculine legs. A fit chest. Well-built. Strong arms. And stealing another glance at his crotch, she had no doubt he was packing some serious heat. Of course! How could she not have seen it before? The game was in the corruption. The poisoning of something pure. Changing someone in a permanent, real way. Imagine being so fucking hot that a man would warp his own soul just so he could have you. And doing the job so thoroughly that even his soulmate wouldn’t recognize him. Fuck… that was really hot!

	Dr. White had said something along these lines the first time they met, about it being so much better not to just fuck a guy willing to cheat, but fucking a guy who didn’t want to cheat. Now she understood. Now she saw it with crystal clear vision, the beauty of it. And now, thanks to her scheming, the wicked evil slut was about to meet a kind-hearted man who was just oh so corruptible…

	As he got closer in the line of people passing by her to enter the party, her feelings had completely flipped from her first impression. Sure, he looked like a guy that would let you copy his math homework, but she could see the man he could truly be. The giga-stud born out of the shell of someone so pure and kind. As he got closer, she saw what he could truly be, a confident, swaggering stud with a hot body and a massive cock. But instead of being lost in the trap that arrogant guys like that always fall into, he could still have that tinge of purity in his core, making his corruption not just a single act but a lifetime project. A man so desperate to be in the light but forever drawn to the darkness, trapped there. And instead of living a life of calm domestic peace with his wife, he’d be trapped in a constant vortex of sex so filthy that even someone as good as him couldn’t resist it’s pull. Instead of an easy life with his soulmate, he instead chooses to live a life where that same soul is constantly being corrupted by Stacy’s perfect ass, tight pussy, and huge round tits! Yes! It sounded so good! He WAS the giga-stud of her dreams! But he needed her help to get there.

	As Kendall and her greeted the incoming guests, she couldn’t stop stealing glances at Elizabeth’s husband. Her blood was rushing. Her nipples were stiffening. Her pussy was getting wet. The Asian slut’s body was readying itself for sex, and the man she planned to do it with was finally standing right in front of her.

	“Hi!” Stacy greeted them with a huge smile, putting her best foot forward upon her first meeting with Elizabeth’s husband. Kendall did the same, smiling and greeting the happy couple.

	“Hi…” Elizabeth replied with far less vigor. Ryan knew how nervous she was, and he’d done his best to pump her up and get her ready for this event that she was clearly dreading. Elizabeth had welcomed his guiding hand on her back, keeping her from freaking out and running away. And immediately upon entering the office, her alarm bells were freaking out. How could this bitch even pretend to be so friendly and peppy to her after the things she’d said mere hours prior? It was maddening! But most pressingly, beyond her evil boss acting like she was the friendly, happy boss greeting them with that fake grin of hers, Elizabeth finally took notice of her boss’s outfit.

	Stacy looked amazing! She looked like a fucking model! As much as she hated her boss, she couldn’t deny her appeal. That was the problem. She was as hot as she was evil. That red dress of hers was glued to her slim, stacked body. Jesus… her boobs looked massive. Absolutely mammoth! Jesus… no, wait, there was no Jesus here, cause the Lord wouldn’t reward a woman as evil as her with a body that perfect. She was showing SO much cleavage… fuck. Her tits looked like they were about to burst out of that dress, the soft, squeezable flesh pouring over the edges of her outfit. She was dressed as if this was a cocktail event, not a loose, fun Christmas party. No, that wasn’t cocktail party dress… it was far too slutty for that. It was like she was wearing a prom dress, designed to both highlight her hot body and impress the guys. Kayla probably wore something like this when she went to prom, too. And she probably impressed a lot of guys as well…

	How could anyone not notice how good she looked, let alone Ryan? No one could be blamed for sneaking a peek at all the juicy flesh she was showing, not even her husband. She slowly glanced at him, and luckily, he had passed the first test. He wasn’t slobbering like a dog at the sight of Stacy. He was keeping his eyes straightforward, not budging when faced down with the insane temptation the bitch was offering. He was a good man, and he wouldn’t be affected by a display this garish.

	She was heartened by this, but then again, she had to reckon with her own inadequacy. She had an extremely flat chest, a point of shame both inward and outward, as friends, rivals, relatives, and idols had all poked fun at or made light of her tiny little breasts. When her friends poked fun at her small boobs, it was intended in good humor, even if the jokes cut her to the core. That was the intended outcome when her rivals ridiculed her mosquito bites, and they got their wish, as girls like Kayla called out her lack of a chest in a very public fashion, humiliating her in the eyes of those around her. Some of her female relatives, like her mom, made gentle but wise comments advising her about the added challenges a girl like her would face. While other relatives, like her busty, promiscuous older cousin, would make far more cutting remarks. Even women that she idolized, like her favorite professor in college, an acclaimed, intellectual and remarkable woman, made a passing remark about her petite boobies so offhand and without second thought that it was as if her small breasts were just a known, ingrained and accepted fact about her. It was so obvious and so without question that admirable, thoughtful women like her professor could say it and not even realize that it was a humiliating thing to point out.

	And it was as if both Stacy and Kendall, who was standing next to Stacy wearing a dress that wasn’t quite as slutty as Stacy’s but damn near as proficient at showing off her big breasts, were pointing out without saying a word that they had big, round, perfect tits, and she didn’t. That they were actual, hot-bodied women, and she was a girl, barely a woman, lesser than them in all the ways that count. Their outfits reflected that, showcasing their bodies and flattering themselves in all the right ways, leaving no doubt about their privileged state on the totem pole. And with her outfit, a pair of simple black pants and a big puffy sweater, she felt much more like a girl compared to these women. And she couldn’t help from commenting on it.

	“Oh…” she began, glancing down at herself. “I feel a little underdressed.” Looking around the office, it felt like everyone was really dressed up, far more than she was. She’d gone to Kendall to ask to what the dress code for the party was, and she was told ‘business-casual, but festive’, and she’d thought her outfit fit the bill. But clearly, she’d misunderstood. For a moment, she wondered if this was all some elaborate plot on Stacy’s part to make her look inferior compared to them, but she realized that was probably a step too far. She doubted Stacy gave her that much thought. Elizabeth had made her comment with a laugh, her comment seemingly innocent, but Stacy’s eyes narrowed ever so slightly, and Elizabeth feared she’d already annoyed her in some way. But then her expression changed, morphing back into that brilliant grin.

	“Oh, nonsense,” Stacy began, waving away such a concern with her hand, making her giant boobs jiggle as she did so. ‘You look… cute.’ Kendall nodded in agreement. A pang of fear hit her, as this little comment hidden behind a smile hit right on her fears of what was actually going on here. But Stacy was quickly done with the young blonde, as her eyes immediately moved on to greet her husband. “Lizzy never told us she was married. And you are?”

	“Ryan,” he stated with a friendly grin, extending his hand to Stacy. Elizabeth’s eyes went slightly wide, as now her husband and Stacy would be soon making physical contact for the first time.

	“Stacy!” she stated with a hungry grin, sliding her palm into Ryan’s grasp, shaking it. Almost immediately upon their hands clasping, his body reacted, goosebumps rising up his arm, a spark of excitement hitting him out of nowhere. His eyes widened ever so slightly at this, as he’d never felt anything like this. And as she held his gaze in hers, he wondered if she felt it too. Her skin felt so soft in his palm, and for an ever so brief moment his gaze flicked down despite himself, stealing a quick glimpse at her juicy, eye-catching cleavage. But it was just for a moment as he immediately caught himself. What the hell was that? He prided himself on his self-control and ability to stay unaffected and unbiased in his decision making. And for the shortest of moments, his mind had been clouded by a sensation he’d never encountered, and his wayward eyes had taken advantage.

	There was a moment of heavy silence as Ryan and Stacy stood with hands clasped, looking at each other. Before it went on long enough as to raise his wife’s alarms, Ryan pulled back, sliding his hand from hers.

	“It’s very nice to meet you, Ryan!” she greeted him, looking him straight in the eyes, never looking away.

	“Nice to meet you,” he croaked out, a little taken aback by what just happened. For a moment, he feared this woman, based solely on the effect she’d had on him, as he’d never felt anything like that before. He glanced at Kendall just to look away from his wife’s boss, and the beautiful, busty brunette smiled warmly at him, too.

	Her senses highly attuned in this moment, Elizabeth sensed something off with her husband’s response. He was so empathetic that perhaps in that mere handshake he could sense something deeply wicked in Stacy. For such a good-hearted man, perhaps coming across an evil bitch like her shook him to his core. He suddenly seemed somewhat intimidated by her. In a way, this was the best possible outcome. He wasn’t blind to her tricks. He wasn’t naïve to her true nature. He was on guard.

	This was perfect, right?

	Ryan re-gathered himself, shaking off that strange moment, centering himself once more. He’d always been good at re-establishing his equilibrium whenever it got upset, and he did the same now. Putting back on that warm smile and rubbing his wife’s back, he acted as if nothing at all had happened. He’d figure out what had actually gone on here later.

	“Well,” Stacy said, staring only at Ryan, ignoring Elizabeth. “I hope you have fun! Feel free to get drinks. I’m buying, so go ahead and get blasted on my dime. And just… go crazy! I want this party to be one of legend, haha! And, of course… Merry Christmas!” she said with pep, grinning at him.

	“Thanks! Merry Christmas!” they said in unison, Ryan nodding at the two women and walking past them into the office proper.

	Elizabeth glanced at her husband, waiting to see what he’d say. She would, of course, often unload to her husband about the somewhat negative environment at work, with Stacy usually the star of the show, so he knew her feelings on Stacy. But now, after weeks of dread about this moment, she wanted to hear what he was thinking. Glancing at his wife to see her already looking at him, he simply smiled warmly at Elizabeth.

	“Well…” he began with a smile. “She seems nice.”

	Elizabeth rolled her eyes and elbowed him lightly in the ribs as he laughed. She knew her husband’s tone, and she now knew for sure that he saw Stacy in the same way she did. He saw that she was an evil, wicked bully. He didn’t let anything she did actually affect him. While the night wasn’t over, she could now breathe a little easier, as her nightmare scenario of Stacy seducing and fucking Ryan now seemed far more unlikely. She relaxed as she entered the party, clutching her husband’s hand as she cuddled up against him.

	Stacy’s eyes stayed on Ryan as he walked away, looking at him possessively, ready to sink her claws in him this instant. Fuck… her body was screaming for it already! She’d felt the same thing he did, her body lighting up as if struck by an electric charge upon their first skin-to-skin contact. She was already very, very wet.

	“Oh my God, you guys totally just had a moment together, didn’t you?” Kendall asked, grinning. Stacy nodded emphatically.

	“I mean, there’s no doubt now,” Stacy began. “By the end of the night, me and Ryan are gonna be fucking!”

	“You know,” Kendall began, no one else waiting in line to enter the party to overhear. “I didn’t see it at first, but now… I kinda get it. He’s hot!”

	Stacy turned to look up at her friend.

	“He’s hot,” she began, eyes locked on his back. “And he’s mine!”

	 

	 

	 

	As Ryan and his wife settled into the party, grabbing a drink and chatting with some of the other attendees, his mind was on what had just happened.

	He went over what he knew about Stacy. From his wife’s stories, it sounded like she was a real piece of work, being rude and demanding, running things like she was the cool girl in high school and being super cliquey with those she liked and dismissive to those she didn’t, to the point of being downright mean. Elizabeth said that the higher ups all loved her, so there was zero chance of her getting in trouble for her bad behavior.

	Ryan knew the type. So, when he walked into the office and met her for the first time, he was not surprised to find her to be all smiles and friendly. Women like her knew how to evade trouble, how to put on a friendly face to hide their true intentions. At an event like this, he knew someone like her wouldn’t dare show the same face she showed her employees on a daily basis. Of course, she wanted all the guests to think she was this great, amazing, perfect boss, but Ryan wasn’t fooled. He could see right through her act. While he obviously believed his wife in all her negative stories about Stacy, no one was above overexaggerating about someone they didn’t like, so he couldn’t t say for sure to what degree she actually was as bad as his wife claimed. But he certainly knew she wasn’t as perfect as she was trying to portray, so his first impression of her didn’t fully shatter his expectations.

	But what Ryan didn’t expect was for Stacy to be so hot.

	Like any man, he’d of course come across many super-hot women through the years, in high school, college, and in his professional life. But he’d never met someone as insanely gorgeous and sexy as Stacy. Holy crap! She was stunning, but that felt like too pedestrian a word to describe someone like her. She was one of the most attractive women he’d ever seen. And while some women possessed a fresh-faced, pure beauty which brightened whichever room they were in, her style of beauty was the opposite. An intense, severe, aggressive style of not just beauty but sexiness, so insanely attractive that the pressure was turned up whenever you were near her. As hot as any model, probably hotter than most, and she had been right there in front of him, in the flesh, his wife’s boss. And she clearly knew it, as she was dressed to impress, her tight red dress showcasing a lot of skin. Showcasing her gigantic round breasts, and a lot of her smooth, deep cleavage.

	Ryan was no prude, and certainly no wilting flower regarding sexual things. While he didn’t have an insane level of experience as a guy who was mostly single up till he met Elizabeth, he knew the way of things by finding an occasional outlet in porn throughout the years, like most guys his age did. But unlike some, who got REALLY into it, really into the big tits and the asses and the rough, nasty fucking; he enjoyed it in moderation, keeping it in its proper place, never getting TOO into it. That type of action had its place, and it was certainly fun to watch, but it wasn’t something he truly aspired to partake in. As twee as it may sound, he saw more value in the real thing. Real connections. Real sex. Not the cartoon fucking involving women with cartoonish proportions and an insane hunger for sex.

	So, to have someone like that, someone who could fit right into one of those movies, standing right in front of him, with her intense beauty and her insane measurements… it certainly caught him off guard. And this wasn’t just any woman, but his wife’s boss. Having someone like that in front of him, someone so insanely gorgeous, with such ridiculous curves… his body reacted before his mind could fully process what he was seeing. For a moment, she’d incited a base itch in his lizard brain before his thoughtful mind could reel his body back under control.

	He prided himself on being steady and even-keeled, often being the mediator, the middleman between opposing forces, trusted enough to be unbiased and fair. It had been a long time since he’d lost his cool in a situation like this, a very long time. And while he didn’t have the most extensive dating history, when he blossomed in his college years, he did start to get some female attention. At first, he did indeed get caught off guard by these interactions, this sort of thing so foreign to him that he didn’t know what to make of it. Luckily, by that point, he was with Elizabeth, so he didn’t make any mistakes and fall in with the wrong type of girl, but he was certainly flattered by the sudden attention. This thing became more and more common as he blossomed further, as he grew up and filled out and became the handsome and fit man he was now. And while some small part of him still felt flattered by the attention, he was always good about turning away such things gently, stifling any wayward thoughts, reinforcing his commitment to Elizabeth.

	But while those women were all extremely attractive, Stacy was at a whole other level. So insanely hot that just being in her presence, shaking her hand, making eye contact… it was enough to send a rush through him that he’d never before experienced. Enough to make her touch cause goosebumps to rise on his forearm, enough to make his loyal eyes steal a glimpse at her impressive valley of cleavage. He wondered if she knew what she’d incited in him, as she’d technically not done anything untoward here. She’d held his gaze during their intros to each other, and he could see a playfulness and confidence in her gaze that let him know she seemed to genuinely be happy to meet him, despite her frosty reputation. It was probably a privilege few earned, and he could feel a weird sense of pride that he’d somehow made a good impression on someone with a history of liking so few.

	It was almost no wonder someone as appealing as her saw herself as superior to others. It was almost no surprise she ran her office that way, with only her and people like her in the preferred caste. Hell, even the woman standing next to her, Kendall, would eclipse damn near all the other girls he’d ever met in terms of appeal. She was hot, too. But damn… she was no Stacy.

	Most would take this response as a warning, that perhaps it wasn’t a good idea for a guy like him to be in a woman like Stacy’s presence. But Ryan was not like most. He’d taken in this new information, this new danger, he’d noted it internally and learned from it. He was not one to run from his problems. He was one to face them. He was on a mission to cool Stacy’s feelings towards his wife. To make his wife’s work life easier so she didn’t have to come home most nights with a new complaint about her boss making her life a nightmare. To do that, he’d not only have to interact with her again, but win her over. She’d clearly taken some sort of liking to him, so he was halfway there. And now that he’d reckoned with her insane appeal, he could talk with her again without being so strongly affected by her. He would encourage those positive feelings she felt towards him, and in doing so, she’d feel warm enough towards him that perhaps those feelings would extend to Elizabeth as well. They didn’t need to be best friends, but if he could at least make Stacy cordial towards his wife he’d count that as a victory.

	Ryan went over all this in his head as he stood next to his wife. As she talked to a coworker, he took in the expanse of the office space. Whoever had put this together had done a good job, decorations hanging from the ceiling, white Christmas lights providing the only light, giving the whole event a classy, moody feel. Christmas music was playing as the DJ they’d hired controlled the music. In the center of the office space was a large Christmas tree, fully adorned, lit with white Christmas lights as well, even with presents underneath. Despite showing up roughly on time, a lot of people were already here, workers and spouses, all dressed up nice, all seeming to be chatting amiably, sipping on drinks and snacking on finger foods. His stomach rumbled, stirring him into the present. Re-entering the moment, he looked across at his wife’s coworker’s husband and nodded, before making small talk, going to an old, safe standby.

	Sports.

	In his younger years, when he was a bit gawkier and dorkier, this was one of the ways he formed friendships with other guys. Ryan was a HUGE sports fan. Not the type that would tailgate and use it as an excuse to get wasted. No, he just loved the majesty of it. The competition. The epic feuds. The beautiful victories and heartbreaking defeats. When he was younger, he was into sports cards of all types, and that’s where he got obsessed with stats. That carried over into adulthood where he was also into fantasy sports, and things as obsessive as sports analytics, the Moneyball type stuff. He certainly wasn’t the type of insane fantasy guys who made it a main focus in life, but he loved it all the same. And he rarely got into conversations about analytics, as it was far too niche for most. In talking with someone he didn’t know, he kept it basic, as he did here and now, talking about the basketball games from the previous night.

	Elizabeth was happy to see her husband fitting in so easily among her office mates and their spouses. He was always far more social and extroverted than she was, so these things came far more easily to him than they ever did to her. She rolled her eyes as he talked sports, clearly happy to find someone he could talk to about stuff like that, since that type of thing didn’t interest her in the slightest. As her husband talked sports-ball or whatever with the guy across from him, Elizabeth talked to her coworkers about Christmas plans. This went on until she suddenly felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned with a smile to see who was getting her attention, only for her stomach to drop as she realized it was Stacy, stepping in between her and Ryan, pushing her out of the way ever so slightly and looking right towards her husband, blocking out his wife from his sight with her delicious frame and almost matching her profile, except her firm, shapely ass jutting out far further out from her body than Elizabeth’s did. And also, of course, her enormous breasts protruding out lewdly from her slim, fit, petite body, way more than Elizabeth’s miniscule pair did

	“You talking about the Warriors game?” she interjected, having overheard him talking.

	“Yeah!” Ryan said, eyes lighting up in surprise, both by her sudden appearance and her interest in the conversation. He steeled himself as she entered his presence, hoping to avoid any more awkward moments where he let her intense looks and hot body catch him off guard.

	“I was at that game!” Stacy stated proudly.

	“Really?” Ryan asked in a friendly tone.

	“My Dad has had box seats for Warriors games for thirty years!” Stacy told him. “I’m there all the time!”

	“I’m jealous you were at the game last night,” Ryan said genuinely. “I mean, triple overtime!”

	“And the buzzer beater to tie it!” Stacy announced.

	“It was crazy!” Ryan said with an excited grin.

	He was excited about this development. He wouldn’t have guessed Elizabeth’s boss was a huge Warriors fan like him. But this was perfect! A way to bond. A way for him to possibly soften her feelings towards Elizabeth by creating a bond between her and him. He turned to face her directly as he continued the conversation.

	“So, you’re a big Warriors fan?” he asked. She gave him a slightly withering look along with her trademark stunning grin, as if he didn’t know how badly he was underestimating her.

	“A HUGE fan!” she said, a champagne flute held between her fingers. “Name any major home game in the last 20 years and I was probably there.”

	“So, you’ve seen them win the title?” he asked.

	“Yeah, like four times!” she stated proudly.

	“Were you there when that big brawl happened a few years back?” he asked.

	“I was looking down at them and cheering!” she claimed.

	“Were you there when Walker hit that halfcourt shot in game 7?” he quizzed.

	“I was sitting in the front row!” she said emphatically. He shook his head, almost in disbelief.

	“I gotta say, I’m a little jealous,” he stated truthfully, shaking his head and smiling, with just a hint of disbelief. This was something that her trained eye caught immediately.

	“If you don’t believe me, I can prove it,” she said, smiling and shaking her head. She reached into her small red clutch to grab her phone.

	In this moment, he was struck by the image in front of him. Moving to face Stacy had allowed him a view where she was to his right, and on the left was Elizabeth, looking on nervously as her boss and her husband chatted. He couldn’t help but notice the contrast between the two women. On one side, his wife, standing there cutely and sheepishly, dressed in a puffy Christmas sweater and comfy fitted black pants. Dressed to be festive and fun, her outfit looking nice on her slim frame, something you’d wear to a family Christmas party with her folks. Then there was Stacy, the opposite of his wife in so many ways. Dark, well-styled hair, compared to his wife’s blonde, casual, un-styled look. Stacy’s makeup, perfectly applied, accentuating her incredible good looks, her immaculately applied eyeshadow, smoky mascara, glossy lipstick, and no doubt so many other things beyond his limited understanding to make her look hotter than most models. And Elizabeth, never one to put in a ton of time on such thing, yet nevertheless looking cute and lovely anyways, her snowy skin looking unblemished in the evening light. Stacy had a hot body, and she knew it, choosing a garment specifically designed to show her delicious frame off. A form-fitting red dress that hugged her slim yet stacked body, showcasing all her best assets, which for her were many. And it was doing just that, specifically in exposing so much of her enormous, round breasts, the golden flesh of her massive melons practically glowing in the dim evening light, the dark crevasse succeeding at drawing forth the gaze of any man in her radius.

	Elizabeth looked cute and girlish and youthful, dressed to look comfortable and fun. Stacy, dressed to impress, establishing that she was no mere girl but all woman, with a woman’s body, a woman’s ass, a woman’s breasts, unlike the woman next to her. Her tanned, golden skin suited her body perfectly, showing a great effort to make her delicious frame look as appealing as possible in every way. It indicated a confidence in herself and a lack of shyness about showing herself off, all qualities that were very attractive. At the same time, Elizabeth’s pale skin indicated the opposite, showing that she was far shyer and reserved when it came to showing herself off or even simply putting herself out there in any way.

	Ryan would be naïve to not noticed these things, this marked contrast between the two women. And while he was a little more shielded against the sudden impact of her insane appeal, he still found himself affected by how unbelievably sexy Stacy was. He’d never once had any thoughts of infidelity. Even in his past he’d never cheated, although part of that was because he didn’t have the most active dating life in the world. And even in the moments where he was with Elizabeth, and he did get flirted with by other women, he’d been able to deftly and politely dissuade those women’s pursuit. But he’d never been faced with someone as sexy as Stacy, so this was a whole other level of visual temptation. And despite keeping himself steady and even keeled, he couldn’t just ignore how appealing she was. He couldn’t look past the fact that she was sexier than any woman he’d ever seen, which by rule meant that Stacy was far more gorgeous and sexy than Elizabeth. But that didn’t mean much in the grand scheme of things. He wasn’t about to cheat on his wife, because as hot as Stacy was, there were more important things than overwhelming sexual appeal. And luckily, even though he was in her presence, it wasn’t like she was hitting on him, because why would a girl like her hit on a guy like him?

	She was just acting nice.

	He watched as she pulled her phone from her purse and started scrolling through pictures. Finding what she was looking for, she crossed over the distance between them and suddenly stood next to him. Holding her phone out in front of her, she displayed a picture of her clearly at the Warriors arena, dispelling any doubts of her story. She started scrolling through pictures of her in the box seats, her on the floor, her celebrating Warriors victories, some pictures with some of the team execs, and even some of her with players.

	But then Ryan realized that her phone was positioned in a way that it was right next to her breasts, in line with her cleavage, so as he looked down at her phone, he couldn’t help but let his eyes get drawn towards her chest. Standing right next to her, he had a primo view of the smooth, round slopes of her abundant breasts, his eyes sliding across their curves and finding them lodged in her cleavage before he could help it. The small motion of her scrolling through pictures made her giant breasts wobble in a way that made his male lizard brain go crazy. Again, he was thrown off-balance by the sight of her, unable to look away.

	“I told you. You see?” Stacy asked innocently, ever so slightly pushing out her chest, none of this an accident. He couldn’t look away as he stared, these moments feeling like an eternity as his eyes hungrily took in this sight being offered to him inadvertently. It didn’t help that due to her close proximity, her delicious, subtle perfume was hitting his nostrils, the girly scent working a number on his already overtaxed nervous system, filling his nose, making him shiver. She smelled so good! There was something so deeply satisfying to this sensory attack, scratching an itch that he didn’t even realize was desperately in need of being scratched.

	A series of images flashed across his mind. Stacy, pulling down her dress to finally expose those mammoth round jugs to him. His face, rubbing across the silky expanse of smooth, golden flesh. His hands, taking those gigantic fleshy melons into his palms, the squeezable flesh oozing between his fingers. His mouth, eagerly opening to hungrily take her stiff nipple into his mouth.

	His eyes lost in her chest, his nose hungrily pulling in her feminine scent, his mind elsewhere, he was frozen in place next to her. He was only shaken from their reverie by a sight on his periphery, a glance at something on her phone, not a picture of her at a basketball game. It was her on a beach, wearing a very revealing pink bikini, one that appeared at a glance to show even more skin than her dress, small triangles of stretchy pink material that barely contained her mammoth fleshy melons which were very prominently being showcased in the photo, as if this picture was taken for just that purpose. But because it was at the edge of his vision, he wasn’t sure if this was actually what he saw, but in the instant it took to shift his eyes to her phone, she scrolled past it, back to another photo of her on the court.

	“Oh… sorry about that,” she apologized, sounding genuinely apologetic to his overwhelmed mind. But this was enough to shake him out of his state, looking away, glancing at his nervous looking wife and smiling to reassure her, trying to make sure she knew that he was being a good loyal husband, and not stealing glances at another woman… even though he totally was. What was going on? He’d never been knocked for such a loop, and Stacy had done it twice in about ten minutes.

	“So, yeah, anyway,” she began, acting as if all was normal, looking up at him and putting her phone back in her clutch. “I have a few tickets to every home game, so if you would ever want to go, you just gotta hit me up! I could tell you some of the crazy shit that I’ve seen there.”

	“Uh… maybe,” he croaked out, smiling and nodding at the gorgeous Asian woman, betraying nothing of his internal consternation. What was he doing? He couldn’t believe his mind was being this disobedient. God, she was beautiful, though. That was no excuse, but on some level he understood that being in proximity to such a gorgeous creature… he wouldn’t be alone in losing his concentration. That being said, he knew her true nature. He knew she wasn’t as nice and personable as she was attempting to portray, yet because she was so insanely stunning and sexy that he kept finding himself gob smacked by her intense feminine aura. He needed to tamp things down and regain control of himself, trying to focus more on the conversation and less on her body, willing for something that could distract his mind from its wayward thoughts.

	“No, seriously,” she replied, clearly sensing his reticence, turning to face him. “Call me up… I mean, you’ll get my number at some point, I’m sure. We’ll have a great time! I know people. I’m pretty sure I’ve met just about every player they’ve had during all their championship runs recently. I’d be happy to introduce you to them.”

	“Really?” he replied skeptically, intrigued despite himself.

	“You name him, I’ve talked to him,” she began. “Jerome Bailey, I’ve talked to a bunch of times. Robert Brown and I have talked to a few times. Devon Walker. Ellis. Tensely. Morris. All the big players, I’ve met them.”

	“Even…” he paused, trying to think of the most obscure player he could think of. “Even Goran Tropoli?” he asked, thinking of this big European guy they had for a year or two.

	“I could barely understand him, but yes, I met him,” she replied. She gave him a curious look. ‘Why would you ask about Goran Tropoli and not one of the, like… other famous players?’ She then gave him a knowing look. “Are you trying to test me? Test my bona fides?” she asked. She got this a lot from guys when she told them she was a huge Warriors fan, them quizzing her to make sure she was actually a real fan and not faking it.

	“No, no, no,” he replied, fully aware of the type of thing Stacy was alluding to. “It was just… I was actually a pretty big fan of that guy. I wish he stuck around.”

	“The allure of Mother Latvia was too strong, I guess,” Stacy replied, knowing that he opted to go back to Europe than stick around here. “But I totally agree. He was underrated.”

	“His rebounding was really good,” Ryan replied.

	“Could have used him when Brown went down in the playoffs last year,” Stacy postulated.

	“I thought the same thing!” Ryan said excitedly.

	They went back and forth about the Warriors, and if there’d been any question of her fandom, the vigor in which she spoke let him know her passion for the team was as big as his. As she went into a story about how she talked to their star player on the floor before a finals game, he almost wanted to re-consider his earlier reticence. Maybe getting on Stacy’s good side would have added benefits. Perhaps not only would it make Elizabeth’s work life easier, perhaps it would give him an in on really good tickets. And maybe if things went well, he and Elizabeth could take advantage of this and go to games more often.

	But immediately, he knew how naïve this thought probably sounded. And that it was a dream more for him than his wife. While Elizabeth was willing to join him at basketball games, she clearly didn’t care about any of it. It would be fun to go to a game with someone who really wanted to be there. As much as his wife would never allow it, part of him knew that Stacy would be a great person to go to a Warriors game with. She knew her shit, and she clearly had a well of fun stories to share. And, going by her stories and pictures, Stacy clearly had VIP access. Meeting players, knowing the execs, having that kind of access… he couldn’t imagine experiencing anything like that. It would be really awesome.

	He was happy to get sucked into a conversation about basketball, his previous restraint around her forgotten in the excitement of finding a like mind to talk over his favorite sport. And considering the awkward moments from before, he was grateful for something that would distract him from her body.

	Elizabeth watched this whole exchange without blinking. She was a hawk, her senses all closed off as her focus was entirely on her husband chatting it up with that bitch. Her mind was on overdrive, her worst nightmares erasing her previous calm as they returned to the surface. He knew what type of woman Stacy was. Why was he being so friendly with her? Was he trying to become actual friends with her? No… that was silly. But… wait… was he trying to be the hero here, to win over Stacy so she wouldn’t be so much of a nightmare to her? Shit… he was, wasn’t he? He’d done stuff like this before… ever the optimist, ever confident in his own role of peacemaker. But he didn’t know what he was dealing with. He didn’t know the true Stacy like she did.

	But more concerning than that… why was Stacy being so friendly to Ryan? It couldn’t actually be what Elizabeth thought it was… right? It felt so ripped out of her worst nightmares that it almost didn’t feel real. She could do nothing but stand there and watch, watch them chatting, watching them forming an easy rapport with each other, the friendly smiles he gave her, the beautiful grin she gave him, as well as the opportunities she kept taking to make physical contact, patting his arm, shaking his hand before, moving in close to him when she was showing him her phone. God, Ryan could probably see right down her cleavage positioned like that, especially in the trashy fucking dress of hers. What a fucking slut, dressed like that in a professional setting! How does she keep getting away with her bullshit? Did Ryan sneak a peek? He must have, with how nervously he reacted by his shaky grin. He’d smiled at Elizabeth to reassure her, but she certainly didn’t feel reassured.

	Was he hot for her? Was he finding himself charmed by her sparkling personality? Had that tight red dress of hers completely changed his opinion of her? Elizabeth had shared a lot of pretty rough stories where Stacy had openly bullied her… but now she was sashaying around with her giant boobs half hanging out, and suddenly he was her now best friend. Asshole! Was he already thinking about sucking on those big, perfect tits of hers? Would he behave just as Johnny had back in high school? Johnny had said all the right things, never gave a clue that his thoughts were anything but chaste. But in those moments, he was clearly lying. He wanted Kayla, and the first chance he had, he took it, succumbing to that evil slut’s body, selling out his girlfriend and his entire belief system just to have her. Would Ryan do the same with Stacy, just as she’d dreaded for months now?

	A man carrying a tray of drinks walked by. Even though she wasn’t the biggest drinker in the world, she grabbed a flute of champagne and gulped half of it down, eyes never leaving her husband and that bitch. She felt defeminized as Stacy and Ryan talked basketball… while Elizabeth was ambivalent to sports of all kinds, Ryan loved the Warriors. It was part of the reason they’d moved out this way. Being the good wife, she did her best to indulge his interests, even going to one or two games with him. But Stacy was standing there, in that dress that made her look so freaking hot, telling her husband that she has box seats for his favorite team, and that she could get him tickets whenever he wanted, and seeing the excitement on his face at the possibility of this, it stung the married woman. Standing here, looking not so hot in her poofy Christmas sweater, she felt far lesser the woman than her boss in every way. She let her darkest fears rise to the surface and acknowledge that Stacy and Ryan would be a natural match. Standing there, looking so well-dressed and handsome, next to a woman as sexy and curvaceous as her… they just looked like a great fit together. They looked like a couple…

	Finally, they separated, all smiles on her end, and a friendly, warm grin on his. Elizabeth was startled to see Stacy walking her direction. The blonde couldn’t help but notice her Asian boss’s giant tits wobbling lewdly as she walked, as if she was moving in such a way to accomplish such a goal. Elizabeth held her breath as her boss moved towards her, freezing in place as Stacy stepped up to her and put her hand on Elizabeth’s shoulder.

	“You’re a lucky woman, Lizzy,” Stacy said to her employee, smiling. Elizabeth bristled at her insistent use of that nickname she hated. “Your husband’s a hell of a catch…” she said, gently squeezing her shoulder.

	“Thanks,” Elizabeth replied nervously, looking her boss in the eyes. For a moment, a split second, Stacy’s grin went from friendly to wicked, as if she let her true nature out for just a moment, which made Elizabeth’s eyes go wide with dread. She then walked away into the crowd behind her, shaking her butt as she did so. Elizabeth had to turn to see this, but all Ryan had to do was look straight-forward, as Stacy was no doubt front and center in his line of sight.

	Elizabeth downed the rest of her glass quickly, looking to grab another.

	Ryan walked over to her somewhat sheepishly, noting his wife’s clear displeasure with him and Stacy chatting up. He was hoping she didn’t notice his wayward glances at her, but he feared she did. As he stepped up in front of her, she looked up at him.

	“I know what you’re doing,” she said. He gave her a pointed look.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, nervously.

	“You’re trying to be all buddy/buddy with her so she’ll be nicer to me,” she said. He exhaled, somewhat annoyed that she would be mad at this, but relieved, knowing that her anger could be far worse. “You don’t need to be my hero. You don’t need to stand up for me.”

	“Hon, I…” Ryan began.

	“That chick is evil,” Elizabeth began. “You’re underestimating her! You don’t know her like I do. She’s being all nice to you, but trust me… she’s awful. And you doing this is just gonna make it worse…” He shook his head and smiled sadly.

	“Listen, I can tell she’s putting up an act,” he began. ‘I’m not naïve. And I’m not trying to be your hero,’ he said, not wanting her to think she needed him to fight her battles, even though in this situation, it kinda felt like she did, as she seemed to really in a bad spot with Stacy. “But, in my opinion… the thing that ends injustice is kindness. Some people might suck, they might be awful, but you can stifle out such a thing with kindness. You can wear them down. Win them over. She might have made up her mind about you, but I don’t think it’s such a bad thing to show her that she might be wrong. And I don’t apologize for standing up for you. You don’t need my help, but that doesn’t mean you can’t count on me.”

	She looked up at him, and a smile escaped her pursed lips.

	“You’re dumb,” she said, shaking her head and grinning.

	“Maybe…” he replied. “But that’s the guy you married,” he said, wrapping his hands around her and pulling her in for a quick kiss. She smiled up at him, only to look past him to see Stacy walking across the room, every man in her wake letting their eyes follow. Despite this moment of warmth with her and Ryan where he’d proven his commitment to her again, her heart dropped as her boss’s presence ruined the moment.

	“Can we just leave?” she suddenly asked. She was already feeling mentally drained by this whole thing, and she just wanted to run away from all this consternation.

	Ryan looked down at her and smiled warmly. He knew how uncomfortable she was with everything, and he certainly empathized with her need to get out of this situation. But the job wasn’t done yet. He did want to change Stacy’s mind on Elizabeth, and with the fact that they actually seemed to have a lot in common, he had an in to make further progress her, hopefully leading to a thawing of her icy feelings towards his wife. He didn’t want to ignore his wife’s feelings, but he also didn’t want her to run from her problems. It might make her more uncomfortable in the short run, but part of him wanted to just rip off the band-aid and get to the bottom of this problem now.

	Then again, there was the issue with Stacy. While he of course knew that there was certainly more to her than she was letting on to him, it was rather shocking how much they seemed to have in common. He found it startlingly easy to talk to her, and he was somewhat endeared to her through the fact that they had such mutual interests. Sure, him and Elizabeth shared interests of their own, but basketball was his biggest passion, and Stacy genuinely felt the same way. Judging by some of the things she said, they could talk for hours on the subject, having far more engaged conversations than he ever could with his wife.

	Plus, there was his mind’s continued weak moments around her. Clearly, she was very attractive, and his mind couldn’t get past it. Continuing to put himself around her meant risking more of those weak moments. Moments where his eyes drifted to her cleavage… moments where he caught glimpses of her round, shapely ass… moments where he found himself sucked in by her aura. She was hot. Extremely hot. He wasn’t above admitting that. Objectively, she was very sexy. And while he couldn’t ignore how amazingly attractive she was… he had a job to do. Sure, she’d knocked him off-balance not once but twice.

	Ryan shook his head.

	“Let’s stay a little longer, hon,” he began. She frowned at this. “We only just got here. Let’s ride it out, make a good impression, and then we can leave later. Please. Trust me.”

	Elizabeth’s mind flashed back to her high school days. Johnny said the same thing the day before the big party. The day before he’d cheated on her with that bitch, Kayla. The words echoed in her soul. This felt like the pivotal moment. She wanted nothing more than to run away and never look back. But then… she’d still be left with that nagging feeling of something unfinished. Unproven. After discussing this whole thing with Dr. White, the whole point of actually coming here tonight was for Ryan to prove her faith in him and show that he wouldn’t fall to Stacy the same way Johnny had to Kayla. If they left now… nothing would be proven. That nagging doubt would still be there, unchanged. And she was just tired of it. Exhausted. She didn’t want to go on wondering. She knew Ryan was right. They had to stay. They had to ride this out. She had to let Ryan prove to her why she could trust him, and that he truly was the man of her dreams. She had to listen to her husband. Even though she’d gotten so severely burned in the past, she had to finally to stand up against her rawest fear.

	She had to trust her husband.

	Smiling, she looked up at the man she loved and nodded. He grinned, just as excited as her. And in that moment, she knew that everything would be okay.

	 

	 

	 

	Feeling a little better, her faith renewed that her husband wouldn’t fall into the Stacy trap, Elizabeth allowed herself to enjoy the party for a bit, talking with a few colleagues, some of the people she got along with. But through it all, the shadow of Stacy hung over things.

	A few people who were in that meeting earlier in the day talked around what happened, leaving Ryan to wonder what he didn’t know about. She hadn’t gone into it with him, and she didn’t want embarrass herself by doing so. But he sensed that he was missing information, and he promised himself to inquire more about it later.

	Elizabeth sought out her friend Ellen, but again, the older woman still seemed to be somewhat withdrawn. She looked nice, and she was perfectly polite, but what had gone down between her and Stacy a week or so prior was still weighing on her, as she avoided the topic whenever possible, going as far as even defending Stacy whenever someone else brought her up. It was strange and saddening to see her so seemingly broken by their evil boss.

	Another awkward moment came a little later, when Elizabeth suddenly found herself being hugged. Pulling back, she saw it was Marley, the young woman she’d help train. She was a real beauty, a young Latina woman with curly brunette hair, a cute smattering of freckles on her friendly face, and a curvaceous frame, with a big, juicy rear end and a pair of very large breasts. She was dressed in a very appealing manner, wearing a dark green dress that was very flattering while also fitting with her bubbly, friendly personality. The straps of the dress left her smooth arms exposed, her caramel skin glowing in the dim office light. The upper half of her dress was snug and only slightly low-cut, showing off a tasteful amount of her chest, her large, full breasts leaving only a hint of cleavage exposed. The rest of her upper half was showcased by the slim dress, the material hugging her shapely figure. The lower-half of her dress flared outwards, adding a poofy-ness to the otherwise snug dress, the fabric ending above her knees. When she spun quickly, the dress would raise up and out as she did so, showing a little more of her firm, shapely legs. And as she moved with that pep in her step she always had, the lower hem of that dress would bounce energetically. The rest of her smooth legs were bare, ending in a pair of dark high heels. Moving quickly back towards Elizabeth, she grinned happily.

	“Oh my God! Elizabeth! I just heard the news! This is insane! Thank you so much!” Marley gushed excitedly.

	“Oh! Yeah!” Elizabeth replied, realizing that that younger woman clearly didn’t know the circumstances of how she’d gotten the client. That Stacy had ripped it from Elizabeth’s grasp and gift-wrapped it to her.

	“Stacy told me just now. This is crazy!” Marley stated, grinning. “She said that you were gonna brief me on the project, which is good, because I don’t know a thing about them, haha!” Elizabeth gave her a pained smile and rolled her eyes inwardly. Yeah… she was DEFINITELY ready to take this on.

	“We can talk about it later,” Elizabeth replied diplomatically.

	“That sounds perfect!” Marley effused. “Stacy said that she wanted to talk to me after we got done, so I can get that done, too! I’ll need lots of time to get ready! Oh my God, this is so crazy!” the young woman gushed. Elizabeth didn’t even want to know what wicked advice Stacy was readying to give her, but she moved on, not wanting to dwell on it.

	“We can talk more on it later,” the blonde repeated.

	“Definitely!” Marley replied. “Merry Christmas!”

	“Merry Christmas!” Elizabeth stated. About to turn away, Marley glanced at Ryan.

	“Hi!” she said nervously, realizing she hadn’t greeted acknowledged him at all.

	“Hi there,” he replied, lifting his glass to greet her. She nodded at them both before turning away to talk to some of her other friends. As she did, Ryan stepped up next to his wife.

	“Who was that?” Ryan asked. Her smile falling, Elizabeth replied.

	“That’s Marley, the girl I’ve been training,” she began. “She’s about to get a promotion over me…” she added sadly. This puzzled Ryan, and he turned to look at his wife.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, confused.

	“Nothing…” she replied. Sensing this was a touchy subject, he wrapped his arm around her shoulder and pulled her into him, lovingly rubbing her neck. She smiled as she was filled with warmth and affection for him.

	Being in his arms, under his protection, it was hard to be too upset. With him by her side, nothing could get her too down. And nothing could get between them.

	 

	 

	 

	“Okay guys!” Kendall announced into a microphone, standing next to the big Christmas tree in the center of the office. Under it were wrapped gifts. Everyone at the party turned to look at her as she got their attention. Kendall smiled warmly as all eyes were on her. Stacy then stepped up next to her as the next stage of the party began, causing a lot of those eyes to go to her instead. “It’s time to hand out gifts to our wonderful employees!” Kendall stated with a grin.

	People cheered at this, some clapping, some raising their drinks and some calling out. Ryan turned to his wife and smiled. She was seated at her desk, and he was leaning against it as they listened in. Each had had a few more drinks since the moment they’d recommitted to riding out the party. Since that moment, they’d had a good time, chatting with some of her office mates, allowing him to finally put some names to faces. Ryan got the impression that his wife kept her head down at work, not making a big mark, and he was getting the vibe that people were taking more of a liking to her as they experienced her in a less pressure-filled setting. Ryan’s easygoing personality certainly helped win them over, something which only encouraged him to stay the course and win over Stacy in the same way.

	He’d only had a few passing interactions with Stacy since their first main conversation. A few quick glances, their eyes meeting across the room, a few excited greetings as they passed by each other, even a couple friendly waves. Ryan could feel his wife boiling at these moments, but Ryan saw it as progress. At one point, when Elizabeth was in the restroom, a coworker of hers came up to him and told him that he’d never seen Stacy being so nice to anyone before. While it certainly lent credence to Elizabeth’s description of her true character, Ryan saw this as an opportunity to get closer to her. Not… not in any untoward way, of course, he didn’t mean it like that, like he wanted to be in her intoxicating presence again. Nothing like that. Just… he had his plan, and if she was feeling a friendly bond with him, he would use that to cool her feelings towards Elizabeth.

	Kendall and Stacy tag-teamed this next part of the party, drawing names of employees from a Santa hat and handing out gifts. Stacy made sure to note she bought all these gifts herself, and they were admittedly pretty impressive. One guy got a PlayStation, a lady got a five-hundred-dollar coffee gift certificate, one got a laptop, one a tablet. Like… they weren’t playing around. He was somewhat excited to see what gift Elizabeth was gonna end up with. And they wouldn’t have to wait long.

	“Elizabeth Logan!” Kendall announced.

	A polite clapping filled the room as her name was drawn. Elizabeth looked up at Ryan nervously, but he smiled and guided her back up to her feet.

	“I’ll go with you,” Ryan offered, one hand on her back as they walked towards the women handing out gifts.

	“That’s perfect, bring your husband,” Kendall stated. As they approached, Ryan saw Stacy kneeling in front of the tree, inadvertently pushing her butt out as she went to grab a gift. Finding what she was looking for, she lifted it up and set it on a table where everyone could see. Stacy smiled at Ryan as he approached. The couple turned to face the room in front of the gift. Elizabeth looked to her husband, as if asking him to open the gift, but he guided her to do it, pulling off the green wrapping paper, only helping her out once she got started. And then, the prize was revealed.

	Booze. Or, to be more specific, a very fancy box containing an ornate bottle of tequila.

	“Oh my God!” Kendall said excitedly upon seeing this. “Okay, guys, I tried this once. This shit is for real! They only make, like, 100 bottles of this a year! It’s really fucking good. It packs a kick, for sure, but trust me, not many are lucky enough to try it.”

	“Oh…” Elizabeth began. “I’m not much of a drinker.” It was true. She drank a little, but she was somewhat of a lightweight, so she never overdid it. And the sight of this bottle alone almost intimidated her. She just knew what it contained would be pretty intense. Ryan was a bit more open-minded with alcohol, but in deference to his wife, he didn’t drink a whole lot anymore. And while Elizabeth seemed unsure of this gift, Ryan was intrigued. It sounded good. And for it to be in line with the other gifts, it had to be both very expensive, and worthy of such a price.

	“You don’t know what you’re missing out on,” Kendall warned Elizabeth. “This bottle is crazy expensive,” she added, confirming Ryan’s suspicions.

	“Are you not gonna take it?” Stacy asked, a somewhat firm tone to her voice.

	“No. I mean… I’ll take it, but it’s kinda wasted on me,” she admitted. Stacy looked at Ryan.

	“Will you drink it?” she asked, her eyes meeting his. He shivered ever-so-slightly as she stared him down, but he shook it off.

	“Yeah! I’ll drink it,” he said amiably. This made Stacy grin.

	“How does this sound,” Stacy began. “Since it’s not fully your thing, let’s spread the wealth a bit. Let’s each have a glass now,” she said, gesturing to her, Elizabeth, Ryan and Kendall. Not waiting for an answer, she grabbed four glasses from the bartender and placed them down in front of them.

	“Okay…” Elizabeth said, not wanting to be a party pooper. Stacy and Kendall grinned in unison at this, and the boss turned to look at Ryan.

	“You mind pouring?” she asked.

	“Sure,” he replied, doing a good job of keeping his eyes on Stacy and not letting them drift to her cleavage, which remained on the periphery of his vision.

	Grabbing the box and removing its heavy contents, he admired the quality of the ornate bottle of booze. Quickly able to open it, he poured the alcohol into the four Glencairn glasses, giving slightly less to his wife knowing her low tolerance. He sensed the two boss women would not require such mercy, and he did the same, giving himself an equal amount. Setting down the bottle, the four picked up their glasses in unison, raised them up and clinked them together. And then, in the same instant, they each raised their glasses to their lips and let the drink fill their mouths and pour down their throats. Three of them were able to handle the strong kick of the booze entering their systems. For the other.

	“Oh!” Elizabeth called out, coughing, the tequila burning at her throat. Her body tried rejecting the drink as she coughed some of it up into her nose, where it only burned further. While Ryan quite enjoyed the flavor and kick of the expensive tequila, his attention went to his wife, rubbing her back as she worked through the intense alcohol entering her system. Some of her officemates giggled at her struggle, not with any malice, of course, it was just kinda funny. And while the loyal husband helped his wife, grabbing her a chaser to soothe the burn, Stacy sneakily grabbed the bottle and poured herself and Kendall another glass of the expensive stuff for themselves.

	“Alright, alright, we have to move along,” Stacy said impatiently, shooing her struggling employee away carelessly. Elizabeth tried to be a good sport and give the amused crowd a thumbs up once she was past the worst of it, letting her husband guide her along. With a smile, Stacy handled him the bottle of booze as they walked away.

	“Enjoy!” she told him with a grin.

	As the proceedings continued around them, Elizabeth made her way back to her desk. She shouldn’t have let herself get pressured into drinking, as she was immediately regretting it. Since she was a total lightweight, she’d been trying to take it easy. She drank just enough to be social at events like this, mainly sticking to lighter fare. But this stuff was strong, and it was hitting her like a freight train. She took a seat and rested her forehead on her hand, the alcohol already getting to her.

	“You okay?” Ryan asked sympathetically.

	“Just… give me a minute,” she said, not even looking up at him, for fear that such a motion would make a wave of dizziness hit her. She just had to ride this out and let her head get settled.

	“I’ll get you some water,” he stated.

	“Thanks,” she called out, not even looking up.

	Ryan’s heart went out to her. She got pushed a little past her limits in terms of booze, and she was feeling it. Not wanting her to get in an embarrassing state in front of her coworkers, he moved his way over to the main bar area that was set up right there in the office.

	“Hey, do you have any water?” he asked the guy behind the counter. He nodded and began filling a glass with water. As Ryan waited, a presence next to him got his attention.

	“You having fun?” Stacy asked, startling him. She’d stepped away from the gift giving festivities, leaving it all to Kendall. Stacy had worked up the smallest bit of a sweat, her skin glistening with a light sheen of perspiration after working the room all night. Despite knowing better, his eyes stole a glimpse at her ripe, smooth breasts, the added sheen of sweat making the view extra inviting.

	“Uh, yeah,” he replied, shaking his head clear of what he’d just seen. Perhaps the booze had lowered his guard as well, making his response time sluggish, his eyes stealing a look at her succulent body before his mind could catch up.

	“Back for more,” she said with a grin, turning to face him, giving him a primo view of her body if he was willing to look.

	“What?” he asked, not biting on this no doubt inadvertent bait.

	“Booze! A drink!” she said, pointing out where he was standing as she ordered a drink of her own.

	“Oh! No. Just, uh, getting Elizabeth some water. That drink hit her hard!” he stated with an empathetic smile.

	“Oh! That sucks,” she said, her nose upturned at this. Then a big smile lit up her beautiful face. “But that tequila was SO good though, right!?”

	“Yeah…” he sheepishly agreed. “It was really good.” He couldn’t help but admit it, despite his wife’s current plight. He could taste the quality of it as he gulped it down.

	“I know, right!” she said, gently patting his arm. “That shit is, like, crazy expensive, and really rare, hard to get your hands on. But I know people!” she boasted.

	“Yeah, but it kicked her butt pretty good,” he replied sadly, glancing back at his wife.

	“Well, that’s a shame…” she said, in a tone utterly devoid of sympathy, for the first time somewhat showing off the cold, cutting side Elizabeth had often told him about. Quickly, she caught herself. She sipped her drink before turning back to him and putting back on a smirk. “But I don’t blame her. Not everyone can handle the real stuff. Some girls just don’t have that level of experience.” Ryan scrunched his eyebrow in confusion, not sure what she was getting at. Choosing to ignore it, he just pressed on.

	“Yeah, she couldn’t quite keep up,” he stated with an understanding nod.

	“Well… I’m sure that’s not the first time…” she said quietly into her glass.

	“What?” Ryan asked, not quite having heard her. Again, she caught herself.

	“Nothing…” she said, grinning. “But hey… you shouldn’t let her stop you from treating yourself. Enjoy that tequila, even if she doesn’t. Treat yourself to the finer things. Hell, I do all the time!” she said with a laugh.

	“Yeah… maybe,” he replied. While both he and Elizabeth made pretty damn good money, both of them were responsible with it, making no majorly frivolous purchases. That’s why they only went to one or two basketball games a year. Clearly, with having access to season tickets, and spending so much on gifts to hand out in the office Christmas party, Stacy was probably not quite as sensible with her funds. Or perhaps… she just made that much money…

	“I don’t know,” he continued, shrugging. ‘It seems nice, but I feel weird spending that much money on stuff I don’t really need. Like… okay, I love nice cars, but I can’t imagine actually spending a huge amount of money on anything like that. Like, I saw a literal Lamborghini in the parking structure walking in, and it’s like, damn, that’s a nice car, but I couldn’t imagine owning anything like that.’ At this, Stacy grinned knowingly, barely containing her pride. That’s when Ryan realized… “That’s your car?” She nodded proudly.

	“That’s a sexy fucking car, isn’t it?” she said knowingly. He grinned and rolled his eyes. Finally, he relented.

	“Yeah, you’re right,” he admitted. She laughed and sipped her drink. Unable to contain his curiosity, he pursued this new line of conversation. “I gotta know… how’s it drive?”

	“Like a dream!” she admitted, patting his arm, leaning forward ever so slightly, again, inadvertently giving him a view of her juicy cleavage. He maintained his control and kept that sight on his periphery. “I always wanted one, even when I was a kid. It purrs like a kitten, it handles like silk, and it… you know… you feel like a fucking badass behind the wheel. Even the keys are fucking cool. Like, it’s not really keys, it’s like a little tablet. And it folds out, and you can control it like that. It’s just so fucking cool!” She effused.

	They went back and forth about this car, and cars in general. While he wasn’t some gearhead who was into cars in the mechanical sense, nice cars were something he’d always admired from afar, going online and looking at pictures when he was younger, watching videos and movies and going to the occasional car show. But he’d always been practical and economical, always living within his means, never splurging. He knew a lot about cars, but again, he didn’t have an outlet to talk about this stuff, as Elizabeth cared even less about cars than she did sports. Again, he was struck by how this woman who had such a bad reputation with his wife could have so much in common with him. She knew her shit, and they went back and forth, talking about cars in general, and more specifically her sports car. And the more she talked it up, the more intimidated he was with the idea of getting in the driver’s seat of such a thing. It was look but don’t touch.

	“Yeah, I couldn’t handle anything like that,” he said with a laugh, holding up his hands. “I’ll leave that to someone like you.” She studied him for a moment.

	“I don’t know…” she began. “I can see you behind the wheel. Don’t hold yourself back. You can probably handle more than you’re used to.” He shrugged.

	“Maybe,” he relented, grinning sheepishly.

	“Again, just call me up sometime, and I’ll let you get behind the wheel,” she offered.

	“Yeah, I don’t think my wife would approve,” Ryan admitted, only then remembering that he was over here for a reason. Despite her negative presence in his wife’s eyes, he’d found Stacy shockingly easy to talk to, and a lot of time had passed since he’d come over here to get his wife some water. Glancing over at her, Elizabeth’s head was lifting, eyes on her husband as he and her boss chatted it up again, distracting him from his purpose. Suddenly feeling embarrassed, he turned to Stacy and made his exit.

	“Sorry… got to get Elizabeth this…” he said, holding up her glass. Again, he had found himself bonding with her, but he’d never been able to circle around to a point where he could talk it out with Stacy about how she was treating Elizabeth. Ironically, his wife’s current needs prevented him from her major needs.

	“Go ahead,” Stacy said with a smile, sipping her drink and allowing him to leave her presence.

	Elizabeth watched him moving him towards her, her mind and stomach in turmoil from both the booze and at seeing Ryan conversing so easily with that bitch she hated, totally forgetting about his own wife. She gave her husband a withering stare as he approached.

	“Sorry,” he said, embarrassed. “Got delayed,” he added, setting the glass down in front of her.

	“Yeah,” Elizabeth said simply, upset at her husband at being so damn nice to that bitch. He said he was standing up for his wife, but he kept just backing down when confronted with this figure that haunted her. He was too nice, and that bitch just kept taking advantage, posing and preening and acting all nicey-nice, and he was too kind to call it out. To really confront her. Again, she appreciated his goal of trying to help her, but she feared he didn’t fully comprehend who he was dealing with.

	Sensing his wife was upset, and feeling nature calling, Ryan chose to give her a little space.

	“I’ll be right back,” he told her. “I gotta hit the bathroom.” She nodded and watched as he walked away, the opposite direction that Stacy was, thank God. She couldn’t help but look back at Stacy, only to be shocked to see Stacy looking right back her.

	Stacy smiled at her, a sickeningly sweet smile that could only be a fake one. And maybe because of the alcohol in her system, or the dim lighting of the party, but she could have sworn Stacy winked at her. A wink that said that she knew exactly what Elizabeth was fearing, and that she was right to be afraid. Elizabeth knew she must be seeing things, and that it could be her worn down subconscious seeing what she feared most, but her heart nonetheless dropped. Her fears rose to the surface. Her mind began running in circles. Her thoughts began swirling a mile a minute. She was right! Stacy was making a play at her husband! But wait! She could be wrong. She could be seeing things. It could be her crazy mind leading her down the wrong path.

	Suddenly, she felt overwhelmed. Panicked. She wanted to run, but she knew she couldn’t get far. She wanted to warn her husband, but he wasn’t here. She felt absolutely justified in her fears, and at the same time felt like a crazy woman seeing things. Her mind was being pulled apart, and her worst fears were consuming her, and she wanted nothing more than to calm herself down. To silence her demons. Her eyes drifted to the glass of water on her desk, before moving past it.

	To the bottle of expensive tequila.

	 

	 

	 

	It took a little bit for Ryan to catch on. He sat next to his wife for a bit, stood up with her as they chatted with some more of her coworkers. He had a few more drinks, including another glass of that wonderful tequila. And while his wife didn’t seem as upset with him as she’d been earlier, it started to become clear to him that she was somewhat zonked out. It was only then that he realized she was sneaking gulps from the bottle of tequila, even though she knew the damage it was wreaking on her. He didn’t hear her coughing as she gulped it down over the noise of the party, and she made sure to never let him see her swallowing the tequila, only letting him see her drink from her glass of sparkling water. By the time he caught on to what was happening, the tequila had already taken its toll. Eventually, she couldn’t keep her feet beneath her, and he had to sit her back down at her desk. She practically folded in on herself as she collapsed onto the desktop.

	Damn. This was a complication. He needed to get her out of there and get her home… but his mission wasn’t done. He hadn’t really had the chance to talk with Stacy in any real way. They’d bonded in their common interests, but he hadn’t been able to cash that in and have a true heart-to-heart. Now, it was interrupted by his wife’s current state. Again… damn!

	That being said, he didn’t blame her. Clearly, she didn’t want to be here, and in his efforts to stand up for her by talking with Stacy, it probably appeared as if he wasn’t standing up for her at all, almost backing down from the challenge. Despite his best efforts, he’d failed in his efforts. And he didn’t like to fail. He might have to swallow his pride and admit that, admit failure, and look out for his wife’s best interests. Finally, he decided, he was gonna give her what she’d wanted from the start.

	They were leaving.

	The tough part was, he wasn’t in the best state either. But he was in far better condition than his wife. He certainly wasn’t drunk, and he was in good enough condition to drive, but he’d prefer not to if all things were considered. But he had to do what he had to do. He had to take care of his wife. Grabbing her gently, he helped her to her feet. She grumbled at this sudden motion, leaning her weight against him as he put her arm up around his shoulders. But after taking only a couple steps, they were stopped in their tracks.

	“You’re taking off early?” Stacy asked, both her and Kendall putting themselves between the couple and the exit.

	“Yeah, Elizabeth isn’t feeling so good,” Ryan said, putting it delicately.

	“Oh, that’s a shame,” Stacy replied with little sympathy, glancing at his wife with a slightly off-put expression. This time, Ryan understood her disappointment, and he wasn’t happy about it. The goal was to make Elizabeth look better in the eyes of her boss, and this wasn’t helping. He felt a momentary disappointment in his wife for putting herself in this state. He was trying to help her, and she’d kind of sabotaged that. Quickly, he stifled these thoughts. He had to support her, no matter what.

	“I know that tequila had some kick to it, but I think us three handled it fine,” Kendall interjected. Stacy glanced at her and smirked.

	“Frankly, I could go for some more,” Stacy added, glancing at the bottle in the married man’s hand.

	“Yeah, she’s not a big drinker,” he replied sympathetically.

	“Well, Lizzy shouldn’t have drank so much, then,” Stacy pointed out obviously, not commenting on the fact that she was the one who put that booze in his wife’s hand and pressured her to drink.

	“It’s too late now,” Ryan admitted, moving to take another step towards the exit. But the two busty women stood in place, not leaving him room to pass. Suddenly, Stacy had an idea.

	“I have an idea,” Stacy began, holding up her hand to stop him. He paused and looked at her. ‘The party is just getting started. It’d be a shame for you two to leave so soon, especially since we only just got to know each other.’ At this, Kendall nodded, along with her boss. “Obviously, Lizzy’s not in a good state. How about, instead of leaving, we let her sleep it off a bit, until she feels better? Kendall has a quiet office in the far corner. She has a nice comfy couch, Lizzy can rest there, and when she’s feeling better, you guys can leave. And until then, you can stay and enjoy the party!”

	“I don’t know…” he replied. They really should just go. He didn’t really know anybody here; beyond the polite discussions he’d had with some of his wife’s coworkers and their spouses. The person he’d talked to the most was probably Stacy, so he’d probably just end up talking to her some more, which his wife would no doubt hate. But then again, that might be a good thing. He hadn’t really had the moment to talk to her about her treatment of Elizabeth. He’d resigned himself that he’d missed his opportunity, but after Elizabeth’s poor decision making, sticking around would give him more time to have that conversation and try to salvage this night as a net positive rather than the net negative it currently was. It was that thought that changed his mind, the idea of having another opportunity to stand up for his wife. Looking up at her smiling expectantly, Ryan finally relented.

	“I guess we can do that,” he said, making Stacy grin excitedly. She turned to face Kendall, smiling a sickeningly sweet smile. “You don’t mind giving up your office for the night, do you?” she asked. Kendall winced, the unhappy feeling obvious in her annoyed gaze. But she opted to help out her boss in her plan.

	“Not at all,” Kendall said with a pained smile, her displeasure clear to Stacy. But Stacy reveled in getting one over her friend, inconveniencing her ever so slightly.

	“Then follow us,” Stacy said with a grin. The two women led the way for the married couple across the office, away from the crowd.

	“We’re gonna let you rest a bit. How does that sound?” he asked his wife.

	“Whatever…” Elizabeth grumbled, in a sour mood with her drunkenness. He looked away from her, slightly peeved, his eyes turning to follow the two women. He couldn’t help but notice their eye-catching rear ends as they led the way. Stacy’s red dress clung to her full, juicy ass, the material showcasing its immaculate shape, her insane ass standing out from her body, perfectly sized on her slim, petite frame. Each perfect, firm cheek was bursting to escape the tight confines of the slim dress, each step a little war for dominance between her ass and that thin gown, and her ass was winning. Kendall’s butt was just as perfect. The tall, slim brunette had an ass that was just as perfectly formed as her boss’s, fitting her fit shapely frame, looking large and firm and just amazing. And while her dress wasn’t as insanely tight as Stacy’s, the black material flattered her juicy ass very well. Perhaps if he was on top of his game, he would have known better than to stare at these features on the two gorgeous women, but a few drinks in, he wasn’t exactly at his best. But he should still know better, so he caught himself enough to finally look away, just in time as Stacy looked back to glance at him.

	“It’s a shame Lizzy overdid it, tonight,” Stacy pointed out. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t still have fun. Like I said earlier, you should treat yourself!”

	“Yeah… sorry about this,” Ryan replied, unhappy with how this all had played out.

	“Well,” Stacy continued, looking forward. “She probably won’t remember embarrassing herself in the morning, so she’s got that to look forward to.” Ryan winced slightly at this little dig, but she wasn’t wrong.

	“Here we go,” Kendall said, pushing open the door to her corner office. The tall, stacked brunette looked back. “I’ll take her from here.”

	Stacy stepped aside as Ryan handed off his wife to Kendall, kneeling slightly to support the shorter woman. As they stepped into the darkened office, Elizabeth looked back as she parted ways with her husband.

	“Wait…” she called out, her speech heavy and slurred.

	“Get some rest, hon,” Ryan said to her. Elizabeth kept looking back at him, enough to see Stacy smile at her as she put one hand on Ryan’s shoulder. He turned to face Stacy as she got his attention.

	“Let’s go back to the party,” Stacy said, squeezing his shoulder lightly. Ryan smiled at her and nodded, following her back to the crowd. And all Elizabeth could do in her state was watch and do nothing.

	Guided along by Kendall, she had to turn and face forward to see where she was going. The sight of her husband going away with that bitch felt like a nightmare come to life, and just like in a nightmare, she couldn’t do anything about it. As the weight of what she feared would happen between them making her heart heavy, she croaked out a few words.

	“Jeezsh… babe, if yuuouur gonna shuck on her big fffucking tits, jusht fucken do it alreddy…” Elizabeth groaned out, nightmare images clouding her mind. At this, Kendall laughed.

	“Well, I don’t think we’re gonna have to wait very long for that to happen,” Kendall tittered. Elizabeth looked up at the taller woman, hurt and betrayed. Leading the drunken woman towards the leather couch, she unceremoniously plopped the addled Elizabeth down on it face-first, landing heavily. Elizabeth moved her body a bit to get more comfortable, but her body felt so heavy in her current state that she could barely move. Kendall straightened her black dress and spoke.

	“Please don’t puke on my couch. The bathrooms over there,” she said, pointing at the adjacent restroom. “Just don’t fall in the toilet. I hear you have a history of that…”

	Even through her drunken daze, this rang some far-off alarm bells in Elizabeth’s mind. That didn’t make sense. Did she know… how could she… what was happening here?

	“Wai…” she tried to get out, but lying down on her belly on the comfy leather couch, sleep was beginning to overtake her whether she wanted it or not. She tried to push herself up, but her arms collapsed beneath her, and by the time her face hit the couch, she was out cold.

	Kendall shook her head and rolled her eyes.

	“Sleep well, bitch,” Kendall said. “Cause when you wake up, your husband won’t love you anymore.”

	At this, Kendall stepped out of the office. She didn’t have as much of a hate into the blonde as Stacy did. But for as much as she found Elizabeth a miserable, fragile little mouse, her cold calculating heart still somewhat sympathized with her upcoming plight.

	Cause things were really gonna fucking suck for her by the time she woke up.
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	As much as Ryan hated to it admit, it did seem like his enjoyment of the party went to a new level once his wife was out of the way. Perhaps it was because she’d gotten really drunk and been somewhat of a wet blanket for the last hour or so, forcing him to focus only on her. But now that she was resting up, and that weight was temporarily off his shoulders, he couldn’t help but notice how much fun people were having. Drinking, joking, laughing, dancing. It really was a party.

	He’d hoped for an easy night, but this whole thing had proven to be utterly exhausting for him. Simultaneously trying to keep his wife calm, while also trying to win over her boss, while meeting all these new people, and adding in a whole bunch of booze… he was downright worn down. As an introvert, he’d never been a big party guy either, often finding a quiet spot to sip his drink and ride out the party till he’d been there long enough to leave without it being weird. And he basically did the same here, moving away from the crowd, leaning against the desk behind Elizabeth’s, sipping on a drink and watching the other people having fun.

	Alone for a few minutes, he did have the chance to study Stacy from afar. As her and Kendall worked the room as hostesses of the party, he learned a lot. Kendall seemed to be the more liked of the two, based on the reactions of the people she talked to, as they appeared to be far more welcoming and happier to talk to her when she appeared near them compared to their boss. But not all the reactions were positive, as some of the wives and girlfriends of the employees eyed her up with great displeasure as their husbands did the opposite.

	Lost in his focus on Stacy, he hadn’t really reckoned with the fact that Kendall was absolutely gorgeous. A tall, statuesque brunette, she had smoky, intelligent eyes, a slim regal nose, and plump, smooth lips, formed in a slight, natural frown. She had a fair, smooth complexion, which contrasted nicely with her long, dark brunette hair, tumbling downwards halfway down her back. Her black dress was classy while also flattering to her incredible body, the material clinging to her slim waist, her full round ass, and her absolutely enormous breasts, showcasing their size and shape immaculately. Her dress wasn’t as low-cut as her sister in arms, but that wasn’t saying much, as the upper hem of her dress showed a fair amount of skin, giving her coworkers a somewhat more tasteful amount of cleavage than her boss, but that was only when compared to the amount of skin Stacy was showing. So, with her being the lesser of two evils between the two, and with her dress not being quite as revealing as Stacy’s, some of the loved ones of Elizabeth’s office mates weren’t quite as cautious around her as they were with her boss.

	The vibes Stacy invoked in the people around her would be clear to a blind man. If he wasn’t aware of her reputation, he would have gleaned it quickly from watching her interact with others. Every one of the office employees would visibly tense up when forced to interact with her. Stacy was all smiles and friendly greetings, putting on a good performance in front of these new faces, at least acting the part of the good boss. But clearly, the men of the office were intimidated by her, and the ones with spouses were clearly struggling to keep their eyes forward and not dare look down at their boss’s exposed, juicy cleavage, especially in front of their wives. The same struggle was clear in the male spouses of female employees, but it felt like some of them didn’t know enough to not steal a few glimpses of this gorgeous creature every chance they could.

	The female employees clearly didn’t want to be dealing with her, eager to end the conversations quickly. And frankly, Stacy didn’t look terribly excited to be talking with them either, her friendly smile somewhat pained as she acted friendly with them, as if she could barely contain her dislike, the act of portraying a good boss being tested in these moments. Once Stacy parted ways from them, they would visibly relax, happy to be done with her, sometimes chiding their husbands for the dizzy look in their eyes at being in the hot Asian woman’s presence.

	The most visible reactions were from the female spouses of the male employees. With no major incentive to play nice with her beyond not putting their hubbies in a bad spot with their boss, the visible contempt they felt for Stacy was obvious, using clearly pained smiles to hide their judgment for the Asian woman for wearing such a revealing dress. For showing so much skin, showcasing so much of her incredible bustline in front of their husbands. When Stacy wasn’t looking, they would look at her with naked disgust painted across their faces, and they would often move accordingly as Stacy did, ensuring that Stacy wasn’t in their husband’s eyeline. Stacy did seem to bring the mood down around her as she worked the room, the people in her close proximity tensing up and having less fun than those outside her current sphere of influence.

	It honestly felt like the person she was having the most comfortable conversations with was Ryan. And that was by design, at least on his part, as he was still trying win her over enough to cool her feelings about Elizabeth. But with how his wife had acted so far, he felt like he’d struggle to change her mind once he had the chance to actually hash things out with her. But on the other hand, Stacy actually did seem to genuinely enjoy talking with him.

	But being able to step back and look over the events of the night, he understood now that she was flirting with him. He’d given her the benefit of the doubt before, but looking back at their previous encounters, and seeing her working it with some of the other guys at the party, there was no disputing it. He’d encountered this kind of thing before in recent years, with the occasional woman taking a shot at him, and he’d always been able to deftly deflect such offers without issue. That being said, Stacy was the hottest women he’d ever encountered, so it shouldn’t be a surprise that flirtation from her hit a lot harder than with those other girls. He had no doubts in his fidelity, though, despite her intense appeal.

	With her dressed that way, it shouldn’t be that big of a surprise that she was being flirtatious. For a woman in the corporate world, as beautiful as her, flirting was a weapon she no doubt used to get ahead, and he didn’t begrudge her that. He was no prude about such things. And he probably wasn’t alone in receiving this treatment from her. With her negative reputation, it was the easiest way to win over men that didn’t know her, no doubt softening their feelings towards her. That being said… call him naïve, but he felt like she did kinda like him in a genuine way, beyond a surface level. Again, he did understand that she was using her good looks and hot body as a weapon, flirting with him, showcasing herself in all the best ways, posing and preening, so he wasn’t being caught unprepared. And she was probably doing it because she, on some level, knew that there’d be someone like him who’d try to stand up for their aggrieved spouse, so she was trying to head that off using her big breasts. And in his case, it did seem to be working.

	While he didn’t think he was alone in receiving this treatment from her, he realized he might be able to use her plan against her in order to achieve his own goal. His plan was to stand up for his wife and talk things out with Stacy. Even though he’d had a few conversations with her already, none of them were the right moment to deploy his defenses. It didn’t feel right to have that conversation around a bunch of his wife’s coworkers, both for his wife’s sake, and in terms of achieving what he wanted. This would be a conversation best had in private. So… perhaps to achieve his goal, he could indulge her a bit. Not in any serious way, but enough for her feelings towards him to soften even further. Talk with her, befriend her… nothing beyond that, of course. But maybe she could think that way, so when the time comes where he asks her for a private conversation, she goes along with him. And when he turned the conversation to his wife, she has enough sympathy for him where she would hear him out.

	He had no idea how much fire he was playing with…

	With ‘We Wish you a Merry Christmas’ filling the office, and some of the drunker people singing along, he smiled at the sight before checking his phone, checking out the basketball scores for a few moments and checking his fantasy team along with it. It felt like this distraction only lasted a few moments, which made it shocking when he looked up and saw Stacy right in front of him. Almost on instinct, he slightly jumped at the gorgeous Asian woman’s sudden presence, and as he recovered, he was again struck by her intense beauty. Her piercing gaze, her smooth plump lips, her playful yet teasing grin. And it seemed like her body was more impressive every time he saw her, and with her standing in front of him, facing him, he couldn’t help but admire her. Her lithe, taut arms. Her slim waist. And her giant, round, firm breasts, jutting outward, standing out perky and full, the hem of her dress showing off so much skin of her impressive bust. Ryan could acknowledge her body, and he couldn’t deny the small thrill that ran through him at the sight of her, but he was committed to his goal. Committed to his wife. He was starting to feel like he was able to maintain his balance around this gorgeous creature, her immense appeal not hitting him quite as potently as it did earlier when her intense good looks were such a shock. Her effect on him didn’t have that almost drug-like shock to his system anymore. His body was adjusting to the electricity flying through his nerves just being around her.

	But he didn’t ask himself whether this was him building up stronger defenses, or if his system was slowly getting addicted to the sensation of her presence. Her body, her bare skin. Just… her. Was he getting stronger in the face of this danger, or was he getting worn down and corrupted by it without even realizing it? Would he be able to separate himself from her when the time came, or would withdrawal instincts click in and make him crave her even more?

	“Hey!” she called out with a grin. A couple empty glasses with her hand, she grabbed the bottle of tequila currently resting on Elizabeth’s desk. Deftly opening up the bottle, she poured it in the two glasses. Closing up the bottle and setting it back down, she reached over to hand him his share, one of her fingers in his glass, the expensive tequila splashing against her digit.

	“Uh… I don’t know,” Ryan replied, unsure, especially with the state his wife was in, and knowing he had to be the responsible one. She just stared at him, grinning, holding out that drink, her finger marinating in the booze as she waited.

	“C’mon! You can handle it!” she urged, this position giving him another primo view down the front of her dress, his eyes darting to her tits for just a moment. Falling for this act that he now knew was probably no accident, part of her flirt offensive, he shook his head inwardly at stepping right into her trap. Embarrassed for himself, he simply reached out to grab the glass she was offering in order to have the excuse to look away. Taking a swig of the tequila, he leaned back against a nearby desk. She took a sip of her drink as well before leaning back and taking a seat on top of Elizabeth’s desk, her boobs wobbling due to this motion, her ass now planted where his wife passed out face was resting minutes prior. The knowledge of that last fact sent a small ripple cascading down his spine, for some reason. Whatever. Probably the tequila.

	“You made the right choice, staying here,” she stated. “I’m glad you didn’t let your wife’s poor choices ruin your night,” she added with a small smirk. With Elizabeth out of the way, it seemed like she was being a little less diplomatic.

	“Everyone has a bad night,” he replied calmly, defending his wife against this small slight. Amused at this, she grinned again. It felt like she was about to say something before she stopped herself, moving on.

	“Well, look at this way,” she began, smiling at him again. “Now me and you can talk with nobody in the way.” She spoke as if his wife was a mere obstacle to be dispensed with, and she clearly had little sympathy for her plight. But this time, it was his turn to bite his tongue, knowing it was best not to get upset with this woman who controlled his wife’s fate, who he was trying to win over.

	“I guess so,” he simply replied. She was examining him before he replied, and she seemed amused that he chose not to stand up for his wife there. She knew it was probably him simply playing it safe with his wife’s boss, but she hoped that it was because he on some level was starting to feel the same way. Or, at the very least, was slowing coming to the point where he chose to be on Stacy’s side of the Stacy/Elizabeth rift. If that wasn’t the case, he’d be there by the end of the night. No doubt.

	“Try not to sound too excited!” she replied with a laugh, making him grin. “When you and me have box seats for the NBA finals, you won’t regret getting to know me.” As tempting as that offer sounded, he didn’t see any way where his wife would be cool with him spending his free time with Stacy, a woman she absolutely despised. As much as he would love to find a way to have it both ways and get to experience such things, the Elizabeth side of the equation would not let that work.

	“We’ll see,” he replied diplomatically. Her eyes scrunched ever so slightly as she stared at him, amused that he wasn’t taking the bait with his wife out of the way. He was a good husband, it would seem, so she’d have to work a little harder to get him to surrender to her. But she was very good at making men break, and while going after a man like him would be tough, it would be totally worth it to make a guy of such of high character surrender to her hot body. It was a shame he wasn’t being looser now that his dreary little wife was out of the way, but if he was, she probably wouldn’t want him so bad.

	So… the slow attack it was, then.

	“Oh! I got a story you would totally be into!” she interjected excitedly, setting down her glass and putting her hands down on his wife’s desk so she could lean forward ever so slightly, making the sight of her low-cut dress even more prominent. His eyes could see the sight of her deep, dark cleavage on the periphery of his vision, but he held tough and didn’t sneak a peek as she stared right at him.

	“What’s that?” he asked, hopeful that this wouldn’t be any type of story he’d have to bite his tongue while listening to.

	“So, I was at a game about… a year ago,” she began. He perked up as she told a story about basketball, about a time a bunch of Hall of Famers where in the box next to hers and she wiggled a way into a conversation with them. This type of conversation with he could handle, stuff that didn’t verge on the heart of the conflict between Stacy and Elizabeth, and the inevitable conversation that would have to happen between them. When she was talking sports, he could go on with her for hours, as she was a great conversationalist.

	As one discussion bled into the next, any nerves between them dissipated as they settled into a nice, easy conversation. It was mostly about basketball, but it transitioned into talking about cars when she talked about a player on the Warriors getting jealous of her Lambo, which led them into talking about car stuff in general. Again, for an introvert like him, it was exciting to be talking to someone else about his biggest hobbies, as even his wife wasn’t nearly as interested in those things as her rival Stacy was. At one point, Kendall joined them, and she entered the conversation smoothly, talking her taste in cars, and the history of her ex’s many automobiles before exiting the conversation in order to work the room again.

	Ryan and Stacy were in their own little world, away from the brunt of the party as they chatted amiably, and he wondered if this was the preference for her employees. They clearly didn’t love Stacy’s presence, so having her away from the group was like having the teacher out of the room. With her gone, they could have some actual fun. The excitement picked up, with some voices getting louder, some people singing along with Christmas tunes rather loudly, and some even dancing with their partners or their fellow employees.

	And through it all, Ryan and Stacy talked comfortably. The only acknowledgment the rest of the group made towards them was stealing slightly confused glances, wondering how someone could stand talking with Stacy for this long, and some no doubt wondering if something was about to happen between them, their skanky boss and this man that they knew was married to Elizabeth. Of course, nothing would, according to Ryan, but he was playing along for long enough to reach the point where he would stand up for Elizabeth and have Stacy actually be in a good enough place to listen to him.

	The boss lady seemed to be enjoying their conversation as much as he did. She made no move to ever leave his presence for any prolonged period of time, her ass planted firmly on his wife’s desk, sitting up straight in such a manner as to really push her chest out. The only movement she made was to take more booze from the bottle of tequila, refilling both her glass and his, now having taken more than half the bottle from this supposed gift to Elizabeth. Ryan was feeling pretty buzzed, not drunk but feeling good. It was downright impressive how easily she could swallow the tequila, especially contrasted with how much his wife struggled with it, even as she got plastered. But Stacy seemed unaffected, looking no worse for wear even as she sipped the strong tequila as if it were nothing. He found this quality strangely appealing.

	With this conversation being about lighter topics, he was able to participate easily, going back and forth with his wife’s boss without any hesitation. Their bond was strengthening, despite knowing what type of person she truly was. Despite knowing how badly his wife hated this woman. This was all with the end goal of standing up for his wife, so he went along with it, encouraging the discussion along, even brushing by the slightly awkward moments.

	Like the time he stole a prolonged glance at her giant luscious breasts as she looked away towards the crowd. Or how he clocked that her nipples were stiffened ever so slightly as they talked more and more. Or the time she dropped the bottle cap of the tequila and had to bend over to pick it up, giving him a primo view of her round, firm, perky ass as it pressed out against the dress. He knew the booze was affecting his judgment when these moments happened, and he chided himself whenever he caught himself staring at her. It was just… she was so shockingly gorgeous that he knew it would be damn near impossible not to notice, even at his best. But after a long exhausting night, and with a few drinks in him, he was far from his best mentally. That being said, he wasn’t exactly tired. His body felt keyed up and excited, for some reason.

	Then there was the moment when Kendall came back over just as Stacy was pouring more drinks. Due to their position, Stacy had to step out of the way, which meant that instead of moving aside, she opted to instead step between his spread legs, moving in very close to him before he could stop it.

	This felt… intimate. Beyond which he was prepared for. Before he realized what was happening, Stacy was right up in his space, facing away from him and talking to Kendall. Seated on the desk, he wasn’t exactly manspreading, but her slim figure found space to wedge herself up between his legs. From where she was standing, if she hadn’t turned around, her boobs would be pressed into his chest. Whereas now, her shapely, firm ass was dangerously close to his crotch. And he wasn’t free from her imposing breasts either, as this position put his face right above her shoulder, giving him a direct view down her front, able to stare at her luscious melons with little risk of being caught by her. Which he did, taking a prolonged glance at her golden jugs before stopping himself.

	“Um…” he croaked, about to ask her to step aside. Looking across from him, Kendall seemed amused by his predicament, a knowing smirk crossing her smooth lips. But before he could form the words, she spoke up.

	“Big plans for Christmas, Ryan?” Kendall asked.

	“Oh! Uh…” he began, caught off guard, looking at him. If Stacy sensed his discomfort at his proximity, she didn’t show it, not budging an iota. “Just, uh… hanging out with Elizabeth. Nothing planned. Just a quiet day in,” he nonetheless answered despite his predicament.

	“Who knows? Maybe things will change…” Kendall replied, giving Stacy a knowing glance. They both knew that if all went well, he would be spending the holiday not with Elizabeth, but with his wife’s large-breasted boss.

	“What are you getting her?” Stacy asked, looking up and back at the married man. He looked down at her, trying to meet her eyeline while ignoring the sight of her massive melons being jutted outward, right in the center of his vision.

	“Excuse me?” he asked, somewhat nervously.

	“For Christmas. What are you getting your wife?” Stacy asked with an innocent smile.

	“Oh, a few things…” he stammered, feeling like the pressure had been turned up on him. Being in her presence, feeling her aura, smelling her delicious scent under his nose, he was being affected by her again. Clearing his head, he found an answer. “I got us tickets for us to go to a resort in Bali at the end of next month.”

	“Nice!” Stacy said, impressed. “Warm beaches! Tiny bikinis. I get it!”

	“Well…” he began. “I don’t know about all that…” His wife wasn’t exactly a tiny bikini type of girl, being far more sensible and reserved than that.

	“Oh… shame,” Stacy replied. “That’s what I’d be all about if I were heading down there…” she added, and the married man’s mind flashed to the image seen on her phone of her standing in skimpy little bikini. A rush went through him at this.

	“Yeah, it’ll just be us relaxing and enjoying the sights,” he added.

	“But better keep the booze away from Elizabeth!” Kendall interjected. At this, the two women burst out laughing as he was again embarrassed by the events of the night, and embarrassed at hearing his wife being the butt of the joke. But more pressingly, as Stacy laughed, she bent over ever-so-slightly, pushing out her butt as she did so, causing her firm ass to brush against his crotch for the first time.

	The contact was electric. While he was mentally feeling the wear and tear of the party, his body was wide awake, as evidence by the fact that his cock was at full mast merely by being in the presence of Stacy for so long. And he only realized this when Stacy’s firm, shapely ass pressed against it for just a moment, putting pressure against it, sending a wave of pleasure coursing through him. It was so potent the contact hit both of them at the same time.

	“Oh!” Stacy called out in shock, taking a step forward. At the same time, Ryan nearly burst of his skin, jumping back in his seat, enough so where he almost lost his balance and fell off the other side of the desk. But sensing this, Stacy leapt into action, grabbing one of his legs with her hands and pushing down, anchoring him in place, preventing his fall. Once they all stopped moving, the two women proceeded to burst out laughing at the absurdity of what just happened. Slightly embarrassed at first, Ryan started laughing as well. “You might need to watch the booze as well!” the boss lady joked, and he shook his head, blushing in embarrassment of the near pratfall, that moment of absurdity seemingly overshadowing their awkward brush together. But they were still in contact, both of her hands pressed high up on his fit thigh, her slim fingers pressing into it.

	Regaining his balance, he pushed himself so he was sitting up straight, moving enough to communicate that he was going to stand up. It was only then that she released her hold on him and stepped back, leaving him enough room so that he could rise to his feet. But it was only just enough space, as when he rose to his feet, she was right up near him, facing him, meaning her voluminous bust was now mere millimeters from his chest. Standing up for the first time in a while, he felt a headrush hit him, causing Stacy to reach up and grab his arms with hers, ensuring he stayed upright.

	“You alright?” she asked, looking up at him, smirking. There was a heated moment between them as they looked right at each other, neither saying a word. Kendall took this moment to back away, leaving the two future lovebirds alone.

	Ryan had let himself get lulled into a sense of comfort, and he’d perhaps gotten too comfortable, having had too much to drink. Again, not drunk, but enough to dull his senses and affect his decision making. Now, he had literally been knocked off-balance, and his vaunted self-control was being seriously tested. He prided himself on keeping a cool head, and here he was, shaky from the alcohol, his blood pumping from the close proximity of this gorgeous woman, and his dick at full mast because of her. He’d perhaps lost control of the situation a little bit.

	“I, uh…” he stammered again, trying to shake the cobwebs clear.

	“Fuck…” Stacy sighed to herself, allowing herself free reign to feel up the married man’s well-built arms. “You must really work out! I’m impressed…” she said, squeezing his muscles through his dress shirt. At the same time, she took a small step forward, causing her big, firm breasts to push into his chest with just the right amount of pressure against him, letting him feel their imposing weight and size. The petite woman was asserting control of the taller, hunky married man, and he could feel the pressure ratcheting up.

	Her plan of attack was to use her intense appeal to win him over. Despite his best efforts, he could feel an attraction to her, and with all the attention she was paying him, she clearly felt the same way about him. His plan of attack had been to keep her at arm’s length while he tried to win her over enough to stand up for his wife, using his well-tested defenses to withstand her seductive efforts. But he’d been worn down enough where she was now far closer than arm’s length, and if he didn’t do something now, he might not be able to re-assert control. This was not going the way he’d hoped.

	“Stacy…” he croaked out, gulping, trying to deflect her efforts but she beat him to it.

	“Hey!” she interjected, sliding her hands up till both were around the back of his neck, pulling herself firmly against him, her heavy breasts now squished against his fit chest. She looked over to the crowd of people enjoying the party, a fair amount of them now dancing to the romantic, jazzy Christmas tune playing over the speakers. She then looked back up at him. “Take me over there. Let’s dance!”

	“Um…” he grumbled out, caught off guard by this offer. Obviously, his first instinct was to turn down this offer, as he was a married man, and him dancing with another woman would be obviously inappropriate. Then… he reconsidered. Not for the reasons you might think, but… things had gotten slightly out-of-hand between them. And while on the surface this might sound like an easy path to a big mistake, he realized it might actually be the opposite. The key was… they were in public, surrounded by her employees… how much could she really do in full view of all these other people? So, if anything, the smart thing to do would be to dance with her, because if he rebuffed her, that might only motivate her further, and standing apart from the main crowd, she might be willing to push things even further. He knew this would mean more physical contact with her, more obvious intimacy, dancing close with a woman his wife despised in full view of all her coworkers, an act alone that could make her friends at work think a little bit less of her. But the goal was to get on her boss’s good side, to make Elizabeth’s life at work easier, and if that was achieved, nothing else mattered.

	In his current state, the logic to his argument was totally sound. The fact that it gave him an excuse to maintain close physical contact with this gorgeous, huge-breasted Asian tease had nothing to do with it. Because to admit that would be to admit how clouded his judgment had already become.

	“Okay,” he assented with a small nod. She grinned brilliantly at this.

	“That’s great!” she effused. She pulled back, slid one hand down his arm till she grasped one of his hands in hers, stepping forward to pull him along towards the crowd.

	She led him forward, hand-in-hand, pulling him along towards the crowd of people at the center of the party. As she walked, his eyes descended to her ass again. Her high heels raised her taut, firm ass perfectly, the thin red material clinging to it as she walked, the smooth, shapely flesh evident even through the dress. He pulled his gaze away as he was led along, his heart sinking as he felt a rising panic inside him.

	This felt like a mistake. Alarms were pinging in his mind every step he took towards the crowd. His wife had railed against what a bitch and a bully she was, and here he was, holding hands with her, about to dance with her in front of all her coworkers. He had been knocked off-kilter all night by her intense beauty and her insane body, and every time he thought he’d steeled himself up enough to withstand her presence, she found a way to knock him for a loop. Every time. Putting himself in a position to be pressed up against her, making physical contact with her, moving in perfect, rhythmic unison…

	FLASH!

	Him and Stacy together… naked. His body on top of hers, fucking her. Her legs wrapped around him, as he drove himself into her. Moving at a furious pace, going at it like animals, moving both together and as one, his rough thrusts into her making her massive breasts shake. She was screaming like a total slut, and he was fucking her with a tenacity that he’d never once achieved with his wife.

	He cleared his head of these wayward thoughts. Fuck… this was a bad idea. He couldn’t let things descend to… that. Any of that. It wouldn’t, of course, he trusted himself not to let that happen. But he didn’t feel it was wise to put himself in the position to be tempted.

	“Wait…” he called to her, but she was undaunted, pulling him along into the crowd despite his protests.

	It was too late.

	His words were drowned out by the sound of the crowd, by the Christmas music playing loudly. Stacy spun around deftly and turned to face him, pulling him close, keeping one hand conjoined with his while putting the other on his other shoulder. Not knowing what else to do, he put his free hand on her hip and joined her, dancing chastely to the music. He was no expert in such things, but he knew enough from dancing with his wife at their wedding, so he used the same lessons here. But with her being far shorter than his wife, and with breasts far larger than his wife’s, their positioning was forced to be slightly different. Meaning, to be in the right spot to dance together, she had to pull herself in close, an act which required her to push her big tits firmly against his broad, fit chest, making them balloon outwards between them. She certainly didn’t seem to mind, a hungry grin displayed on her gorgeous face. She led the dance, moving softly side-to-side, their fronts pressed snugly together, hands clasped together, his fingers on his other hand digging into her hip. He thought she might take a step back when she felt his tremendous bulge against her taut belly, a fact which he felt terribly embarrassed about almost immediately, but she didn’t shy away in the slightest, carrying on as if it were perfectly alright for a married man to have the length of his impressive married cock pressed up against the belly of a woman he was very clearly not married to. She carried on as if all was normal, her face lit up in complete wicked joy from this dance they were sharing.

	“Stacy…” he croaked out apologetically, his eyes looking slightly panicked. For a man who prided himself on his self-control, he recognized now that he’d damn near lost all of it, having completely been usurped of control by the woman in front of him. In this state, his concerns were obvious on his face, so he didn’t need to say anymore to convey his message.

	“It’s okay…” she purred with a teasing grin, continuing to dance with him as if all was normal. “Trust me, I’m used to it. Besides…” she began, glancing down for a moment before meeting his eyes with hers, a twinkle in her gaze. “Feels like something that would be difficult to hide…” She teased him with a smirk, pushing herself against him a little more firmly, putting pressure on his straining bulge, making him sigh in pleasure. His cock was pointed upwards in his pants, allowing her to no doubt get a good estimation of his impressive length.

	“Stacy…” he repeated, mortified beyond belief. “I’m sorry. I’m not at my best…”

	“I think you are, actually!” she replied with a laugh, continuing to dance with him, hands clasped, hips in unison as they moved together. His cheeks flushed red at this comment. Her laughing made her heavy boobs wobble against his chest, an act which didn’t help alleviate him of his current state. “Look at it this way…” she continued, popping one of her hips out emphatically as they danced. “I think you could say we’re friends now. And sometimes, when a man and woman are really good friends, like we already are, and they get a few drinks in, and one of them is married… moments like this happen. Don’t worry… it stays between us…” she said, both in terms of secret keeping, and in the act of keeping his swollen dick pressed between them firmly. He wanted to run away from her, but she wasn’t gonna let him go anywhere.

	The Christmas music kept filling the office space, and more than a few couples were enjoying the moment enough to continue dancing. Not to say that Ryan and Stacy were a couple, but they certainly looked the part with how they were dancing, pressed in close together, hands clasped, conjoined well past the point that two people who’d just met should be. A lot of eyes were on them, as everyone knew that he was the husband of one of her employees, and that it was quite a striking image to see them dancing in such a way. But even the detractors of such a pairing couldn’t deny how good they looked together: a tall, well-built, handsome man and an absolutely gorgeous woman with a ridiculous body. Sure, he was married, and she was an absolute bitch whose behavior should preclude her from attaining any of life’s prizes, but damn… what a couple they would be. This would certainly be a point of gossip come Monday, and none of the onlookers even knew the half of it. But they would soon understand where things were heading, at least if Stacy had her way, and Ryan would soon realize that as well.

	“So, what resort are you taking your wife to?” Stacy asked, her one hand affectionately squeezing his shoulder as she grinned at him. When he responded with the name of the resort in Bali he’d bought tickets to, she nodded. “Oh, I’m jealous! I’ve been there! It’s really nice. But are you really gonna go there and let your wife be dressed all frumpy and conservative like usual?”

	“Uh… yeah, I guess. It’s her choice,” he replied, a little too on edge to think clearly. She rolled her eyes before slapping his arm.

	“Get her something nice!” she chided him. “Buy her a really skimpy bikini and see what happens…”

	“I don’t think she would like that,” he replied, unable to imagine his wife dressed like that. He always thought it was cute how shy she was. Again, the Asian woman rolled her eyes.

	“But I think YOU would like it, and women love it when they drive men crazy…” she pointed out with a big grin, her taut belly wiggling against his straining crotch, making his knees ever-so-slightly buckle. “Just imagine, walking up and down the beach, a girl on your arm, looking super-hot in a sexy little bikini, making everyone else jealous, knowing that’s the girl you’re spending your nights with! Don’t you want that? Don’t you want everyone to see you with a super-hot babe on your arm?”

	In his addled mind, he could see the point she was making. The problem was he just couldn’t imagine his wife being that woman. Not as a complaint, its just… that wasn’t her. That wasn’t the role she occupied, either with him, or with how she was viewed by others. And because of that, and because of his current position, all he could do was imagine Stacy occupying that role instead, because she fit that role perfectly. Her delicious body was built to be showcased. She’d boasted earlier about wearing skimpy bikinis, and he had no doubt that was the case. She was driving him crazy dressed like this… he could only imagine what would happen to him if she was showing even more skin.

	Trying to shake his thoughts clear, he croaked out a reply.

	“She’d never go for it…” he answered, plenty of very wayward thoughts cascading across his mind. At this, she smirked and leaned forward towards his ear.

	“Well, maybe you’ll just have to bring me along instead…” she said hotly, whispering close enough for him to feel her heated breath on his ear.

	“Oh…” he groaned, his head falling ever so slightly into the crook of her neck as they danced. She smirked and pressed herself against him a little bit more, shifting one of her legs between his for a moment as they danced in place with just their upper halves. She lifted her foot to rub his calf affectionately, an act which sent shivers up through him. She slid her hand from his, grabbed him by the wrist to put his other hand on her hips, and then moved both of her hands behind his neck, pulling herself against him, allowing her to drag her weighty breasts against his chest. He couldn’t help but push himself against her ever so slightly, his throbbing dick pressing into her taut belly. Sensing he was zoned out, she acted fast, turning around within his grasp so she was now facing away from him. This put his front against her back, while also pushing her firm, juicy ass directly against his big throbbing married dick.

	“Oh!” Ryan groaned loudly, completely overwhelmed. His cock was lined up perfectly against her ass-crack. And this time there was no accidental contact, her ass planting itself firmly against his crotch very deliberately and very purposely. She shook her ass side-to-side, grinding against his big, bloated prick. His hands rested on her hips, but he was so dazed that all he could do was rest them in place and ride this out.

	Stacy looked over her shoulder with a wicked smirk on her face as she swiveled her ass against the married man’s groin. The jazzy Christmas song playing fit the slow, simmering tension boiling between them. The Asian woman ground her perfect ass along the length of his clothed prick, and judging by what she was feeling, there was a lot of dick to rub against. And it was throbbing.

	The normally composed Ryan was in total disarray. While the booze hadn’t gotten him sloppy drunk, it had lowered his guard enough for her to swoop in, using her ridiculous sexual appeal to actually do the breaking down of him, affecting him far more than anything he’d ever experienced before. ‘What was happening here?’ he couldn’t help but ask himself. He was normally so put-together, and so even-keeled, but here he was, his cock grinding firmly into his wife’s boss’s ass. He’d been flirted with before… but never this intensely. Most girls respected his dating/marital status, and once they learned of it, they backed off. But Stacy… she knew he was married, and she just didn’t care. She didn’t let that stop her. She definitely knew that Elizabeth didn’t like her. So, in response, instead of being on her best behavior in front of her husband, she was attempting to seduce him. Or at least drive him so crazy he couldn’t think straight. His wife was passed out drunk in the corner office, and in her absence, her husband was grinding on her hot boss. He’d never done anything like this, never actually been this affected by another woman. Then again, he’d never been around anyone as insanely sexy as Stacy, and the fact that she seemed to be focusing all her attention on him… to be pursued by someone so beautiful… he thought he’d be immune to such things. But he was shocked at how severely he was being affected by her feminine wiles.

	“Stacy…” he groaned, trying to fight her off, his addled eyes looking around and noticing that they had gained the attention of some of the other people at the party, some of them stealing glances at the pair dirty dancing in full view of everyone.

	“I was just joking, of course,” she sighed, still sliding her firm ass against his big, straining dick. “I wouldn’t actually go on vacation with one of my employee’s husbands…” she paused, looking back into his eyes again. “Despite how impressive they are…” she added with a smirk, wiggling her butt against him. As wrong as it sounded, Ryan couldn’t help but acknowledge that impressing someone as stunning as Stacy, to have an impressive enough endowment that someone as insanely sexy as her had to comment on it… it filled him with a strange sense of pride. It made his cock swell up ever so slightly, even in its rock-hard state, as if directly responding to her teasing comment. She smirked as she felt him throb against her backside.

	“I know what you really want,” she began, slowly grinding against him in rhythm with the slow song playing. “You’re gonna go on vacation with your wife. You’ll have such clean fun together. Maybe hold hands…” she said, reaching down to curl her hands around his wrists. Still moving together as one, side-to-side, ostensibly dancing but in truth he was still lost in the moment as she continued to press her top-shelf ass against his large, swollen dick. He couldn’t think straight it felt so good, and he was so overwhelmed with how amazing it felt that he couldn’t pull himself off of her, despite every alarm bell in the world going off in his head. She continued talking. “You two will walk the beach. You’ll be walking around shirtless, looking all tasty in the sun. And she’ll probably be wearing a bulky, cute one-piece, cause she’s too shy to show a lot of skin. Not like me…” she sighed, pulling up his wrists ever so slightly, causing his hands to rise up along her sides.

	His mind’s eye followed along with her. Yes, that’s what he wanted, exactly as she described. The vacation he’d been dreaming about for months. The ultimate getaway to help his stressed-out wife finally relax. Stacy had taken what he’d told her and conjured a moment in time, using what she knew about them to fill in the missing details… correctly. Elizabeth was shy about showing skin, wearing cute, girlish one-piece swimwear, not the type of thing you’d find on a bikini model, but the type of thing a sensible, reserved woman like her would actually wear.

	The problem was, Stacy was the type of woman you’d find on that magazine cover. She was the woman that would be wearing that sexy, skimpy bikini. He’d seen it himself, at least for a moment. But it was a moment that lingered. It was an image that had burned itself into his mind in a flash. Because as hard as he tried to keep the image of himself and Elizabeth walking on the beach at the forefront of his mind, that image kept glitching out, unable to stay in place, at least his wife’s side of the equation. And in her place… taking her place… was Stacy.

	Stacy, hand-in-hand with him, strolling on the beach. Her, wearing a teeny-tiny bikini, a pink one just like in that picture, showing off so much skin. Her juicy, firm ass displayed so lewdly but without shame. Her front, showing off as much skin as she could get away with in a public place, her bikini bottoms scooped very low to showcase a wide expanse of her golden, tanned skin. Her flat, fit belly. Her sexy navel. Her smooth flesh. And up top, a bikini top consistent of two small triangular patches of material, barely containing the massive heavy melons she was so shamelessly showing off. Stacy, dressed like this, and him, dressed just like she said, just wearing his trunks, shirtless, showcasing his fitness without shame, just like she was. The image seemed so potent, with the two occupants such an undeniable fit together, that he just couldn’t shake it. And with them in such close proximity at the moment, pressed together, his crotch rubbing against her delicious ass, it was the only thing he could think of.

	And she knew it.

	“You’ll walk along the beach, with her on your arm…” Stacy continued, ostensibly referring to his wife, but in his addled mind inhabiting the role herself. “Because she’s the woman you truly want, and you are so excited to be next to her. So… excited…” she sighed hotly, putting a little extra oomph in her grinding of his big married dick. As she did so, she continued to raise his hands along her sides

	“Ugh…” he groaned into her ear. His imagination was getting carried away. All he could see was Stacy in his mind, marching along the beach next to him, her luscious body so exposed in that filthy bikini of hers. As she sauntered through the sand, her ripe, heavy breasts were jiggling lewdly, barely restrained by the small patches of material that comprised her bikini top, her stiff nipples showing through the stretchy material. His chin fell to her shoulder, and his glazed eyes looked downward, staring at the mammoth slopes of her giant, round tits, his eyes hungrily consuming at all her exposed skin without shame. So far gone, Ryan began to openly hump into her as she pushed back against him.

	“Mmm… yes!” she sighed quietly, her voice heavy with heat, jutting out her chest as she continued to grind her shapely ass into him. The people around them stole more glances at them as things got a little more heated between the two, and while Ryan was far too lost in the moment to notice, Stacy certainly did. But a slut like her was totally undeterred, continuing her lurid dance.

	“You stay close to her,” she continued. “And every moment you do, she drives you crazier and crazier…” she sighed, pulling his hands up even further along her sides, getting closer and closer to her chest. He imagined himself walking next to Stacy on that beach, glancing over to her, his eyes wolfishly consuming her insane profile, her slim torso, her sculpted ass, and her massive, jutting breasts, barely contained by her minimal clothing. As they walked, her boobs wobbled hypnotically. He couldn’t stop staring at them. “Because she’s the woman you want, you can barely control yourself, even though everyone else can see,” she purred, raising his hands even higher so his fingertips were grazing the sides of her big boobs, still pushing her ass against him as she did this. Ryan could hear the alarm bells blaring inside him, but they were far off. Distant. He wasn’t in control of himself… at this point, he was just along for the ride.

	“She has everything you want in a woman. You love everything about her,” she continued, her voice a harsh whisper. “Her beautiful face…” she began, glancing back at the dazed married man and smirking. “Her fantastic ass…” she sighed, wiggling her behind against him, making his dick pulse with pleasure. Holding his gaze with hers, her eyes flashed with evil intent, licking her lips before speaking.

	“And her big tits…”

	Before he could react, she tugged his wrists forward, dragging his hands along the sides of her huge breasts, not stopping till his open palms were pressed against the fronts of her huge tits, his fingertips pressing into the soft flesh through the dress. And then, with her hands over his, she made him dig his fingers into her ripe, juicy tits, squeezing her hands over his, making the married man feel the sensation of her massive boobs oozing between his fingers.

	“Oh my God…” he sighed quietly, his voice heavy with heat, his body melting into her. Fuck… they were incredible! Even through her dress, the softness of her massive melons was undeniable, so smooth, so firm, so succulent. And his thumbs were pressed directly against skin, landing above the hem of her low-cut dress, the flesh rebounding against the pads of his thumbs. They felt amazing, perfection against his fingers, so insanely soft and firm. And almost even more impressive was their sheer size. They were absolutely huge! He’d never encountered such massive boobs in his entire life, let alone gotten his hands on any of this size. They were enormous!

	And as soon as she put his hands on them, they almost acted on their own accord, digging into her succulent melons again and again and again. As if having been wandering in a desolate desert expanse of flat chests, his hands finally found themselves in an oasis of big tits, and his palms were drinking in the moment. He dug his fingers into them over and over again through her dress, his thumbs testing the firmness of her smooth flesh. It was almost as if his hands were meant to squeeze boobs this big. And the fact that his wife was so flat-chested in comparison almost made this feeling even better, his hands savoring their perfection in a way he couldn’t if they were used to the sensation, creating a moment so profound that he would never be able to forget it. The feeling of absolute softness was indescribably good, and the only thing that would make this better was if those massive tits of hers were bare. His fingertips found themselves toying with the hem of her top, tempted to make that dream a reality.

	“Squeeze my tits, baby…” Stacy sighed softly, arching her back to both press her tits out against his hungry palms and grind her ass even more firmly against his crotch.

	So lost in this moment, Ryan couldn’t stop himself from obeying. Stacy’s body was all he could focus on. His hands kept lewdly groping her huge fleshy tits, her nipples digging into his palms through the dress. And his cock was almost painfully hard as he humped against her ass firmly, unable to help himself. His cock was absolutely throbbing, bursting to be out of his pants and inside of her, desperate for the pleasure only she could provide.

	Stacy’s head fell back against him, the sensation of finally getting his hands on her body sent fireworks of pleasure through her. She was so wet she could feel a bead of her sex-juices rolling down the inside of her thigh. A shudder of pleasure coursed through her delicious body, and that pleasure transferred to him, their bodies already in sync as they prepared themselves for what would inevitably be next.

	Sex.

	Suddenly, as if lightning was striking him, Ryan was pulled from his lust-filled haze by this thought, his eyes opening wide, returning to the present, returning to the moment. Despite all the booze he’d imbibed all evening, in a flash, he was sobering up. After minutes locked with Stacy in a world of their own, he was able to take notice of his surroundings again. He was surrounded by his wife’s officemates. He was pressed up against her wicked, teasing boss. And his hands were still pressed against her huge boobs, his fingers clutched against them. It was as if he we were in the pilot’s seat of the airplane, but it was on autopilot, and it didn’t want to give up the control of the flight.

	Looking up, he realized that more than one pair of eyes were watching them, stealing glances at them as they went about what they were doing, unable to just ignore them. In the moment, it had felt like he and Stacy were in their own private corner of the office, but in truth, they were just on the edge of the crowd, visible to everyone. Even as he became awakened to what he was doing, he kept groping the Asian woman. As he looked around at the nearby people, his sluggish mind noticed their strange reaction to these lewd events. His wife had always seemed to imply that her and a few of her peers were part of a pocket resistance, making it seem like a large group of her officemates were of like mind to her and hated Stacy. But as Ryan looked out at the crowd of people watching them, he didn’t see hate in their eyes. He saw jealousy. He saw resignation. He saw… submission.

	There was no true resistance left in them. It had been stamped out… ground into dust. Perhaps the people here had once thought they could stand up against the force of nature that was Stacy, but they’d all fallen. They’d lost. They’d been broken down into obedience. Any hope of a regime change was long gone. They accepted their fate, allowing Stacy to claim complete control and stake her claim as the true queen of the office. They accepted whatever Stacy did, almost silently encouraging her bad behavior, barely flinching as her and a man married to one of their peers looked poised to fuck each other’s brains out right there in the middle of the office party. She was in charge. It was either get on her good side or get out. She could get away with anything, and they were so broken they would simply allow it, knowing they didn’t have the strength to resist her. No one was gonna help him. No one was gonna defend him. None of them had been able stop Stacy’s warpath, all surrendering to her rather than risk further conflict. No one could save him but himself. And he wasn’t doing a very good of that, his hands still groping her enormous tits, his cock still grinding into her firm ass through all this. He could feel himself submitting to her. He had to stop this. He had to stand up for himself. For his wife.

	Realizing the gravity of what he was doing, Ryan was driven into action, asserting control over himself. With a willpower that required him delving nearly soul-deep in order to overcome the intense desire he felt for Stacy’s body, he finally released his hold of the Asian woman in front of him, stepping back as if shocked, slightly pushing her away in the process. Breathing deep, his clothes slightly askew, the bulge in his crotch very evident, the weight of what he’d done was finally hitting his quickly sobering mind.

	What the fuck!? He was a married man! Elizabeth! Jesus… what had gotten into him? How could he have gone so far and done so much with this other woman, his wife’s boss!? He’d thought he was in control, he thought he’d prepared himself for her, but he was wrong. He’d perhaps underestimated who he was dealing with… he’d fallen in too deep with her. Perhaps his plan had been misguided from the start, and he was trying to combat a force he wasn’t fully prepared for. He just wanted to stand up for his wife, to make her life much easier, and instead, he’d made a mistake… lots of mistakes… with another woman. But at the end of the day, his innate, unshakeable sense of justice had bailed him out, rescued him from the cliff’s edge of the biggest mistake of all. He’d always taken pride in his strength of character, which led him to always doing the right thing. That had been tested here tonight, far more than it ever had, but he’d persevered before falling too far. He’d made mistakes, sure, and he’d deal with the consequences of them later. But first, he had to fully extricate himself from the mess he’d found himself in.

	Stacy spun on one heel, turning to face him. Her perfect dress looked a little tussled, her hair a little mussed, a small sheen of sweat on her smooth, golden flesh, her nipples stiffened beneath the dress, she was showing signs of the effect the night had had on her. But she looked undeterred, staring him down with heat in her eyes and a smirk on her face.

	Suddenly, Ryan saw her as his wife did. He could see the evil intent painted across her gorgeous face. He could see her devilish designs, and the sinful delights her body tempted him with, and the blood red dress only accentuated that dark image of her. She was bathing in sin, proud of the wicked temptation she offered, to the point that someone as kind and soulful as him almost fallen victim to her feminine wiles.

	Almost.

	Now, he kept his distance from her, now fully aware of how dangerous she was, now fully understanding why his wife was so fearful of this woman. Controlling his anger, both at her and himself, the Christmas music filling the office was a far contrast from the conflict inside him. People were stealing overlong glances at him and Stacy, having watched the whole thing, unable to contain their curiosity, wondering what was about to happen next. The fact that he’d made this mistake in public, where his wife’s coworkers could see, only compounded the shame he was feeling. Rumors would spread… fuck! He’d have to deal with that later. First, he needed to get out of here.

	“It’s time for me to leave,” he said with a controlled tone, his voice firm but quiet, not wanting to air his dirty laundry too loudly.

	“Are you sure about that?” she replied teasingly, a confident smirk lighting up her gorgeous face.

	“Very sure,” he replied firmly, stepping back, away from Stacy. She took a step forward, moving closer to him. In response, he took three steps back, moving away from her before she could get any closer. “Stay back!” he warned her, looking slightly panicked as he pointed at her. This put her into the position of having to give chase, to expose a little bit of desperation and chase him down. He banked on her pride not allowing that.

	And he was proven right.

	She winced at his warning, and as he moved away from her faster than she was willing to give chase, her grin transformed into a scowl. That playful beauty that she’d worn in all her interactions with him disappeared, replaced by that cold, severe, angry beauty that was more indicative of her true nature. Unhappy that he’d pulled away, unhappy that he’d escaped her clutches, Ryan realized that she was starting to figure out the game was up. Ryan had escaped it at the last possible moment. In their battle of wills, his had proven just a little stronger.

	She took another step forward to approach him, but he stepped away again, holding up his hands to stop her in her tracks. She did the same, holding up her hands, asking him to calm down.

	“Okay, listen,” she began, the seductiveness gone, replaced by the cool, fearless businesslike tone she no doubt often utilized in this very office. The two were slightly away from the pack, so no one could quite hear what they were saying. But the others were still watching as they kept up the appearance that they were still partying. Holding her gaze firmly, warning her against any funny business, he let her speak. “Listen, I thought you were hot, I took a shot, and I missed.”

	“I’m married!” he pointed out obviously. “To one of your employees!” If he had any hopes of shaming this woman, then he clearly still didn’t fully understand who he was dealing with.

	“So?” she said simply, hands on her hips, her gorgeous face wearing a smug yet confused expression, as if unclear as to why such things should matter. Marriage, and love… those were the most important things, yet this cold-blooded woman treated them as a mere afterthought in the scope of what she wanted. He shook his head in disbelief, shocked that someone could be so cold.

	“I’m married! I love my wife more than anything! I’d never cheat!” he called out. Her look softened at this and she rolled her eyes, as if what he’d just said was so lame that it had taken all the appeal out of her attempted seduction.

	Ryan thought it was over. Perhaps she was so used to being with men of such low moral character that such a thing as marriage and love didn’t actually mater. And the fact that it did matter to him, that he was one of those guys who valued the vows he’d taken… perhaps it finally proved to her that he wasn’t such an easy target. Perhaps by withstanding her attempted seduction, by standing up for his wife at the moment it mattered most, she’d finally gotten the message. She’d finally realized her seduction would never fully work. Running her fingers through her long, black hair, she looked at him with annoyance.

	“Okay, fine. Whatever! It’s done!” she said to him snottily. “Truce?” she said, still holding up her hands. He still looked skeptically, but the fact that she’d seemingly thrown out any semblance of continuing her efforts gave him enough pause to consider what she was saying at face value. Ryan was a guy who always saw the best in people, even at their worst, so he gave her the benefit of the doubt, while giving her zero tolerance for any funny business.

	“Fine,” he agreed, a tangle of nerves. “But don’t do… anything,” he warned her. She nodded, and a small bit of pride filled him that he’d gained full control of this twisted situation. She took another step forward, but he stepped back in kind. She again held up her hands as a peace offering, trying to tell her she was coming in peace.

	“Listen, if you want to leave, fine,” she began, still clearly annoyed with him that he’d turned her generous offer down. “But you’re no fool, and you know you’re in no condition to drive.”

	Frankly, he felt completely sober, his mind clear, the shock of what he had been doing sharpening his dulled senses. But if it came to it, he doubted he’d pass a blood alcohol test, so he opted to hear her out.

	“We have a driver service,” she began calmly. “We typically use it for clients, but they are on-call 24/7, and they are ready for moments just like this. Let me get you in contact with them. I can set it up, and they’ll drive you and your wife home. And you can even call them up in the morning to drive you back and pick up your car. How does that sound?”

	Still leery of her, he couldn’t deny that it sounded like a good idea. Despite coming from her, this woman who’d taken him to the limit without breaking, the logic was sound. Taking another step back, he nodded. She smiled at this.

	“Alright… follow me. Let’s get their number,” she said, gesturing for him that her intentions were genuine. “Nothing will happen,” she added, hands raised in surrender. Again, wanting to see the best in people, but with nonetheless guarded senses, he nodded again, opting to follow, falling into step behind her as she led him to her office. And as he did, his mind began to reckon with what he’d done, ignoring the sight of Stacy’s firm, juicy ass as it swayed side-to-side while he walked behind her.

	He’d never cheated on a girl… ever! Not even close. Not till tonight. And not to get into semantics, while he hadn’t fully cheated, he didn’t not cheat. He’d gone back and forth with Stacy in what he now realized was some flirting, mostly on her part but some inadvertently on his. He’d certainly checked her out, and stole glimpses at her ridiculous body. He’d held hands with her, however briefly that was. He’d danced with her. He’d allowed her to grind her perfect ass against his manhood, wearing him down where he was rubbing himself against her lewdly, dry humping her in the middle of the office. And lastly, with her guiding hands, he’d squeezed her big tits, his fingers forced to dig into them through her tight dress, feeling their softness, their perkiness, feeling a hint of the bare, smooth skin in the process.

	He was no innocent in all this. He’d let things go way too far, falling victim to her voracious feminine wiles, letting himself get lulled in. He’d done some very bad things, and even though he’d bailed at the last minute, he still had some explaining to do. He had to reckon with what he’d done. Of how he’d betrayed his wife.

	Elizabeth. Poor thing. She’d had a bad night even before her husband began dirty dancing with her boss. And even though she’d embarrassed herself, that was no excuse. He’d done far worse in her absence. He could see now the flaws in his little plan to win over Stacy. What an idiot he’d been. But the worst part was that it was rooted in some level of distrust in his wife, that she was maybe blowing things out of proportion. And his damn hero complex convinced him that he could swoop in and fix everything. Idiot! He should have trusted his wife. He should not have pushed her into coming here even though he knew she didn’t want to. He knew she was shy and introverted, and he often tried to push her out of her comfort zone in life. But perhaps this was an occasion where he should have just backed off as she said, because he’d underestimated who he was dealing with in Stacy. He should have trusted his wife’s judgment, and because he hadn’t, he’d fallen into this huge mess.

	He didn’t know how he was gonna fix this, but he had to think of something. Part of him, a cowardly part of him, had kinda hoped he could just push past this and never have to confront if full-on, hoping to have learned his lesson and know not to make the same mistake twice. But that wasn’t a viable option. Elizabeth would be crushed when she heard from her officemates what her husband and Stacy had been up to together in her absence. But she would be almost as crushed to hear it directly from him. He could pass off some of the blame on Stacy, but the blame wasn’t all hers. Even though he’d eventually stood up for his wife, doing so at the moment of truth, he’d done a lot of bad stuff before that point, stuff he’d have to own up to. Knowing Elizabeth, this momentary mistake would eat at her for a long, long time. He’d fucked up big time, and he didn’t know if his marriage would ever fully recover. There was no easy way out. The only thing he hoped for was that the trust and love between him and Elizabeth was strong enough to create a level of understanding and forgiveness that could withstand this horrible night.

	Before he knew it, Stacy was leading him through the darkened entrance room where her secretary sat and into her office proper, standing by the door and allowing him to pass by. He made sure to keep his distance as much as possible as he entered the dim office, the only light coming from the dim lights from the party. He remained guarded as he stepped away from her into the office, keeping at least one eye on her at all times. But she respected the truce they’d made, not approaching him, instead closing the door behind them and quietly locking it before moving towards her desk on the opposite side of the room. Flicking on a lamp on her desk, filling the dark office with a single warm, incandescent light, she glanced at him and pointed at the couch he was standing nearby.

	“You can sit down,” she said, her tone empty and disinterested. Still on guard, he took a seat, not relaxing in the slightest. The blue light of her computer screen lit up her face as she leaned over and booted it up. “It’ll be a minute till I find the number.” Judging by her voice, it seemed like she had truly accepted her defeat.

	He took a deep breath and tried to calm himself. For the first time in hours, the Christmas music was being drowned out, muffled by the walls of her office, leaving a heavy silence between them. He could feel the tension in this quiet corner office weighing on them both, leaving an awkward silence between them. Now that he’d successfully defused the moment between them, part of him felt the urge to cut the tension. Always the people pleaser, even in a moment like this. And the perfect opportunity for this came moments later. The light of the lamp on her desk glimmered against something on the wall opposite, something above the door, and when he saw what it was, he couldn’t stop himself from speaking up.

	“Whoa!” he called out. “Sweet sword!” Above her door was a katana, displayed on a plaque, looking like the real deal. Exposing himself as the sweet hearted nerd he truly was beneath his masculine outer shell, he couldn’t contain his excitement at the sight of it, speaking out without thinking.

	She looked up at him, giving him a withering look. Instantaneously, he regretted what he’d said. It was as if he’d told the hottest girl in school about his baseball card collection, something he knew she could care less about, the type of awkward moment from back then that resonated deeply with him, having experienced it once or twice. His excitement betrayed him, and the only thing he could do was try to bail himself out with a joke.

	“So…” he began, looking back at her, playing it cool. “You study the blade?” he asked, deadpan. For a few awkward moments, nothing changed. Then, she smirked and shook her head. Phew… he’d escaped that one!

	“When I got hired, one of the board members thought it’d be a totally cool, and totally not racist congratulation gift to give me,” she explained, rolling her eyes. “But frankly, I’m used to it…” she trailed off, and for a moment, his kind heart was sympathetic to her, sympathetic to the perils she faced as a woman in a heavily male industry. But then he remembered that she’d tried to aggressively seduce him and break up his marriage, so he couldn’t muster that much pity for her plight.

	“What’s your phone number?” she asked, not even looking up, typing on her computer. Ryan paused, unsure if he should give his phone number to her without thinking twice. Sensing this, she continued. “It’s for the driver, so they can contact you when they’re downstairs…” she explained in a withering tone, as if she wouldn’t be so shameless as to believe this would work if this was a scheme of hers. Sensing that she was being honest, he relented and told her his phone number, which she typed in along with him before continuing to work.

	A silence between them fell again, and as it did, Ryan realized something. This was the moment he’d been waiting for all night. A quiet, private moment where he could finally talk things out with Stacy in regard to her treatment of Elizabeth. And after what she’d tried to pull with him, he figured he had a bit of leverage over her for once. Working up the courage to go through with it, he spoke up.

	“I wish you’d be nicer to Elizabeth,” he said firmly, ready to stand up for his wife completely, just like he’d promised himself. “She is always so stressed out, and she’s told me about the way you’ve treated her, and… I can’t imagine that’s the best way to do business. To lead your employees…” She looked away from her screen and stared at him, her expression blank for a few tense moments as she took in his words.

	Then, she grinned.

	“Hahaha!” she laughed to herself, shaking her head, resuming typing at her computer.

	“What?” he replied, unamused. “What’s so funny?”

	“You’re the last person who should be talking,” she replied. He looked at her, confused. She looked up at him again, shaking her head before elaborating. “One thing I was taught a long time ago… iron sharpens iron. Some people need a firmer hand than others. This is not a kind industry, and if your wife expects smiles and sunshine here, she’s in the wrong line of work. It’s not gonna get easier for her, so if she can’t handle it, she’d better get out now.”

	“That just sounds like the excuse assholes make so they can act like assholes,” he replied firmly. Not looking away from her computer screen, she smiled to herself.

	“It’s always funny seeing how people react to how I run things…” she said without looking up, her nails clicking on her keyboard. After a few moments, she turned her gaze to look directly at him. ‘Look… I am not nice. I am not merciful. I do not play fair. I will ride my employees… hard!’ A strange shiver went down his spine at this statement for some reason. “I will take all credit for any good work my employees do, because that’s the point of their job. To make me look good. And when they fuck up, I will throw them under the bus in a heartbeat. I bet people like you and your wife think that’s all wrong, that I should be kind and supportive and ethical,” she said, adopting a peppy, clueless tone. Then she stood up straight and looked him down. “But guess what? My bosses love me! We have never had higher profits, and it’s not long before I’ll be promoted out of here and onto the corporate board. I’ll soon be making tens of millions of dollars a year, which is only a small percentage of what I make this fucking company. And all these idiots here will be left behind, making a fraction of that. Face facts… I’m a fucking winner, Ryan, and I always will be,” she boasted with such confidence that it was hard to deny her.

	“My point is, some people see me at work, they see my success, and they hate it. They hate me. They whine and complain that it’s so unfair that a bitch like me gets away with whatever I want. They get up in arms about the injustice of it all. They probably even go home and cry about it to their spouses,” she said, giving Ryan a pointed look. “They don’t learn from adversity. They don’t toughen up. They don’t work harder. They don’t even have the guts to stand up to me for all the shit I put them through. They fucking crumble! They are losers! And people like that are nothing to me. They are less than the dirt on my shoe, and it’s only a matter of time before I flush them down the fucking toilet!”

	Ryan gulped as Stacy fully exposed the true her that she’d been hiding from him all night. She’d been playing nice, but now, with nothing to hide, she wasn’t ashamed to expose her true nature. Standing behind her desk, hands on her hips, a sneer on her face, with the glow of her screen lighting up her dress making her glow in the darkness, it was as if she was emanating pure evil. Ryan was suddenly nervous just being in her presence as she slowly revealed that she was even worse than his wife described.

	“But there’s another way some people react to how I run this office,” she resumed, smirking, as if savoring the next thing she was about to say. ‘They take my side! They respond exactly as I want them to. Instead of trying to oppose me, they hop on board behind me. They defend me! They prop me up. They kiss my ass. They let me do whatever the fuck I want. They live to impress me, and they would do anything to make me happy. Anything… You know Kendall?’ she asked. He nodded slightly, enraptured by her evil speech. “She doesn’t like me. Not really. I took her job, the one she was all set up for. I stole her spot. But… you know what? Game respects game. She was smart. She saw that I was fucking good. She saw how unwise it would be to try to oppose me. So… she took my side. Now we’re besties, working together for my success, because she knows that good things for me mean good things for her. And she’s not the only one whose attached themselves to my star.” She paused, walking around the desk till she was standing in front of it, continuing to speak as she moved. “People like that… those are the ones that know how to play the game. Those are the ones that are gonna get ahead in life. They don’t try fighting back. They just… surrender…” she finished, her ass pressing against the edge of her desk as she leaned against it.

	“You’re crazy,” Ryan replied simply, marveling at how huge of a shift there was now that she had no reason to be nice anymore. He knew even from the start that she’d been putting on a performance for him, but he didn’t realize to what degree she was faking it until now. She merely smiled at his response before continuing.

	“But you know what the funny thing is?” she began. “Your wife is clearly the first type I described, a total loser who crumbles any time she’s faced down with me, but you…” she paused, pointing at him. “You’re the second type! As much as you hate to admit it, you’re on my side! You’ve taken my side all night!”

	“What are you talking about?” Ryan asked, baffled. It was as if he was a lifelong Christian, and this stranger was telling him out of nowhere that he was actually super into the dark lord. It was craziness.

	“Look, we both know your wife’s a miserable, dreary fucking loser,” she began, as if this fact was undeniable. Ryan bristled at this statement, his fingers digging into the material of the couch. ‘She probably goes home, and whines and cries to you about just how mean I am to her. Right?’ she asked with a raised eyebrow, and his non-answer was answer enough. “You coddle her, you treat her so nice and gently at home, and you don’t toughen her up at all. And look what happened tonight? She embarrassed herself! She made herself look like a complete fucking loser in front of her boss, her coworkers, and her husband! Look at the woman you married, and see how weak she is! How she crumbled in the face of another woman. I put the slightest bit of pressure on her, and she fucking shattered! The woman you married fell apart! Because that’s who she is. That’s who she’s always been, and always will be.” Ryan looked away, embarrassed at hearing this, not able to find a strong enough defense to deny her words.

	“And then look at how you reacted,” she began, a smug grin on her face. “From the second we met, you stared at me. You took every opportunity to chat with me. To flirt with me…”

	“No…” Ryan began, shaking his head.

	“No?” she asked. “Ryan, I could feel your eyes on my tits all night. More than any other guy tonight, you could just not… stop… staring at them, hahaha… What a good husband you are!” He shook his head again.

	“That’s not true,” he replied defiantly.

	“Your wife probably complains about me to you every day, and what do you do as soon as you meet me?” she began. “You danced with me! You got in real close…” she teased.

	“No…” he repeated again.

	“I put pressure on your wife, and she shatters,” Stacy said. “I put a little pressure on you, and what do you do? With this woman your wife hates? You ground your big fucking dick against my ass! You copped a feel of my big, perfect tits!”

	“No… that’s not what happened,” he began. “That wasn’t my plan. It just… it got out of hand. My plan… I was trying to talk to you about my wife, about Elizabeth. You… you did all that to me.” Ryan claimed, slightly babbling. Stacy rolled her eyes, unfazed.

	“You glued yourself to me all night!” she claimed with a knowing grin. “You could have left hours ago and taken your wife home after she got drunk! But you decided to stay, because I convinced you to… because you wanted to be around me for just a little longer…”

	“That’s not what happened!” He claimed, slightly losing his cool, this all sounding so much worse than intended as she laid it all out.

	“You could have left when I first brushed my ass against your big cock, but you decided to dance with me instead!” she pointed out.

	“I tried to…” he began weakly, not having any good defense for that.

	“You could have even left a few minutes ago after humping that big, perfect cock of yours against me, after squeezing my tits in front of all your wife’s colleagues, and instead you followed me into my office… alone…” she began. She then pushed herself away from her desk and slowly began to approach him. He pushed himself back into the couch.

	“What are you doing?” he asked, panicking. This was all slipping from his control. Holy shit! Was this actually happening? He was frozen, unable to move as she stepped towards him.

	“Just admit what we both know,” Stacy began, slowly approaching. “You defended your wife for years as I ran her down, but as soon as you met me, you knew the score. You immediately realized that your wife is a total fucking loser, and that I am way better than her in every way, and that I’m completely justified in bullying the shit out of her.”

	“No…” he said, feeling like he truly was talking with the devil, this wicked woman saying such evil, heartless things to him. But she kept slowly moving towards him, sashaying confidently, her massive breasts wobbling heavily. He couldn’t deny that the sight of her was hypnotic. On one hand, he was drawn to her… on the other… terrified of her.

	“No?” she repeated again. ‘I am way better looking than her. I’m gorgeous, and I have a way better body. I mean, my ass is unreal, and my tits… just look at them!’ she said, reaching down to cup her tits, bouncing them in her palms. His eyes went wide at this. “Your wife isn’t exactly a catch. She ain’t that pretty. She has no butt, and she’s as flat as a board. I mean, every woman in the office laughs at her, even the really nice ones.” He bristled at all these slights against his wife, so taken aback by how casually cruel Stacy was being that he didn’t know how to respond. “Not only that, I’m not only way better at my job than her, but I’m a better match for you than she’ll ever be. Look how easy it was for us to talk. Look at how much we have in common. You can’t deny that there’s something between us…”

	It was scary how true that last part was. His wife had nice little hobbies, but it was a situation where she had her things, and he had his. It was unreal how much him and Stacy had in common. That had made it easy to talk to her. That had made it easy to fall under her spell, and not see her for what she truly was. That, combined with her undeniable good looks and insane level of sexual appeal… she was at an unholy level of dangerousness for exactly him. He’d felt in control mere moments prior, but now… he could feel it slipping away as she reclaimed the control she’d merely let him think he had.

	“You realized tonight that you attached yourself to a total loser, and now you see what you could have if you just sorta… left her behind,” she stated. “If you just stopped giving a shit about her and only thought about what YOU want… what YOU need…” she paused before continuing. “Wouldn’t you rather be with someone else? Don’t you want to be with a better woman? A much, MUCH better woman. A woman with bigger tits, maybe…” she sighed, stepping up in front of him and coming to a stop, looking down at him confidently, her weighty breasts taking a few extra moments to stop jiggling. The petite woman looked like a daunting foe standing between him and escape, the towering peaks on her chest just as imposing as the evil smirk on her face.

	“Stacy…” Ryan gulped, frozen in place, not knowing what the hell to do. But the scary thing for him was that his cock hadn’t gone down in the slightest since their forbidden dance. And in fact, it had somehow gotten harder, every wicked word she said making it scream out with need, throbbing in his pants. He couldn’t think straight, and on some level, he could acknowledge that her words were hitting home in some deep dark part of his nature he didn’t know existed.

	“You’re a hunk, Ryan,” she began, licking her lips and looking down at him. ‘And Lizzy knows it. But you dress down. You don’t live up to your potential. Your wife wants to keep her for herself, keep you hers when she knows you could have better.’ She reached down, and not knowing what to do, he leaned back, away from her touch. But her reach was deft, grabbing at his glasses and tossing them away. Looking at him like this, she nodded. “That’s a start,” she began, liking what she saw. He’d always wanted to ditch his glasses, fearing they made him look adolescent. And Stacy… she seemed to agree, far preferring the man he had the potential to be. And in that moment, her words hit home again.

	“She doesn’t want you to know you could have someone like me on your arm,” she began, putting her hands over his shoulders, resting on the back of the couch. This position made her massive breasts hang down right in front of his face, impossible not to notice, her cleavage looking endless as he stared into it. All he could see was the golden skin of her enormous tits as she kept talking. “That’s probably why she’s so fucking scared of me. Because she knows, just like I do, and just like you do, that there is no possible way that you could ever want her more than you would want me. And you want me, don’t you, Ryan?” she purred, her tone devilish as it wormed its way into his mind.

	“Stacy…” Ryan sighed, terrified, his gaze still stuck in the crevasse between the Asian woman’s tits.

	“You’ve wanted me from the second we met… you felt it just like I did…” she added, acknowledging that she’d felt the same spark he had. All night, from the moment they’d first clasped hands, to the second he’d palmed her giant breasts, they’d been locked in each other’s orbit… conversationally, physically, mentally. He’d been in her presence, experienced her pheromones exuding all over him, felt her body pressed against his… he couldn’t deny their connection. He couldn’t deny the attraction.

	He couldn’t ignore the lust.

	As much as he hated to admit it, he was attracted to her. This woman was as evil as could be, and he wanted her more than anything. She was incredibly hot… insanely sexy… and he hated it. He hated how gorgeous this evil woman was. He hated how hot for her he was. He hated how much his cock throbbed for her hot body. She was an awful person, and he’d never wanted to fuck anyone more in his life than he did with Stacy right now. But obviously… he just couldn’t.

	“Stacy…” he began. “You’re really hot, okay. Very… very attractive… very sexy… but…”

	“Wow!” Stacy interrupted, smiling smugly, standing up straight, grinning brilliantly. Ryan’s eyes followed her chest as she did so. “What would your wife think if she found out you called me sexy? She hates me so much, and she probably goes crying to you every night about what a bitch I am… and you still think I’m sexy! Fuck! That’s really hot… I can’t wait to let that slip to her the first chance I get. That’ll drive her nuts!” The thought of her doing such a thing scared him to his core, and it made him feel like he was in way too deep to pull out from this nosedive. He’d done way too much; he’d been pulled in too deep… how was he gonna escape this?

	“Stacy, wait!” he said, holding up his hands in the air, only to realize that the position they ended up in lined up straight to her jutting tits. He moved them slightly to avoid drawing further connection between the two. His palms and her breasts already knew each other far too well. “We… uh… I… um… Elizabeth…” Stacy smirked at his struggle.

	Ryan was a guy who prided on his calm, cool demeanor, but he was completely off his axis right now, way off normal in a way he’d never felt before. While he sat here, unable to form words, his mind and body at odds, she stood in front of him, calm, confident, smirking, hands on her hips with her massive breasts being jutted outwards. Who was he to think he could match up with someone like her? How could he have been so overconfident to think he could out negotiate a corporate pro? Minutes prior, he thought he’d completely defused the situation, and in a flash, she’d completely flipped the script on him, imposing her will and retaking control of the situation.

	“Why did you come in here, Ryan?” she asked calmly. He shook his head, confused. “Why did you come into my office? We danced, we were all over each other, and then you freak out. You panic because you were getting so hot for me. And then… you just follow me in here? Why do you think you did that?”

	“I… I…” he stammered, about to say why he came in here, to get the number of a driver to take him and Elizabeth home. But before he could, he stopped himself, because of how painfully naïve he realized it sounded. He couldn’t have possibly believed what she’d said, truly. Maybe it’s what he told himself, but why did he actually come in here when he should have known better? Was there another reason, perhaps? He began to question himself, his intentions. Was there another reason he was so damned insistent on getting a moment’s privacy with this gorgeous babe? But ever the pro, she didn’t wait for him and got right to the point.

	“I’ll tell you why,” she interjected. ‘You came in here for the same reason I did.’ He looked up at her, confused for a moment. “To do what we’ve both wanted to do from the second we laid eyes on each other. To rip off our clothes and fuck each other’s brains out!” At this, she hooked her fingers under the straps of her dress, and was about to yank them down to reveal her massive bare breasts to him. Realizing this was gonna happen, realizing he didn’t know what his disobedient body would want to do once he saw her big perfect tits in the flesh, a panicked, last-minute interjection arose in his mind.

	“Wait!” he said firmly, holding up his hands, again inadvertently in front of her big, squeezable breasts, his declaration firm enough to stop her in her tracks. Once he saw that she stopped, he moved his palms so they weren’t in line with her boobs, again not wanting to draw a comparison between the two but curious why he they kept settling in place like that.

	In this negotiation that would decide his fidelity, he was getting completely demolished by the experienced tease standing in front of him. She’d gotten what she wanted every step of the way throughout this whole night. She’d lured him closer, acting friendly enough for him to lower his guard. Teased him with her hot body enough without selling out that it was her plan. Convinced him to dance, getting him in close enough to get him addled by her delicious form. And now, she’d gotten him alone in her office by acting as if the game was over. Damn… she was good at this. And for a guy who fashioned himself a bit of a negotiator himself, he realized now how inferior his skills were compared to hers.

	He didn’t have any grand plan here. He couldn’t just shove Stacy away and run, because he still had Elizabeth to deal with, and in the time it would take to rescue her, God knows what Stacy would do. How much worse she could make things if he brought Elizabeth directly into the mix. With how callous she was being now, he could only imagine what she’d be saying or doing if his wife was in the room with them, and how much more cruel she would be towards her. And besides, he was frozen in place… he wasn’t going anywhere. In his current state, he couldn’t move. This was now completely on him to get his way out of this. He’d gotten himself into this… he’d have to get himself out.

	He’d always viewed himself as a peacemaker, but he’d never come at something like this from such a bad position. The pressure had never been so intensely focused on him and him alone, and the stakes had never been so high. So, what would he do? What could he do? Stacy had been getting her way all night, driving the action, pushing past his boundaries and slowly convincing him to push things further and further beyond them. If things kept going this way, he’d end up doing some very, VERY bad things with this gorgeous, evil woman. If this was a negotiation, he’d truly lost all leverage. To get out of this night as unscathed as possible, he’d have to give up damn near everything he could in order to preserve his fidelity. He’d let himself get carried along far further than he should have, and now he’d have to pay the price.

	“Yes?” she asked, pausing, her fingers still poised to dug down the straps off her dress at a moment’s notice. Not having any grand ideas, he croaked out a response.

	“What… what can I do to avoid… that?” he replied, leaving the possibility of sex between them unsaid, as if his mouth speaking such a thing would make it real. But Stacy was the type to always know when she had the upper hand in a negotiation, and she was not about to take sex off the table.

	“Oh, it’s too late for that, honey,” she said smugly, really tightening her control of the situation. ‘We’re definitely gonna fuck!’ she stated, the bite of that last word making the married man shudder with forbidden possibilities. “That’s not up for negotiation! This night was only gonna end one way for you and me.”

	Of course, the spider wouldn’t release the prey from its web. Why would she when she had him in her clutches. And why should the prey expect mercy from the cunning hunter after so effectively snaring it in its trap? In her mind, there was zero doubt they were gonna end up fucking each other, so why should she weaken her position and take that off the table. She had the advantage, and she was gonna press it. She struck him as one not to take no for an answer, which no doubt made her tough in the boardroom, and even more dangerous as a seductress looking to steal his fidelity.

	And as soon as she announced that last part, that this night was only going to end one way, he realized she was right. On some level, deep in his subconscious, he knew it from the start. On some level, his actions all night had been in service of maintaining the possibility of sex as an outcome, keeping him and his wife at the party, not leaving when Elizabeth got drunk, continuing to get closer and closer with this woman his wife hated, despite the alarm bells in his mind ringing louder and louder. But he’d ignored those alarms, and he’d ignored all his wife’s concerns, some unseen force inside him clouding his judgment as it guided his actions. Was it because he was attracted to Stacy? Was it because he wanted this? Was it because he indeed did want to have sex with her? His cock strained in his pants at the knowledge the very real possibility that he was about to have sex with this insanely hot woman was getting closer and closer to reality.

	But while parts of him were so ready for this woman, others were decidedly not. His mind was panicked, the married man seemingly backed into a corner, unable to see a way out. If he made a move to try to escape, she’d reveal the goods and stop him in his tracks. And despite his abilities with words as a peacemaker, there was nothing he could say that would stop her from pursuing what she wanted. He’d never met someone so resolute in their desire for something so wrong, and so shameless and unshakeable in that belief. And he stood no chance of trying to resist her, with so many large parts of him dying to give in to her. He didn’t see a way out.

	Why did she have to be so hot? Fuck. He’d had all these grand plans to stand up for his wife, to confront her boss and stand up against the disrespect she’d faced. He’d imagined this evil woman as so many things, but he was nonetheless shocked at the reveal that she was this gorgeous Asian woman with an insane ass and huge perfect tits. He was shocked to find he had so much in common with her. Shocked to find himself attracted to someone he had every reason to dislike. Shocked that even despite her revealing her true nature he still wanted her more than anything. Why did her intense beauty, her juicy ass, and impressive cup-size make him throw all his plans out the window?

	Perhaps it hadn’t…

	“What if…” he began, searching for anything that would take hold, in disbelief about he was about to say. “What if… we do it… if it happens… will you then be nicer to Elizabeth?” He asked desperately, knowing the argument was weak, hoping to still salvage something out of this. If he couldn’t escape this situation, he hoped to get something out of it. Bite the bullet, fuck this evil, twisted woman, give her the type of pleasure he was supposed to give his wife, and for this sacrifice, he gets something good out of the deal. Something for Elizabeth. He didn’t want to do this, truly, and if he could find a way out he would, but his disobedient body had trapped him into this position where he seemingly had no other way out. Dammit!

	“No!” she said with a laugh, as if it was the stupidest thing she’d ever heard. And frankly, it wasn’t far off. He was a desperate man fearing a dark fate.

	This was all so wrong, an unforgivable sin in the making. His body’s bad behavior had led him into falling under her sway, enough for her to gain leverage over him, leverage that she could wield as effectively as if he’d done the deed. He’d danced with her. Flirted with her. Felt her up… in front of everyone! And then he followed her into her office. This was enough… more than enough… for her to wreck his reputation, his marriage, his life. He hadn’t done anything deliberately… she’d expertly teased him, sunk her claws into him, dulled his reactions enough where she’d gotten him to do exactly what she’d wanted. His fate was in her hands, she knew it, and she was lording it over him. The only way he’d escape this was through her. He’d gotten himself into this mess, and it seemed like he had no choice but to fuck his way out of it. But other people knew it, too, so no matter what he did here, this could all fall apart anyway… Unless he could get Stacy could help to get everyone else in line, in line enough to protect his secret, to not let slip all the bad things he’d done in his wife’s absence. It sounded insane, but it seemed like his only choice. Dammit… was he actually talking himself into this? There seemed to be no other way…

	His wife would never understand, so she could never know. This would be his cross to bear, and he would for the rest of his life. But in doing this, it would simply preserve what they have. And that would be the first thing he could do to earn his wife’s forgiveness, even if she didn’t know what he’d done behind her back. He’d then have a chance to rebuild, to do better, to make up for the sins he’d committed.

	“Stacy…” he sighed hopelessly, looking up at her, seeing no way out.

	“You’re cute…” she said, smirking as he realized his defeat, looking down at the well-built stud and seeing how nakedly inexperienced he truly was. For a hunk like him… that was a damn shame. The cost of tying himself to a girl like Elizabeth was him only realizing a fraction of his true potential. He didn’t know yet how actual, real-deal, full-out fucking could change a person, especially with someone as clearly inexperienced to the ways of the world like him. But that’s okay… she’d teach him. She couldn’t wait to see what a guy like him would be like when fully unleashed. When a guy like him fully experiences PUSSY like he was meant to. She couldn’t wait to show him what a man he truly was, the man he would be once he’s taken part in lots of nasty fucking! Because clearly, he had not. He had no idea what he was agreeing to. If he knew the cost of what he was about to do, the good man would never agree to it.

	“Look…” she began, shrugging her shoulders, seeing he was still holding himself back. She released her hold on the straps of her dress as she spoke. “Whatever. Sure. If that’s what you need to tell yourself to get through this, that’ll I’ll be nicer to Lizzy after we FUCK…” she said, the bite of her word making him wince as his cock lurched in his pants. “If you want me to be super nice and kind and sweet to your wife after me and you fuck each other’s brains out in my office… sure. Fine. Whatever. It’s not true, and we both know that. But the real question is, by the time we’re done, will you even want me to…” she asked with a raised eyebrow and a knowing expression, unable to help herself.

	What? What did she mean? Was she saying that he wouldn’t feel the same way about her behavior towards his wife after they had sex? That he wouldn’t mind Stacy’s bullying when she was done with each other? Was she implying that sex with her would be so impactful it would change his soul? Who he was, to the degree that he would endorse her awful bullying? That sounded ridiculous, but she seemed damn confident. Standing in front of him, in that devilish red dress, it truly was starting to feel like his soul was on the line. His eyes went wide and panic filled his system, glimpsing upon the danger he was truly up against. Stacy took in a sharp breath, suddenly realizing her error, that’d she pushed too hard.

	“I can’t do this!” he said, freaking out, his survival instincts flaring up, leaving him with no choice but pure self-preservation. Run! Figuring he could just flee, damn the risk, damn the consequences, he would have the smallest chance to leave with both his marriage and his soul intact. Beyond that, he could deal with the fallout. He just needed to escape.

	Standing up fast enough to catch the Asian woman off guard, his well-built frame forced her back, giving him enough room to rise to his feet. Knowing she was still too close to really move, his hands acted in a flash, pushing her back lightly, his palms inadvertently pressing against her huge boobs for just a moment in order to accomplish this. But it was enough to get around her, allowing him room enough to practically sprint to the exit. But there, he was felled by the locked door, catching him off guard enough to stop him in his tracks just momentarily. Undoing the deadbolt, he pulled open the door a mere inch or two, only for it to get pushed shut again as Stacy stepped up behind him, closing the door, and pressing him in place between it and her. He spun to face her, putting his back against the door. This allowed her to simply step into him, her round, fleshy breasts pressing firmly into his chest, and his throbbing prick pressing very noticeably against her flat belly again. “Please! Just let me leave!” he begged, panting, desperate, keeping his hands hanging in the air, fearful of putting them on her again, knowing the danger that would present, knowing that just a touch could cost him everything. She smirked and planted her hands against the wall on either side of him, boxing him in.

	“It’s funny seeing you like this knowing how badly you want to FUCK me!” she said, breathing deep, feeling alive as she chased down her prey, the challenge he presented more exciting than anything she’d ever experienced. She was loving this! As she spoke, she was looking up at him, so in close her feminine scent was under his nose, making his blood pump. God, she smelled good! Why did a slut like her have to smell so good!

	“Stacy… please!” he begged again, looking down at her gorgeous face, but in the state he was in, his eyes kept going, his gaze getting lodged in her cleavage. He breathed deep, his throat went dry, and his nose scrunched up. He suddenly had the urge to rub his face against her massive tits to feel their immaculate softness, to wedge his nose between those massive jugs and take in the intoxicatingly girly scent no doubt located there.

	“Look up… if you can!” she teased him, licking her lips, her eyes guiding his to look above him. Addled, trapped, his eyes followed hers, his gaze ripped from her tits for just a moment. Standing in the doorway, he realized he was standing just under the sword mounted above the door. But while he’d noticed the glimmering weapon in the dim light a few minutes prior, he’d failed to see the little bit of decoration hanging from the middle of the blade. It took him a few moments to figure out what it was.

	“HR wouldn’t let me hang those up for the party, but somehow, I don’t think you’ll mind,” Stacy said. Then, Ryan figured it out.

	Mistletoe.

	Suddenly looking down at Stacy in confusion, his sluggish mind not putting the pieces together in time, he looked down at the Asian woman in front of him just in time to see her open mouth approaching his. And despite his immediate desire to escape, his desire for his wife’s gorgeous boss exceeded it, and pressed in so close to him, he didn’t stand a chance. So, when she moved in to kiss him, the lustful magnetism between them drew his lips forward, his mouth meeting hers halfway.

	Almost immediately, the kiss became obscene. Lips pressing into lips, open mouths forming a tight seal together, she wasted little time in sliding her talented tongue into the married man’s mouth, the sinewy muscle curling around his. The pressure had been building up all night, and finally in this moment, it was being released.

	And God, it was amazing!

	His body lit up with pleasure as soon as he and his wife’s boss locked lips. He knew it was wrong, he knew that he should be rejecting this, but it felt so GOOD! He’d never been kissed so well. His body was responding faster than he could comprehend, filled with the heat and pressure of the moment, melting into the fiery kiss with the Asian woman despite his best efforts. Their tongues mashed together as they made out, his beginning to duel with hers as they went at it, swapping spit, breathing in each other’s breath, really attacking each other’s mouths. Cheeks hollowed, lips locked, mouths sealed together, they were really going at it, the heat between them finally igniting.

	Their bodies were following suit. She pressed her delicious body against his firmly, her slim hands having slid to the back of his neck, pulling him into her as she forced herself against his body. Additionally, she slid one of her legs between his, really invading his personal space as she pressed herself into him. And in doing this, she could really feel his throbbing, rock hard, very lengthy cock pressing into her belly, screaming out for her hot body in a way the man it was attached to was still so hesitant to do.

	Ryan felt like he was falling down a steep slope towards a valley of sin, unable to slow himself down, not even knowing if he wanted to. Feeling her smooth, plump lips sliding against his as their mouths smacked together, their tongues at war as hers slowly pushed him towards surrender, his body was alive with pleasure in a way it never had before. His wife had never incited such unbelievably pleasurable feelings, nor had any other woman he’d been with. Unable to escape these feelings, he couldn’t be helped from letting himself succumb to the pleasure, reaching around her and dropping his large hands down to her shapely ass, squeezing the round cheeks firmly, pulling her into him as he pressed his body into hers.

	“Mmm!” Stacy groaned at this small acceptance of the pleasure she was bringing him, loving the fact that she was driving this calm, reserved married man crazy with need. She wanted to leave her mark in him, making him swallow her gooey spit as they made out, making him feel her heavy breasts as she pressed herself into him roughly, grinding her dripping pussy against his tree-trunk thick leg lewdly. She kept doing this until he did the same, slowly humping against her, his big married dick craving her body and the pleasure it could bring him, wanting nothing more than to be inside her.

	Ryan couldn’t control himself. He’d never felt anything like this. For a man who prided himself on being so even keeled, he wasn’t ready to handle such extreme sensations. Stacy had been turning up the pressure on him all night, and it was all finally getting unleashed. He’d never been so turned on, so consumed with lust. While he certainly enjoyed things in the bedroom with his wife, this was in a whole other stratosphere, making what he was used to seem like 1% of the all-consuming lust he was feeling now. Not even lust at all…

	Lips smacking together, her tongue now having fully coaxed his tongue into her mouth, Stacy turned up the pressure even more. Sliding one hand down between them, she slid her fingers along his torso till they curled around his swollen married pole, bulging lewdly through his pants. As soon her fingers made contact, he jumped noticeably, but not enough to break the seal their hungry mouths had formed. Having made contact, she let her fingers tease the length of his thick, meaty bulge, gently appraising his impressive endowment. And within seconds, her hands moment became less controlled and more feverish, eagerly feeling him up.

	‘Jesus…’ Stacy thought. ’He’s REALLY big! Not just big… fucking huge!’ Her fingers kept gently pressing against his unyielding, seemingly steel-hard, wrist-thick cock, again and again and again, getting more and more excited. Fuck! That big, thick white cock of his would feel SOOO FUCKING GOOD inside of her. Holy shit! The Asian tease was a total size-queen, and this married man’s big fucking dick was exactly what she was looking for. Even though her pussy was very tight and petite, and even though taking his monster dick would almost be the equivalent of a pinhole taking a torpedo, she couldn’t wait for it. She loved the sensation of being filled to the brim with dick, and this cock would get the job done in a way few had before. This big cock, and her petite, filthy cunt were about to get very well acquainted with each other.

	Ryan’s head was swimming, his cock practically tingling with pleasure, his entire system on fire, desperate with need. He tried to resist, to cling to thoughts of Elizabeth, but the all-consuming pleasure coursing through him demolished those thoughts like a hurricane destroying a house made of straw. He tried to hold on to that desire to escape, to rescue his wife and escape out of here, but such wants felt far less important compared to the world-changing levels of pleasure he was now feeling. How could anyone experience something like this and survive it? How could anyone not succumb immediately to such overwhelming feelings of desire? He loved his wife more than anything, but he was experiencing feelings at a level he’d never known possible… how could he not follow these feelings further? He found himself tumbling closer to drowning in that deep, dark valley of sin, and he didn’t even know if he wanted to avoid that fate anymore. He almost didn’t care that his soul was at stake. It felt that good!

	Mouths still smacking together, lips locked, drool leaking from their mouths, they kept hungrily attacking each other, their mouths making fierce love with each other. This woman was a bully, someone who made his wife’s life hell every single day, and this was something he hadn’t forgotten. But this kiss was so fucking exciting for him that such a huge obstacle didn’t even register with him anymore. He was so lost in this moment with her. His lips locked with hers. His palms eagerly squeezing her juicy, perfectly shaped ass, his large palms digging into the firm but pliant flesh through her dress, the skintight garment providing no protection against his touch. He squeezed her fleshy ass again and again, unable to get enough. Her ass felt so fucking good in his hands, and he found himself unable to stop feeling her up. And in doing so, he was pulling her into him, forcing their bodies together. But he didn’t need to, as she was lewdly humping into him, grinding herself against him. His hands followed her ass as she ground herself into him, gripping her flexing ass-cheeks as she did so.

	But as they went at it fiercely, both barely pulling in air as they were more focused on making out, they both hit the breaking point at once, mouths finally parting as they gasped for breath, gooey spit connecting their swollen lips. They took in precious air for a few blessed moments, but both were too hungry for each other to slow down. With Stacy angling her face away for just a moment, he leaned down and began trailing kisses down her cheek, along her jaw, and down to her neck.

	“Fuck!” Stacy sighed, still panting for breath, her body shivering with lust for the married man. She couldn’t remember the last time she was this turned on, this hungry to get fucked. Her pussy was soaked, boiling with need, ready to get filled to the brim by this stud in the making. Her small, tight, slutty cunt was ready to absolutely inhale this married man’s huge, juicy dick, take every fucking inch of it inside her and squeeze the fucking life out of it.

	“Fuck…” Stacy groaned, letting her grasping palm slide along his impressive length through his pants. He was as hard as iron. She slid her hands down towards the base of it until she could feel his swollen balls. Cupping them as much as she could through his slacks, she got what she wanted. They felt huge and swollen and fucking perfect. “I want you to fucking murder me with this big fucking dick, baby…” she sighed.

	“Oh!” Ryan groaned, his lips still attached to her neck. It was all so wrong, everything she said so fucking wrong. This was his wife’s boss… a truly wicked woman. But he’d never been so horny. His body was alive with excitement, his cock literally tingling from her touch. Feeling her enormous breasts pressed against him roughly, feeling her hand on his swollen dick, feeling her firm, juicy ass-cheeks in his eager palms… He couldn’t pull himself from her clutches even if he wanted to. How could he evade tits as large as hers! He’d see her huge boobs wherever he looked! He couldn’t escape her. He never had a chance. That slope was sending them both down into a pit of sin where they’d end up naked in a sweaty tangle of limbs, and it was only getting steeper. Using his grip on her ass to pull her into him, increasing the pressure between them, he groaned into her neck, the pleasure making him fall further and further towards the unescapable valley of sin.

	Unescapable valley…

	He couldn’t stop himself. His lips left her neck, moving down her body towards her chest. He traced upper slopes of her giant melons with his lips, hungrily feeling their softness as he kissed his way downwards. Following the curvature of her big round tits, he found his lips tumbling down the slopes of her breasts and into the cleavage, his lips sliding against the soft, luscious skin. The way her exposed breast-flesh rebounded against his lips was… indescribable. Feeling one of her hands at the back of his neck pulling him down deeper, he found himself lodged nose-deep in her cleavage. Her arm hooked around the back of his neck to hold him in place against her tits while her other hand continued to stroke his throbbing married prick through his pants.

	Ryan was a tall man, and Stacy was quite petite, yet she was the one in control here, having completely subdued him with her luscious body. Instead of shoving her away, his hands were groping her perfect ass. Instead of screaming at her, his face was smothered between her big tits. And instead of ignoring what his cock was clearly screaming out for, he was getting the pleasure he so richly needed.

	It was… heaven. Such soft, succulent flesh pressed against his face… their smoothness, their weight, heavy and firm, the silky skin molding against his features as he was held against them. He’d never felt anything like it. And the girly, heavenly scent nestled right between her tits… it was incredible, even better than he hoped. His body shuddered with need for her.

	“Come with me, Ryan…” the Asian woman sighed into his ear, stepping back slowly, leading him back into her office, back towards the couch. His body stayed glued to hers, blindly following the pleasure she was bringing him. And in truth, he barely heard her command, because he was drowning. Immersed in softness. Smothered against the smooth golden skin of Stacy’s mammoth round breasts, his nose lodged in her cleavage, her pheromones hitting him directly. At the moment, her tits were his everything. All he could see. Feel. Smell. They made his blood pump. They made his cock throb. Nothing else mattered.

	That’s how fucking good at this she was. He’d come into this night with designs of winning her over and cooling her feelings towards his wife. He’d heard the warnings about her. He’d been on guard from the moment they’d met. But still, she got him admitting to himself that her big tits were all that really mattered to him. He’d truly not known what kind of woman he was dealing with.

	As he was guided back to the couch, he kept scrubbing his face against her ripe, smooth titty-flesh, planting kisses on her huge breasts while keeping his nose planted in between them. As he moved, he kept humping against her grasping hand, continuing to grip her ass and hold her against him, increasing the pleasure he was feeling. In these moments, he was truly lost in her body.

	“Hahaha! I could tell you wanted this from the moment we met… fuck!” she announced arrogantly, delicately walking backwards, pulling him along with him. “If you’d done this right then, right in front of your wife… shit… I’d have fucked you on the spot… right in front of her… yes… made her watch…” She was really feeling herself now. Despite spurring his failed attempt at escape, the fact that she’d immediately re-ensnared him let her know she could get away with anything with him, and she was gonna push that fact. Her words were getting far crueler towards Elizabeth as he fell deeper into her clutches, inciting further turmoil within him. But at the same time, she squeezed his cock more firmly and humped against him even harder, overwhelming such petty concerns. Thoughts of escape were forgotten. He just kept going along with her, despite that alarm bell in the back of his mind telling him how wrong all this was. And at this point, even with those alarms blaring in his mind, she didn’t bother to slow down. She was robbing the bank, and it didn’t matter that she was being caught in the act. That would only make it better when she still walked away with the prize. And if he already knew about the theft being committed and was letting it happen, it didn’t matter if she savored her victory and stomped out the competition in the process.

	“Just think… oh…” she moaned, a particularly potent thrill going through her as she ground against him. “If your wife didn’t embarrass herself and get super drunk… ah…” she sighed. “If she had stepped up for her man… fuck… as much as you tried to stand up for her… shit… this wouldn’t be happening! You wouldn’t be about to fuck the living hell out of another woman! Yes! But it’s for the best. You deserve it, baby! You don’t need to let that dreary piece of shit hold you back from what you deserve! Ah! You could have the best! You could do so much fucking better than her! AH! Feel those fucking tits against your face and try to convince me you’d rather stick with boring little Lizzy over me and my perfect fucking body!”

	It was as if she were trying to rile him up, say as much as she could before he’d finally pull his face from her perfect rack. Her slights against Elizabeth, her proclamations that she was holding him back from his true potential… it made his blood boil, but it wasn’t enough to break his face away from her giant round fucking tits. He just couldn’t do it. They felt so amazing! So incredibly satisfying that it seemed damn near impossible to pull himself away from them.

	“Hahaha! Yes! If you disagreed, you’d be screaming at me, not about to fuck me!” she whispered devilishly into his ear, slowly spinning him so his back faced the couch. ‘I guess deep down, you do think your wife is a miserable little bitch, just like I do!’ she said, gripping his neck, holding him in place so she could keep rubbing her boobs against his face. That being said, he didn’t need the help. He still wasn’t trying to pull himself away from them, not a bit. “I bet you wanted this before you even met me, didn’t you? This is why you came here, isn’t it? This was never about standing up for your wife. You like hearing your wife bitching about me… I bet you LOVE hearing about me demolishing her every fucking day. I bet it gets you so fucking hard, doesn’t it?” she said, squeezing his throbbing cock. His blood was pumping as she stepped up her accusations, those alarm bells getting louder and louder, cutting through the lustful daze inside him. Even as he kept scrubbing his face against her smooth, luscious breasts, his defenses were getting louder, warning him to pull back from danger, noticeable even in the haze of lust coursing through him.

	‘It’s not true. It’s not true!’ he screamed out internally, his inner dialogue emerging after having been lost as he surrendered himself to her breasts. ‘He wasn’t some maniac who got off on hearing about his wife getting humiliated,’ he thought to himself as his cock pulsed in the hand of the woman responsible for that humiliation. Fuck… why couldn’t he stop himself? He wanted to, he really did. But her breasts… they were just so soft and smooth. And just so, so big! But he did want to stop. He did want to stand up for his wife. He did want to preserve his soul, but this wicked woman was just so damn tempting. Some part of him started bargaining with himself, starting to think that corrupting his soul wouldn’t be so bad in order to experience this perfect woman… no! He had to resist! He had to fight back!

	“I mean, after hearing how I dunk on her again and again and again, how could you resist eventually taking my side?” she purred evilly, really pushing her tits against his face. “No man wants to be married to a born bully victim like her. Even a guy like you wants to be with a winner! Poor girl drunk herself stupid at the mere sight of me talking to you. Just imagine how she would have reacted if she saw all the stuff you did with me as soon as she passed out! Maybe I should tell her about it…” Those warning bells were getting louder, almost enough to force him to deny himself the pleasure of her incredible rack and confront her. His resistance was getting stronger.

	This wasn’t just petty arrogance spewing from her mouth, although she was certainly enjoying badmouthing that miserable bitch to her husband’s face and seeing him so enraptured by her tits that he still didn’t come to her defense. But in truth, she’d dabbled in shit like this in negotiations with clients she intended to seduce. By speaking her mind and staking out her terms, no matter how bold and unfair they were, by then seducing the client afterwards, they were left without a leg to stand on. They were forced to accept her terms, because the sex was so fucking good that they couldn’t deny her or her abilities. It was the same principle here. By voicing the truth about pathetic little Lizzy right off that bat and establishing the terms, when he completely succumbed to her hot body, which he most certainly would, he wouldn’t have a leg to stand on to stand up for his wife. By surrendering to her despite all the awful shit she said about his wife, he was in essence endorsing everything she said as truth, because by fucking her he was taking her side completely, in the most intimate way.

	That’s what made a guy like him so tantalizing. A random fuckboy at a bar would not put so much weight and gravity into a fuck-fest with a slut like her. But a kind, friendly, just man like him… betraying his wife with a slut like her in such a complete way… it was as if he’d corrupted his own soul in search of pleasure. He’d never be able to get over it, and with his soul corrupted, there was nothing stopping him from fully giving in completely. To become completely consumed with sex in a way that even the most mindless fuckboys would shy away from. He’d never be able to hide from what he’d done, or the truths about his wife he was now forced to acknowledge. And without a leg to stand on in terms of defending his marriage, all that was left was that big third leg of his hanging between his legs, and there was nothing stopping it from ending up buried inside her again.

	Stacy was playing for fucking keeps here. Especially after he’d tried to run, she was now ready to tear him apart and lock him down completely. Seemingly the only question was whether he’d give in and fuck her, but in truth that question was laughable. It was just a matter of time. And with how fucking wet and ready her pussy was, it wouldn’t be long now. Still clutching his face to her tits, her sinewy, evil, taunting voice was ready to hit his ears again. Dr. White had showcased her ability to read people from afar, but Stacy had a soul-read on this married stud, and she knew exactly what made him tick.

	“I bet you think you’re some great charitable soul being married to a girl like her, but you’re not,” she began. “If that was the case, why do you want to fuck me so bad? Maybe you’re just as bad as me… yes… Maybe by the end of the night, you’ll see how much fun it is to make fun of your loser, dipshit wife… fuck…” Ryan’s blood was boiling, taking heated breaths, drawing air from between her tits, the sound of his excited heartbeat pumping behind his ears. “Imagine how much of a fucking loser bully target you have to be that even her just, kind, dependable husband simply gives up and starts making fun of her too!”

	This did it. The magnetic pull of her body was finally repelled by the evil inside of her. She was insanely sexy, but her wicked, evil, vile mind had gone too far, saying stuff so awful that he couldn’t ignore it anymore. Not only her repeated slights of his wife, hitting that target again and again and again, but also to deny that he’d been anything less than an upstanding husband for Elizabeth, and that he wasn’t the man he said he was… that finally pushed him over the edge.

	In a flash, he pulled his handsome, gasping, sweat-covered face from the shorter woman’s chest, pulling himself up straight, ready to confront her. That was when he realized that she’s backed him into a trap. As soon as he stood up straight, the back of his legs hit the couch, knocking him off balance just enough for him to fall back into the seat of the couch. He was right back where he’d been seated minutes prior, his escape having amounted to nothing more than him making out with her and diving in face-first between her tits. She now stood over him smugly, nipples stiff, planting her hands on her hips confidently.

	He saw her fully for what she was now. An evil, wicked, dangerous woman. Now he fully understood her capacity for evil, and that side of her had finally gone far enough to outweigh his lust for her, despite his cock still throbbing for her. His mind had won out, and he now totally understood his wife’s fear of this woman, and why she was so gun shy about him even interacting with her. Standing over him, looking down at him with dark intentions in her eyes, her shapely body barely contained by that figure-hugging red dress, she waited for him to speak, not caring that he saw her true nature, knowing it wouldn’t stop what was about to happen.

	“You’re fucked up, you know that?” he stated firmly, looking up at her, the curse word burning as it escaped his lips. For a man who never lost his cool, he rarely resorted to cursing, but this… this was an extenuating circumstance. Things had gotten way out of control; this sinful woman having coaxed him to the precipice at the edge of the valley of sin. At the last moment, he’d rejected her, but it was only after she’d pushed him to do things he’d never dream of. But he’d regained his footing enough to call out this woman for what she was.

	At his exclamation, she simply smirked, unoffended. Standing over his seated form again, the petite Asian woman towered over him. Standing just above his knees, her massive jutting rack imposing into his personal space, she looked down those mammoth sloping tits right at him, staring him down like the prey in her trap. His words bouncing around her mind, she finally replied.

	“Babe, you don’t know the half of it,” she said dispassionately, letting him know he’d only scratched the surface of her wicked nature. What he’d already seen was way too much for him, but the hold she already had on him was enough to make his cock throb at the dark possibilities. This was enough to scare him into action, recalling his previous plan. His eyes scanning his surroundings, he began searching for ways to escape. Last time he’d tried to do so, she stopped him, allowing him to only fall deeper under her spell. But not this time. He would escape her clutches. He had to. For the sake of his own soul, and the future of his marriage, he had to. Even though she was blocking the way standing right in front of him, even though she was terribly intimidating, even though her tits were enormous and perfect and he wanted to get his hands on them so bad, he had to get away.

	“I need to leave,” he announced to her for some reason as opposed to just making a break for it, so at his wit’s end that he wasn’t thinking logically. She rolled her eyes at this weak attempt to escape, knowing it would be in vain. And by signaling his intentions to her, it was as if he were asking her to stop him. On one hand, she was really loving the challenge he presented, seeing now the appeal of pursuing a happily married man as opposed to the ones looking to cheat. That being said, her pussy was in dire need of some huge dick, and he was keeping her waiting. Impatient with these protests, and hungry for things to reach the next stage, she opted to bring out the big guns. As soon as he leaned forward to stand, her fingers re-hooked themselves into the straps of her dress and roughly yanked them down, allowing for her bare breasts to cascade outwards forcefully, finally revealing themselves to the married man’s eyes for the very first time.

	Almost immediately, Ryan’s cock jumped in his pants, and his attempted escape had the wind taken out of its sails. His eyes went wide at the sight revealed in front of him, and he fell back into his comfortable seat on the couch, unable to do anything but stare.

	They were… amazing. Round and smooth and perfect, jutting out from her slim petite frame in a damn near obscene fashion. Not a tan line to be found, each square inch of her mountainous breasts was the same sexy golden hue as the rest of her. All immaculate softness, all smooth curves on an otherwise fit, taut frame. Each were capped with perfect, stiff pink nipples, and they were very stiff, cutting through the heated air of the dimly lit office.

	They were somehow even more huge now than they looked stuffed in that tight dress, and that was saying something, as they looked like absolute blimps even when covered up. But unleashed… they looked unbelievably massive. How could such a slim, fit, petite woman have such giant round tits? And it wasn’t just the size, it was their immaculate round shape, artfully full as to have their sides no doubt be visible from behind her while also natural forming a deep dark crevasse of cleavage in between. Their full, imposing presence was so enormous that they seemed powerful. And she knew how to showcase them, hands on her hips, a confident, knowing smirk on her face. Her tits were incredible, and she knew it.

	Ryan couldn’t stop staring at them. He couldn’t believe he was actually seeing his wife’s boss’s bare tits, and now that he was, he couldn’t stop admiring them. Round and smooth and insanely soft looking, wobbling heavily even at her smallest of movements, enrapturing his gaze. He was somewhat shocked to see she was braless, given that those massive melons weren’t bouncing all over the place all night. But that amazing dress of hers must have been so tight that it kept those massive udders in place as much as possible. Jesus… he could not stop staring at them. He was mesmerized.

	“How big are they?” he found himself asking without thinking, his voice a harsh whisper, his mind faraway, the alarms in his mind going damn near silent at the sight of such perfection.

	Smirking, she reached up and cupped her fleshy tits, squeezing them ever-so-slightly, the succulent skin oozing between her fingers in just the right way. Her thumb and forefingers on each hand lightly pinched her nipples, teasing the married man with the lewd sight.

	“Double E-cups,” she stated proudly, looking down at her own melons. “They’ve been this big since freshman year of high school…” she added. She bounced them lightly in her palms, the luscious smooth flesh jiggling hypnotically, enrapturing the married man. He’d never seen anything like this. Not even close. “If I had known you back then, I definitely would have convinced you to squeeze them. Do you want to squeeze them now? I can tell that you REALLY like them…”

	The words caught in his throat as his eyes remained on the Asian woman’s rack, enraptured. He knew it was wrong, he knew he should stop, but he could not stop staring. They were perfect. Immaculate, succulent, mouthwatering tits on a woman who by every passing moment revealed herself to be more and more evil. But that knowledge only made this a more forbidden sight, rendering him unable to look away. Unable to stop himself from fantasizing about doing just as she asked, dreaming of finally digging his hands in those perfect, fleshy, BARE tits and fully experiencing the perfect tempting softness that he’d only gotten a sample of earlier through her dress. But that bit of him that prided himself on always doing the right thing, of maintaining that level head, it was doing its best to reassert itself, especially after she’d questioned that side of him.

	“I can’t…” he choked out weakly. Why was this so difficult? He knew it was wrong, that he wanted to be loyal to his wife, but every fiber in his being was craving Stacy. Craving the idea of immersing himself in that fucking body and experience everything she had to offer. Longing to get his hands on those perfect fucking tits after hours of her parading them around him. He’d never been like this before, so drawn to something so wrong. He’d always done the right thing. And now, being presented with such an obviously wrong choice, he found himself drawn to it. The forbidden in a life of always going down the straight and narrow. But he couldn’t, he knew that for sure. It’d taken every fiber in his being to break away from her the first time, the threat against his soul enough to untangle him from his desire for her and her hot body. But she’d upped the stakes, revealing her tits, freezing him in place by his renewed desire for her succulent form. The idea of putting his hands on her big tits… if he were to do that, he’d never be able to let go. He wouldn’t be able to stop her from making him do whatever she wanted. He could never let himself cross that line. Not matter how much he wanted to. No matter how soft and smooth they looked…

	His judgement was clouded. Infected by her influence. It was as if she were a creature of pure sin, designed to torment him, and merely being in her presence was enough to corrupt him. And he’d done a lot more than simply be in her presence. He’d danced with her. Pressed himself against her. Touched her. Felt her. Kissed her. He’d swallowed this wicked tease’s spit in the nastiest make-out session he’d ever taken part in. Of course, he was infused with the wickedness that pumped through her veins without shame. It was part of him now, and he didn’t know if he could ever fully shake it. Or if he wanted to.

	But it had started even before any of that. Their first meeting… that first full blast of her intense sexiness hitting him at once upon his first sight of her, right in front of his wife, in that moment immediately casting Elizabeth into the shadows. A flash of her body in that skin-tight dress, and all the flesh that it barely concealed. And that electric moment when his hand clasped hers, forging a connection that was only getting stronger. They were connected, like it or not. He hated her, and he wanted her more than anything. These desires were diametrically opposed. For a man who prided himself on mediating, on finding the balance between two opposing forces, he was now being pulled in both directions. Hate and Lust. Love and Betrayal. Elizabeth and Stacy. This even-keeled married man was being pulled apart, and he feared what would happen when he finally snapped.

	“You can’t? Because you clearly want to…” Stacy boasted, the firm flesh of her double-E cups rebounding against her fingers as she lightly squeezed them. His eyes were arrested. ‘You don’t have to deny it. No one else can hear… it’s super obvious. You just gotta say it! There’s nothing wrong with that, right?’ she said with an inviting, seductive smile. But Ryan stayed frozen, knowing any admission of desire at this point would send him careening down a path he couldn’t escape from. “I’ve never had a man work so hard to not get his hands on my tits!” she added, laughing. She then examined him, in his harried, lustful state. “You strike me as one of those quiet, normal guys who could be really, REALLY good at rough sex if he would ever let himself. If he would ever allow himself to forget about his wife and be with the right kinda woman. The kinda woman guys like you are always scared of… married men like you aren’t supposed to end up alone in a room with a slut like me. The only ones that do are the ones that are secretly dying for it. The kind of guy that married a flat-chested, miserable little bitch but secretly LOVES big, perfect tits like mine more than anything…” He really wanted to deny her, but his eyes could not leave her chest. His cock could not stop straining with need. His thoughts of escape were forgotten. How foolish he was to think he could. And frankly, it was starting to feel impossible. The more he fought against it, the deeper in he was pulled. He put his foot down, and he ended up alone with her in her office. He tried to run, and he ended up making out with her. He couldn’t help but think the more he fought against this, the worse it would get for him.

	“It doesn’t matter what I want,” he croaked out, his voice tightening, knowing what direction this was heading, the sense of doom surrounding his heart. He put his head in his hands and began rubbing his eyes, shaking his head. There’d never been a chance he could escape from this. Some disobedient urge inside him was sending him careening into sin with this evil woman, and he couldn’t pull out of the dive no matter what he did.

	The problem was… this all felt amazing. This night had revealed that he indeed had some very wicked desires that he’d tried to bury, and he’d kept himself away from them for so long that they’d lied dormant. But now, he was fully confronted with them, and his blood was pumping. His nerves were tingling. He felt alive.

	“I bet you’re a really good husband,” the evil woman began softly, her words like the devil on his shoulder, voicing his darkest, most selfish thoughts. “Always ceding to your wife, squashing your own needs to keep her happy… I bet you’ve done this your whole life. The type of guy who has stifled his own desires in order to make his pathetic flat-chested wife feel good about herself, when honestly… she really should feel like a piece of shit. She should feel like the dumb, loser girl she really is…” While he loved his wife, he’d never felt anything like this level of excitement with her… ever. Had he really been choking the life out of himself by settling into a comfortable married existence? Had he denied himself the excitement of life by being the good person, the good boyfriend, the good husband? Not taking any risks… not making any mistakes. His body was clearly hungering for something, and his mind was now starting to be convinced. Seeing that her words were hitting home, she pressed the advantage, knowing exactly what tone to hit to worm her way into his mind.

	“You see?” she continued, pinching her nipples. “You’ve denied yourself for so long that you deserve to be a little selfish. I think even Lizzy would understand… girls know what men are into even when they don’t say it. I bet she knows what I figured out in an instant. That you’re the type of guy who would go nuts for a pair of big tits if he ever got the chance. She is so hilariously flat-chested that she understands that on a cellular level. That’s probably why she never wanted us to meet… cause even she knows my tits are so perfect that even her perfect amazing husband would want to squeeze them. Deep down, she knows you’re gonna cheat on her someday…” He gulped. This woman was evil. He hadn’t looked past the rotten things she’d said about his wife mere moments prior. But even knowing that, he couldn’t deny how much twisted sense she was making. How convincing her words were becoming to his lust-addled mind.

	Worn down, mind shredded beyond reason by this unyielding, lust-filled attack, he could barely think straight. He looked at her chest longingly, his hands flexing against the soft surface of the leather couch. He knew which path he was heading down, even knowing the dangers. He just felt so worn down. So broken. He couldn’t hold back much longer. How could any man withstand this?

	She’d been managing her tone perfectly, opting for the soft sell after driving him insane with the harder approach, worming her way deeper into his mind. She preferred the latter, but she had him right on the edge. Just a little more pushing and he’d be won over… then she could sink her fangs in him and really win him over to her side completely. The problem was she was getting more and more impatient, and really, really fucking horny, the idea of finally winning this damn near unconquerable married man over driving her crazy. And that was causing her to lose her controlled tone.

	She was ready to go in for the kill, and luckily, she had plenty of experience doing just that. She knew what made men like him tick. Being an Asian woman who primarily fucked white men, she knew how crazy white guys went for Asian pussy. And it wasn’t just the ones that openly and shamelessly fetishized Asian women. Even the men who claimed otherwise, the ones that seemed above such distinctions, who said that it didn’t really matter, men like Ryan… their tune always changed when they were ball’s deep in that perfect Asian cunt. In the end, white men’s engines always revved just a little more for Asian women than it did for other girls. Always. And Ryan would be no different from countless other men she’d left in her wake.

	“Lizzy knows you deserve the best!” Stacy stated. ‘She knows you’re meant for that perfect Asian pussy!’ She smirked inwardly, always finding the use of this kind of language rather silly. Despite always bristling at the idea of being someone’s Asian fetish object, she couldn’t deny that putting things in those terms was remarkably effective, as she could see Ryan’s eyes light up at the mere mention of it. He didn’t even realize he reacted so noticeably. She was right… He didn’t normally think about women in this manner, but as soon as she laid it out in that language, he reacted strongly, as if stirring up a monster from its slumber. So, she kept it going, knowing it would only draw him deeper under her spell. “Deep down, men like you know Asian women are the best! And poor little pathetic white women like Lizzy know it too. They know a hunk like you would never choose a boring white vagina when they could slide their big, thick white cock in a premium Asian cunt! It’s so small and tight and perfect… it’s not supposed to take big, massive cocks like yours. But that’s what makes it better! Imagine how amazing it would feel pumping your big thick white dick into my perfect cunt versus your wife’s. Imagine how tight it would feel inside me…” God help him, Ryan couldn’t stop thinking about it. She then reached up and cupped her own tits. “And, I mean… just look at my tits,” she marveled, jiggling them in her palms. He didn’t need the help as he stared right at them. “Nothing in the world compares to a pair of huge Asian tits! They’re the best! I bet even a man like you who’s married to a boring white woman would admit that their dream woman is a hot Asian slut with huge tits… right?” She asked with a smirk and a raised eyebrow.

	Ryan truly had never thought about women that way, but in the moment, gawking at the half-naked Asian woman, it was impossible to deny that she was the sexiest woman he’d ever seen. He couldn’t stop staring at her, saying nothing as he gawked at her.

	“You’ll never be able forget this, baby…” she began, softly squeezing her own tits… her perfect Asian tits… again, the sight of the soft, succulent flesh pouring through her fingers driving him crazy. He was hypnotized, practically drooling. ‘If you don’t squeeze them now, you’re just gonna wish you did later. And you’ll begin to resent your wife for her being the reason you missed out on this. And if you come crawling back to me, I’ll make your squeeze them right in front of your fucking wife… “she stated with some bite.” It’ll be so much worse for her if you wait… “she threatened, still palming her massive jugs.” And besides… we’ve already made out… and you’ve felt my ass… and you rubbed your face against my big perfect Asian breasts… is squeezing them really any worse?’ she asked, biting her lip. “I just… I just don’t get why the hell you’re saying no to this…”

	He didn’t know either. He was so worn down and broken, and the longer this went on, the more sense she was making. He wasn’t gonna be able to escape. He wouldn’t be able to forget. The only chance he had was to submit. To give himself over to her, to submit to her and give her everything she wanted. Maybe his efforts would inspire her to show some sense of mercy, to protect his betrayal from his wife’s knowledge. The cost would be great, but his only hope would be to endure. To cling to his good nature, to protect his soul from the all-out attack this act would involve. To do his best not to lose himself, to hold back and stop himself from enjoying it as much as possible. To cling to his good nature and escape as unscathed as possible. God help him…

	Shaking his head, he looked up at her.

	“Can you…” he croaked out, looking up into her wicked, amused gaze. “If we do it, can you at least not tell her? Or let anyone tell her what happened? Please?” he asked, practically begging even as his cock strained through his pants, desperate for her body. She smirked with barely contained glee.

	“Sure…” she purred, unable to hide the dark intentions in her voice. It was as if she knew she wouldn’t be keeping up her end of the bargain, or that it wouldn’t really matter in the end. But she was aware enough to see that he was right on the edge, and even a weak assurance on her end was all he needed to surrender to her. And she was right. Although her response didn’t exactly inspire confidence, it was better than nothing. Probably the best deal he could get. He fell back, shaking his head, in disbelief that this was about to happen. She laughed at his discontent, knowing his tune would change very soon.

	He put his head in his hands again. If this was gonna happen, he had to be smart about it. He reminded himself that he had to do his best to not enjoy this, just get it done and over with. That was of vital importance. Additionally… he had to keep things quiet so no one else could know. To cover his tracks. And he had to use protection. That was non-negotiable.

	“Stacy…” he began, looking up at her again, poised to lay out the final terms of his surrender. But it was too late for that.

	He’d already raised the white flag.

	Before he could finish his sentence, her lips were on his, meeting in a fierce kiss once more. Immediately melting into the kiss as her tongue slid back into his mouth, rendering him unable to resist as she shoved him back into the couch roughly. In a flash, she was straddling him, her weight resting on the married man’s lap as she kept her lips attached to his. With her legs spread around him lewdly, her skin-tight dress rose upwards, bunching up at her waist, exposing her nearly bare, thong-clad ass. And with her knees resting on the couch on either side of him, this put her crotch right against his, the clothed bulge straining to escape his pants grinding directly against her thinly covered pussy. And she was humping against him so obscenely that it didn’t take long for him to feel her moisture even through his pants, her slutty pussy so eager and so ready for his big throbbing cock that it was gushing for him. Knowing that her wet, ready pussy was so close to his needy, steel-hard cock… it screamed out for her, desperate for the pleasure that was so tantalizingly close.

	Their bodies melting together, lips locked in a tight seal, tongues coiled around each other, Ryan groaned into her mouth, the sensations of pleasure too potent to deny. Why did it have to feel so good with her? Why did their bodies fit together so right, in a way he’d never felt with any other girl? Was this meant to be? Was some wicked power above him guiding them together, despite the fact that he was married, and she was an evil, twisted bitch? God… if they didn’t fit together so well, her advances wouldn’t be so impossible to deny. He hated that he knew how fucking amazing the sex would be if he were to let go and enjoy it, which is why he had to really showcase his trademark self-control and withstand the pleasure she offered him as best as possible. But with his lips locked with his wife’s boss, her heavy bare tits weighing against his chest, and feeling his swollen married dick feverishly grinding against her despite his best efforts, he feared it would be an impossible challenge.

	Finally pulling back, a heated band of their combined spit connecting their swollen lips until it snapped, landing on his chin, she gave him a hungry, panting, ravenous grin as she looked down at him, her bare breasts rising and falling with each breath. She was so fucking ready for this. She didn’t want to give him any more chances to deny her.

	“I wanna fuck you so bad…” she sighed before kissing up his cheek, moving towards his ear. As she did this, her hands went straight back to his crotch, eager to finally get her hands on his big, bare cock. As her hands tore through his clothes, ripping open his button-up shirt and pulling it off, then yanking at his belt, his dazed eyes looked over her shoulder and caught a glimpse of their reflection in a mirror on the other side of the office, arresting his vision.

	It was a brand new sight for him, the most exposed he’d seen her. With the entirety of her dress now bunched up around her waist, he could now see her long, taut back completely exposed to him, as well as the sight of her firm, lithe legs. She still had her red heels on her feet, each on either side of him as she straddled him. But the most captivating thing the reflection showed him was the sight of her thong-clad ass, exposed to him for the very first time.

	The skin-tight dress had given him a good idea of what to expect, but even still, seeing it in the flesh was even better. Each firm, juicy cheek was impressively large and shapely given her petite frame, showing that she probably worked out like crazy to get an ass that firm and perfect and juicy. But given how tasty her body was, she was probably blessed with a perfect ass already, and her dedication to her body only made it more perfect. It stood out from her slim body like a shelf, mouthwatering and firm and fleshy and just fucking absolute perfection! It was further highlighted by the tiny black thong she was wearing, so slight and teeny that it wouldn’t show through her dress. The thin black bands of the lacy material riding along the upper ridge of the firm cheeks before meeting in the middle in a small black triangle just above her ass-crack. The remaining point of that triangle connected to a third string, diving down between the firm, tanned, meaty cheeks of the Asian woman’s ass and disappearing there, only emerging at the other side where it connected to the thin slightly see-through lacy material covering her pussy. In this position, her ass was posed front and center in the reflection, consuming his vision. And posed as she was, each slight movement made the firm cheeks part ever-so-slightly, giving a teasing glimpse at that third band of her thong nestled there, and the visual treats it barely covered.

	Why did such a lewd sight make his mouth water?

	He was a good man, raised to view women with respect. And he’d always lived up to that credo, never once pushing beyond the sensible sexual limits that normal girls like Elizabeth had, never once asking for something more advanced. But as his eyes feasted on the very advanced body of the wicked slut on top of him, new hungers were revealing themselves. He had to tamp those hungers down. He had to do his best to not enjoy this, and not get lost in her tasty body, and not eat her ass. He had to promise himself that he would not wedge his handsome married face between those perfect firm cheeks and eat her perfect ass in the way a slut like her probably craved, no matter how tasty it looked.

	Seeking respite from his wayward thoughts, his eyes looked elsewhere. But no safety could be found, as every inch of her was even more delectable than the last. Even from behind, he could get teasing glimpses of the sides of her massively large breasts, and his mouth watered even more so than before. And in this battle, he feared his hunger for her would fail him, as even this small glimpse was driving him crazy.

	With Stacy biting his earlobe lightly, his eyes rolled back into his head at the fierceness of her aggression towards him. In his daze, he felt her pull his undershirt up and rip it off, allowing their bare chests to meet, her heavy, full breasts now resting against his fit, well-built musculature. Her hands eagerly pulled open his pants enough to allow one of her hands to slide directly into his well-fitted boxer-briefs, her fingers wrapping around his thick meaty shaft eagerly, his steel-hard cock so insanely solid that it didn’t rebound in the slightest to her touch. In that moment, it felt like he was harder than any man had ever been, certainly the hardest she’d ever encountered. No man had ever wanted her body more than Ryan did at precisely this moment.

	Suddenly feverish in her desire, she roughly yanked at his bloated prick, eager to lay eyes on it, eager to finally see the married weapon he’d been teasing her with all night. With a forceful tug, Ryan’s big swollen cock was finally freed from its confines, the band of his underwear snapping in place loudly and emphatically against his thighs as his final defenses failed him, surrendering to her desire to see it. And now, nearly the entirety of his baseball bat was revealed to her eyes for the very first time. Backing away from him ever so slightly, she had to look down at it. She had to see it. She just had to.

	“Jesus fucking Christ, Ryan!” she called out, for the first time her controlled tone shattering, pure shock painted across her gorgeous features. He wasn’t just big… he was FUCKING HUGE! Holy shit! And so fucking hard! Jesus! It had to be 10 inches… at least! 10 inches of perfect, pussy pleasing goodness! Yes! And it was thick, too… thick as her fucking wrist, thick enough that she couldn’t fully wrap her fingers around it. Hard as metal, perfectly shaped, a sizable tube along the underside, showing that this cock could fire off a pretty serious amount of cum. Her eyes followed that tube upwards to the head, the spongy, flared mushroom tip looking swollen and angry and ready for action. It was perfectly shaped, the head of his cock not too large, but prominent enough to really do some damage.

	The entirety of his massive white dick was just… perfect. There really was no other word for it. The shaft was smooth and unblemished, almost barely used. It was as if he had a sportscar between his legs that was barely being driven. Luckily for him, she was used to being in the driver’s seat.

	Stacy couldn’t stop staring. As a connoisseur of big cocks, she couldn’t recall seeing one quite so immaculate as this one. For a moment, even this aggressive, cutthroat slut was shocked into silent awe, unable to look away. But she hadn’t quite seen the entirety of his perfection. With her fingers still gripping the base of his prick firmly, she tilted his perfect white cock away before reaching down gently with her other hand, as if poised to handle a loaded weapon. Letting her hand follow the underside of his big cock as she reached down into the area still hidden by his underwear, she gently caressed his heavy, swollen balls and lifted them over the hem of his briefs, revealing them to her gaze for the first time.

	They were as perfect as the rest. Two heavy, egg-sized balls, contained in a smooth sack, his nuts too large for one of her small palms to contain. Swollen and full with so much fucking cum, they looked ready to burst. He had a lot of cum backed up in his system… no wonder he’d immediately gone gaga over her hot body. These heavy balls were full of his married sperm, so full they were set to explode. And if she got her way, she’d be experiencing every bit of that explosion.

	Ryan enjoyed the brief respite, but seeing the undistilled admiration this experienced slut had for his big cock filled him with a strange sense of pride, that someone as worldly as her could be so impressed by him. She stared at it for a few extended, heavy moments of naked desire. Seeing her laser-focused, hungry gaze on his throbbing married cock, there was nothing that would get in the way of finally quenching her hunger. Seeing the intent in her eyes, he suddenly realized this was the moment. His fidelity was hanging on by a thread, and it was moments away from being shredded completely. These were the last few seconds before the inevitable, and the last chance he had to assert any level of control over what was about to happen.

	“Stacy…” he began, about to warn her that he needed a condom before going any further. But before he could form another word, she leapt into action. Before he could react, she lifted herself up, wrapped her arm around the back of his neck, and pressed her giant bare breasts against his face, holding him close. He didn’t even have a chance to enjoy the sight of her exposed breasts right in front of his face until he was smothered against them. He’d gotten a bit of this earlier, but now, with his face against the full expanse of her massive bare breasts, their effect was even more potent. Immersed in the most incredible softness imaginable, his face being smothered by her two round fleshy tits, her stiff pink nipples sliding against him… trying to speak up against this was the last thing on his mind. Drowning in her expansive titty-flesh, the light sheen of perspiration coating the silky-smooth skin of her giant boobs transferring onto his face, her girly scent filling his nose… his system was so overwhelmed with desire that thoughts of needing a condom were suddenly not so important.

	Having successfully stifled his final act of rebellion, she wasn’t about to waste any more time. Reaching down to pull her soaked black thong to the side, revealing the small, slick, puffy lips of her eager cunt, adorned with the smallest little landing strip of black pubic hair, she shifted to the side, hovering above his towering pillar. Reaching down, she curled her nimble fingers around his shaft, pointing it straight upwards, till that perfect, unblemished married prick was staring down her very hungry, very slutty sex-hole. Lowering herself enough so that the very tip of it was pressing against her entrance, she paused just long enough for him to realize what was about to happen. And before he could do anything but accept his fate, Stacy dropped her weight downwards, giving his thick married cock no choice but to enter her waiting pussy.

	“OH!” Ryan groaned out into her chest. His entire body shuddered as a powerful shock to the system immediately hit him. His wife’s vagina was nice and warm and snug… but this was at a whole other level altogether. Immediately, he knew her earlier boasts were accurate. Asian pussy was the best. Her immaculate, cute, small little pussy was somehow able to take his wrist-thick married dick inside of it, the plump lips spreading to their limit around him in order to allow him inside of her. The tip of his spear dug into waiting pussy, the hole opening up enough to take it, to allow his big married cock inside her and squeeze the living hell out of it almost immediately. The inner walls of her hungry pussy squeezed his thick cock like a clenched fist, the unholy tightness of her sex-hole a brand-new experience, the furthest cry from anything he’d ever experienced. From anything he’d known possible. It was as if his big thick cock and her tight Asian cunt were made for each other. His nerves were on fire, his mind was being struck by lightning.

	And this was just the tip.

	Despite her petite size, she was so fucking wet, and so turned on, and such a fucking size queen that somehow, she was able to take more and more of the married man’s massive dick while barely slowing down. Her lips were wrapped around his shaft as tight as a drum, practically forming a perfect seal as she took him deeper, her juices coating his shaft, allowing deeper and deeper penetration. Two inches. Four. Six! She was able to take almost seven inches of wrist-thick married cock before she had to slow down to adjust, as his big cock began to hit extra-deep territory that only a lucky few were lucky enough to delve into. It was here that she had to pause and take a breath.

	“Oh my God! Fuck, you’re so big!” she sighed, her cunt spasming around his throbbing shaft as she adjusted to his intense size. “I want to take it all! FUCK! I want every inch inside my slutty Asian cunt!” She screamed out in unashamed pleasure, her pussy filled to the fucking brim and still wanting more. Her pussy clenched around him again.

	“UGGGHHHHH!” he moaned into Stacy’s fleshy tits, the well-built married man pinned underneath the petite Asian woman, restrained by her enormous breasts against his face and her tight pussy wrapped around his swollen pole. His legs wiggled beneath her, as if trying to work his way from underneath her, as if trying to reject the almost insane amount of pleasure coursing through him. What was this? How could this feel so fucking good!? How could anything feel this amazing? His cock was throbbing inside of her as the walls of her insanely tight fucking pussy clung to him, squeezing him, massaging his married dick in just the right way. And his cock felt like it was so deep inside her. Elizabeth always satisfied him, but he could never get too deep inside her. The curse of having a large endowment. A woman like Elizabeth was not built to take it. But Stacy wasn’t most women. Her nasty fucking Asian pussy could fucking take it. Holy shit! He had promised himself not to enjoy this too much, but… fuck! How could anyone withstand pleasure like this?

	“You feel that fucking cunt, baby? Yes!” she moaned, her pussy wrapped around him as tight as could be. “We’re fucking together now! Yes! That big white cock is in my fucking pussy! That makes us lovers! OH! You can’t take it back, babe! UGH! It’s over! You’ll never be the same now that you’ve had a real pussy… Asian pussy… yes!”

	Ryan could barely hear her; he was so far gone. The pleasure… it was just too much. The inexperienced man couldn’t handle it. Unable to help himself, he humped upwards, desperate for more as she stayed in place, adjusting to his size. But she was in control here, moving along with him, denying him the pleasure he sought. He tried grabbing her hips and pulling her down, but she was the boss here, not allowing him to move her.

	“Hahaha! Look at you!” she laughed, still clutching the married man to her tits to silence him. ‘You were so desperate to not do this, but look at you now… ugh… yes! Trying to get every inch of this big, fat, perfect married cock into my nasty fucking cunt! You are loving this already! UGH! YES!’ she moaned out, her pussy quivering around him. “So much better than Lizzy’s boring vagina… right?”

	“Mmmph!” he groaned, his voice muffled by her massive rack as he struggled beneath her, trying to withstand the overwhelming pleasure coursing through him. The feeling of his cock in her insanely tight pussy, squeezing the hell out the already sizable length stuffed inside her. Her tits molding against his handsome features, the indescribably soft, smooth breasts providing the only port in a storm as his face pressed against him, subduing him as he other parts of him were overwhelmed. He was unabashedly loving this part of the proceedings, scrubbing his face against her naked tits, wanting to experience every bit of her silky breast-flesh. So overcome was he that when he felt her stiff nipple pressing against his lips, he quickly opened his mouth and allowed the hardened nub into his mouth, his lips closing around it as his tongue began to lick it. His mouth began to suck on it.

	“OH!” the Asian slut moaned as she felt the delightful tug of the married man’s mouth sucking on her nipple. Her pussy clenched around him as she felt this, her juices gushing down his pole as her insanely tight cunt prepared his lengthy shaft to go even deeper inside her. “Keep sucking on that titty, babe! Yes! I could tell you needed this so bad! UGH! Fuck!” she sighed, her pussy spasming around his bloated shaft again. Her pussy was finally ready for more.

	As soon as he began sucking on the Asian woman’s tits, a deep-seeded hunger revealed itself. His cheeks immediately hollowed as he sucked on her stiff nipple, and his tongue went crazy, licking the delightful nub, tasting it, finding a soul-level satisfaction in performing this act. In sucking on the biggest pair of tits he’d ever seen. For a moment, the whirling waters in his mind calmed down. For a moment, her abundant chest became his entire world, finding a strange sense of serenity in sucking on her stiff nipple, all other concerns getting dulled. Silenced. The fight slowly left him. His body stopped fighting. He became subdued completely by her breasts, only focusing on sucking on one them.

	And with the married man vulnerable, she made her move.

	Before he could react, she lifted herself ever so slightly before dropping her full weight onto his huge married dick, taking his full length inside her small, tight, clutching pussy.

	“AHH! OH MY GOD!” Ryan grunted out, his entire body clenching up. Only something mighty hitting his system could force him to let her tasty nipple slip from his mouth, but she did it.

	“UGH! Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!” she cried out, her entire body tensing up. Her cunt spasmed violently as it adjusted to the size of the invader stuffed within it. Her ass was now on his thighs, resting on his balls, grinding on his lap as she got used to his impressive size.

	“Fuck! UGH! GOD!” Ryan groaned, his throat tightened, barely able to withstand what he was feeling. The tightness… the heat… the suction… the broiling hot juices coating every inch of his shaft… the walls of her pussy squeezing the living hell out of his swollen married dick… it was insane! So fucking good, but so overwhelming! It was too much to take. Too much. The sensations of pleasure coursing through him, the nerve endings located on his big, thick cock being flooded with pleasure, driving him literally insane. His blood was pumping. His heart was beating faster than it ever had. His mind was on fire as it reckoned with all these new sensations this evil woman was giving him. He couldn’t handle it. He thought he might die it was so fucking intense. This couldn’t be right. Nothing that felt this good could be right. This was so wrong… so fucking wrong. It felt like her pussy was trying to pull his soul out of his body, it was so goddamn tight. His cock was almost numb it was so overwhelmed. Nothing was like this. Nothing had ever felt like this. He didn’t know anything like this existed. This couldn’t be real. It was too good to be real!

	It felt so fucking good! But he promised himself not to enjoy it. He promised himself to just ride this out as joylessly as possible. But this… this was so far beyond what he expected. How could he not enjoy this? How could he endure this without savoring it? He was being pulled in two. His mind was in turmoil, trying it’s best to withstand this devastating pleasure. But his cock… it was loving this. Her pussy was amazing! He couldn’t get enough of it, the sensation of her inner walls gripping his cock so tight… it was like heaven. The absolute fucking sublime. The pleasure he was feeling was flooding his mind, breaking him down, winning him over, silencing his objections. He was trying to deny it, but at the same time his hands had slid down to squeeze her perfect ass, gripping the firm cheeks and holding her in place as she flexed her pussy around him, grinding on him, eroding his resistance. His mind wanted to escape, but it was almost as if his own body was willing her to break him.

	“Fuck! Fuck! FUCK! SHIT! AH!” Stacy moaned, his full length inside of her driving her nuts as well. Grinding on him, her body tingling with pleasure, she was right on the edge of a small orgasm. Right fucking there… ‘AHHHH! YES!’ she screamed out, wrapping her other arm around his neck, gripping the back of it with both hands so she could lean backwards, pulling her tits from the married man’s face as she did so. Arching her back, she let her head fall back and moan to the heavens. “AHHHH! Fuck! FUCK! Yes! Fuck! I’m cumming! You’re so big! Fuck!” she screamed out as her body shuddered, her pussy squeezing around him as her juices splashed against his balls. For someone like his wife, this would be the main course of pleasure for the evening, but for a slut like Stacy, this was just the appetizer.

	Regathering herself, she looked back at him, a brilliant satisfied grin on her lips. She was still leaning back slightly, allowing him a first-class view of her ripe, round tits as she ground herself against his lap, her pussy squeezing around his buried length, making him groan.

	“Fuck! I knew you’d be good, but not this good!” she gushed. ‘You’ve already made me cum, and we haven’t even started!’ She was looking at his pained, resistant face, doing his best to withstand the irresistible pleasure she was bringing him. Happy to gloat, she spoke up. “Just think about all the shit I’ve put your wife through, and know that all you could do in response was slide your big perfect dick deep inside me until I came! Yes! What a great husband you are!” she screamed out, her pussy quivering around him. He groaned in response to this, her words hitting deep in his overwhelmed mind, really driving home all the bad shit he was doing. “And now…” she began, smirking, digging her nails into his bare shoulders. “And now we really start!”

	At this, she raised her petite body up, her tight grip barely allowing his thick, meaty cock to slide outwards. But it nonetheless did, revealing a shaft coated with her shiny sex-juices, the lips of her pussy clinging onto it with a death grip, trying to keep his perfect dick buried inside her. But it would get it’s wish shortly, because as soon as she got about halfway up his impressive length, she dropped back down, her ass slamming into his thighs.

	“OH! God!” he grunted out, a fresh wave of insane pleasure hitting his overwhelmed system. And as she did it again, and again, and again, his head fell back onto the couch, completely unable to handle this level of pleasure, his inexperienced mind short-circuiting as the Asian slut began to bounce on his lengthy married dick. He’d never felt anything close to this. Not remotely close.

	“Oh my God!” Stacy sighed, working herself into a good rhythm as she bounced on the married man’s big dick. It felt she was skewering herself on his arm, his cock felt so big. But she could take it. She could fucking take it. That’s how she knew she was a size queen… her petite body could take a big dick in any way required. But even so, his thick, beefy cock was a fucking challenge, stretching her tight pussy to what felt like beyond its limits. But she wanted it. She wanted it so bad. The sensation of being filled to the fucking limit… she lived for that feeling. It was like nothing else. No alcohol, no drug… none of it could match the rush she only achieved when she was getting rammed with a really huge dick. And this cock was bigger than most she’d experienced… she just knew the pleasure would be better than anything she’d ever felt. She knew it already. “Ugh! God! That’s a good dick! A good fucking white dick! I’m so fucking glad you’re fucking me with it, and not your miserable, boring-ass wife. Aren’t you happy to be fucking me instead of her? Isn’t this so much fucking better!?”

	Ryan could barely hear her, her words careening to the back of his subconscious, echoing there over and over again. But he was in a daze. It was all just so overwhelming. In his current state, all he could do is watch her with dazed eyes and hold on for the ride. And by hold on, that meant maintaining a firm grip on her bouncing ass as she rode him, her cunt taking more and more of his big dick every time. He knew it was dangerous to keep his hands on her delicious body, barely holding on as she fucked him, but it was even more difficult to let go of her perfect rear end, the firm juicy cheeks feeling amazing in his palms as she bounced on him.

	His cock was slick, coated with her juices, easing his big battering ram’s entrance into her tight, clutching sex-hole. The walls of it were squeezing his prick as tight as possible, smothering it with tightness it as she bounced, gripping more and more of it as her cunt swallowed it up, making him wince with pleasure every time. The only way to survive and not succumb completely was to let his mind drift, becoming hypnotized by the sight of her heavy, round, firm Asian breasts bouncing as she rode him. They were perfect… just perfect. The heavy, smooth udders, jiggling just right. The stiff pink nipples dancing in the air. God, what would it be like to finally get his hands on those perfect breasts? She’d been taunting him all night with them, driving him crazy. Didn’t he deserve to get his hands on them… just once?

	Wait… no. No! He couldn’t! They were too perfect. Too soft. Too firm. If he touched them, he’d never be able to let go. He wouldn’t be able to hold himself back. He’d lose control. He’d lose himself forever. He’d get REALLY into the sex. No, he couldn’t. But they were so big…

	Seeing his gaze, she focused her attack.

	“Haha! Fuck! You were so obvious out there! Ugh! Staring at my chest!” she bragged, bouncing on him, her pussy sending shudders of excitement through his swollen, pulsing dick. He was trying his best to deny them, to remain as unaffected by what she was doing, but it seemed an impossible challenge. “I bet even Lizzy saw it! Saw you stealing glances at my big, perfect tits! Fuck! Every chance you could! I noticed! UGH! Every time! Fuck! So did Kendall! Yes! So did everyone! FUCK! They all knew we’d be hooking up tonight! Yes! Everyone could see how much you wanted my body! Don’t you want my body, baby?” She asked, continuing to bounce on his full length, fucking him firmly, driving her ass into him, the sounds of their bodies colliding forming a hellish rhythm coaxing him into the sinful dance.

	Ryan was holding his breath, as keeping the air in his lungs seemed to be only way to not scream out “YES!” to her. To not scream out how he wanted her body more than anything. To not scream out how badly he wanted to squeeze those perfect ripe melons of hers. How he’d wanted to do so since they first met. At the same time, he was terrified at what would happen if he did so. Being pulled in both directions left him all in knots, tightly wound, paralyzed into inaction.

	But with his breath caught in his lungs, his body tensed up, his mind in turmoil, he felt like he was about to pop. He couldn’t think straight. He couldn’t function. His mind was being worn down even as his body remained steadfast. The pressure inside him was building up beyond what he could handle. In that split-second, he realized he needed to vent that pressure for his own sake. Because if he didn’t, his mind would be what would give in first, and that was the only thing holding him back from fully embracing the wickedness of this encounter. He needed to vent some steam, give in just a little so he wouldn’t give in fully. He needed to let it out to save himself and his marriage.

	So, in that sense, he had to squeeze the Asian slut’s big tits. He had to.

	As soon as he cracked open the door in his mind that maybe he should do it, his hands immediately leapt into action. Rising from her ass, Ryan immediately slapped his palms against the sides of those round jiggling tits of hers, his strong hands colliding against those firm, tanned udders. He took a moment to feel the smooth, firm flesh beneath his fingertips before finally digging in, squeezing Stacy’s massive naked tits for the very first time.

	“Oh my God!” he groaned out, exhaling, finding his voice for the first time, unable to contain this effusive praise of the Asian slut’s immaculate breasts. “Holy shit, they’re fucking amazing!” he sighed before he could stop it.

	They were incredible! Feeling the silky-smooth flesh of her giant tanned breasts pouring through his fingers was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. He’d gotten quick, teasing grasps at her giant boobs, and he’d scrubbed his face against her massive firm tits, but these were his big hands on her bare breasts, and nothing compared to what he was feeling right now. They were just so fucking soft! Digging his fingers into them, at first lightly then more firmly, really feeling them up, really embracing their overwhelming softness. His palms rested against the outer curves of her giant tanned tits with his thumbs near her cleavage, digging into them over and over again. But he was only experiencing a small portion of her expansive, mountainous breasts, so he began running his hands all over them, feeling up every square inch of them as she bounced on him. He didn’t know if he could fully get behind her earlier boast that the best tits in the world were massive Asian tits, but he already knew that the best tits he’d ever lay eyes upon were Asian. Stacy’s massive melons would be the greatest tits he’d ever get his hands on. Nothing could ever top them.

	“That’s it, baby! Yes! Feel those fucking tits!” Stacy moaned. “You’ll never be able to go back to Lizzy’s pathetic flat chest after this! Keep doing that, Ryan! Keep squeezing my big tits! Keep fucking me!”

	Despite her slights towards his wife, he nonetheless complied, continuing to run his hands all over her giant boobs, squeezing as he went. He couldn’t get enough, sliding his fingers in her cleavage, or just cupping them as she bounced on him, or just slapping his hands directly on the fronts of them and squeezing them to his heart’s content, gripping onto them for dear life as she fucked him, her stiff nipples centered in his palms. Moving one of his palms was enough to reveal a nipple to his hungry eyes again, and once he saw it, he couldn’t stop himself. He pulled her towards him, capturing it in his mouth, sucking on one of her giant tits as she bounced on him, palming the other one as he did so.

	“Mmmm! Fuck! I can feel how much you love them…” Stacy sighed, feeling his cock throb inside her as he worshipped her tits. Wrapping one of her arms around his head to keep him in place, she looked down at him as he hungrily sucked on her nipple, his lips keeping a tight seal around the stiff nub as she bounced on his full length, his greased-up cock sliding in and out of her nasty cunt. After the initial adjustment period, her tiny little pussy was so primed for him, swallowing his impressive length in an almost obscene manner, a cock so long and thick filling a cunt as extra-tight as hers to the brim. Her stare met his dazed, hungry gaze as he eagerly sucked on her massive round titty hungrily. Sucked on them like he’d been waiting for the chance to suck on a pair of boobs this large his entire life. “Yes! You really love this! Fuck, you’re so good at this! UGH! Fuck! That’s it! Yes! But why would you marry a girl with such pathetic breasts when you love really big ones like mine?! UGH! YES!” she moaned out as his tongue teased her spit-covered nipple. She really drove into his lap, her ass slamming into his thighs as she put some extra oomph into their fucking.

	He closed his eyes to try and shut this all out, the extra spice she was adding to her bounces, as well as her wicked words. It was just too much for the inexperienced married man. Her breasts were insane, and he couldn’t get enough, sucking on one while squeezing the other greedily, not slowing down in his worship of them as she increased the pressure on him, only embracing them even more passionately. And her pussy… it was heaven. He’d never felt anything like this. His cock getting squeezed from every angle, gripped tighter than it ever had, getting fully ensconced in her sinfully tight Asian pussy. It was the best thing he’d ever felt. If she remained silent, he could ride this out, venting his pleasures through her tits, enough participation to satisfy his body while preserving his mind’s loyalty to his wife. Into it enough to ride it out, but not too into it. Not enjoying it any more than he had to.

	But she wouldn’t shut up.

	If she could just ride this out in the same way he was, he could do it. But she kept cruelly commenting on his wife and her shortcomings. Kept badmouthing her and asserting her superiority over Elizabeth. This, he couldn’t let himself go along with, because it felt like extremely dangerous territory, judging by the sinful rush that went through his cock and up his spine with every naughty thing she said about his wife. He could not let himself be pulled even an inch in that direction, because he was afraid at how effectively those attacks were hitting paydirt. That’s why he closed his eyes, to shut her out as best as he could.

	But a slut like Stacy was not about to let this slide.

	Suddenly, she drove herself into his lap and stayed there, his full length buried within her. As she ground herself around him, humping into his lap, she leaned back, pulling her nipple from his lips, and her breasts from his grasp. As he reached forward to re-grab them, she grabbed his wrists and slammed them against the back of the couch, holding them in place.

	“You NEED to talk to me, babe…” she warned, squeezing her pussy around him, making him groan from deep in his throat. ‘Don’t be a pussy! Be a fucking man! When I say something, you need to respond! When I ask you about how shitty your wife is in bed, I want to hear you say it too! When I call Lizzy a fucking ugly piece of shit, you need to agree!’ she demanded, clutching his beefy shaft with her pussy again. “I know you are loving this… I want to hear you say it. I want you to fucking scream how much you fucking love it! I’m not your fucking wife! I don’t want sunshine and flowers and sweet nothings. I don’t want that weak shit she probably asks you for. I want to hear you scream out how much you love us fucking! I want to hear you say how much you love my cunt! And my ass! And my gorgeous face! And I want you to tell me over and over again how obsessed you are with my big tits!” She taunted him, smirking, squeezing her cunt around him extra hard and swiveling her upper half, jiggling her tits for him. “So, loosen your fucking tongue, or you don’t get to touch these ever again,” she said, glancing down at her own chest as she clutched herself around him one more time.

	“Ughhh!” he grunted out desperately, trying to break free from her grasp, but she had the leverage over him, keeping his arms in this awkward position, holding him in place. Like a cornered animal, he sought out any escape possible from the trap he found himself in, any way to avoid giving her exactly what she wanted, knowing how dangerous it was. He saw no way out. He’d planned to ride this whole thing out as joylessly as possible, and he’d already carved out a justification to worship her perfect tits. Now, he had to delve deeper into sin with her. He had to play her fucking game. He had to sell more of his soul to her. His eyes blazing with fire, she saw the angry surrender in his eyes.

	“Do you love my tits?” she asked gloatingly, staring down at him, squeezing his prick again and shaking her heavy round breasts for him. Seeing no other way out, and expecting that his answer would allow him access to her perfect, squeezable breasts again, he relented.

	“Yes…” he said, his voice tensed, giving her what she wanted. But that wasn’t enough, as she still kept his wrists pinned down. He desperately tried to escape her grasp, but she maintained her hold on him, squeezing her pussy around him hard, sapping some of the fight out of him again. His cock throbbed inside her as her pussy taunted him with exquisite pleasure. He would do damn near anything for more at this point, so desperate he was.

	“Do you love them more than Lizzy’s?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “Are my big fucking Asian tits better than your wife’s little, itty-bitty, nothing breasts?” she asked with some bite, demanding an answer. Screwing up the courage, he shook his head and answered.

	“Yes.” he relented, an immediate rush coursing through him at saying something so wicked. “Oh…” he groaned as he reckoned with it, grinding against her as he rode it out. “I love them! I love your perfect Asian tits! They’re bigger and better in every way!” he added before he could stop himself, the pleasure driving his actions. As bad as it sounded… it was true, and frankly undeniable. Stacy had insanely huge, perfectly formed tits, and his wife… she wasn’t so blessed in that department. Small and petite and cute, for sure, but no comparison to Stacy’s massive melons. No comparison at all…

	“Haha! Yes!” she cried out, loving what she was hearing. “It’s no wonder your wife’s a fucking bully target with how small her little nothing boobies are. UGH! Dumb bitch can’t even fill a training bra! A man like you could never actually love a girl that doesn’t have boobs. UGH! She’s a fucking joke, and everyone will always laugh at her…” He hated the claim that he was solely motivated by a girl’s cup size, but he couldn’t deny the rush that went through him as she said it.

	Eyes still blazing at this admission, she pressed for more.

	“Do I have a better ass than your wife?” she asked, slowly grinding against him. His eyes flicked past her to the mirror on the other side of the office, giving him another view of her perfect, juicy ass, the full, meaty cheeks flexing as she ground against him. And the cleft in between was immaculate, deep and smooth and perfectly formed, the sight alone enough to make his mouth water again. Comparatively, Elizabeth’s rear end was flat. And formless. Even her butt-crack seemed less well-formed and impressive than the Asian woman’s sexy ass-crack. His wife’s butt had never made him drool like Stacy’s ass did.

	“You…” he admitted, again a shuddering rush of pleasure coursing through him at this admission. “Your ass is better. Oh!” he sighed, trying to stifle the sinful pleasure she was bringing out of him. He hated saying things like this… but he couldn’t deny the onslaught of wicked pleasure that hit him whenever he did. And besides… it was undeniable. Stacy DID have a way better ass than Elizabeth’s.

	“Hahaha!” she laughed, rewarding this admission with a loving squeeze of her pussy around his big, needy dick. “Poor little thing doesn’t even have a butt! Haha! Flat as a fucking board, front and back! Not like mine. My ass is fucking perfect! Your wife is almost as jealous of my ass as she is of my big tits! I can’t wait to let it slip to her how much her handsome, hunky husband was drooling over my perfect ass all night! Yes! I think you stared at my ass more than your wife’s face tonight! Haha! No one would fucking blame you! My ass is better looking than her ugly face anyway! Haha! Yes! UGH!”

	“Wait…” he groaned, trying to stop the venom spewing from her mouth, but she began rolling her hips, her pussy gripping him tight as more of her juices coated his length, stopping his defense of his wife in its tracks.

	“Ugh!” he groaned, again trying to tamp down the pleasure she was conjuring in him, both with her body and her words, the idea of boasting to his wife about her husband’s true preferences… it was so fucking wrong, but it made his cock as hard as steel. Why was this all affecting him so strongly? He’d always lived in the middle, on the straight and narrow. This… this was all so far from that. Was that why his cock was loving it so much? That it was wrong, so far from anything he’d experienced, sizzling in forbidden appeal?

	“How about my face?” she asked, sighing and biting her lip, slowly squeezing his throbbing pole with her cunt. “Tell me that I’m more beautiful than your wife… oh… tell me how hot and sexy you think I am!” she seethed, her pussy dripping her juices so much it was pooling on his sack.

	“Ugh…” he groaned, knowing how wrong it was, but its dark appeal drawing him in. His wife was very pretty, fresh-faced, and lovely. But Stacy… she was a stone-cold babe. As hot as any model, sexy in a way that was truly intimidating… not even Elizabeth would claim to be better looking than her sexy boss. “Yes! You’re better looking than my wife! Oh! You’re so fucking sexy!” he sighed, his cock throbbing inside her as a jolt of pleasure hitting him hard as he told his wife’s bully how hot he found her. It was so fucking wrong.

	“Hahaha! YES!” she effused, her cunt locking around his shaft, making him groan in a pleasured agony. “What a hero a man like you is for marrying an ugly girl, but no more of that! Oh! No more taking pity! No fucking more! You’re too tasty to be wasted on uggo’s like Lizzy. Isn’t that right baby… are you married to an uggo?”

	“OH!” he groaned, wanting to deny her but unable to form the words. His wife wasn’t actually an uggo… right?

	“Ugh! Fuck! I love stomping out ugly girls like her,” Stacy boasted. “They’re fucking disgusting! She’s so gross and pathetic it makes my skin crawl! Oh! I bet you took one look at me and realized I was right to be picking on her!”

	“Oh! Fuck!” he groaned, wanting again to reject this statement, but the overwhelming pleasure of her cunt around him made saying anything difficult. He again tried to escape her clutches. His arms fought to be freed, but she kept him in place, squeezing her pussy around him one more time, keeping him in place. Looking down at him smugly, she continued. “Since you LOVE my body so much, and you can’t shut up about how amazing I am, how gorgeous and sexy I am, how amazing my tits are, and how perfect my ass is… I just want to hear one more thing.” She paused for effect, wiggling her butt against his thighs, making his head roll. Only when his focus returned did she ask her question.

	“Do you like my cunt, Ryan?” she demanded, rocking on his lap. “How does that big cock of yours feel in my nasty, slutty CUNT! Does it feel better than your wife’s? Tell me!”

	“Oh…” he groaned, his cock throbbing inside of her. It was SO wrong to admit to this… so wrong to slight his wife in such an intimate way… but he couldn’t stop himself. Things had gone too far down this road already. It was beyond his control, now. “Yes! Your pussy’s better! It’s so much better! Fuck… I’ve never felt anything like this! Your pussy is the best!” he groaned out, thinking it was what she wanted to hear. It was true. Her pussy was absolute heaven, the best thing he’d ever felt. Bar none. His wife’s pussy was nice… but compared to this, it was nothing. It barely even counted.

	“No! That’s not a fucking pussy! It’s a cunt! Don’t ever think of it as a pussy again! I want you to say it! I want you to say ‘I love your CUNT!’”, she demanded, swiveling on his post, ready for hear it. As soon as she said it, he had to give her what she wanted. He had to.

	“UGH! I love your cunt!” Ryan screamed out, that sinful word leaving his lips for the first time. It was a word he’d never fathomed saying… until now. For her. ‘I love your cunt! I love your fucking Asian cunt! Oh my God! It’s so good!’ he screamed out, a massive jolt of electric excitement coursing through him at this final admission, that Stacy’s pus… no, her fucking cunt, because that’s what it was. Stacy had a nasty fucking cunt, and it was way better than his wife’s. Oh… it was so bad to say, but it was so true. Elizabeth’s pussy was nice, but now he realized what he was missing out on, and part of him realized that nice would never quite cut it again. He hoped it would, but he feared that a driving need for cunt would take root in his system and never go away. It felt that fucking good! The nice, slightly warm, kind of snug pussy his wife had didn’t compare. No… in the grand scheme of things, she certainly didn’t have a cunt, but what she had wasn’t even a pussy. It was merely a vagina. Nothing more. Ryan’s body was shaking with need, fighting against her, pleasure flooding through his system as the revelation coursed through him that Stacy was indeed superior in every way. “Please!” he screamed out, desperately.

	“Yes! That’s it! Fucking YES!” she screamed out, releasing her hold on him. Immediately, his hungry palms grabbed hold of her massive tits again, digging his fingers into them as firmly as he could. Digging her nails into his manly shoulders, she lifted herself right up till just the tip was lodged inside her before dropping back down, driving her ass into his thighs, taking his entire cock back inside her, resuming bouncing, now at a faster pace. “I’m better than that dumb bitch in every way! UGH! Yes! Don’t forget it! She’s so fucking boring! And stupid! And miserable! AH! YES!”

	“Fuck!” Ryan groaned, hating how much her insults of his wife spurred him on.

	“UGH! FUCK! But I’m a fucking genius, oh!” she sighed, bouncing on the married man’s big throbbing cock. “And I’m fun! And exciting! And so much sexier! How could you ever love her now that you know I exist?”

	“Oh my God!” he sighed, unable to hide the deep satisfaction going through him. Unable to deny the pleasure her body was giving him. As she bounced on him, his cock was almost tingling it was so excited. He’d tried to resist how good this all felt, he really did. But the more he’d fought against letting himself enjoy this, the deeper she’d pulled him into the pleasure of the moment. It was truly starting to feel as if he’d been destined to do this from the moment they’d locked hands in a seemingly friendly gesture, sparking a connection that could only lead to full-out fucking. He found himself humping up into her ever so slightly as she bounced on him.

	His hands kept squeezing the Asian woman’s perfect tits, digging into them over and over again, the smooth flesh filling his palms and oozing between his fingers. They were so huge and so soft. So unbelievably smooth and firm. It was insane how good they felt in his hands, and how he’d never felt anything like it. In Elizabeth’s flare-ups of self-esteem issues, he’d assured her that he found her small, flat breasts ‘cute’, and at the time he meant it. But if she asked him again, he didn’t know if he would say the same. If he could truthfully muster up the same enthusiasm for anything less than the fleshy, oversized melons that Stacy had.

	“Jesus, they’re amazing,” he groaned, palming her big breasts, her tits jiggling in his palms as they did their best to contain her heavy, bouncy jugs. She grinned, loving that this married man was starting to let himself get into this, his tongue slowly loosening.

	“Yes! Oh! Fuck!” Stacy sighed, working up a sweat as she did her work, riding the married man’s fat fucking cock, her incredible fitness shining through as she didn’t slow down in the slightest. “I can tell you are LOVING this! Yes! Has Lizzy ever fucked you this good!?”

	“No…” he said, unable to stop himself from answering her, his cock throbbing in excitement. Compared to Stacy, a woman who was clearly built to take dick, and knew how to do it in a damn near expert manner, it was as if Elizabeth didn’t know the first thing about satisfying a cock. Not like Stacy. “No, you’re so much better than her at this…”

	“Hahaha! Yes! I love it!” Stacy gushed. “I can’t wait till the next time Lizzy pisses me off, and I can tease her about whether or not her husband thinks I’m a better fuck than her! Yes! It’ll make her cry in a corner, haha!”

	Ryan wasn’t far enough gone to let this comment slide, wincing noticeably as soon as he heard this comment, feeling her tits only slightly less hungrily, his rhythm of driving up into her interrupted. ‘Jesus… what an evil bitch she was’, Ryan thought. Seeing this thought pass across his expressive face, she grinned knowingly.

	“Hey…” she called out, still bouncing on him as she demanded his attention. With heat in his eyes, he looked up at her.

	“Tell me you love this,” she asked smugly. He gave her a confused expression. ‘Think about me… think about my body… think about my CUNT!’ she said, driving her ass into his lap and flexing herself around his big dick… hard! His eyes rolled back as he experienced this, barely holding it together. “Think about the fact that we’re fucking behind your idiot wife’s back! Think about everything we’re doing, and say you love it!” she asked.

	He again wanted to hold onto some sense of himself deeper down even as this wicked slut pulled him deeper under her spell, but he knew there was no point resisting. She would get what she wanted from him. And he already knew how much of a catalyst relenting and saying such sinful things would be in the broiling pools of lust inside him. And plus… he didn’t have the will at this point to deny her.

	“I love it,” he said. She ground on him extra hard again, making his eyes lid over in unholy pleasure.

	“Say it again…” she said softly, wiggling her ass in his lap, squeezing herself around him.

	“I love it…” he repeated, his head tilting back, his nerve endings lighting up, fireworks exploding behind his eyes as she teased him.

	“Say it again…” she sighed, leaning forward, her nipple grazing against his lips, his tongue sliding from his mouth to lick the stiff nub again.

	“I love it…” he said again, his voice a heavy whisper, eyes closing, the lids weighed down with pleasure.

	“Say it again…” she said, barely audible, her cunt clutching his swollen, throbbing pole as she slid her smooth lips to his.

	“I love it…” he said softly before their mouths sealed together again in the sinful manner of a succubus corrupting a man by drawing his tongue into her waiting mouth, tainting his pure soul in the process. All he could hear was his voice, his own words echoing again and again and again in his mind. With their lips locked, and her heavy tits against his chest, and her pussy squeezing the unholy hell out of his big heavy dick, these words kept bouncing in thoughts, bouncing against his brain until they hit fertile ground and took hold.

	‘I love it! I love it! I love it!’

	Until they were true.

	Repeated enough times, his mind finally eroded enough to take it as a truth and not a pleasure driven coercion. His mind couldn’t deny it anymore. Couldn’t fight it. Couldn’t find any foothold to resist her wicked mind and hot body anymore. Couldn’t find the strength to fight for his wife’s honor while buried in another woman’s superior cunt.

	He couldn’t deny that he loved it.

	Sliding their mouths apart, breaking their wicked, sinful kiss, she sat back up. Far from a romantic, and not wanting to let Ryan think things had any chance of going that direction, her face twisted up in a sinfully sexy expression as she looked down at his dazed face.

	“Well, if you love it so much, why don’t you prove it! Prove it by fucking me! Prove it by making me cum! Hard!” she spat out brattily.

	His face lit up in a dark rage, and in that moment, Stacy knew she was in for something good.

	 

	 

	 

	The party out in the main office had slowed down somewhat, with some of the older workers calling it an early night and heading out. But a fair amount of the office workers were sticking around, enjoying the party even as it got deeper into the evening.

	‘They’re probably just enjoying the free booze,’ Kendall thought to herself, sipping her own martini, a little away from the crowd, not as drunk as she wished she could be. But someone had to be the adult here. Being one of the women in charge, she knew there had to be a little distance between herself and the other employees. But in this case, she was happy to take advantage of that fact.

	Standing a little away from the main crowd at the center of the party, the big group chatting and laughing as the Christmas music played, she backed away from them. As she did, she heard some muffled noises coming from further back. Smiling to herself, she slowly backed away from the crowd, till her shapely ass was resting on one of the employee’s desks, allowing her to turn to look straight at the source of the muffled noises.

	Stacy’s office.

	Trusting Stacy from the start to get the job done, Kendall had done her own secret preparations to allow her to play her own part in the proceedings. Nothing too major, of course, as she didn’t want it to be too noticeable in the grand scheme of things. Frankly, it was rather simple. She’d merely opened the blinds to both the entrance to the outer room of Stacy’s office where her secretary sat, and to Stacy’s office itself, allowing Kendall to steal a glance straight into there, hoping to get a glimpse at the fun.

	She was not disappointed.

	Her eyes going wide, she looked straight into Stacy’s office and saw exactly what she was looking for. There on the leather couch was Stacy, her tight red dress bunched up around her torso, with her ass exposed and her tits hanging out, bouncing on the married man, Ryan. She looked incredible, her ass absolutely insane, her boobs looking absolutely mammoth on her slim petite frame. Kendall shook her head and smiled… a bitch like her, with a body like that… no wonder her corporate rise was unstoppable. It was no wonder why she made the big bucks.

	
Ryan wasn’t so bad himself. In Kendall’s first sight of him, she hadn’t been overly impressed. While he looked nice, he clearly lacked that certain level of style that comes from dressing up beyond events like this. He’d looked somewhat like a teenager dressed up in nice clothes for some school event. But with his clothes half ripped off, his shirt gone, his pants around his knees, he was certainly all man. A well-built, fit chest, strong arms, big hands… and judging by the glimpses Kendall could get, a very, VERY big cock… his body was very impressive. His glasses gone, his face twisted up in sexual exertion… where he once appeared boyish standing next to his mousy wife, he now looked like a man paired off with a real woman. But she could barely see his face, as she was smothering him with her massive tits while she rode him, his tongue extending, licking her nipples every chance he could.

	Kendall shook her head and grinned as she kept watching the action through the window. ‘Damn, she is good,’ she thought, marveling at her boss. And she was totally right about Ryan. He was a total stud. And not only that, but she was also right that he was completely stealable, as in one night he’d been poached from his wife by that stone cold bitch. And they were really going at it! She was riding his big cock like she was breaking in a stallion, riding him from the tip to the balls, her ass slamming into his thighs every time. As she bounced, he had one hand resting on her hip and the other cupping one of her big boobs, allowing him to feast on her nipple as she rode him.

	They looked so good together! The tall, handsome married white man and the petite, dominant, hot-bodied Asian woman. Fuck! Watching them going at it was starting to get her blood pumping. And it was making her ever so slightly burn with jealousy, as Stacy had succeeded in landing her man where Kendall had failed a couple years prior.

	‘It should have been me,’ she thought to herself, shaking her head. It had been a couple years since she’d made her move on her old boss, Jake, and he’d deftly turned her down. Even after doing so, shooing her advances away as politely as one could given the circumstances, even after he no-doubt spiked her upward advancement, allowing Stacy to get the job she’d coveted… even after that, Kendall pined for him more than ever! She’d kept tabs on him even from afar, looking at pictures of him and his wife and imagining herself in his wife’s place, filling herself with a very lengthy dildo and imagining it was him, fucking one of her many suitors and imagining it was her older crush drilling the living hell out of her. But seeing Stacy and Ryan in their… that was Jake’s old office. That could have been Kendall in there, getting fucked just like that. It SHOULD have been her…

	Watching the pair fucking like animals, the rest of the party was sort of drowned out. Sipping her drink, her focus was on the furiously copulating pair, her eyes never leaving them. But she was so focused on them that when she suddenly felt a hand gently grab her shoulder, she nearly jumped out of her skin, slightly splashing her drink out of pure shock.

	“Jesus, Marley!” Kendall exclaimed, seeing that it was Lizzy’s trainee that had gotten her attention.

	“Oh! Sorry!” the curly-haired young woman chirped apologetically. Kendall shook her head, slightly annoyed, but it was hard to stay mad at Marley. She was super nice and friendly and sweet as can be, but not mousey and fragile like Lizzy. She was young, and with the proper guidance, she could be something really special. But in the moment, she was the last person Kendall wanted to see.

	“What do you want?” Kendall asked, still slightly annoyed at having her moment interrupted.

	“Sorry, it’s just… you were all alone, and I wanted to make sure you were okay…” she asked, annoyingly sweet. Kendall rolled her eyes.

	“I’m fine,” Kendall replied impatiently, looking to shoo her away so she could get back to the show. And she was hoping to do so quickly, because with the way she was positioned, Marley just had to turn her eyes ever so slightly and she could see the same thing Kendall could. And given her good nature, Kendall doubted she would react as positively as she did.

	“What were you looking at?” Marley asked with a bright, curious smile. “I was wondering if something…” she began, turning her eyes to look towards Stacy’s office, right where Kendall had been looking.

	“Wait!” Kendall said, moving to block her view, but it was too late. The young woman’s eyes went wide as she saw the furiously fucking pair in the office. She laid eyes upon the sinful tableau not meant for her, and her young eyes went wide at the sight. Frozen into silence, she didn’t move, just watching. Kendall would have imagined a good-hearted girl like her would have been horrified by such a sight, but her silence spoke volumes. Stacy had said she saw potential in the young woman, but Kendall never had.

	Until now.

	Standing up, Kendall moved behind the young woman, gently resting her hands on her shoulders.

	“Is that…?” Marely asked, breathing deep, her large breasts rising and falling, far less disgust in her voice than Kendall would have expected.

	“Yep,” Kendall whispered into the young woman’s ear. “Stacy’s in there with Elizabeth’s husband…”

	“That’s… that’s so wrong…” Marley said, biting her lower lip, her eyes wide. She seemed shocked, for sure, but even as she watched more of the action, watched as her boss bounced on her coworker’s husband, her judgment still lacked the bite you would expect. Interesting…

	“You didn’t see them earlier?” Kendall questioned, eyes clicking back and forth as she rested a hand on the younger woman’s shoulder. “They were ALL OVER each other! Haha! I knew within five minutes that those two were gonna fuck! I think his wife saw it too. That’s why she drunk herself stupid.” The two women stood in silence and watched the fucking pair going at it. In this quiet, even over the music filling the office, Stacy’s moans came through the walls, muffled.

	“Oh! Fuck me! FUCK ME! Fuck me with that big married cock, Ryan! YES!” she screamed out. Kendall smiled to herself.

	’What a fucking slut…’

	“Oh my God…” Marley said, unable to look away. Kendall looked her over… instead of being repulsed, she was breathing deep. A light sweat was coating her brow. Her skin looked alive. She was enjoying this! Kendall was wowed. She seemed so kind and sweet, but she was loving what she was seeing. Wow! This bitch did have potential…

	“Pretty hot, right?” Kendall asked with a grin, sipping her drink. Marley turned to look at her, a guilty look in her eyes.

	“I don’t know…” she demurred, grinning nervously. Both looked over just in time to see the married man hungrily wrap his lips around her stiff nipple, his hips driving his big cock up into her at the same time. Stacy’s head fell back in excitement, screaming out.

	“Fuck! That’s perfect! Suck on my big fucking tits, baby!”

	“It’s okay…” Kendall began comfortingly. “It’s okay to admit it’s pretty hot! I think it’s really hot… her fucking a married man, the husband of one of her subordinates, while that subordinate is passed out. Not only being her superior at work, but her superior in every way. That’s really fucking hot!” Marley smiled nervously.

	“But Elizabeth… she’s really nice!” Marley stated. Kendall rolled her eyes.

	“Sure…” Kendall relented. “But nice girls finish last. And I don’t know if you’ve noticed… but around here, Lizzy always finishes last.”

	“I mean…” Marley began. “She’s really smart and friendly…” She looked away, still standing up for the woman training her, as if not wanting to fully go along with the tall brunette even though she knew it was true. Even though her body was clearly indicating that she was turned on. Even though Kendall could see her stiffening nipples beneath her top.

	“Sure. She is…” Kendall replied, nodding in agreement. “But nice doesn’t get you that office…” Kendall said, pointing at Stacy’s office. “Nice doesn’t keep a stud like that one loyal…” she said, referring to the married man currently balls deep in Stacy’s slutty Asian cunt. Kendall got the younger woman’s full attention before continuing. “So do you want to be nice, or do you want to be successful?”

	Marley balked at first, smiling and looking away nervously. But Kendall stared her down, her gaze demanding an answer. Marley was caught off guard, feeling like she was in a job interview, and the wrong answer would tank her career. Looking back at her superior, screwing up her courage, she nodded and put on a determined face.

	“I want to be successful,’ Marley said with a nod of determination, eyes flicking back between the sex she was spying on and her superior’s beautiful face. Kendall studied her for a few moments before her face lit up with an alluring grin. Kendall gave her an almost proud look.

	“I’m impressed…” she said, nodding. “Stacy was right about you. I think you’ll fit right in here.” She walked around the younger woman and sat on the end of the desk, now blatantly facing Stacy’s office. With enough room left for her, Marley took the opportunity to sit next to Kendall, watching the action from next to her. Looking over to her superior, she grinned nervously.

	“It is pretty hot…” she admitted, nodding towards the action, speaking as if she were saying something forbidden for the very first time. She grinned and bit her lip as she watched her boss fucking the living hell out of that married man.

	“Yes, it is…” Kendall replied, eyes not leaving the intense fucking, sipping her drink. She turned to glance at the younger woman, appraising her and nodding. With a little more experience and some proper training… she could be something special. She turned away to keep watching the action.

	“I think you’ll fit right in here,” Kendall stated. At this, Marley grinned brilliantly, feeling like she was being brought into the inner circle. Her eyes watched the action, vowing to learn everything she could.

	 

	 

	 

	“Oh my God! I think I’m gonna cum again…” Stacy moaned loudly, driving herself up and down the married man’s dick with furious purpose, fucking him hard. His big married cock was hitting her just right, and she was happy to use that huge dick of his to cum over and over again.

	“Jesus… you’re a fucking slut…” he replied, shaking his head but being far more participatory than he’d originally intended. He’d started off wanting to experience this as joylessly as possible, to just sit there and ride the whole thing out till it was over. But she wouldn’t allow that, wanting to pull him into the filth of the moment, and make him as involved as possible. He’d then tried to at the very least hold onto his love and loyalty towards his wife, but she weaponized that as well, penalizing him for his silence by making him bring his wife’s body into the discussion and repeatedly point out how superior Stacy’s body was in comparison. The more he stayed silent, the more she brought up Elizabeth, and the worse his wife looked when compared to her.

	Now, by necessity, his initial plan had been inverted. His best path forward seemed to be as hands-on as possible. Let himself go, let himself enjoy it, give this evil bitch exactly what she wanted, even if that meant rewarding her bad behavior by making her cum over and over again. Even if it meant he had to go along with her many slurs towards his wife. The only way to come out of this was to wall off this experience once it was over, and hope to God no one else ever saw what happened here. And in walling it off, he’d hoped to keep these memories contained for eternity, never to be let out inside him again. And once that decision was made, he started to let himself go. Let his concerns slip away. Let himself fall into the moment.

	But here was the thing… Ryan prided himself on his self-control. He never let go. He never let that tightly knotted control loosen. He never let his own selfish needs expose themselves, for fear of prioritizing his needs over someone else’s and appearing self-centered. He always put his wife’s needs over his own. He always preferred to make the majority happy even if it wasn’t his ideal personal outcome.

	This was all to say it was distressing how much he was enjoying this. How good it felt to satisfy his own needs for what felt like the first time ever.

	As much as he hated to say it… it felt amazing! Stacy’s crazy-tight Asian cunt… holy shit, it was like heaven! It was insane how good it felt. Beyond that, having a gorgeous Asian woman with mammoth tits fucking the living hell out of him… he couldn’t deny how amazing this was. The fact that this woman was pure evil, and that this was all being done at his wife’s expense… sure, it was really bad, but he’d never felt more alive! He’d never felt more excited. He’d never felt this good. It would be impossible to not fall into the moment. It would be impossible not to enjoy it. This intense fucking was so damn good it almost demanded that he let go of his wife’s honor and just experience the moment, to experience Stacy’s hot body in all its glory.

	“You love it! Hahaha!” Stacy laughed, driving herself into his lap, her delicious tanned body coated with sweat. “You love that I’m a fucking slut! Cause I am! I’m a nasty fucking whore who fucks other women’s husbands! Yes! Why do you think I’m so goddamn good at this! OH! It’s cause I’ve taken so much dick! UGH! And now I’m taking your big fat white dick and its way better than all of them! Yes! It’s my fucking favorite! YES!”

	“Oh!” Ryan groaned, feeling a strange sense of pride at his manhood being this total slut’s favorite. That he was doing a better job than the many other men who’d explored the same territory. His cock throbbed inside her. It was a wonder he hadn’t cum, but this was the one area where his iron will was holding out. His stamina was otherworldly right now, somehow enduring this all-consuming pleasure and still going. Of course, his cock was almost numb it was so overcome with excitement, but he was still hard as steel and still throbbing in pleasure.

	“Oh fuck! FUCK! I think I’m gonna cum again! Holy shit! Holy shit! AHHHH!” she groaned, her body shaking, as she collapsed into his lap, his full length stuffed inside her as another small orgasm hit her system, her cunt locking around his swollen pole.

	“UGGGHHHHHH!” the married man grunted throatily, keeping it together, enduring her orgasm without blowing his top. Without losing control and exploding deep inside her. Even now, he knew how dangerous doing such a thing would be, so his last bit of solid defense was keeping his balls blessedly full. But it was still a great challenge, and his hands leapt forward to grab her slick, sweat-covered tits and gripping them firmly, riding out her orgasm by using their insane softness as a distraction. His fingers dug into the luscious flesh, squeezing them to his heart’s content.

	Finally, the slut’s body relaxed, giving him an almost drunken laugh as she looked right at him, wiping the sweat off her brow as she pushed her hair out of her face. She slowly began to rock back and forth, grinding on his steel-hard pole.

	“Oh my God! You’re amazing!” she effused, grinning wickedly. “I bet Lizzy never uses this big cock like this! Fuck!”

	“No! Never!” he replied honestly. “Not like this!” The Asian slut laughed at this.

	“Ha! Yes! That bitch doesn’t know the first thing about working a dick right! YES!” she moaned, now rolling her hips, her making his post feel every inch of the inside of her cunt. ‘A white cock like this needs to go to battle with a body like mine to really see what it can do!’ The Asian slut resumed bouncing on his big married dick, quickly revving up to full speed. “UGH! Yes! A cock like yours needs to go to fucking war with my ass and my cunt and my big fucking tits! UGH! Go to war and never come back! Never get over it! Bodies like ours are meant to come together! Yes! A cock like yours is meant to fuck a body like mine! Yes! YES!”

	He hated how much sense she was making. He’d made love to his wife countless times, and this experience with Stacy felt far more satisfying than all those experiences put together. It was incredible. Fucking incredible. He hated this bitch, but the sex was undeniable. He’d never been challenged like this sexually, and he was finally living up to his potential, enduring this ferocious fucking and still going at it. Still giving it back to her, his humping up into her getting more substantial as this went on. His body was compelling him forward, slowly pulling him deeper and deeper into the action.

	“Oh my God, Stacy…” he sighed, a particularly strong jolt of pleasure coursing through his big cock thanks to her tight, squeezing cunt. His dick swelled up in excitement. She grinned excitedly at hearing this.

	“That Asian cunt’s driving you crazy, isn’t it?” she asked, still pushing the Asian angle at him, knowing it was working. As she did, she kept throwing herself into his lap, squeezing his dick extra-tight as she did so, the walls of it clutching his shaft so taut their conjoined organs were almost one, bringing each other endless pleasure.

	“Yes! It fucking is…” he groaned out, unable to deny how great it felt.

	“Most guys can’t handle it! They lose it fast! But not you! You’re so much better than them! Yes!” she moaned it. “Is that cunt better than Lizzy’s?” she asked with a smirk.

	“YES!” He groaned out, the insane level of pleasure her pussy was bringing him almost painful it was so intense. He barely thought about her bringing his wife into this again, and the fact that he agreed with her so quickly. It didn’t matter. It’s what he had to do to survive. To give this bitch what she wanted, no matter how severe. “Her vagina… it’s not even close. It’s nothing compared to your perfect fucking cunt!”

	He dug his fingers into her enormous fleshy tits as she rode him, seeking out anything as a stress relief, but the sensation of that perfect softness in his palms only added to the intense pleasure he was feeling. She was stimulating every sense, as if she was built for just this purpose. And he was the lucky man on the receiving end of such a thing. Lucky enough to enter this gorgeous slut’s orbit and endure this once in a lifetime experience. He’d never felt anything like this. This couldn’t be real. How could people take part in things like this and not lose their minds? His eyes watched her bouncing tits, almost hypnotized by them, this sight the only thing his addled mind could focus on in this whirlwind of insane pleasure.

	He pulled her forwards as she bounced on him, taking her one of her nipples into his hungry mouth again. Part of him only wanted to add to her pleasure, to make her cum and be done with this. And part of him desperately needed to suck on her perfect massive Asian tits again, sucking on the hard nub so hungrily that it overwhelmed all other considerations. There was something primal about it, comforting in a way, something deeply natural. Something he’d never felt when playing with his wife’s little boobies. A soul-deep pleasurable comfort that he wanted to go on forever. On one hand, he wanted this done and finished. On the other hand… he could suck on her tits forever.

	“Suck that titty, babe! Do it!” she demanded, still bouncing on him. As his hands continued to greedily squeeze her ripe udders, his mouth hungrily feasted on her tasty nipples. His mouth remaining attached to her stiff nipple, she slammed her ass into his lap harder, really stepping up the pressure. In response, his teeth locked down on her nipple, making the Asian slut squeal.

	“AHHHHH! YYYEEEESSSS!” she screamed in delight, the small tug of pain only lighting up her excited system further. She only bounced at a more rapid pace at this, energized by the rougher treatment by the once-reserved married man. He bit down on her nipple again. “UGGGHHH! FFFUUUCCCKKKK! Goddamn! YES!” she said, the sensation hurting so good.

	Her excitement translated to him. Without even thinking about it, one of his hands left her ripe breasts, sliding down her body and resting on her perfect ass as it bounced faster and faster. With this increased pace only adding to this pleasure, his hand acted without thinking, slapping her juicy ass, spurring her on.

	SPANK!

	“HAHAHA! Yes! YES! Spank that ass, baby!” she effused, only bouncing with more oomph, really making him feel it.

	SPANK! SPANK!

	“AHHH! FUCK! I love it!” the slut screamed out, her pussy squeezing around his big dick lovingly. “I fucking love it!”

	In the heat of the moment, Ryan found himself matching her lustful savagery, hoping on some level that she would reject such treatment. But, of course, she loved it. Of course, a slut like her would respond to getting her nipples chewed on, to getting her ass slapped firmly. Of course, she wouldn’t reject this filthy treatment. She’d welcome it, because she was a total fucking slut, and she truly had no limits. He almost would have been disappointed if she did. And one some level, he could almost allow a grudging respect for her. That she had the bona fides. That she was an even nastier slut than advertised. That she was even better than he hoped… not to say he’d been hoping for anything like this from her. Or that he’d been sizing her up sexually all night. Or that he’d actually truly wanted this from the start…

	And as he found himself being spurred to get a little rougher wither her, he felt a dark wave pass through him as he sunk deeper into the moment. Deeper into the sinful depths she was pulling him down into.

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“HAHAHA! YES! YES! Spank that fucking ass!” she moaned in delight, bouncing on him at a more rapid pace, this fucking getting truly intense. “UGHHH! Fuck! What would little Lizzy think if she caught you spanking my perfect ass like that!? Yes!” she asked, her voice nonetheless getting a little shaky as something big was on the horizon. He was just working her over so well. An explosion was coming… and soon.

	Grabbing his head roughly, her nails digging into his scalp harshly, she pushed him back, looking down with a nearly crazed look on her face.

	“I said… what would your fucking wife think if she caught you spanking my ass!?” she demanded. Looking up at her, his face covered with both his sweat and the smooth perspiration that had come from her luscious fleshy breasts, he had a blazing expression on his face.

	“She’d fucking hate it!” he spat out, his hips still driving up and matching her bounces, their bodies colliding roughly.

	“But would you stop?” she asked, licking her lips. “OH! Fuck! Oh God! Or would you do it again!? Would you spank my ass right in front of her! UGH! Please! Tell me!” Her heavy breasts were grazing his chin as she kept bouncing on him, holding him down and continuing to ride him hard.

	“OH! Fuck! You fucking bitch!” he groaned, his face screwed up in fury, knowing she knew the answer. Seeing her smirking down at him, he had no escape but to give her what she wanted. “Fuck… I’d spank your fucking ass again!”

	“What?” she replied, eyes lighting up.

	“I’d spank your perfect fucking ass again! OH!” he groaned, a wicked dark pleasure coursing through him. “I’d spank you right in front of her!”

	“Yes! Oh YES!” she screamed out, heaving herself down at him, her tits bouncing against his chin.

	“Oh my God…” he sighed, her renewed efforts making his cock light up, a slow fuse being lit that would lead to some heavy fireworks.

	He hated that every time he let himself speak a slight about his wife, it made him even more excited. He hated that he knew that about himself now, that he could get off on humiliating his wife. It was fucked up, way beyond anything he’d ever done. But perhaps because he’d maintained self-control for so long, his darkest desires had congealed into something deeply wicked, beyond which most ever go. Dark territory that she was now leading him by the dick towards. And he was beginning to follow her eagerly. He hadn’t gotten rid of all his resistance… not yet… but he could feel it slipping away. He was beginning to see the allure of the darkness…

	“If she asked you to stop… oh fuck, oh SHIT… would you still do it again!” the Asian slut sighed. “Would you still spank my perfect ass even if she begged you to stop?”

	In response…

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	His hands slapped her bouncing ass repeatedly, catching it perfectly every time even as she roughly rode him. The scenario she was painting was so wrong… but he was only getting more excited.

	“AH! YES! That’s it baby! YES!” she screamed in delight.

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“HAHA! YES! YES! MORE!” the slut moaned.

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“UGH! Fuck! FUCK! Don’t stop! Yes! Keep drilling that fucking cunt as you spank me! YES!” She screamed. “Just like you would even if your wife walked in here!”

	“OH!” he groaned, his whole body shuddering at the idea of his wife catching him in the act. Fuck, it was so wrong, but that only drove him onwards. His wife… oh… catching him fucking this bitch she hated. Fucking this total slut. Fucking this evil, wicked, amazing whore. Sure, she was a slut. Sure, she was evil. But she was so fucking deliciously wicked that again he could, on some level, almost admire how talented she was in her sinful cruelty. Because how could you deny a woman who’s every wicked word made your cock swell up in delight?

	He was still getting pulled in two directions. On one end, total revulsion at how evil she was. On the other… an insane level of attraction towards this wicked sex goddess. An attraction to her twisted, sinful nature, something so foreign to him. He hated her… but at the same time, she was the sexiest woman he’d ever seen, and the longer this went on, the hotter he found her. Absolutely gorgeous… crazy intelligent… incredibly successful… a deeply filthy mind. An insane body, with a perfect ass, massive tits, and a tighter than tight cunt. On one hand, she was the devil… on the other, she was perfect. An amazing, undeniable sex goddess that he was somehow keeping up with. It was so wrong, but it felt so right!

	He felt like he was gonna snap… he just didn’t know which side he’d end up on.

	“Yeah! Fuck! Yes! You would fuck me in front of Lizzy, wouldn’t you?” the slut demanded.

	“UGH! FUCK! Yes! YES! I’d keep fucking you even if Elizabeth was watching!” he roared out, his face twisted in lust, one hand desperately gripping one of her giant breasts and the other now gripping her ass, holding on for dear life, occasionally spanking her to spur her onwards. The ferocity had picked up, and he was barely keeping it together, doing his best to keep up with the ferocious slut.

	“UGH! GOD! Yes! That’s so fucking hot! YES! Say it again!” she screamed out.

	“I’d fuck you in front of my wife! UGH! GOD! Fuck! I’d do it… I’d fucking do it! Even if she was crying I’d still want to make you cum!” he admitted, unable to believe he was saying such a thing, but finding the admission so nuclear hot that he couldn’t get over it. He was driving up into her hard, his cock a blur as it drove in and out of her as eagerly as she received it. His cock was swelled up, coated with their combined juices, driving into her tight squeezing cunt like a piston. Smooth, brutal and unrelenting. Perfect.

	“AH! Yes! Fuck! Next time we do this, we HAVE to make her watch! YES! Make that dreary little bitch cry! Fuck!” she squealed in delight. A point of confusion hit his mind even through this lustful fury.

	‘Next time? Yeah right!’ Ryan thought. ‘That wasn’t gonna happen. As amazing as this was, as gorgeous and sexy as Stacy was, as massive as her tits were… fuck… Jesus, they really were huge! Ugh! As incredible of a fuck as she was… Oh! God! Her cunt was fucking tight! It felt so good! Asian cunt really was the best! Like a blissful heaven that I can’t get enough of. I could fuck her forever and only want more. I could avail myself in her insane body and never get bored. Damn, I could squeeze her huge perfect tits forever! I couldn’t wait to do this again!’

	Wait… what was he supposed to be thinking about?

	“God! Yes! You’re fucking me so good! FUCK!” she moaned, slamming her body into him as he drove himself upwards. “Don’t even try to pretend that you didn’t LOVE hearing me humiliating your wife on a daily basis! Ugh! Fuck! Haha! I always loved pushing girls like her around! Yes! They make it so easy! But when a loser girl is with a hot stud like you… oh! That makes it even better! Yes!”

	He was again repulsed by how truly fucking evil she truly was, like no person he’d ever encountered. In his narrow, rosy worldview, he didn’t know people as deeply cruel as her, who proudly bullied women she considered lesser than her. This guy who’d always proudly saw himself as a peacekeeper who stood up for people like that… this should be a moment to prove his bona fides. Instead, he only fucked the Asian slut’s extra tight cunt even harder, enabling her bad behavior, taking her side. His cock tingled as he felt a massive amount of cum boiling in his balls, the pressure inside him ramping up.

	“Oh! You fucking bitch!” he growled, using one hand on her tits and the other on her ass to drive their bodies together over and over.

	“That’s it, baby! Fuck!” she groaned, sweat dripping from her luscious body. “Make me fucking pay for all the shit I put your wife through by making me cum! Hard! Fuck! YES! Make me fucking gush on that fucking beautiful cock! UGH! GOD! That’s what it’s built for! Not for Lizzy! Oh! Built for my body! Yes! Built to make me cum! Don’t you want to make me cum, baby? Don’t you want to make me cum more than anything?”

	“UGH! FUCK! Yes! I want to make you cum! I want you to cum so hard!” he screamed out, volleying back and forth with her now with no hesitation. He didn’t care if it was true or not. All that mattered was that the idea of surrendering to this evil bitch and existing solely to make her cum was an idea so fucking hot he couldn’t help but agree, because it felt so much better. And in that sense, it became true. The married man was so far along that all he could do was follow the pleasure wherever it took him. Wherever she took him.

	“Haha! YES! YES!” she moaned, her cunt quivering around him. ‘What a good fucking husband! Getting revenge on your wife’s boss by making her cum! Making her scream in pleasure! Filling her with dick and worshipping her hot body!’ She was right… in this moment of truth, he was letting his wife down, betraying her in really brutal fashion. But he couldn’t think about that. Not now. He’d figure it out later. He just had to survive this with his soul intact. He just had to keep fucking her and hope this experience didn’t change him forever. He kept fucking up into her, giving the bitch his full length, his heavy balls slapping against her ass as he did so, hoping he would be the same once this was over. “UGH! God! Fuck! Just like that! Yes! Give me that big cock! Yes! Give it to me like you can’t give it to your pathetic wife! Give it to me like the fucking slut I am! Fuck my nasty Asian CUNT while your loser wife is passed out in the other room! UGH! Give it to me HARD! No fucking mercy! Wreck that fucking cunt! I can take it! That nasty whore cunt can take it!”

	“Oh my God!” the married man sighed, the filth she could spew from her mouth overwhelming. It burned like fire in his ears, but it made the cum in his balls heat up like lava. He was turning a corner now, getting closer to a volcanic explosion. His rhythm was interrupted as her words worked their magic. But she kept going, unrelenting in her actions, unquenchable in her thirst for intense fucking, finally beginning to break down the addled married man.

	“Fuck! YES! It’s right there! I can feel it! It’s so close! Just a little more!” she moaned, feeling the married man’s prodigious dick hitting her just right, about to send her over the top and give her the giant orgasm she was so fucking desperate for.

	“Oh!” he groaned, his hand no longer able to contain her ass anymore as he was fucked into the couch, the Asian slut’s stamina outlasting his own, sweat dripping from her body onto him as she kept riding him. The only way he could on was to allow his free hand to join its twin, holding on to her fleshy tits for dear life.

	“Surrender, baby! Yes! Give in to that cunt… oh fuck! YES!” the whore screamed out. “Surrender to that cunt and you’ll be mine forever! That cunt… my tits… my body controls you babe… ugh! Fuck! You just have to surrender to it, Ryan! Yes! Surrender!”

	“Ugh! God!” he groaned, eyes closed, barely able to hang on for the ride, his arms collapsing to his sides, his cock ready to explode. He wanted to surrender to her hot body more than anything. But that iron will was still powering his cock, keeping him in the game as the rest of his body began to lay down its defenses. His mind was getting fuzzy, as if falling into a dream.

	“Fuck! AH!” Stacy sighed, working that lengthy dick but still needing one more thing before she exploded. “FUCK! I need it! I need one last fucking thing! I want your fucking cum! I want that big cock to fucking explode! Yes! And babe… I want you to do it inside me! I want to feel that big fucking cock of yours cum deep inside that nasty fucking cunt of mine!”

	That woke him up.

	Eyes opening wide, his mind roused from the lustful fog he’d found himself in. No! He couldn’t. This… this was the one thing he could not do. It was too far.

	“Wait! No!” he called out, raising his hand to stop her, only for it to end up digging into her heavy, bouncing, sweat-covered breast again. His fingers hungrily immersed themselves in her titty-flesh even as he desperately tried to stop her. “I can’t! I can’t cum inside you! Please!” he begged. But despite this, his cock immediately began THROBBING at the idea of filling up this evil slut with his cum, to fill her unprotected cunt with his cum, savoring in the depravity of such an act. But it was too risky!

	“Do it, baby! Fuck! I want it so bad! YES!” she screamed, her cunt spasming around his swollen pole in anticipation. “You want it too! UGH! You want to pump me full of cum so bad! YES! It doesn’t fucking count unless you do! OH! GOD! Yes! The job won’t be done until you fill my Asian cunt up with sperm! YES! I want it!”

	“No! NO! Please!” he begged, his balls churning, his cock shaking, ready to give her exactly what she wanted. He did his best to pull back, to hold back the inevitable, hoping it wasn’t too late. Only his iron will was preventing the trigger from being pulled. “No! Oh fuck! Goddamn! You… fuck… you could get pregnant!” he groaned, his sane, guarded mind mustering this last objection.

	“Yes! That makes it better!” Stacy groaned, driving her ass into his thighs as she rode him. “Just think how hot it would be if you knock me up! Right here! Tonight! OH! YES! You knock up the woman who treats your wife like shit! UGH! Knock up the woman your wife hates more than anything! Just imagine the beautiful babies we’d have! OH! FFFFUUUCCKKK!” she screamed out, almost cumming at the mere thought of it.

	“Oh my God!” he groaned, his body jerking as if struck by lightning, the wicked picture she’d just conjured was almost enough to make not only the contents of his balls but of his soul blast out the end of his cock. Her offer tickled a need deep inside his lizard brain, drawing his base needs to the surface. The thought of impregnating this evil, cruel, nasty slut… it was so wrong in so many ways. Betraying his wife so deeply and so intimately… the thought hit him hard.

	And his cock nearly exploded.

	“Oh fuck! Do it, babe!” Stacy pleaded, her body alight, ready to explode at a moment’s notice.

	“I can’t… Elizabeth…” he begged, his cock ready to fire, his hand desperately squeezing her breast as he tried to endure this.

	“Betray your wife! YES! Cum in me instead! Fill my fucking cunt and give me your baby!” the slut begged.

	“My wife…” he cried, desperately holding on as he felt himself slipping over the edge.

	“You want it so bad, don’t you? FUCK!” she demanded, her body shaking, barely holding on herself.

	“YES! So fucking bad! But I can’t!” he begged.

	“Do it!” she demanded. “Please!”

	“OH!” he moaned.

	“Just like you would if Lizzy caught us! Yes! If she caught us fucking, we have to make her watch you cum inside me! We have to!” Stacy sighed.

	“I can’t do that to Elizabeth…” he begged, his cock ready to explode.

	“Imagine her watching you pump my cunt full of cum… YES!” she sighed, her skin glowing.

	“I can’t do that to my wife…” he sighed, his balls flexing, ready to fire.

	“Fill my slutty cunt with sperm and betray that miserable bitch forever!” Stacy begged.

	“I can’t… oh fuck! I can’t do that to Lizzy…” he relented, desperately clinging to his sanity, his body willing him to submit, both hands now greedily squeezing her massive tits again.

	“Pump that fucking cum into my cunt and knock me up! Betray your dumb bitch wife and cum inside me!” Stacy begged, feeling the lightning about to strike. He was humping up into her at the same time, clearly feeling the same thing. “Fill me with fucking cum and give me your baby!”

	At this, his mind finally snapped.

	“Oh my God! Yes! YES! I need it! Fuck! FUCK! I want it so bad!” he cried out, his cock milliseconds from exploding. His eyes went wide as he went almost insane with pleasure. “I want it! I want it! I want to knock up your slutty cunt so fucking bad! I want to betray my boring fucking wife and put a baby in your belly! I’ve wanted it from the start! Oh my God! Oh my GOD! Yes! YES! Fuck! FUCK! Here it comes! HERE IT COMES!”

	“Yes! YES! FUCK! FUCK! OH MY GOD! YES! YES! YES!” Stacy screamed out at the same time, the pleasure overwhelming her.

	And then, at the same moment, lightning struck the both of them.

	“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” the married man roared out as a fiery rocket of thick broiling semen exploded out of him, landing directly in her waiting, fertile cunt. His hands squeezed her massive tits firmly, his body a tensed muscle as he humped up into her.

	“FFFFFUUUUUCCCCCKKKKKK! AHHHHHHH! HOLY FUCKING SHIT! AHHHHHHHHHH!” the Asian slut screamed out as the big one finally hit her hard, her moans shaking the windows of her office. Her body was driving itself into him, his full length buried inside her as she ground into his lap. Her quivering cunt locked around his pulsing shaft, not letting it go, not letting it move, spasming around him as his cock fired off band after band of thick, sticky cum into her waiting womb. Her ass flexed as she humped into him, her squeezing cunt forming a tight seal around his big dick as it exploded, clutching his shaft hard, lovingly coaxing a massive wad of cum out of his huge, overfilled balls.

	“UUUUGGGGHHHHHHH! FFFFFUUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK!” the married man moaned, sounding more beast than man at this point. His wife was forgotten. If she was watching right now, he would not care. He was all base instincts, driving his lengthy prick inside her, pumping wad after wad of cum inside of her, ensuring his sperm hit home DEEP inside her. His egg-sized nuts clenched up, firing off again and again and again, painting the inside of her cunt with his thick white semen.

	“OH MY GOD! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! GGGGODDDDDDDDDDDD!” Stacy groaned, her pussy clutching his flexing post as she came, her juices gushing out of her, splashing the base of his married prick. Her orgasm was coursing through her in vicious waves. Her golden skin was coated with sweat, glowing in the dim light of the office, the moisture highlighting both her incredible fitness and insane curves, the taut lithe muscles of her arms, legs and belly, and her perfectly shaped ass and enormous fleshy boobs.

	“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!” Ryan cried out, his hands acting on instinct, sliding from her perfect tits to her firm ass, holding her in place against his lap as his cock just kept pumping more cum into her. Fuck! He couldn’t believe how much jizz was firing out of him into the slut’s waiting fuck-hole. Again, and again, and again, cum kept rocketing out of him, filling her broiling hot, fertile cunt. She fell forward, her giant sweaty boobs ballooning out against his fit glistening chest, her arms wrapping around his neck, clutching herself close to him as they came in unison, taking this sacred journey together. He’d never cum inside his wife. They were both very responsible, with her using birth control and him wearing a condom, as neither had a child in their current plans. But within hours of meeting her, Ryan was cumming inside Stacy’s slutty, nasty, amazing cunt! Doing so both to cap off their incredible fuck and for the express purpose of making a baby in this evil slut’s belly. Doing this together, taking each other to the limit, orgasming in unison, him pumping his seed deep within her fertile cunt, bodies clutched tight, sweaty bodies mashed together, hearts within inches of each other, racing in unison… it would impossible for such a moment to not forge a permanent connection between the two illicit lovers. They’d forged a bond beyond the one he shared with his wife.

	For what felt like an eternity, they rode this cresting wave together, bodies locking in this forbidden mating dance. His nuts kept flexing as he kept cumming like a cannon, filling her waiting cunt up. Her cunt kept squeezing around him drawing more semen from his bloated nuts into her womb, wanting every drop. At the same time, her juices kept gushing out of her until she had nothing left to give, her body flexing around him again and again and again.

	“UUUuuggggGGGGHHHhhhh!” Stacy sighed, her voice warbling as her body was wracked with orgasmic bliss.

	“OHHHHHHHHH!” Ryan groaned throatily. His body was in this office, but his mind was floating on a wave of pure bliss. Feeling things he didn’t know possible. Things his wife had never even scratched the surface of. For these blessed few moments, he was alive and excited, and it was all thanks not to a woman he loved, but this evil fucking slut.

	She was right there with him, floating on high. A slut like her… she’d gotten close to this many times prior. But not this high. Not this good. No… this was the best ever! She would never give this up. Not ever.

	The wave of pleasure was finally starting to peter out. Her body was shivering in an overwhelmed state as the last vestiges of her orgasm coursed through her. At the same moment, his nuts twisted into one final rocket of cum deep inside her before the tank was empty. But for a few moments, he kept humping into her, his sluggish exhausted body not realizing his nuts were drained.

	The tension left him first, his body sinking into the cushions of the couch. Moments later, her body collapsed onto his, the bliss overtaking her, her body falling into a blissful state of relaxation. She panted for breath as she came down from her high, her eyelids closing, her body stuck to his, their sex-organs still conjoined. His breaths were more rapid, as if he’d sprinted for too long, having way overdone it, the air burning inside his lungs. But his eyes stayed open as he slowly returned to his body.

	Stacy’s grip around him loosened as she began to slide off of him, collapsing to his left, her upper half slinking onto the armrest, her sweaty form mashing against the leather. This movement forced her lower half from his, her ass raising from his lap as she fell to the side. He didn’t notice it at first, his addled mind still foggy, but when his vision cleared, he saw something that made his eyes go wide.

	His cock… he was still rock hard.

	Standing out from his crotch, his shaft absolutely coated with their combined juices, his cock hadn’t lost a bit of its stiffness. Not even in the slightest. How… how was this possible? He’d cum so hard it felt like he’d lost part of himself forever. Cum in such quantities and with such ferocity inside this slutty bitch that he’d given her part of his soul in the process. But his cock was still as hard as iron. This was insane! What was happening to him? Did something break inside him? The tanks were empty, but he was still this hard. He was still hard as a brick, but the pressure that had led him to this point was gone. But as he sat there and considered his current state, he could feel the tanks beginning to refill. Being in this hot-bodied slut’s presence, the memories of what they’d done together bouncing around his mind… it all combined to make his balls get back to work. Within moments, his blood was pumping, and he realized that the need within him hadn’t disappeared. He’d never had this kind of recovery, but he was being spurred into new heights. All thanks to Stacy. This fucking slut who’d incited so much turmoil within him.

	His face twisted into a scowl as he looked down at the slut who’d fallen to his side. One of her legs was still resting on him as her sprawled-out form began to wake. Her once form fitting dress was bunched around her belly, and her thong, which had been pulled to the side all through the action, had snapped back into place between her ass. Lifting her head from the armrest and wiping the hair from her face, she looked up at him with a glazed look and smirked.

	“Ha ha… that was fucking amazing…” she said, sounding almost drunk as she spoke, her head falling back down as she recovered.

	Ryan’s face darkened. This bitch… this fucking bitch. She’d done this to him. She’d driven him crazy. She’d made him betray his wife to satisfy her sick kinks. And she had to nerve to smirk at him. What a smug, wicked bitch. What he’d give to wipe that smirk off her face. To tear apart that bitch like she’d done to him. To make the twisted witch squeal like the fucking whore she was. To make her break in the same way she’d done to him.

	His wife had accused him earlier of trying to be the hero. While that wasn’t his intent, he now realized that that was the spot he found himself in. He could be the one to finally stand up to the bully. To bring her down and break her. To conquer her. To destroy her.

	His cock jolted in a quite obvious fashion. In doing so, it tilted to the side, pointing directly to her splayed out ass, drawing his attention to it. His cock knew what it wanted… it just had to convince him that was what he wanted, too. His eyes went wide. His mouth watered at the dark possibilities now available to him.

	Yes… he would make her pay. He’d make her scream. He’d always thought that bullies would crumble as soon as they were stood up to. And he was very much standing up to her now. He’d give this bully a taste of her own medicine. Maybe even make this bitch repent for her sins and apologize to his wife for all the torment she put her through.

	His body filled with a renewed energy, he detangled himself from her, sliding down the couch till she was left a collapsed mess against the arm of it. Now free, he could have easily just stood up and left. She was in no state to block his exit. There was nothing between him and his wife, between them and escape. He could finally just be done with Stacy if he so wanted… but that was not what he wanted. He slowly kicked off what was remaining of his clothes, his eyes never leaving her body. As he moved, his eyes remained glued to her ass. She’d awakened a hunger in him that had been bubbling up beneath the surface all night.

	Finally fully nude, he knee-walked up behind her splayed out form, his heavy cock swaying lewdly as he moved. He grabbed her hips and roughly pulled her back into place so her head was down against the armrest and her ass was raised. He grabbed her dress and yanked it down roughly, hooking her thong in his fingers as he pulled her clothing down past her ass, under her knees, and finally to her feet. It was there that they tangled with her high heels, becoming a jumbled knot as he struggled to remove them. Finally, with great impatience, he roughly yanked off her high heels and tossed them all away, her remaining clothing following suit, leaving her completely naked in front of him for the first time. He paused, his eyes going wide as he took in the sight.

	Her perfect rear end was now front and center in his vision. The perfect, full, firm, meaty cheeks standing out proud as this sight was presented to him. This bitch put some serious work into making her ass look that fucking good. And it did look fucking good. And with the position she was in, those perfect cheeks parted naturally, revealing the entirety of the valley in between, and the tight, clean hole nestled there. He’d never looked at a woman like this, so exposed for him. His wife had certainly never given him this view, nor had he ever asked her for it. But his lust-addled body demanded it from this slut, and his eyes were wide as he took in this sight. This was such an obscene view to take, staring directly at a woman’s asshole, a view a fine upstanding man like him should never want or ask for. And to his understanding, the type of girl a man like him should be with would never so shamelessly expose themselves like this. Yet here she was, eagerly providing this view, and he was hungrily drinking it in. His mouth was watering. His breathing was deepening. He was enraptured by the sight of the forbidden, extra-tight hole, a vision so foreign to the even-keeled married man that the mere sight of seeing this hole so nakedly displayed to him made it even more alluring.

	Which is why, instead of fleeing from it, or being offput by such a lewd sight, Ryan was hypnotized, feeling as if he was caught in a vortex leading him to a single wicked point. A hunger had been awoken by this evil slut, and it had been slowly waking from its hibernation all evening, from the second they’d met. And now, his mouth was salivating, and he was ready to feast.

	In a flash, he dove in. Grabbing her ass-cheeks and pulling them apart, he wedged his jaw between them, allowing his tongue to dive forward and make contact with her tight asshole.

	“Oh!” Stacy called out, startled back to coherence, shocked by this sudden sensation. She didn’t expect this from him, especially when he could have walked away… but damn, she would certainly welcome it! Feeling the married man’s tongue tentatively licking her asshole, she wiggled her butt in his face and reached back, tangling his hair in her fingers and holding him in place against her ass.

	But he didn’t need the help. This had been a desire brewing beneath the surface all night, growing the more he’d seen of her ass. While eating a girl’s ass was a subject he’d only heard whispered of as a growing trend in certain corners of modern life, it was a thing that had barely reached his ears. But with his rising as the night went on, it was a hunger that rose within him naturally. A craving to worship the perfection of her ass by diving in and worshipping the tight hole without fear.

	And that’s just what he was doing. After finding the initial tentative taste incredibly appealing, he quickly attacked the tight, clean hole, licking it, stabbing it, circling it with the tip of his tongue. The tight clenched hole was quickly coated with his spit. His tongue would sometimes traverse the length of her ass-crack with long, extended licks, worshipping the entirety of it before refocusing on the tight clenched hole.

	“Oh my God…” the Asian slut sighed, scratching his scalp lovingly as his talented mouth did wonderful work, waking her body up from its post-orgasmic sluggishness, bringing her back to life. She kept wiggling her butt and pressing herself back against him, a warm pleasure growing in her, sourced from Ryan’s hungry mouth. “You are so good at this…”

	“Mmmm…” he groaned, his moan muffled by her ass as he kept eating it. He licked it, he kissed it, he sucked on the tight hole as his tongue stabbed into it, eager to break through the tightly-wound slut’s asshole.

	“Jesus fuck!” Stacy moaned, one eye clenched shut as the married man’s tongue hit her just right. Her lust-filled face lit up with a sex-drunk grin. “I can’t believe you’re doing this! I make your wife’s life hell every fucking day, and you still can’t resist eating my ass! Fuck!” she screamed out, her eyes closing contentedly as her head fell onto the armrest, Ryan’s efforts hitting her just right. She was being satisfied on a soul deep level by the married man eating her ass. As strange as it sounded, she’d never felt more at peace.

	Ryan couldn’t believe how much he was getting into this, his appetite growing to ravenous proportions as soon as he got his first taste of her shockingly delicious ass. His tongue lavished her tight asshole with worship, feasting on the hole as if his life depended on it. Rimming it, teasing it, wearing down it’s defenses for what he knew had to come next.

	She’d of course gotten this treatment before… what slut her age hadn’t? But some guys hesitated, held themselves back, as if afraid of it, and it often showed. But not Ryan. His hungry mouth formed a tight seal around her most forbidden of holes, his chin wedged in place, her ass coated with his heated spit. No, he was fucking going for it. He was proving himself to be a real fucking man while many so-called men she’d spent the night with had proven themselves to be merely boys. She had really struck gold here… she liked him a lot!

	“Keep eating that fucking ass, babe! Yes!” she moaned, her body shivering with pleasure. She could feel her ass relaxing thanks to his loving treatment. His tongue was beginning to break through. “Oh! Fuck! Get all up in there, babe! It’s all yours if you want it…” Now back at full strength again, she released her hold on him and brought her arm back in front of her, stretching her back like a cat, pushing her ass upwards as she arched her back, giving him a good angle to really go to town on her.

	Ryan’s hands rested on the upper slopes of her ass, his fingers digging in lightly against the firm, smooth flesh as he held himself in place. His tongue had indeed broken through the tight, clenched hole, it finally showing some give. His stiff heavy dick rubbed against the black leather of the couch, getting more excited as this went on, feeling more cum filling his balls.

	“Never done this with Lizzy, have you, babe?” she purred. His tongue kept stabbing at her tight hole, but she already knew the answer. “Haha! No… that bitch will NEVER get her ass eaten! Miserable little thing barely has a butt. Fuck… she will never know how good this feels! Ugh! She will never know how good her husband is at it either! Mmm…” she groaned heavily as she rested her head on her arms. She kept her ass raised, allowing the married man to feast on her tight asshole, looking like a goddess splayed out for her most dutiful of worshipers, being treated as a goddess should.

	His tongue now having fully penetrated her asshole, fucking it in and out like a cock would. The Asian slut bit her lower lip in pleasure, her body shivering with delight. Ryan’s palms gripped her ass, holding himself against her, his wedding ring pressing into the flesh of her firm ass cheek, his face wedged in her ass-crack as he went at it. Finally, he pulled back, taking a few breaths, admiring his handywork, the snug hole between her ass-cheeks coated with his saliva. Squeezing her firm ass greedily, he looked down at her gorgeous, blissed out face, one eye opening to look back at him.

	“You like that?” he growled, his voice barely sounding like his own, rising from within him. She grinned.

	“I think you liked it even more…” she sighed, wiggling her butt as if asking for more. And she was gonna get it.

	“I’ll think I’ll like what comes next even more…” he grunted out, sitting up straight, a wolfish grin on his face. It felt like a different side of him was in the driver’s seat now, and what was left of his logical, sweet, loyal side could only watch as his body descended further into sin.

	“Oh yeah?” she teased with a raised eyebrow., clearly unphased by his threat. Grabbing her hips lightly, he shuffled forward, and wordlessly placed the head of his cock against her spit-covered asshole. He could barely believe he was doing this, that he was threatening to do what he was about to do. He’d never done anything like this in his life, never really even considered it, especially with his wife, as this was something that you’d never think of regarding her. Now… he was craving it. It felt like the natural next step. It felt… right. If he wanted to give it back to her… if he wanted to make this bitch scream… this would be the way to do it.

	Fucking her ass would be the way to do it.

	If Stacy seemed intimidated by this, she didn’t show it. She pushed herself up and looked back at the married man, fire in her eyes, daring him to proceed. She glanced down at his rock-hard weapon jutting from his crotch, pointed directly at her ass, the flared head poised to wreak damage on her waiting ass. She felt a moment’s hesitation due to his sheer size, but she screwed up her courage. She LOVED taking it up the ass. Her petite body… filled to the brim with dick… it was like nothing else. It drove her crazy, being so fucking FULL, leaving her no choice but cum like a fucking banshee, as if she couldn’t keep the orgasms inside her with an ass stuffed so full of cock. So, if he thought doing this was enacting some sort of vengeance, that she couldn’t take it, he was sorely mistaken.

	“I’m waiting…” she said brattily, poised on all fours, looking over her shoulder at him. Breathing heavy like a bull seeing red, immediately furious at how unworried this bitch was about what he was about to do, he decided to call her bluff. Not waiting a moment, he dug his fingers into her hips and held her in place as he began pushing his thick married cock into her. Her tight clenching asshole resisted at first, but it was clearly a faux defense, as the eager hole soon yielded to the thick invader. It snapped around his thick flared cockhead, swallowing both it and the first inch of his thick meaty dick.

	“Oh!” Ryan groaned, his cock experiencing the pleasures of an asshole for the first time, the overwhelming pleasure of the tight hole around his cock stealing the wind out of his sails.

	“UGH! Fuck!” the slut spat out, feeling her asshole stretched around the married man’s thick stiff meat. She’d done this before, and she was as ready as she could be… but it was always an adjustment. And most men weren’t so fucking huge!

	Stacy wiggled at the end of his cock for a few moments as she adjusted to his size. Ryan did the same, the tight, boiling hole a whole new experience. And despite his intention to wreck her amazing ass, this new sensation around his married prick momentarily stole some of that furor. That was until Stacy looked back at him over her shoulder with a look so slutty and so fucking smug that it reignited the fire inside him.

	“What are you waiting for?” she spat out brattily. “Don’t give me that pansy bullshit your wife likes! I thought you had balls! I thought you were gonna fuck me! Do it! Give it to me! Make me fucking scream!”

	What was she going on about? She was the one who had to take a moment to adjust to him! He was the one showing her the slightest bit of mercy even in this moment, as he had to get used to the feeling himself. But no… this bitch. This fucking bitch. How dare he show her mercy. How dare he treat her as anything but a wicked, nasty slut? But no longer.

	No more mercy.

	Renewed in his lustful fury, he paused for only a moment, wondering if she could truly take his big, thick cock up her tight fucking ass. Well… he was about to find out.

	Grabbing her hips roughly, he reared back and drove himself forward, ruthlessly driving nine inches of wrist-thick cock into the Asian slut’s tight clenched ass. And while her asshole squeezed the life out of his throbbing, steel-hard post as he pushed into her deeper and deeper, it never stopped him. It gripped the circumference of his cock tighter than a clenched fist, but it never stopped letting him through, letting his big, sex-juice-covered married dick in deeper and deeper until his front collided with her ass, and his balls pressed against the outside of her cunt.

	“OhohOH FUCK!” Ryan marveled, eyes going wide as he went deeper, in disbelief as he buried the whole fucking thing inside her, his body slamming into hers and making her shudder as he forced his big cock inside of her ass.

	“UGH! FUCK!” she grunted out loudly, the married man’s big cock feeling like a baseball bat.

	“Oh my God!” he groaned loudly, unable to hold back his shock. How was this possible? FUCK! His cock was at full strength, thick and stiff and long, and somehow, that tight clenching ass of hers inhaled the whole fucking thing. Fuck! The whole fucking thing… damn, it felt so fucking good! Jesus…

	Looking down, it seemed impossible, but that small, tight asshole of hers was stretched to the brim around damn near the base of his shaft. God damn! He rolled his hips ever so slightly, taking in the feeling of having his cock inside of a slut’s ass for the first time. He had far too much respect for Lizzy to ever broach the subject with her, for thinking that it must be too damn uncomfortable for any girl to enjoy, and two… he was too damn big to ever expect such a thing. But it’s not like it was ever a subject he thought about or considered… it felt like it was more of a porn thing than a real thing normal people did. But now, his cock was stuffed inside this Asian slut’s ass, and it felt amazing.

	Fuck! For a moment, he savored the feeling. The heat, the tightness… it was so fucking overwhelming. Just the knowledge of what he was experiencing, that his cock was actually buried up this woman’s ass… it almost didn’t feel real. Especially considering his lack of high-level sex stuff, the fact that he was actually doing this was crazy. This… this was fucking intense. His cock was fucking THROBBING! How could this feel so fucking good!? Her cunt… it was clearly built for dick, and her level of experience only further optimized that tight fucking hole to make it capable of providing an insane amount of pleasure to a big meaty cock. And she had clearly done the same work with her asshole, turning it into a sex-hole on par with her heavenly cunt. Different, but just as fucking good.

	“Oh my God, Stacy,” the married man sighed, in awe of this woman. She was on another level. Gorgeous, brilliant, with an insane body and insatiable appetite. Sure, on one hand, she was pure evil, but at the same time, she was kinda perfect. And with the more pleasure this slut was able to give his big cock, the more his hard feelings against her eroded away. With this level of sexual adrenaline pumping through his veins, she was getting harder and harder to hate. “Fuck… you’re amazing!” he added, slapping her perfect ass without thinking, her tight clutching hole squeezing the life out of his big cock.

	“UGH! Fuck! FUCK!” the Asian slut moaned out, her head sagging, her asshole stuffed full of cock. He’d never felt larger, and while this felt amazing, and it was exactly what she wanted, with his size… it was as intense for her as it was for him. Her body was shaking around his pole, the pleasure overwhelming everything else. Knowing that the pleasure would be worth enduring having a 10-inch, nearly wrist-thick cock driven up her ass, she urged him to get going. “Don’t be a fucking pussy! Treat me like a fucking slut! Fuck my FUCKING ASS!” she screamed out, looking nearly crazed as she looked back at him.

	Ryan remembered those hateful feelings for this bitch as she commanded him. It was never enough… she would always want more. Could he actually outlast her in sex? Did he have what it took to break this bitch? He thought he was in control, but she was always there to remind him that he was only giving her exactly what she wanted every step of the way. There were no depths to what she craved sexually. This evil sex goddess could take whatever he could give her… the only hope of breaking her was to give her his best.

	‘Show no mercy,’ he reminded himself.

	Taking a deep, sin-filled breath, he gripped her hips, reared back so his cock was half out of her, and slammed himself back into her, his larger frame driving the petite Asian woman forward roughly.

	“OH!” she grunted, her head hitting the armrest. Ryan repeated this act, again and again, pulling out more and more of his big cock every time, until he was officially fucking the smug bitch up the ass.

	“Fuck!” he groaned, his cock practically vibrating as he pumped his married dick into the Asian slut’s ass. Looking down, he marveled at the sight of her tight asshole inhumanly swallowing his thick weapon. The firm, juicy cheeks of her ass parting naturally, his lengthy married shaft disappearing into the tight hole in between. It was insane! And amazing! And his cock loved it. The tight, squeezing sex-hole squeezed his thick cock lewdly, and combined with the intense heat of her ass made his balls boil. But beyond that, doing this was awakening a desire inside him that he never knew he had, a soul deep satisfaction that could only be gained by ass-fucking this hot-bodied Asian slut that he now realized he always needed. Always wanted. His body was lighting up with excitement in a way it never had. While her cunt was literally designed to satisfy his cock perfectly, there was something about knowing he was doing something so fucked-up as fucking this whore up the ass… this forbidden sinful dance was a new type of pleasure, and it was driving him crazy. He would not last nearly as long as he did inside of her cunt. Not at this rate.

	“UGH! Fuck! FUCK!” Stacy moaned throatily, this cock hitting her deep and hard. Taking a cock up the ass like this wasn’t always so easy, but with as much experience as she had, every forceful thrust was a sinful agony, his cock hitting her asshole just right, scratching an itch that so few men were equipped to. “Fuck my ass, baby! Fuck my ass hard! Don’t fucking stop! UGH! God! YES! I can take it! I’m not your fucking weak loser wife! I’m so much fucking better! I can fucking take it!”

	“Fuck…” Ryan sighed, building up speed, driving more and more of his impressive length in and out of her. He pumped himself into her harder and harder, his torso soon slamming into her ass, his heavy nuts bouncing against her clit. And all he could think about was how insane it was that she could do this, that she could take his full length up her ass so expertly, that she had so optimized her body for sex. How could he have ever resisted this? How could any man? It almost didn’t matter that he was married. He was lucky enough to get this goddess’s attention… who could blame him for surrendering himself to this. To let himself experience this level of pleasure, especially compared to what he was getting from his wife. He loved his wife… but Lizzy couldn’t compare. Not even close. It was impossible to imagine his sweet, loving wife taking his cock like this, to experience his cock at its full potential. His cock was built to be used by sex goddesses like Stacy… only then could it be used in the way it deserved.

	He’d wondered before how anyone could be so callous and rude as to pursue a married man, but now he understood. Such trifles didn’t really matter to someone like her, not when she was so much better than her peers. So much better equipped than women like Lizzy. Fucking like this was at another level, and when such a thing was within her grasp, it was understandable that she would seek him out. She knew how good this would be. She knew she’d prove herself right to him. She knew she’d win him over.

	She knew he’d eventually be on her side.

	“Oh my God!” Ryan sighed, driving nearly three-quarters of his huge dick into her ass now. Still gripping her hips for leverage, he gave her an especially firm thrust, making her luscious body shake.

	“OH! YES! YES!” the whore screamed out. She had pushed herself up fully on her hands and knees, her petite body taking his heavy thrusts like a champ. Her huge hanging tits were bouncing lewdly as he worked himself into a more rapid pace, but she stayed in position, never surrendering to his forceful masculine thrusts.

	“Fuck! Ryan groaned, using one hand to maintain his grip while rearing back with the other and spanking her roughly.

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“AH! Fuck! Yes! YES! YES!” Stacy screamed out, her body alive with excitement, his firm spanks only adding to the wicked cocktail of lust flowing through her. At this, she simply drove her ass back at him, craving it even harder.

	“Fuck! FUCK!” he moaned out, almost laughing he was so impressed by the petite Asian slut. She was awesome! “Yes! You’re so fucking filthy!”

	SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

	“YES! FUCK!” she screamed out, her asshole quivering around him at this treatment. Looking back at him, her gorgeous face coated with the sweat of sexual exertion, her hair clinging to her features, she met his heated gaze and smirked. “You love it! You fucking love it! OH! FUCK!”

	“Yes! Fuck!” he groaned, driving into her even harder. It was kinda true. It was her ass that had begun to finally win him over fully. Going to town on her cunt had been amazing, truly amazing, the best he’d ever had. But that hadn’t fully changed his feelings of her, because as soon as it ended, that resentment and hate for her returned. Motivations of rageful, intense ass-fucking, making her squeal and cry until she just couldn’t take it. But this… her taking his thick manhood up her ass ever so gleefully, turning up the insane lust of the moment as she pulled him deeper and deeper… hate was replaced by a twisted form of soul-deep respect that could never be broken. No matter what happened, no matter how much his wife bitched about her boss, no matter all the awful things Stacy did to her, going through something so intense together was forging a bond between them that could never be erased. Part of his soul had been given to this nasty fucking slut, and he could never get it back. And now, a very large part of him would be forever loyal to this evil wicked bitch, no matter what, even at his wife’s expense.

	“Fuck! That dick’s hitting me just right! Yes! YES!” Stacy screamed. Ryan’s thrusts were only getting more forceful, heaving himself into the slut’s ass, driving her forward, but she never broke, thrusting herself back to meet him every time, never surrendering her position. And that dick of his was just forcefully drilling her ass without mercy, driving nearly his full thick length into her, and her asshole just took it. She fucking took it like the true slut she was. What a woman!

	“God damn!” Ryan marveled. ‘You’re the best, Stacy! UGH!’ he grunted before slapping her firm ass again. “You’re the fucking best!”

	He thought that giving it back to her and giving it to her as rough as he could would finally make her crumble. Would melt her brain and make her beg for mercy. But no… she could take it. The rougher the better. He gave it to her damn near as hard as he could, and she simply screamed and begged for more. Not broken in the slightest, but more alive than ever! Fuck… she was no ordinary bully. No ordinary woman. She was a fucking goddess!

	“HAHAHA! Yes! YES! FUCKING YES!” she grunted out through clenched teeth, loving how effusive the once reserved married man was being. It felt so damn good it was breaking his brain! And at the same time, her brain wasn’t exactly in a better state, the pleasure of his unyielding dick burying itself in her ass, wearing her down, getting closer and closer to the hard anal orgasm she craved. “Better… ugh… better than your fucking loser wife?” she asked out. Ryan’s cock spasmed at her wicked words and her amazing ass gripping the living hell out of his big dick, driving him crazy. This all felt so overwhelmingly incredible that he couldn’t find the will to deny her in the slightest.

	“Yes! FUCK!” he groaned, feeling a wave of excitement as his lust-fueled state unchained himself from the shackles of his wife and just cut loose. “You’re so much fucking better than Lizzy! Oh! She just fucking lays there! UGH! She’s so fucking boring! She’s never made me feel this good! Not even close…” he groaned, fucking the Asian slut like a wild man.

	“I know, baby, I know! Fuck…” she groaned, a wave of pleasure coursing through her as a miniature orgasm hit her so profoundly she momentarily thought she was ill. But that moment passed quickly, replaced with a warm, onrushing pleasure, hitting her so good one of her eyes rolled into the back of her head. At this her head sagged, but she still found what it took to speak up. “I know you needed this so bad, baby! I knew how fucking good we’d be together! Oh! This is so fucking amazing! Yes! Isn’t it? Tell me!” she begged.

	“Yes! This is amazing! Oh my God… the best ever!” he groaned in reply, unable to contain the insane pleasure surging through him. Redoubling his efforts, really driving himself into the cock-hungry Asian slut. As his efforts made her body shudder, his eyes caught a glimpse of her massive tits bouncing lewdly beneath her as they hung down. Consumed by the sight, he couldn’t help himself, reaching down and greedily squeezing her bouncing breast in his palm, gripping it firmly.

	“Oh…” she sighed, feeling the married man’s hand on her huge breast, the sensation sending goosebumps coursing through her sweat-soaked skin. Feeling a sudden urge for something more, the whore sprung into action. Pushing herself up, she lifted herself up so her back was against his front. She then raised her arms over her head, giving him free reign to attack her big tits with both hands, which he immediately took advantage of, squeezing them greedily. At the same time, she used her fingers to grab his scalp, guiding his face into position, facing hers as best he could given their position. Realizing their faces were suddenly within millimeters of each other, they acted on pure driving lust.

	Ryan’s mouth leapt to hers again, immediately sliding his tongue into her open, waiting mouth. Lips locked and cheeks hollowed as this immediately became the most passionate kiss either had experienced. Tongues were dueling with tongues as Ryan passionately made out with his wife’s evil boss, eagerly swapping serious spit with her. Their bodies lit up, waves of heat and passion emanating from them in waves, evident for all who could see. As twisted as the circumstances were, as insane as this whole thing was, something deeper was being forged here. And Stacy wanted to make it official.

	“Please…” she panted, pulling her lips from his just long enough to speak, their mouths hungry for each other that she kept interrupting herself in order to keep making out with him. ‘Tell me you love me… I need to hear it! Please!’ And if there was any fear that she was going soft, she followed this up. “I need to hear you say that you love me more than your boring flat-chested wife! Tell me you love me more than that fucking loser!”

	“Oh my God!” Ryan groaned, squeezing her tits roughly, so caught up in the moment that his lips met hers again, their swollen lips sliding against each other for a heated, passionate kiss. His cock swelled up, and his body seemingly energized at what he was about to say. Pulling his mouth from hers, he answered. “YES! I fucking love you! I can’t believe it, but yes! I fucking love you! I love you more than my loser fucking wife! No matter what happens, I love you more than anything!” He couldn’t believe he was saying this, but in the moment, with passions so high, it was the absolute truth. He was so excited, and this was all so new and so amazing… how could he deny it. How could he deny what this goddess was showing him? How could he let himself be held back when he was experiencing something so AMAZING!?

	Forging their sinful love above a broiling volcano of sin, their lips met again in a fiery kiss. His hands gripped her huge, soft breasts like his life depended on it, pulling her against him, their sweaty skin was in full contact. His arms wrapped around her, his cock in her ass, their tongues in each other’s mouths…

	They were one.

	Their twisted bond forged in fire, they lost themselves in each other for a few moments. But this was no ordinary love. Breaking their deep, nasty kiss, she pulled back, staring into his eyes, her own gaze so heavy and slutty that his cock nearly exploded at the sight of it. Holding his gaze, she urged him forward.

	“Now fuck my ass till I scream! And when I do scream, don’t you dare fucking stop! Don’t stop for anything!” she told him, wanting to desperately punctuate this perfect moment by having the biggest orgasm of her life. Nodding in ascent, no longer fighting against her but along for the ride as equals, he responded by forcefully pushing her forward till she was back on her hands and knees. Appreciating the way her wet hair clung to her sweaty back, he grabbed her long black hair and curled it around his palm, yanking back on it roughly, pulling her head up. “AH! Yes! Do it, babe! Fucking wreck me!”

	Energized fully, so caught up in the moment, Ryan had never been more ready. Never been so eager and so excited to do anything than to destroy this Asian slut’s ass until she came. More than his wedding day, more than anything, he wanted this.

	Yanking her head back and pulling his hips back so most of his cock was sticking out of her ass, he drove it right back in, ready to give this goddess bitch exactly what she wanted.

	 

	 

	 

	Kendall hadn’t budged from her watching spot, watching every moment unfold in her boss’s office, sipping a drink and enjoying the show.

	And she wasn’t alone.

	Not only was Marley watching alongside her busty superior, but a crowd had formed. As the action picked up in Stacy’s office, and they got louder and louder, even the well soundproofed room couldn’t contain them. Everyone remaining at the party knew the score pretty quickly. Some opted to keep their head down and ignore it. Some simply left, wanting no part of what was happening. But the rest wandered over, noting Kendall and Marley’s rapt attention.

	A few men but mostly women comprised the crowd watching their boss fuck the living out of one of her subordinate’s husbands. And the commentary was lively.

	“He seemed so nice,” one of the women remarked, seemingly shocked by what she was seeing.

	“That’s fucking harsh…” another said. “Doing it with that bitch? Where’s Elizabeth anyway?”

	“Oh, she was absolutely blasted…” a pretty drunk sounding guy said.

	“No, but seriously…” the first woman said. “He seemed super nice. Like… what the fuck happened?”

	“Stacy happened,” Marley said, unashamedly impressed.

	“Jesus…” another woman said, watching the action, impressed. “He’s fucking good, though…”

	“I know, right?” another young woman said. “He seemed so quiet and friendly earlier… but he’s fucking going for it.”

	Kendall was equally impressed. She’d had her doubts about the man Stacy had been so obsessed with, but she had been proven wrong. While she thought he’d looked kinda boring and bland at first, that had been revealed to be a façade. He’d thrown off his glasses, ripped off his clothes, cast aside his alter ego and revealed his true self in order to superhero fuck the living hell out of Stacy’s hot ass. And that’s exactly what he was doing, hand yanking at her hair as he fucked her senseless, his hips unyielding as he drove himself into her roughly. And his pace was unrelenting, only getting faster, never letting up, driving the Asian slut wild with pleasure.

	His body was impressive, fit and muscular without being a meathead. And speaking of meat, his dick… it was quite remarkable. From her angle, she hadn’t gotten the best look at it, but what she had seen… it was very, VERY impressive. And if there were any doubts about his endowment, the rapturous pleasure painted across Stacy’s face was there to erase them. If he could satisfy a total whore like Stacy, he had to be pretty impressive down there. And she wasn’t the only one to notice.

	“I mean, did you get a glimpse what he was working with?” Another woman asked.

	“Oh my God, I know!” the other girl said, holding her palms a good width apart, indicating the married man’s extraordinary size. “At least!” she added with a laugh. The married man didn’t know it, but he was gaining an audience of some very impressed women.

	“Fuck my ass! FUCK! God damn, you’re hitting it just right! Yes! YES!” Stacy screamed out, her voice muffled but audible to the crowd. “Fuck that fucking ass and think about how much more you love my asshole than your fucking boring-ass wife!”

	The entire crowd winced at hearing this harsh but clearly true argument. And the married man certainly didn’t mind.

	“UGH!” Ryan grunted loudly, pounding into her even more furiously. The crowd watched in awe at how filthy this encounter was.

	Suddenly, Kendall felt a hand on her shoulder, getting her attention. She was surprised to see Ellen next to her, the older woman who’d gotten broken down and humiliated by Stacy’s harsh treatment a few weeks ago. The older woman’s eyes were flicking from the action to her younger superior. Once she had Kendall’s attention, she spoke up.

	“You might want to disperse the audience,” the older woman warned. “The show is fun and all, but if it keeps going on like this, the rumors will get out of control, and if certain people on the board hear about this, she’ll probably get fired. This needs to stay a forbidden secret… they need to be afraid of Stacy finding out they know… that’s the only way she won’t get in trouble for this…”

	Kendall studied her, thinking over what she’d just said, seeing the logic in it despite the good time they were all having. Some of these people could very easily run their mouths, and this little bit of fun Kendall was having could not only blowup way out of control, but she would be the cause of it. And while Stacy and her were great friends at this point, their friendship involved Kendall submitting to Stacy’s leadership, staying on her good side. But she knew that if she fucked over Stacy, even inadvertently, not only would it be bad for Stacy, it wouldn’t be much better for her either. Stacy’s wrath would be brutal, and even Kendall was filled with a heavy dread at the prospect at it, this feeling slightly sobering her up. Realizing her little bit of fun was extremely reckless, she quickly moved into boss lady action.

	“Okay guys, shows over!” Kendall called out, quickly standing up. Moving fast, she crossed over to the entrance room to Stacy’s office and stepped inside. Once she did, the moans got louder, as she was now just one wall separated from the action.

	“Yes! YES! You have the best dick ever! It feels so good in my tight fucking ass! Just don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop! Yes! YES! Just like that! YES! YES!” Stacy moaned out. Kendall smiled and shook her head before closing the blinds, cutting off the audience’s sight of the action, causing a group sigh. Kendall took one last glance at the action from her position near Stacy’s secretary’s desk before stepping out of the room, closing the door, the noise getting muffled behind her again.

	“Okay!” Kendall began, speaking to the crowd. “The fun’s over! Not one of you better talk about this, because if it gets back to Stacy that you talked, there will be hell to pay!” She saw the smiles fade on some of their faces, the prospect of being reamed out by Stacy not sounding nearly as pleasurable as the reaming that Asian bitch was currently receiving. In fact, having worked with her, they all felt trauma pangs at the thought of it. The crowd sufficiently feeling the fear of death, they slowly began to disperse. Kendall felt a wave of relief at this. Some of them began grabbing their things to leave, as the fun was now over, and a few of them wanted no part of Stacy finding out they knew. The energy having shifted, the few that were still trying to enjoy the party moved to leave. As a few others straggled about, Ellen approached Kendall. Kendall was about to thank her for the level-headed suggestion before the older woman spoke up.

	“Can you…” Ellen began, suddenly nervous. “Can you let Stacy know I was looking out for her?” she asked desperately. Kendall was taken aback, surprised. This bitch… Stacy had given her an unholy reaming, to the point where she’d been distant and broken by the whole thing the last few weeks. And now, as the only one level-headed enough to realize that Stacy was being put in a precarious position, with all the leverage she needed to get revenge… she instead opted to protect her? To look out for her? To protect the woman who’d brutally savaged her? Fuck, haha! Stacy had done a number on this one. Ellen was probably so broken down by that moment that she probably touched herself thinking about Stacy talking down to her and humiliating her. Kendall thought this to herself as a joke, although she quickly realized there was a good chance this was actually true. Shaking her head, realizing she had her shit together far more than this older, experienced woman, Kendall regained her control, smirking at the older woman instead of thanking her as she was just about to.

	“We’ll see…” Kendall teased confidently. “I tell you what… if you hear anyone sharing what they saw, you’d better put a stop to it. And if it does get out… I will hold you personally responsible. But if word gets locked down, then I’ll let her know.”

	Ellen’s eyes glazed over for a moment, the prospect of being in trouble again with Stacy sounding both like a fate worse than death and a moment she couldn’t stop thinking about. But the prospect of winning back some of her respect was enough for her to look away and nod, now put to work to protect Stacy’s reputation. This woman, with decades of experience, now forced to protect the younger woman who’d demolished her so thoroughly. Fuck… that was actually pretty funny!

	The party began slowing down. As Kendall did her part to begin winding things down, she cast one last glance at Stacy’s office, the moans coming from Stacy only getting louder and louder.

	 

	 

	 

	Ryan was fucking Stacy’s ass like a machine. Unyielding, unrelenting, unmerciful. The placid, even-keeled married man was now living up to his potential. His fit body covered in sweat, his pace of fucking was relentless, his stamina on display.

	The entire extraordinary length of his married cock was now driving fully into her ass, the tight clenched hole now having completely surrendered to its grander purpose as a sex-hole built to take huge dick. It completely swallowed his huge manhood while squeezing it roughly, smothering it with incomparable heat and tightness. It should be too much for any man, and it would have been for him an hour prior. But Ryan was locked in, an absolute machine as he fucked this bitch as hard as he could, looking unrecognizable compared to the man who stepped into this office. His cock as hard as steel, his endurance at a point where his orgasm wasn’t even a major concern. He could feel it bubbling beneath the surface, but he was too in the moment to let it consume him. He was fully in control of himself now, his potential fully realized.

	He’d done this in order to finally give the Asian slut the reaming she’d been asking for, but it was him that had seemingly been broken, surrendering to the moment, submitting to the absolute pleasure, taking part in this the final straw that broke his brain and reformed him into a sex-crazed beast.

	Stacy was in much the same state. All pretenses were gone, all civility dissipated, leaving her completely lust-obsessed, taken to a level she’d never experienced with any man. Only Ryan. Her delicious body was consumed with need, her silky skin dripping with sweat, her mind in a crazed state, her hair a mess as she took the married man’s dick up her ass. She was still on all fours, but his cock was almost too much even for her, her arms finally weakening as the pleasure became too much.

	“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” she cried out, her throat clenched from the intensity of the brutal fucking she was taking. Ryan, the thoughtful married man, would have long ago relented, shown mercy, stopped before he took a woman to this point. But that Ryan was gone. And Stacy was no normal woman, but a nasty, evil slut! She wanted this… she needed this. And he was giving it to her.

	“UGH! FUCK!” Ryan groaned, the pleasure of her ass driving him crazy. He was doing his best to keep it tamped down, but sometimes it hit just right. His pace hadn’t been interrupted, his hands staying gripped on her hips, his body like a rolling piston as he drove his big meaty cock into her again and again and again. Finally, Stacy’s arms collapsed, sending her head down against the couch. But she kept her ass raised, never once shying away from taking that big dick of his. Finally, the pleasure was becoming too much for her body to handle, her system becoming overloaded with it, a GIANT orgasm building up. And if the married man’s perfect dick kept hitting her like this, that pressure inside her would explode at last and finally give her what her body… and her ass… craved.

	“Oh God! Just like that! Just like that…” Stacy sighed, the cock driving in and out of her ass so fucking perfectly, hitting her just right. He drove into her rough and hard, making her body shudder as her ass inhaled his smooth, throbbing meat. But her ass remained raised, hungry for more, able to take even his hardest thrusts. His cock was eroding away her pleasure centers, nailing just the right spot, taking her closer and closer, slowly getting there.

	“You like that cock? You like that fucking cock in your ass, you fucking slut!?” the married man demanded, his voice sounding so little like his own anymore, so warped by lust was he.

	“Yes! I love it! I love your perfect cock so much!” she gasped out, her cheek resting on the warm leather of the couch, her voice beginning to warble the pleasure was so much. And in response, he gave it to her harder and faster, his cock at the right angle and hitting her with just the right level of force that her pleasure centers began breaking down. He was able to see her eyes roll back into her head with insane all-consuming need.

	“Oh my God! Oh my God!” she groaned throatily, her body shaking.

	“UGH! FUCK!” Ryan groaned. Her ass was spasming around his cock, gripping it extra hard, enough to make his balls boil. But he was still in the groove, and he was able to keep his focus as she began to melt. He kept driving himself into her just right, hitting her like that again and again and again and again!

	“AHHHH! FUCK! FUCK! UGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH!” Stacy groaned, her asshole clenching his big cock. His hands gripped her hips roughly, holding her in place as he kept driving himself into her. Her body shook, trying to escape his grasp as the pleasure started to become too much, but he kept her right where he wanted her. Right where she liked it.

	“OH! FUCK! UGH! PLEASE!” she moaned out desperately, her body shaking violently, the pleasure too much for her, begging for sympathy. But in his berserker lust-filled state, he reverted back to his initial intent.

	No mercy.

	But of course, that initial intent had been for him to use this slut for his own pleasure, to get back at her for her endless wicked teasing. Instead, he was reaching new highs of stamina in order to give this evil slut the most insane orgasm of her life, giving her this level of pleasure so few reached. He was willing to give that blessing to her, but not to the woman he married. This was all under the guise of revenge, both for her teasing and her rough treatment of his wife, but it was starting to feel like he was simply giving this slut exactly what she wanted. As if this was precisely what she wanted him to do, and he was under her spell so deeply that he didn’t realize it till now. This was about her, about her pleasure, about her desperate need for satisfaction, and the only way she could achieve that was with the husband of the woman she constantly and gleefully humiliates. By showing her no mercy, he was in fact under her mercy.

	Part of him wondered if he should deny her this pleasure as it was so close, but he couldn’t. It felt too damn good to stop now. Her asshole around his big cock was driving him crazy. He couldn’t stop. No man could. His hips were out of control, almost acting on their own to drive his big cock into this Asian slut and pleasure her just as she liked, even if it was at his wife’s expense. Even if the heat of this fire was fueled on the betrayal of the woman he’d pledged marriage to. He was tumbling downhill towards a pit of sin with this evil hot-bodied bitch, and NOTHING could stop it now. He could only hold on for the ride.

	And in response to this realization, his cock shuddered with sinful excitement.

	“OH! GOD!” Ryan groaned, his rhythm nonetheless uninterrupted as he kept fucking Stacy’s ass, the knowledge of what he was truly doing only adding to his unyielding vigor. He couldn’t stop himself, even though he now realized he was only fucking himself deeper into her thrall. That in fucking her to her biggest orgasm ever, he was right there with her, taking himself to the same point, a true point of no return. Because there is no going back from a moment shared with someone, even a woman you despise. Because if you do that, you’ll be unable to resist being together with her forever! He couldn’t actually do that… not with her. He had to resist… he had to hold himself together, even as he kept fucking her senseless. Even as he knew this could only end one way…

	“UGH! GOD! UGGGHHHH!” Stacy groaned, her body tensing up, her ass arching backwards as if she was folding back on herself, changing his angle ever so slightly so he was almost hovering over her, fucking nearly straight down. Ryan kept piledriving his dong into her, his pace like freight train, only picking up steam. His body slammed down into hers. His heavy swollen balls kept slapping her cunt.

	“OH! FUCK!” Ryan groaned through clenched teeth, trying to resist cumming as her ass kept squeezing him, trying to pull the cum out of him. He could only go faster and faster, with even more oomph. No onlooker would think he was trying to pull back. They would think he was fucking with the sole purpose of cumming DEEP in this slut’s ass. The head of his cock drove deep inside Stacy’s ass, hitting just the right spot over and over and over again.

	“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! AHHHHHHH!” Stacy screamed out, her body flexing as a single gush of her sweet juices squirting out of her, as if forced from her. But this was a tremor before the storm arriving on the shores, a mini orgasm yet larger than any orgasm his wife had ever been able to have. But she was still cresting upwards, her body a livewire, a lightning strike on the horizon.

	“UGHHHH!” Ryan screamed, his body slamming into her, unable to slow down, his cock shaking. He was so damn close… he knew he shouldn’t, but he knew it would feel so fucking good!

	“FUCK! FUCK! YES! YES! YES! YES!” Stacy screamed about, about to lose control. And then finally, it hit her. “YYYYYYYEEEESSSSSSSS! AHHHH! FUCK! YES! YES! AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

	Stacy’s body spasmed violently as the big one slammed into her. Her whole body jerked as squirt after squirt of broiling hot girl-cum gushed out of her, splashing onto the black leather, pooling near their knees. Her clutching ass squeezed the life out of his cock as he kept pounding her, as if trying to pull him into Hell, but he resisted. He held out. The married man just kept fucking her ass at the same brutal pace.

	“YES! YES! GGGODDDDDDD!” she moaned, her pussy flexing as more gushes of girl-cum fired out of her cunt and onto the couch. She was overloaded, on fire, her whole body jerking as this hard anal orgasm made gushes of her juices explode out of her cunt. “OHGODOHGODOHGOD! FFUUUUCCCKKKKKKK!” Her body was a livewire, both the heated air of the office and the dripping sweat against her skin an exquisite torture to the overstimulated whore. Sensing this, his body acted without thought, on pure instinct, as if he knew exactly what to do. As he continued plowing the Asian slut, he reached under her with one hand and pressed his fingers against her swollen clit, flicking at it in just the right way. And immediately, she responded.

	“AHHHHH! FUCK! NO! NO! PLEASE! FUCK! FUCK! UGH! JUST LIKE THAT! AHHHHHH!” she screamed out, her body jerking so violently at this that he was afraid she’d throw him off. “EEEEEAAAAAAHHHHHHH!” She moaned out through clenched teeth, her body clenched so tight she might break. And through it all, he kept fucking the living hell out of her ass, hitting her just right, pleasuring her on both ends. Her neck twisted against the couch as if being possessed, her eyes wide, looking absolutely crazed.

	“AAHHHH! FUCK! You’re gonna kill me! FUCK! THAT BIG PERFECT FUCKING COCK IS GONNA FUCKING KILL ME!” She grunted out throatily, her voice hoarse, the pleasure nearly breaking her. Her cunt kept gushing, splashing across his fingers, the volume of her juices increasing due to this added stimulation. “But don’t stop! DONT EVER STOP! Kill me with that FUCKING DICK! AHHHHH! AHHHHHH! YES! YES! MURDER MY FUCKING ASS! YYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSS! UGGGHHHHHHHH! FFFUUUUUHHHHHH…” she screamed out, simultaneously pulling away from and slamming her ass back into him, welcoming his efforts and trying to throw him off. It felt insanely good, but it was too much for even a slut like her to take.

	“UGH! GOD…” Ryan groaned, his cock tingling, his dick a blur as he drilled in an out of her as hard and fast as he could. He couldn’t stop himself, he couldn’t slow down, even though he knew he’d cum if he kept at it like this. It felt so fucking good!

	“UUUGGGGHHHHH! GGGGODDDDDD! PLEASE! NO MORE!” Stacy groaned, unable to escape his grasp even as her lower half still tried to drive him away, the overstimulation so insane she felt like she’d explode. He kept fucking her ass with his big married cock. His fingers kept strumming her clit, making her gush juices at a high velocity at a near constant rate. Finally… it was just too much. Her body was tensing up. Her muscles flexed. Her throat tightened. And, in the last moment before the end, her mind finally gave in. “YES! YES! FUCK! FUCK! UGH! UGH! DON’T STOP! DON’T STOP! DON’T STOP! DON’T FUCKING STOP FOR ANYTHING! YES! YES! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FFFFFUUUUUCCCKKKKK! AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

	As if a demon was possessing her delicious body, she endured an unholy tug from within, her body flexing on its own, humping downward into the couch, pulling Ryan along with her as her ass locked around his cock so roughly it felt like it would break. Every muscle in her body tightening at once, it went from her ass being the only thing raised to her lower half planted against the couch as her head raised up, her back arching so severely it felt like her spine would snap.

	“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Stacy screamed out, her voice guttural as she screamed out in hellish delight, Ryan’s efforts only making the ‘big one’ even bigger, making the slut feel a level of pleasure few ever got to.

	Dragged down with her, it felt like she was pulling him down into the depths of sin with her. He’d tried his best all night to not let her pull him all the way down with her, even as he saw his dark fate right at the end, but here, in the final moment, he followed her to his dark fate, unable to resist it any longer.

	Yanked down by the iron grip of her ass around his fully immersed cock, tugged down in that same unholy tug from the depts, the intense, deathly squeeze around his shaft pulled him over the precipice. As she arched her back and screamed out in body-consuming pleasure, he fell right over the edge with her.

	“FFFFFFFUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKKK!” He roared, humping into her. Arching his back, ensuring his cock was completely buried inside her, his cock exploded, a thick rocket jet of cum firing out of him directly into her ass. He did this again and again and again, humping into the Asian slut, pumping massive wads of cum into her.

	“OOOOHHHHHH!” Stacy screamed out, her delicious body flexing in waves of pleasurable agony, clinging to the couch, holding on for dear life. She was humping into the sofa, her cunt gushing against his hand, which was pinned beneath her. Her ass kept squeezing the married man’s overwhelmed rod as they came together.

	“UUUGGGHHHHH!” Ryan grunted, humping into his wife’s boss lewdly. His nuts were flexing, firing off massive bands of cum into her. Shot after shot after shot! Again, it felt like he was giving part of himself to her, part of his essence, his soul, firing it out the end of his cock and into the Asian slut’s ass. It felt like his brain was breaking, his mind and body, who he was as a person, broken apart and shredded as his thick meaty cock flexed in her tight ass again and again and again. The pleasure was that great. This was on another level. Something only a slut like Stacy could give him. He was being pulled somewhere deep and sinful, and it was Stacy there with him in this most important of moments, their bodies intermingled, part of him inside her now. For good.

	Conscious thought left them both, rendering them as two lewd, sweaty humping bodies, chasing pleasure and nothing else, no matter the cost. A hard, nude, male body, on top of a petite, lusty female form, delving into the sinful depths of lust together. Nothing else mattered. That they were doing this in Stacy’s office didn’t matter. Lizzy didn’t matter, nor did she ever. All that mattered was each other. All that mattered was the pleasure.

	Ryan lost track of time, more beast than man at this point. All lewd sinful desire, encasing his once naïve, innocent, kind mind, warping him through that pleasure into something new and far worse.

	And Stacy wasn’t much better, her body shaking as rolling thunderstorms coursed through her body, tearing her up. She could still feel her ass getting filled with the married man’s cum, practically filled to the brim. She could still feel her juices squirting out of her onto the couch, now resting on a puddle of her own girl-cum.

	She was a slut, and this was her in her true element.

	At one point, it felt like Ryan’s brain literally locked up, his mind almost disassociating from his body, his thoughts foggy, his vision going blurry. It was as if he was in a half awake, almost drugged state. He felt Stacy’s body finally go limp beneath his, unsure if she was completely broken, the tension leaving her delicious body, the only signs of life still there were her panting breaths, felt directly with his chest pressed fully against her back. His eyes remained half-open, vision still blurry as his body collapsed on top of her, desperate for breath, barely clinging to any form of awareness.

	And for a time, this is where they remained, the office going silent. Ryan’s conscious form was buried behind a veil within him, looking outwards from inside, having stepped back from the controls of his body. He didn’t know how long this lasted.

	It wasn’t him who moved first, but Stacy. He felt her body slither out from beneath him, escaping from underneath him, sliding onto the floor. In his current state, he could only see her blurry form moving, not even getting a good view of her naked body as she rose to her feet. It took her a moment to regain her balance, standing on shaky feet, her body worn and tired. She reached down and grabbed the nearly passed-out married man, his exhausted form nonetheless obeying her wishes, allowing her to guide him into a seated position. He felt a heavy weight near his crotch, but Ryan was too distant within himself to know what it was. His vision still blurry, he could almost see Stacy smile before she kneeled between his knees, her heavy tits wobbling enough where even he could see it in his current state. She could feel him push his knees slightly apart as she moved in closer.

	Then, even from deep within himself, he felt a heavenly softness coaxing him back to life. So soft, so smooth, pulling him back to the forefront. His conscious mind returning to the controls, he blinked his eyes to clear away the blur, and what he saw shocked him.

	Stacy, between his legs, her immense heavy breasts resting on his crotch. And squished between those massive tanned orbs was his big married cock, somehow still hard, somehow still upright despite everything he’d endured. How was this possible? What had she done to him? Did she break him?

	“Uhh… Stacy…” he groaned sluggishly. He watched as she looked up at him, a confident smirk painted across her face as she held her tits from the sides, smothering his bloated shaft, fucking it with her sweaty breasts, bringing it back to life. Despite the deep depths of her insane cleavage, the head of his cock still emerged from the top, hitting her chin as she smothered his near full length with her fleshy breasts.

	“We’re not done, baby…” she said, sounding a bit worn down but holding it together far better than he was. He’d had hopes to break her down through voracious buttfucking, but she was the only one who’d emerged from the battle still holding it together. He tried to reject her, but his mind was mush.

	“Please… I can’t…” Ryan groaned, shaking his head. He didn’t have anything left. This was past his limits. At this, Stacy reached beneath him to cup his heavy nuts, still slightly swollen.

	“I think you’ve got one more for me…” Stacy whispered hotly, her voice still sounding scratchy but it only added to her sexiness. Her hair was a mess, and her face gave all the telltale signs of intense marathon fucking, but she still looked amazing.

	As soon as he felt her hand on him, he recognized the dull pressure at the base of his cock. His empty balls were somehow refilling again with even more sperm. Fuck… he did have more. How was this possible? How did she know? It had felt like he’d fired off all of himself. But if there was more left, he wouldn’t last long. He had no stamina left, nothing to hold back whatever was left within him.

	A jolt went down his shaft at a new sensation, Stacy’s lips closing around the head of his cock, her tongue tickling the underside of the tip, making him jump. His cock had spent a very long time buried up her ass, and now it was right in her mouth. And she didn’t hesitate in the slightest, practically savoring it, almost smiling as she sucked on the end of his dick. Jesus… what a fucking slut! What an amazing slut! She really was the best.

	“Oh…” he sighed softly, savoring then sensation of her soft, firm tits smothering the length of his shaft, and her talented tongue working his cockhead just right. She released it from her mouth for a moment, smiling up at him as she worked her tits around his penis.

	“You like that?” she sighed, biting her lip, grinning.

	“Stacy…” he groaned, waving his hands in surrender. “Please… no more…” he begged, unable to stand up against her, too broken to fight back. But he had to know this wouldn’t work. She was the one who had proven herself insatiable and unrelenting in a way he could never hope to match. This bitch was completely unbreakable. How could he ever hope to conquer her? What choice did he have but to surrender to her?

	“What’s wrong?” she teased. “I just want to leave you with a moment that you’ll never forget…”

	“Trust me… I won’t be able to forget any of this…” he replied. She smiled at that, but it wasn’t enough.

	“I know that, but I want you to walk out of here knowing that you love me more than anything,” she began. “And I don’t want you to ignore that.”

	Even now, the fog was beginning to clear, and the weight of what he’d done was beginning to hit him.

	“Stacy… I need to go…” he said, unable to muster the strength to move. “I just… I just can’t.” She smirked again knowingly. Despite that… fuck, her tits were so soft! They felt amazing around his shaft as she slowly teased his cock enough to have his balls boiling.

	“The best thing is… you’ve said that every step of the way…” she sighed. ‘And every time, you end up giving in and proving yourself wrong!’ She said, sounding strangely proud, squeezing her own massive jugs, pressing them into his dick even more firmly. He groaned lightly at this. “You just end up showing how amazing you are… how amazing you could be if you let go and devoted yourself fully to my hot body. My hot ASIAN body… right?” she teased, knowing that would resonate with him. His cock throbbed between her fleshy, sweaty tits. “Don’t you just want to dump boring little Lizzy for good and live every day with this body?” He gulped, the idea sounding so good, his cock stiffening even more between her giant heavy boobs. “Does she ever fuck you with her tits like this?” she said, barely containing a laugh. Even he gave her a half-hearted grin at this statement. “Can she ever give you something that feels this good?”

	“No, but…” he began, shaking his head. “But please… I’m done. I need to go.” Despite his cock’s stiffness, he was so exhausted that he didn’t know if he could endure anymore with her.

	“Okay… I’ll let you go…” she relented, resting her heavy breasts on his crotch on either side of his post, her fingers toying with her stiff nipples as she looked up from her spot between his legs. ‘I mean, you have done a lot. You filled my cunt with a fucking gallon of semen, and I’m pretty sure you gave my ass even more!’ Again, his cock jumped at her words. She looked down at the angry head of it and lovingly teased it with her tongue. “I just figured you’d want to complete the set and fuck my mouth. Fuck my throat like it’s my cunt! And then I was gonna let you cum on my tits! Don’t you want to see these big perfect Asian tits covered in your cum?” she teased, her smile sickeningly evil as she squeezed her own fleshy tits again. The sight made his cock jump.

	“Stacy…” he sighed, feeling more awake the more she teased him.

	“Would you be able to live with yourself if you DON’T end up covering these big, perfect tits with cum?” she asked, again tonguing the tip of his cock oh so teasingly. “Because the next time you go home with flat, boring, ugly Lizzy, and she takes off her top, are you gonna look at her pathetic, itty-bitty boobies and not think about how you like mine WAY better? Is that sight gonna make you think about spraying another massive wad of cum across these perfect cum-catchers instead?” she sighed, glancing at her own breasts.

	“Oh!” he sighed, his head falling back.

	“Will you be able to ever to look at your wife’s boobies and not think about my perfect tits?” she asked, toying with her nipples.

	“No…” he replied truthfully, the lust invading even this moment where he was as drained of lust as could be. And still, she had her hooks in his big dick.

	“Do you even love your wife anymore? Because it feels like you love these big Asian tits even more, haha!” she teased him.

	“Oh… Stacy…” he begged, desperate.

	“Then why not just finish this off right?” she asked, toying with him. ‘Why not fuck my throat like the slippery little cunt it is, then finish off all over my massive, round titties? Isn’t that what you want right now… more than anything?’ she sighed, speaking his language, sliding her heavy tits up and down his lengthy, throbbing shaft. “Or do you still want to walk away?”

	Ryan hated how tempting the offer was. Even in his weakened state, even though the full weight of what he’d done was fully hitting him, a big part of him still wanted to do it. In this state, her words to his wife seemed extra harsh as they hit his sober mind, yet he still wanted to do it more than anything. He really did. But in this moment, he wanted to at least assert some control of himself. Show that he had some control over himself, his actions… his fate.

	“Stacy…” he sighed weakly. “I need to leave.” Finally, he said it. At last, he stood up for himself. And, for the first time, she respected his choice. She sat up straight and backed away just enough to release his cock from her grasp between her tits. Despite everything, her teasing had done its magic. His cock was towering and mighty, even after the brutal fucking he’d taken part in. Thus was the magic of her body… her tits… her big, perfect tits. God, those tanned tits would look perfect covered in his thick white cum…

	No. NO! This was over.

	Shaking his head clear, he found the energy to move his limbs, taking the opportunity to stand up in the space she’d vacated. Inadvertently, this meant that as he stood, his cock settled into place directly pointing at Stacy’s gorgeous slutty face. She smirked with the tip of his weapon mere inches of her eager mouth. She let her lips part ever so slightly in anticipation. Ryan noted this moment as well, this action on his part inadvertent but nonetheless potent, making his balls fill up even more with the cum that she was so hungry for. But he was committed to finally escaping this evil slut’s clutches. And there was nothing she could offer that would stop him now.

	“Stacy,” he began. “This is over.”

	 

	 

	 

	(10 Minutes Later)

	“Take it!” Ryan growled. “Take it you fucking slut!” With one hand holding the back of Stacy’s head harshly, he drove his cock roughly into her mouth, fucking it exactly as she wanted. From the tip to the base, he gave her every inch, enjoying the sight of her dirty mouth stuffed full of dick. Sometimes, he savored the sensation of her plump juicy lips sliding along his shaft, and other times he enjoyed the sight of those smooth lips forming a tight seal around the base of his cock, holding her in place till her eyes watered. A newly blooming dark side to him loved seeing the smug bitch choking on his thick rod. But hey… this is what she wanted.

	“You like that, bitch?” the married man growled, sounding unrecognizable. “You like tasting your fucking ass… oh… that fucking cunt juice… you love tasting all that on my dick?”

	“MMPH!” she groaned, mouth full of cock, grinning. He felt her tongue lavishly licking the underside of his shaft, making sure he knew how eagerly she was savoring the flavor. Jesus…

	“Fuck! Your amazing!” he effused, unable to contain it, lust lighting up his system. There is nothing he could give her that she wouldn’t love. “What a fucking slut you are!” Her eyes lit up as she shook her head back and forth with his cock down her throat, gargling on his meat lewdly. She even bared her teeth as she gently rested them around the base of his cock, not only asserting that she was as nasty as they come but that she owned this fucking cock of his.

	Ryan kept giving this bitch his full length, and she fucking took it like the slut she was, the head of his cock getting buried down her throat as she tried to swallow his lengthy meat again and again and again. His heavy, cum-filled balls kept pressing against her chin, and she was drooling everywhere as she gave him this extra-sloppy blowjob. But she was hungry for it, almost attacking his dick as hungrily as he gave it to her.

	However, after a night with so much heated action, he lacked the stamina to keep things going. His balls were boiling, the pressure was already too much, and he couldn’t deny the hungry slut her prize. As she sucked him off, and those massive wobbling jugs kept shaking from her efforts, he wanted nothing more than to fucking cover them in cum. He wanted to see her tanned golden tits glazed with his fucking sperm.

	Finally removing his spit-soaked shaft from her glorious slutty mouth, he held her by the hair while he grabbed the base of his cock with the other. Stepping towards the kneeling slut, he proceeded to rub his soaked cock across her slutty face.

	“I want you to wear it, bitch,” he grunted out, knowing his cock was coated with the combined juices of all three of her holes. “I want it painted across your fucking face.”

	“YES!” Stacy gasped. “Please!” she sighed like a true whore, eagerly rubbing her face against his cock and balls. This act of pure whorish delight made his cock shake. It was that time, and she knew it. Grabbing the base of his shaft deftly in her palm, she began stroking it, poised to coax the cum out. He stepped back as she aimed it at her perfect tits.

	“Oh God!” Ryan groaned, his balls churning up one last load for this cum-hungry bitch.

	“Am I prettier than your loser wife? Am I hotter than Lizzy?” she asked, her gorgeous face covered with a cocktail of her sex-juices, wearing it like war paint. He had never seen anyone look sluttier than Stacy did in this moment, and even so, comparing this expression to his wife’s fresh, pretty, smiling face, he knew which he preferred.

	“Yes! YES! You’re hotter than Lizzy! She’s so fucking ugly compared to you!” he groaned out, his cock about to blow.

	“Then prove it! Prove it by fucking cumming all over me!” she screamed out. His cock vibrating, his balls flexing, a massive wad of cum flew through the air, landing on her giant round breasts. She was using her elbows to press her boobs together, giving him a perfect canvas to paint.

	Rope after rope of thick, potent semen fired from him, landing on the Asian slut’s breasts. Up and down, left and right, his sticky cum was soon crisscrossing her tanned boobs, and it was still going. How was this possible? He’d cum so much already? How did he have anything left? Or was it that she got his motor revving so rapidly that he was producing it so fast he wouldn’t be able to go very long without needing to cum over and over again and again. Fuck! What had she done to him?

	“That’s it, baby! Yes!” Stacy sighed, her hand expertly jacking the cum out, pointing it at her chest as he painted them. “You are cumming so hard! You must really love my tits!”

	“Jesus fuck, they’re perfect! Yes!” he groaned, his cock shaking as it kept firing, an exceptionally large band of it traversing from one stiff nipple to the other, his sperm soon dangling from them. Another shot landed right across the upper crest of her cleavage, and one entire band of semen absolutely disappeared down in that same crevasse. His balls kept flexing as his cum-cannon kept firing. And she was there to coax it out of him, letting the married man coat her fucking breasts with his semen. “I love them! I love those amazing tits so much!”

	As he fired off a few more thick bands of sperm, she could feel some of the oomph being taken out of these rocket-shots of cum. Knowing one last thing would complete the picture, she pointed his weapon directly at her face, just in time for a heavy shot to paint her from chin to forehead, landing on one side of her nose and weighing down her eyelid. He fired off again and again and again, a few shots landing on her face, one landing across her plump lips, and one shot landing directly in her open mouth, which of course she eagerly swallowed.

	“Ahhhhhh!” he groaned out, his cock still firing off even as it felt like his balls were near empty, his system digging so deep to eject cum out the end of his dick that it felt like it he was tapping into his soul, firing off his essence onto this Asian slut’s face.

	Finally, with one last shot not quite making it to her face and instead landing on her jutting tits, the weapon was fully out of ammo. He’d given her absolutely everything he had, and there wasn’t a drop more. He collapsed back into the couch, feeling her sex-juices against his ass as he did so. His gaze fell to Stacy’s naked form, his eyes going wide as he did so.

	Stacy fell back onto her butt, looking down at herself. She was fucking coated in cum, even more than expected. She licked her lips and tasted another warm mouthful of the stuff before letting her fingers toy with some of the pools of semen on her chest, looking up at him as she did so.

	“So…” she sighed, lips swollen. “How do I look?

	She was right… this was a sight to be remembered. This image of her absolutely covered with his cum… it was burned into his brain forever. He memorized every inch of her, on one hand impressed by his own cumload after what he’d endured, but on the other horrified by what it could mean. But despite that, the lust still in his body compelled him to say one last thing.

	“You look… perfect.”

	As the endorphins left his system and his cock began to finally soften for good, the weight of what he’d done flooded back to him fully. The many betrayals and sins he’d committed had been masked by lust this whole time, but now that it was all gone, he just felt empty. Hollow. Horrified at what he’d done, what he’d been convinced to do. Before he’d surrendered to her, he promised himself that he’d do his best to endure this and try to escape as unscathed as possible. But now… looking at where things stood… he didn’t know how he’d ever move on. How he’d ever look past his own betrayal of his wife. Of Lizzy.

	Uh… Elizabeth, he meant.

	She didn’t deserve this. She was so nice. And so sweet. And so kind. Sure, she had some faults, but that didn’t mean he could just go off and cheat on her with another woman just because she was better than his wife in every way? It was wrong! It was fucked up! It was about as deep of a betrayal as possible. He’d cheated on his wife and betrayed her, not with just any woman but with his wife’s boss. The woman his wife hates more than anything. That’s the woman he fucked.

	Jesus… he was screwed.

	His mind working overtime but not seeing any clear solutions to the predicament he was in; he knew the first thing he had to do was escape. Then he could regroup. Recover. Try to find a way to get past this betrayal. Get past it so his wife didn’t find out, not just for his own sake but for hers. She… she was so fragile. She couldn’t handle such a betrayal. She would shatter completely. She was so breakable, unlike Stacy. No, Stacy could take anything. She really was kind of amazing…

	No! He had to move on. He had to get out of there before he let himself get talked into another mistake.

	Luckily, Stacy didn’t put up a fight, simply falling back onto her elbows and resting on the carpet, escape only possible because she was allowing it. Suddenly finding one last deposit of energy, he stood up and moved quickly, grabbing his misplaced clothes. He aimed to put them on before realizing that he was a mess, showing every bit of the intense sex he’d just taken part in. Lucky that she had a restroom connected to her office, he ducked in there and cleaned up as best he could, enough where it wasn’t completely obvious that he’d just had crazy sex with his wife’s boss. Finally, he re-dressed, making sure his clothes were as in place as possible. Looking at his reflection, it was obvious what he’d endured. He could see it in his eyes. How would he ever get away with this?

	Poking his head out of the restroom, he saw that Stacy was still on the floor, now posed on the carpet, watching him as he emerged, still covered with cum, one breast stacked on top of the other as she rested on her side. She smirked and waved at him.

	“Goodnight, lover…” she said smugly. “See you soon.”

	Shaking his head, he looked away from her and finally pulled open the door and marched out of her office. Keeping his head down, he noted that the party was pretty much over, with most everyone gone. He hoped none of them knew what they’d done, but… they’d been really loud. Some of them knew, no doubt. They had to. Fuck… another thing he’d have to deal with.

	Marching over to Kendall’s office, he pushed open the door, looked into the darkened room, and found his wife’s groggy form resting on the couch, sleeping on her side. Ryan’s mind went to the sight he’d seen of Stacy in a somewhat similar position moments prior. Shaking that thought clear, he stepped into the office.

	“Hon…” he croaked out, shaking her awake.

	“Whuh…” she groaned, stirring awake.

	“Hon, we need to go,” he stated firmly. Her eyes opened, still looking groggy and drunk.

	“Are we not home?” she asked.

	“No… we’re still at the office,” he admitted.

	Eventually getting her to her feet, he put her arm around his shoulder so he could support her as they walked out together. It was only as they began walking back across the office to the elevator that Ryan noticed one person still at the party, watching them.

	Kendall.

	Sitting on a desk near the center of the room, she’d clearly been watching him the whole time, waiting for him to notice. Sitting on the desk, eating a few leftover olives from her empty martini glass, she looked up at him as he emerged. He gave her a pained glance, as if asking ‘what now?’ He wondered if she knew, and when her face lit up with a confident, knowing grin, he knew without a doubt that she definitely knew exactly what had happened here tonight.

	“Have a good night!” she called out, a little too cheerily, giving the couple a little wave. Ryan shook his head and looked away, marching his wife out of the office, and into the elevator, finally getting the hell out of here for good.

	It was only once he was fully gone that Kendall finally moved. Standing up, having been waiting long enough that she’d mostly sobered up, she stepped towards Stacy’s office, curious to see what she’d find. Wanting to see the damage. But what she saw was beyond what she’d expected.

	Splayed out on the floor, now resting on her back, Stacy had never looked more like the whore she was. Her hair a mess, her tits and face painted with cum, a bead of thick semen oozing from her pussy, the Asian woman was a wreck. Lifting her head to see Kendall, Stacy smiled at her.

	“Have a good time?” Kendall asked. Stacy laughed groggily.

	“Yeah… it was fucking amazing…” the boss lady sighed, head rolling back.

	“I can see that,” Kendall replied. “Heard it too…”

	“What?” Stacy asked.

	“Nothing,” her subordinate replied. “You know, I really shouldn’t have to see my own boss covered with some dude’s cum.”

	“You should have seen that fucking dude in action,” Stacy replied. Kendall looked away at this.

	“How big was he?” Kendall inquired.

	“Like…” she began, her head rising, searching for an appropriate response. “Like my arm! I swear! Fuck! It had to be 10 inches!”

	“Wow…” Kendall sighed, genuinely impressed. “When you get your stuff together, you know I want to hear everything!” Kendall effused. Stacy nodded and let her head fall back.

	“Alright, it’s pretty late. Let’s get you cleaned up,” Kendall said, shifting into friend mode. Helping her boss to her feet, Kendall spent the next few minutes cleaning up her friend, getting her to a place where it wasn’t so obvious she’d just gotten her brains fucked out. She even carefully kept Stacy’s red dress clear of the mess, not wanting anything to happen to such an amazing garment. And it was far too uncomfortable for her to wear in her current state anyways. Luckily, Stacy had some spare clothing here as Kendall dressed her, pulling on some tight yoga pants, a company t-shirt, and some sneakers. Leading her sex-drunk friend out, keeping her steady as she wobbled on her two feet, she ended up balancing her boss against a wall as she moved to turn out some of the stray lights still on in the office.

	In this interim, a groggy but blissed-out Stacy grabbed her phone, a wicked thought passing across her mind. Her thoughts suddenly going to the woman who’d inadvertently kicked this whole thing into motion, she couldn’t help but gloat. Her fingers working fast, she shot off a text to Dr. White.

	‘You were SO right!’

	Smiling to herself, she was surprised to see a fast reply, as if the doctor was for some reason waiting for her message. But her response dispelled that motion.

	‘What do you mean?’ Dr. White replied. Stacy looked away for a moment before smiling and finding a reply.

	’You’ll find out eventually…’ she teased. Looking up, she saw Kendall approaching. Pocketing her phone, she was suddenly struck by another driving physical need that had been unquenched for far too long. “Can we get something to eat? I’m fucking starving…” Stacy finally admitted. Kendall smiled, happy to hear her finally admit it.

	“What, was his cum not enough?” Kendall asked snarkily.

	“Well, clearly, I didn’t swallow a whole lot of it,” Stacy replied. Kendall grinned.

	“Fine. We can get some burgers,” Kendall said, almost feeling like Stacy’s mom. “I’m sure the drive-thru is still open.” Stacy smiled at this.

	“Thank you, Kendall!” she replied somewhat sarcastically, her too feeling the same weird dynamic between them and mocking.

	“Can I at least drive your car?” Kendall asked, looking to take advantage of her friend’s current state and get a little something for herself.

	“Not a goddamn chance!” Stacy replied. Kendall smirked.

	“It was worth a shot,” Kendall said, shrugging as the two friends reached the entrance of the office.

	Kendall flicked the light switch off, and locked the main door to the office. And as the elevator doors closed with them inside, the very eventful Harper Finance Christmas party finally ended.
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	Ryan was understandably lost in thought as he took his wife home from the party, replaying the events of the night over and over again. Luckily for him, Elizabeth had been so zonked out after the party that he was able to get her home and into bed without incident, allowing him to shower, throw his clothes in the wash, and erase all evidence of what he’d done.

	But he couldn’t erase the memories…

	Needless to say, things were a bit awkward for Ryan over the next few days. He couldn’t shake the memories of what he’d done, what he’d willingly taken part in. It felt too insane to be real. The whole point of him being so eager to attend this party was to stand up to his wife’s boss after all the awful things she’d put Elizabeth through. Instead, he let his wife get completely drunk to the point of having to let her sleep it off. And once she was out of the way, he proceeded to let her boss grind up on him to the point where everyone could see them, only to then let her lure him into her office. Once there, it wasn’t long till he was having insane, nasty, unprotected sex with her, going to town on her hot body and cumming in her cunt, in her ass, and capping it off by painting her tits with his sperm.

	It was madness! How could it all have gotten so out of control so quickly? Was she simply that hot? Were her boobs so big and round and perfect that it kinda broke his brain? He couldn’t explain why he’d let himself get pulled so deeply under her spell, even after he knew what she was doing. It was all just so out of character for him. He was the guy who was always was happy to keep his head down not make waves, to not do anything too crazy. And yet, he was now the guy who betrayed his wife with a woman she hated and had really reckless, crazy sex with her. It was such a pronounced aberration in his decidedly uncrazy, uneventful existence that he couldn’t stop thinking about it. He’d lived a happy life with no complaints, never doing wrong, maintaining a sunny outlook on things. But he’d never felt more alive than he did while fucking that smoking hot Asian slut, going to the limits with her and experiencing a level of pleasure that he didn’t know possible. Everything else suddenly paled in comparison to that crazy night.

	He again wondered if living such a deliberately unexciting, humble existence almost left him more primed for something as insane as what he took part in with Stacy, floating in space until he came across something so powerful that he had no other choice but to succumb to it, not knowing any better, not knowing how to guard against such a thing. It was the brightest, most exciting thing he’d ever experienced, and his existence from that point on was orbiting that bright shining moment like a planet orbiting its sun, bathing in its light and energy.

	He kept reliving that night, remembering every moment in great detail, the whole thing burned into his mind. Every second of it was so profound and so exciting that he would never be able to forget it or look past it. At one point in the middle of the action, he’d vowed to move on without even thinking about what happened again. Ha! The idea of that was laughable. He wondered if he’d forever be tortured by that dark evening of sinful betrayal. Would it define his life more than all the good he’d done? Would it overshadow his marriage, leave a stronger mark than all the happy moments he shared with his wife, forever casting his bond with his wife in its shadow? In the immediate aftermath of that crazy night, it was already starting to feel that way.

	Things were definitely weird over the next few days. Ryan was lost in his head, replaying what had happened time and time again, feeling like a shell of himself, hollowed out by regret and shame. Shame for what he’d done, and shame for the… effect… replaying those memories had on him.

	For her part, Elizabeth was deeply embarrassed by her own behavior that night, ashamed at letting her husband see her descend into fall-down drunkenness. She felt so stupid for behaving that way in front of him, leading her to be a bit distant over the next couple days after the party. She was so mortified. And since he was so ashamed for the whole ‘cheating on his wife with her busty, slutty, gorgeous Asian boss’ thing, he wasn’t exactly being talkative either. She took this as him being let down by her behavior, which only added to her humiliation. Obviously, compared to what he’d done, it was small beans. Sure, he was annoyed with her for inadvertently allowing him the freedom to cheat, but it was his own actions that were keeping him distant. And even though she didn’t know the true root of that distance, she was still kicking herself for her part of that fateful night. Someone with her history, she knew she couldn’t afford to blow this with Ryan. He was so great! Elizabeth loved him so much! She couldn’t lose him. She could not go through that again. She couldn’t let herself be consumed by her own self-consciousness for the rest of her life.

	She asked him about what happened after she passed out at the party. And obviously, he lied to her. She admitted that she didn’t love seeing Stacy being so familiar with him, which is why she drank herself into oblivion. And while he certainly understood this in retrospect, it was hard to feel relieved by this considering her concerns were totally justified. He explained that he kept his distance from her once Elizabeth was out of commission, stating that he was also getting uncomfortable with her friendliness, lying well enough to not give his wife the slightest hint at how far things had actually gone between them. And while her doubts and fears about losing another man to one of her bullies are what had led her to the point of being haunted by the thought of her husband cheating on her with that evil bitch, she deep down didn’t believe that anything would actually happen between them. So, when her husband claimed innocence, she believed him. Because she trusted him. Because she loved him.

	Ryan got away with it.

	But he knew this was only a temporary solution. Both he and his wife were off for the week of Christmas. But when Elizabeth had to go back to work… that was the real test. Would Stacy let slip what they’d done? With how gleefully wicked she was, he wouldn’t put it past her. Would Kendall say something, or anyone else that could have overheard? He didn’t know. There was a ticking time bomb that could blow up his marriage, and he didn’t know when or if it’d blow. On some level, his marriage was on borrowed time. Elizabeth didn’t know it, and her nice, friendly, loving demeanor around him only added to his regret. She didn’t know what he’d done to her. She didn’t know how deeply he’d betrayed her. She didn’t know the truth that was circling around her, poised to ruin her life.

	He’d fucked up big time.

	This week-long vacation was supposed to be relaxing, except it was anything but. From the start, it was an eternity, each passing second a slow march to the moment of truth where his fate would be decided. He put up a good enough front, but he could barely shake his guilt. Not only for what he’d done, but his wayward mind. Whenever Stacy’s image flitted across his mind, or when he remembered the events of that evening, or when she came up in conversation… his cock would stiffen. His brain would go nuts. His body would ready itself, so attuned with her from their night together that even the thought of her caused his body to ready itself for sex, the dirtiest thoughts of her and her hot body floating across his mind.

	It was just… they’d gone through something together, him and Stacy. They’d taken each other to their limits, their bodies working in lewd unison to allow him to experience things he didn’t know possible. It was an experience so potent and profound even in its nastiness that he felt some sort of strange, fucked-up bond with her. She was pure evil, a creature of sinful wickedness, and they’d gotten to know each other on such a raw physical level that despite his best efforts, their souls had intermingled. A bond had been forged on what felt like a deeper level than even the one he’d shared with Elizabeth.

	He’d lived his life so true and so on the straight and narrow that he always thought the logical endpoint would be finding someone just as sweet and good-natured to spend the rest of his life with. Instead, he’d met someone on the opposite end of the spectrum, an evil, slutty sex-goddess, and the connection he’d forged with her felt more profound and real. He’d spent years doing things the right way with a good-hearted woman, like he was supposed to. He spent time with the woman he loved, making love with her, enjoying the glow of domestic bliss. And he always thought that was enough. But after spending one night pleasuring a woman who was pure evil and experiencing how much more thrilling and exciting that was… he just couldn’t move past it.

	He’d even found himself so enamored by that night he’d spent with her that he was starting to excuse Stacy’s bad behavior in his mind. By all accounts, she was an evil cutthroat bitch at the office, but she was clearly hyper-intelligent and successful, so perhaps she simply demanded the best of her workers. As a woman in a male-dominated field, she had to not show the slightest bit of weakness. And because she was so blessed in so many ways, her intelligence, her work ethic, her good looks and hot body, it was no wonder she thought so highly of herself. It was no wonder she had trouble empathizing with women lesser than her. Women less successful than her. Women less beautiful than her. Women who didn’t have nearly as hot a body as her.

	Women like Elizabeth.

	It was hard to deny it. Stacy, in every observable metric, was simply better than his wife. More successful. More gorgeous. A way superior, more desirable body. Better at sex…

	She was a goddess.

	And while that didn’t justify her bad behavior and really rough treatment of his wife, he could almost understand it. A woman like her, a freaking goddess… it must be so challenging for her to deal with mere mortals without losing her mind with impatience. And while he loved Elizabeth, he certainly knew how nervous she could get when the pressure was on, and that led to mistakes. Mistakes that a goddess like Stacy just couldn’t abide. It was understandable that someone like her would lash out. When he looked back and reviewed some of Elizabeth’s horror stories about Stacy, or when she told a new one, he found himself starting to empathize with Stacy’s side of the equation more than his wife’s. As insane as it was to say, she was so fucking hot and so much better than her peers that it was almost hard for him to imagine her being wrong about much. He just couldn’t help but imagine that, even in the stories Elizabeth told, which were totally biased in her favor… in retrospect he couldn’t deny that she came across kinda like a loser in comparison to her goddess of a boss. Even during their vacation break, with his wife checking her work emails from home, and she told him a story about Stacy re-reviewing one of Elizabeth’s projects for no apparent reason other than to ferret out a mistake, Ryan found himself thinking that she was probably right to do it.

	And his cock stiffened at the thought of Stacy stamping out her superiority over his wife again. God… what a woman!

	Ryan couldn’t shake thoughts of her, and they were so potent that he almost didn’t want to. The memories of their night together made him get hard for her quite often in those first few days after the party. At first, it felt like a deeper betrayal to be driven to bed with his wife fueled by a lust caused by Stacy, so he instead opted to jack off to thoughts of Elizabeth’s hot boss rather than scooping up his wife and taking her to bed. And he was so supercharged by that encounter with Stacy that he was jacking off quite a lot, more than he had in years. He almost dreaded having sex with his wife again, not because he didn’t want to, but because he feared how it would be in comparison to Stacy.

	But such a thing was unavoidable. Two nights after the party, they had sex for the first time since his night with Stacy. He did his best to focus on the moment, focus on his wife and be a good husband for her, but the specter of that slut cast a shadow over everything. He’d always been happy with his sex life. He neither expected or demanded crazy sex from a girl like her, or really any girl. Women who actually did that stuff were the things of porno movies. It wasn’t real. But how wrong he was. Because now… he’d experienced the good stuff. He’d experienced the other side. It was real, and it was amazing. And despite his best efforts, he couldn’t ignore the contrast between the two women. And the judgement was almost immediately clear after reconnecting with his wife.

	Elizabeth was really bad at sex.

	He’d always enjoyed their gentle, loving missionary sex. Honest. But after fucking Stacy, he saw this for what it really was. Elizabeth just lied there and let him do his thing. She barely pushed back, she barely spoke, she barely did anything but let out small, soft mews of pleasure as she wrapped her limbs around him, preferring the closeness and intimacy over the pleasure. Stacy… she threw him down, rode him like a stallion, and took him to his absolute limits. She showed him what he could really do. She made him feel alive! In comparison, Elizabeth barely lifted a finger. Her level of effort was so minimal as to not be doing anything at all. She barely mustered any passion beyond low level lovemaking, while Stacy only practiced the art of hardcore fucking. And while he’d never objected before, after experiencing the other side, he knew which left its mark on him, and which felt terrible in comparison.

	And while he finished the sex with his wife, having to let memories of Stacy flood his mind in order to finally get over the edge, the aftermath of what just happened almost gave him an existential crisis. While he still did love his wife’s sweet, kind personality, and he found that a wonderful match in so many ways, the volatile bond formed between him and Stacy felt far more substantial. More exciting. Better. And after experiencing it, after temporarily grabbing onto that burning comet of lust and sin, everything else felt dull and boring. Could he live with this as the best he ever got, when he knew that something way better was out there for the taking?

	He loved Elizabeth more than he’d ever loved anyone else, and despite everything, despite how thrilling and exciting he’d found his encounter with Stacy, his goal right then was still to make things work with his wife. Actually pursuing anything more with Stacy… no. Not gonna happen. Not only because of how dangerous he knew her to be, but his soul couldn’t take doing such a thing to Elizabeth. She was so sweet and caring… she didn’t deserve to be hurt. He could never do that to her… he could never imagine willingly doing such a thing. Stacy was the bright shining star he was being lured towards… he had to resist it’s pull. He had to re-devote himself to Elizabeth.

	His only problem with that was how to achieve it, how to expunge that slut from his mind, and how to somehow evade the fallout from his very loud, very public affair with his wife’s slutty boss. The slow countdown to that point where his wife returned to work and could possibly face down that fallout was tortuously slow. It wasn’t helped by the fact that they lived a quiet, humble existence, their apartment was often quiet as they read or cooked or worked on their hobbies. While that used to feel like home, now the lack of noise and thrills felt like agony. He was dying for some sort of distraction. Anything!

	And he got it.

	His first official vacation day, Monday, his phone pinged just after he woke up. Thinking it was his work already pestering him, he quickly glanced at his phone to check, only for his eyes to go wide at what he found.

	It was a picture of Stacy.

	Clearly, she’d taken a selfie just moments after their encounter at the party had finished, possibly when he was cleaning up. The picture showed Stacy, completely naked, on her knees, her face and tits covered with his cum, a wicked, confident grin on her sperm coated face. She captioned this with a few words…

	‘Hope you didn’t forget about me.’

	He was thunderstruck by this picture, the memories of that night flooding his mind all over again. He’d done that to her. He’d coated that sex-goddess with his fucking cum. And seeing her in this state again only brought him back to that moment, so consumed by lust that he was almost a different person, treating her like the whore she was. Without care or mercy. He’d kept up with her as well as any man could hope to, and as evidenced by the fact that she was reaching out to him, he’d more than met her approval. He was strangely excited by the idea that he’d earned her respect. She liked it just as much as he did. He was on her mind just as much as she was on his. So excited was he by hearing from her again, his fingers acted before he could think twice.

	‘I don’t think I ever could forget about you.’

	She sent back a smirking emoji at this, reminding him of that sexy smirk of hers…

	That wasn’t the last of it. Not even close. Over the next few days, she kept him on the hook, texting him out of the blue with sexy pictures. One taken early in the morning as she got ready for work, having just rolled out of bed, wearing only a white thong as she posed in front of a mirror. Her arm crossed over her tits, covering them up. She was looking at the mirror confidently, her hair mussed from sleep, not wearing any makeup but still looking insanely hot.

	Another picture showed her turned away from the camera, wearing only a matching purple bra and thong, showcasing her juicy ass immaculately. Another was her far more clothed but just as sexy. It was taken on the fateful leather couch in her office, her phone held from above as she took the picture. It showed her tugging the hem of her blue top down, exposing a mile of her juicy cleavage, the sight making his mouth water. Beyond that first cum-splattered photo of hers, none of her other photos allowed him to see the goods. He had enough respect for her intelligence to suspect that this was done by design, withholding the sight from him, driving him crazy. And it did the job. Ryan ended up having to sneak away and jack off every time she sent him photos, the desire she incited in him that potent. And there were many more photos, and they kept him very busy.

	But beyond that, they were just texting back and forth a lot. It started off as him pleading with her to stop sending all those pictures. These protests were weak at best, and not only did she keep sending juicy photos, he kept eagerly anticipating them despite knowing better. Sometimes, her texts themselves were flirtatious, other times they were conversational. He kept the conversations going as to not get on her bad side and incite her into giving away their secret. That being said, it was still distressing how easy it was to chat with her, texting about basketball and cars and all sorts of other things she knew he was into. But that major concern of her allowing their secret to get out was dominating his mind, and he had to bring it up. He knew they’d made a deal in the heat of the moment for her to not give away what they’d done, and he wanted to make sure she would live up to her word, texting her something along those lines. And sensing desperation immediately, she pounced.

	‘What are you afraid of? Don’t want Lizzy to find out that you know that her boss squirts when she cums?’

	’Jesus, Stacy…’ Ryan replied, his cock stiffening at the vivid memory. Yeah… he did know she squirted.

	‘Afraid that your wife will find out that her husband knows what the inside of my ass feels like?’

	’Stacy…’ he warned again, his cock throbbing at the thought.

	‘Or that her husband licked the sweat of my big tits?’

	’Please…’ he begged.

	‘Or that she’ll find out that you screamed that you love me more than ANYTHING while I fucked your brains out?’

	’Please stop…’ he replied, his hand touching himself through his pants.

	‘I tell you what,’ she began. ‘I’ve shown you so much of me… I want you to return the favor. Send me a pic of that juicy dick… then we’ll talk.’

	If he was a little more clear-headed, he might have thought better. But he was still motivated to stay on her good side… and hopeful that playing along with her would convince her to live up to her word. Plus… she just had something about her that made him want to do as she asked. So, this was how the married man ended up locked in his bathroom three days before Christmas, making sure to take the most flattering picture of his big dick possible for his wife’s boss to enjoy, all the while his wife got started on dinner. After a few minutes pause where Stacy was no doubt admiring the photo he’d sent, she finally replied.

	‘Very nice.’

	A couple moments later, she followed up.

	‘As far as our deal goes… I’ll think about it.’

	Annoyed at her lack of a firm reply, that didn’t stop him from rubbing one out at the thought of Stacy before rejoining his wife. He was hoping he could get this deal locked in place and at least minimize the chances of his secret getting out. Once that was set, he could move on and turn that focus inward and try to move on and get past all this, getting Stacy fully out of his system so he could refocus his full attention on his wife.

	But Stacy was happy to string him along, only adding to his frustration. The next day, she shot him a message mid-morning.

	‘I have to apologize… I accidentally referenced our little fling during a meeting. I told the girls around the table that an upcoming deal was huge, like ’Lizzy’s husband huge!’ Don’t worry, everyone laughed about it. Just wanted to let you know.’

	He didn’t know if she was being honest or just messing with him. And it didn’t stop there.

	‘Sorry. I did it again,’ she texted him the following morning. ‘I told Marley that I wanted her on one of her clients like Lizzy’s husband was all over my tits! A bit inappropriate, but it got the point across. And it was fitting, cause I was talking about her taking over one of Lizzy’s clients. Lol.’

	It was driving him crazy, the small possibility that she was actually being so reckless with this precious information. And then, later that day:

	‘I was meeting with a client over lunch, and we were talking about leadership. She asked what I do to motivate my employees… I told her that I fucked the husband of my worst saleswoman, and that everyone else since has been extra motivated to stay on my good side! Needless to say, she was VERY impressed! We spent most of the rest of our lunch bitching about our worst employees, and the things we’ve dreamed about doing to them. Even I learned a few things, HAHA!’

	That was enough. Even if she was messing with him, it felt like he needed to make a firm deal. Something in concrete. While he always thought he was a good enough negotiator, he couldn’t ignore the fact that the last time he’d tried to negotiate with Stacy, he’d not only given Stacy everything she wanted, he got none of what he’d asked for, including sacrificing parts of his soul for that wicked slut’s approval. He hadn’t felt the same since their encounter. But the torture of not knowing where his fate lied, of waiting for a hammer to drop on his marriage… it was bad enough that trying to out-negotiate Stacy seemed like the preferable alternative. So, he reached out to her, texting that he wanted to talk on the phone, to set their current situation in stone enough that his marriage was as protected as possible. That she would live up to the deal she made. Instead, she presented an alternative.

	‘Let’s talk in person. That’s always better than over the phone,’ she texted him. ‘Let’s go to the Warriors game. The Christmas day game. We can watch from my box seats, and we can hash it all out.’

	’I don’t think that’s a good idea…’ Ryan replied. A few moments later:

	‘Are you sure?’ She asked.

	She punctuated this text with a photo of her at her desk, her top unbuttoned enough to expose her bra-clad breasts, her massive firm tits barely contained by the red lace garment. Ryan’s eyes glazed over at the sight, admiring the round, smooth and succulent flesh. And the deep dark crevasse of her cleavage looked incredible. And through the lace, the light impression of her stiff nipples was enough to make his mouth water.

	Suddenly, Ryan was beginning to reconsider.

	Ryan knew this was a dangerous idea. He had planned to never see that wicked tease again, knowing just how drawn he was to her. Knowing how dangerous she was, he knew he couldn’t trust himself around her. He’d clocked how evil she was pretty quickly back at the party, and that still didn’t prevent him from ending up balls deep inside her heavenly cunt. That word… cunt… it still burned in his thoughts. Such a harsh word, such rough language, but when thinking about that tight, insane sex-hole between her legs… the word seemed appropriate. And he’d been thinking about it a lot lately.

	But anyways, he knew that willingly putting himself in her presence again was a really risky idea, knowing how easily any sense of control could slip from his grasp. As someone trying to repair the damage his actions had done, it seemed like the worst idea possible. But it was the only option she was giving him to help repair the foundations of his marriage, and she really held all the cards.

	If he didn’t comply, she could easily let slip his greatest mistake and nuke his marriage completely. Not only that, and probably even more importantly, the exposure of what he’d done would destroy Elizabeth. If his marriage crumbled, he would be crushed but he’d understand. But the damage it would do to his wife… that would be far worse.

	He didn’t see any way around giving into Stacy’s demand. He vowed to double down on his focus on repairing his marriage, and on shoring up his defenses enough as to reject Stacy’s intense appeal. He knew he was justifying a really bad idea, and that despite all his protests otherwise, it could very easily just end the same way as their last encounter did. He knew that part of him was excited just to be in her presence again. To see her… to see them… not in the flesh, of course, but maybe in the flesh. No… NO! He had to keep his head on straight. He had to think clearly, but with Stacy that came with great difficulty. Stacy was built to give men bad ideas. And the more he thought about it, the more he thought about her, the more he talked himself into it. The thought of just being around her and that body again… it was enough to change his mind.

	And plus… the game itself was a pretty big deal.

	Screwing up the courage, he broke the news to his wife on Christmas Eve that a client from his work was very suddenly in the area, visiting from Japan. Important enough for him to interrupt their plans to meet with him. He informed Elizabeth that he was being told to show him the sights, including taking him a basketball game on their dime. Elizabeth was clearly bummed out that their Christmas plans at home had been spoiled, but ever the supportive wife, she understood. Ryan hated that this was the cost, him spoiling his own Christmas day with his wife in order to meet up with that evil bitch, but this was part of the sacrifice he had to make to save their marriage.

	Christmas was a muted affair, quiet and humble and lovely as always. He found himself holding back on giving her the big gift, the vacation trip to Bali, hoping to reveal that once things were a little more settled. It felt wrong to promise his wife a trip if their marriage was about to be blown apart. She didn’t seem to think she’d missed out on anything, as she was never one to ask for big, pricy gifts, preferring things more personal and thoughtful. She was usually very good at getting him nice gifts, and this year was no different. He was happy with his gift haul, but his mind being elsewhere took some of the fun out of it. After spending their morning exchanging those gifts and after she made them a nice lunch, he started readying himself to head out for the late afternoon game. Dressing well even as he adorned himself comfortably for the game, in a nice pair of jeans and a flattering team t-shirt, he looked really nice, enough to make Elizabeth smile at her handsome husband. He felt intense guilt over what he was really doing, but he hid it well, not giving his wife any sign of the turmoil within.

	Stacy had asked him to meet up at the office, at the same place they first met. Pulling into the parking structure, he saw her standing next to her car, waiting for him. Naturally, she looked incredible, dressed in some nice, tight black pants, a Warriors t-shirt that was cut in such a way as to give a hint of her incredible cleavage while also showing off a decent amount of her bare midriff. Her lithe arms were also mostly exposed in the short-sleeved top as well. On her face, she wore a confident smirk and a pair of sunglasses perched at the end of her nose, watching him approach nervously. His feelings were still frosty, seeing this gorgeous creature who had caused such turmoil in his life. That being said, he couldn’t ignore how sexy she was, but he was holding true enough to keep his desires in check. As he got closer, she spoke up.

	“I’ll drive…” she announced firmly, the idea of riding in that car very appealing to the married man.

	Almost immediately, Ryan’s defenses began to melt. Being in her intoxicating presence was one thing, feeling the intense sexual waves cascading off of her. She even smelled amazing, her pheromones already wearing him down. But the car was what got him to open up. He’d never ridden in a car like this, and he couldn’t deny the excitement he felt in riding in such an amazing vehicle. And she was the perfect shepherd, driving this car fast but with confidence, never once putting him on edge, the car handling like a dream in her steady hands. As strange as it was, watching her drive this amazing car so smoothly was intensely sexy. He couldn’t help but marvel at the car, her driving, all of it, and he found himself slowly opening up to her, talking about it as they drove.

	They pulled up in a special parking section behind the arena, where VIP guests got to park. He followed her lead, as he’d never experienced the life of luxury, walking through different parts of the arena, even walking past some of the players as they made their way along the route up to their VIP box seats. Ryan was experiencing this all with wide eyes. He’d lived his entire life on the simpler side, in the cheap seats, but now he was experiencing the other side. Behind the proverbial curtain, on the other side of the velvet ropes. His normal life was always so humble and quiet and unexciting. In a matter of an hour or so, Stacy was already showing him so many new and exciting things.

	And they were just getting started.

	Stacy took the chance to hook her arm in his and pull herself close to him as she guided him through the arena, a gesture that felt damn near romantic, as if they were a couple. But he knew her better, enough to know her mind didn’t work that way. She wasn’t the romance type, at least not in the traditional sense. No, this was her staking her claim in him, letting the world see them together, this slut with a married man. Not only was she doing this in full view of the world, but she was doing it to get to him. To let her intentions be known. He gave her a stern glare as she did this, but she only looked up at him knowingly with a grin, clearly unaffected by his annoyance. She only released him when they took their seats, looking down at the court from on high, surrounded by luxury in this nice little room to themselves. Ordering some nice food and booze, they began to cut loose and relax as the game got going.

	Ryan again marveled at how easy it was for him to talk with her. Driven by this common interest, he found their conversations flowed smoothly, rat-a-tat-tat, never a dull moment. Some, itty-bitty sexist part of him still couldn’t believe that a woman as stunning as her could be this big of a superfan of basketball. if there was any doubt about her bona fides, it became clear she knew her shit, referencing some deep-cut stuff that let him know she’d been in the fan trenches as long as he had.

	It was never this easy with Elizabeth. A lot of it was him trying to explain the ins and outs of the game, and her never getting it. She clearly wasn’t that interested, but she tried. Stacy… she was interested. Very much so. She was proving herself to be a far more fun seatmate than his wife ever was.

	As the game went on, she introduced him to a few notable names, some people that worked for the team, some other VIPs, etc. It was all just so fun for him. Distressingly so. He shouldn’t be enjoying this so much. He shouldn’t be feeling so weightless, so free of all the guilt that should be weighing him down. For a blessed few hours, all those concerns were gone. Forgotten. And the woman who’d caused all that turmoil was the woman giving him this moment of bliss. In a few quiet moments, he did try to bring up the topic at hand, her protecting their secret tryst from getting out, but she kept demurring, telling him they’d talk about it later. He didn’t push it, and he would often forget about it in the excitement of things. The only thing he did glean was that her texts about accidentally slipping and letting loose some jokes about that night were all bullshit, which was seemingly good news, but she was clearly teasing him with the idea that she could drop the hammer at any time.

	The game was very exciting, high-scoring and back and forth. In the high moments, they were both loud and cheering, riding the excitement, living in the moment. Elizabeth was never this unleashed, never this excited about anything. And Ryan could never be this enthusiastic as he always had to keep his wife up to speed with what was happening. Now… he didn’t have to hold back. He didn’t have to slow down. He could be himself.

	In a quiet moment, he found himself staring at Stacy as she watched the game. She was indescribably sexy. Her golden tanned skin was glowing with the slightest bit of exertion from all the excitement. Her breasts had become more revealed as the game went on, the top parting a little more, exposing the succulent canyon of cleavage between them. As she leaned forward to watch the game, her top would pull up along her back, showcasing the obscene whale-tail formed by her black thong rising from beneath her tight black pants and rising over her hips. What a fucking slut she was…

	God, he loved her.

	In that moment, it hit him like ton of bricks. He knew exactly how evil she was, her capacity for true cruelty, specifically towards his wife. She was shameless about her bad behavior, her promiscuity, all of it. And yet… he was OBSESSED with her. He couldn’t stop thinking about her. He felt more excitement being in her mere presence than Lizzy had ever provided him. He felt like he could be himself around Stacy, be excited about things. And on top of that, he could experience things he never allowed himself to. And he could only do it with Stacy.

	He hated her, but he had felt that intense magnetic pull towards her and her hot body all day. He tried to reject it, but he couldn’t deny her. He couldn’t deny the feeling. He couldn’t deny the memories. He couldn’t deny her body. He couldn’t deny her. He still hated her, but an even larger part of him wanted to spend every waking moment with her. The line between love and hate was paper thin, and it was all manifesting as raw, undiluted passion towards this evil slut. All-consuming, electrifying passion.

	By the time the kiss-cam showed Ryan and Stacy on the jumbotron, Ryan couldn’t hope to stop their mouths colliding again in a fiery kiss, to the approval of the crowd.

	By the fourth quarter, they didn’t need the excuse of the kiss-cam to be seen making out wildly in their private box. And this time, Ryan’s hand was under the busty slut’s top.

	And by the time they were driving away from the game, Ryan didn’t even bother asking why they weren’t heading back to the office. They both knew where this night was going. They’d both known from the start.

	They were going back to Stacy’s big fancy house to have raunchy porn star sex.

	Ryan told his wife that it was going to be a late night, but he didn’t say how late he’d be. And after spending hours in Stacy’s bed, fucking her brains out with no restraints, pumping her full of his married cum, making her scream again and again and again… he didn’t want to leave. Part of him wanted to let it all go and stay there forever. Stay in her massive, fancy house, live a life of wealth and excess, spending every day pleasuring this evil slut and experiencing the insane highs of lust only she could provide him. But again, he could never do that. He could never cut his wife out of the picture like that, despite parts of him really wanting to. He didn’t have the heart to be so cruel to Lizzy. Not like Stacy was. And God, was she cruel… so deliciously cruel.

	He knew it was wrong. And fucked up. And insane. But he couldn’t say no to this evil bitch. She was one of the worst people he’d ever met, and he was enraptured with her. The guy who’d fashioned himself a peacemaker had given up all pretense and finally surrendered to evil. Surrendered to this wicked slut and her hotter than hot body. No matter how cruel she was. No matter what wicked plans she’d unleash upon his wife, of which there were many. He didn’t care. He didn’t have the strength to. Not anymore. Stacy… she was too powerful. Too sexy. Too hot to deny.

	She gave him no assurances that she’d protect their secret affair. If anything, she went over all the wicked ways she could break the news to his wife and demolish her. And through it all, Ryan never stopped pleasuring her, giving her exactly what she wanted.

	It was past midnight by the time he left her place. They’d showered together, which started off in an almost intimate manner, their naked, slippery skin pressed against each other as they made out under the water. And with the warm water cascading down their naked forms as she pressed herself into him from behind, her massive tits ballooning outwards against his back, her lips were on his neck as her hand teasingly stroked his throbbing pole. And it quickly transformed into one last illicit fuck session, her giant tanned tits pressed into the glass as he drilled her roughly from behind, ending it by pumping one last massive wad of cum deep inside her.

	After getting a ride-share to his car, he drove home in silence. His thoughts were clear. Even as he headed back to his wife, he knew that the explosion he’d sought to diffuse was still poised to blow. He’d only succeeded in shortening the wick, leaving the explosion on track, even though he could have fought harder to stop it. His thoughts were clear because it was done. It was over. There was nothing he could do. From the moment he’d first surrendered to Stacy, it was done. He’d told himself he’d figure it out after the fact, but in allowing himself to succumb, the decision was made. All he could do was wait for the inevitable detonation.

	When he got home to his sleeping wife, and cleaned up and readied for bed, he was struck by the silence. All night with Stacy, it was noise and lights and yelling and screaming, pure excitement. And with Elizabeth, it was quiet.

	Flat, boring… silence.

	 

	 

	 

	Elizabeth had sensed something was off with Ryan ever since the night of the party. And, with her being her, she blamed herself. She’d been really embarrassed about how she’d behaved at the party, and it felt like Ryan was disappointed in her, too. He said all the right things, that he wasn’t actually upset with her, but that didn’t stop the distance she felt from him.

	Stupid! How could she have been so dumb? How could she let Stacy affect her so much? Fuck… that bitch was infuriating! That goody-goody act, it was so obvious she was faking it in front of her husband. Even he acknowledged it. It would have been preferable if she’d just been her normal self, a poisonous, unpleasant bitch. Then at least they could have outwardly rejected her. Stacy being so nice obliged them to reciprocate, forcing Ryan to be the polite, kind man he was and chat with her. And seeing her and Ryan talking… it was like something out of her nightmares. Her body responded as if experiencing a trauma. Due to that, it was no wonder she drank herself stupid in order to numb those nightmarish thoughts, damn the consequences. And those consequences seemed to be losing some of her husband’s respect. He’d never seen her behave like that, so it was no surprise that he was so taken aback.

	But even Elizabeth was surprised at how deeply he seemed to feel her weak moment. For days, he seemed distant, either lost in his own thoughts or on his phone. He wasn’t one to live on his phone, but it seemed like he was texting a lot with someone. Maybe it was one of his friends, chatting about some sports thing, trying to distract himself from his annoyance. Every time she saw him distracted like this, she couldn’t help but beat herself up about it, suspecting she was the cause of this unspoken annoyance.

	Their Christmas was… weird. They both loved Christmas, and they’d taken the week off to savor it. But every step of the way, life got in the way. Elizabeth kept one eye on her emails from work, and it seemed like Stacy was on an especially vengeful mood in her absence, delighting in every detail about how she planned to have Marley take the lead on one of her other accounts. Elizabeth tried to not let these things get her down, but it lingered anyways.

	And that wasn’t even the worst of the couple’s work stuff. A client from out of the country was in the area, and it was on Ryan to meet with them. This wasn’t uncommon, especially in a busy industry like tech, but it was still super inconvenient. That being said, it was a good sign that they trusted Ryan for something as major as this. So, for this reason, on top of her wanting to win back some good will with him, she gave her blessing to interrupt their Christmas plans for work.

	Ryan said he was going to the basketball game with the client, so Elizabeth put it on in the background as her night wound down. But despite her best efforts to care about any sorts of sports ball alongside her husband, she struggled to follow it. It was just a different language to her. The voices of the analysts at half time weren’t exactly the Christmas chorus she imagined, and when it got to the point where they were about to show clips of the kiss-cam, she shook her head and immediately turned the TV off, savoring the silence instead.

	If she’d hoped that her gesture of letting him go to work with no complaint would win her some brownie points from him, she was wrong. He seemed even more distracted afterwards. On his phone even more than before. Volunteering to run errands, getting out of the apartment for hours on end, day after day. He acted like things were okay, but every time she was left alone on what was supposed to be their quiet break together… she was a little crushed. It was to the point where she was almost looking forward to the excuse to go back to work, just to get some distance and gain some distractions, enough to put an end to this weird energy.

	God, would she ever regret that thought…

	If she thought the energy at home between her and Ryan was strange, the energy at work was even more stilted. Almost immediately upon walking in for her first workday of the new year, something felt really off. People were looking at her as if she’d walked in on something she shouldn’t have. It was like everyone knew something she didn’t. While she had her friends at work, it was as cliquey as anyplace, so she did what she usually did; kept her head down and got to work, hoping this moment would pass.

	It didn’t.

	The feeling only got more noticeable. People giving her pointed looks, as if wondering how much she knew. She asked one of her friends at work what was going on, and she stammered for a while before finally finding an excuse to get away. She asked the same thing to Ellen, a woman she trusted, hoping to get a straight answer, and she gave her a firm denial that anything secret was going on that she wasn’t aware of. That the only thing she missed was Stacy putting the fear of God into one her coworkers for running his mouth and spreading vicious rumors the Monday after the Christmas party, enough so that everyone else was basically scared straight. Nothing else happened beyond that, Ellen assured her. Trusting her friend, she put her head down and got back to work, trying to ignore the weird feelings she was getting.

	But there was no ignoring the smug vibe Stacy was giving off every time she was in her presence. The confident, knowing smirk she wore whenever she regarded Elizabeth, either glancing at her or talking to her. During a meeting, when it became established that Stacy was taking another one of Elizabeth’s big accounts and giving it to her trainee, Marley, her boss seemed to be reveling in this moment, smirking as if this were a delicious twist of the knife. Elizabeth tried not to lose her cool as she stood up for herself, but no one else came to her defense. The people around the table looked at her as if wondering if she was just gonna take this, even as she fought back. But this wasn’t enough for them, as if the wife didn’t know how much of an added insult this was. That she needed to fight back tenfold to re-earn their respect, and her spirited defense of herself didn’t even get her close to that point.

	Stacy seemed to be on another level in all ways. Marching through the office as if she were a goddess among mortals, shaking her butt, wearing tops with an extra button undone, being a little meaner to Elizabeth every chance she got. Whatever happened while Elizabeth was gone had Stacy feeling like she was untouchable, like a Queen who had taken the throne. While her boss wasn’t above blowing off work to chat with her friends, she’d taken that to another level, at times not even pretending to do anything productive. Almost as if making a statement to the office that she was better than all of them, and they couldn’t hope to touch her.

	She would spend a good hour talking to Kendall in her office before even deigning to do some work. She would talk loudly about her personal life in a common area, bragging about her new boyfriend. That he was married, and that he was amazing in bed, and that after a bit of initial hesitance, he had completely given in to her to the detriment of the man’s wife. And they were fucking all the time now. She said this, loudly, where people could just hear her. What a fucking slut she was, to brag about such things. But it veered way too close to her own issues for Elizabeth to allow herself to listen intently.

	However, it became hard to ignore over the next couple days as Stacy seemed to be almost gleefully exposing the fact that she was sneaking away at lunchtime for sex with her new boyfriend. She’d come back an hour or two later a little worse for wear, making it a point to walk by the married woman’s desk when she got back in. It was like she wanted her to know how much sex she was having, even bragging openly in Elizabeth’s presence about this awesome guy she was now with. Some people in the office speculated over the years that Stacy was a little more tolerable when she was getting laid, and while it did seem like she was in good spirits when dealing with some other people in the office, it did feel like the remainder of them had been scared straight. It was as Ellen had said, they were scared to ever cross her, as if they’d seen something that exposed how fearsome their boss truly was. And it felt like Stacy was really digging in on her bullying towards Elizabeth, taking things to a new level in her crappy behavior, talking her down, insulting her, pointing out her faults and mistakes and making sure everyone else saw them, too. But she was used to it, so she kept her head down and tried to ignore it.

	But some of the things she said and did… it was crazy how deeply it resonated with the married woman’s deepest fears. At times, it felt like Stacy had read her mind, knowing what she was truly afraid of, to the point where Elizabeth wondered if she’d drunkenly loosened her lips at the party and said something she shouldn’t have in her boss’s presence. Said something that her evil boss was now lording over her. That would explain everything. Why Stacy seemed to suddenly be taunting her, talking about how much sex she was having with her studly married boyfriend, running her down in front of others, rubbing salt in the wound towards her after her supposed victory in the sexual battlefield with this married man. This is what she would be doing if she did know the fears that made Elizabeth tick, which she obviously didn’t. But it was strange how in line her behavior was with that.

	Despite all assurances that things were cool, that there wasn’t some massive secret everyone knew about except for her, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something deeper was going on here. This was a familiar feeling, but she couldn’t place where and why. And as she settled in to work the morning of her third day back, with Stacy and Kendall talking and laughing loudly in her office, and with the people who could overhear them stealing glances at Elizabeth as they spoke, it all clicked into place. This feeling was familiar, because she HAD experienced it before. Experienced it in a moment so painful and so heartbreaking that she tried her best to bury those memories.

	It was that moment back in high school when she realized Kayla and Elizabeth’s high school boyfriend, Johnny, had hooked up at a party, and practically everyone in the school knew it.

	It was just like this. Everyone giving her that knowing look, that they knew something wicked that she didn’t. Some looked at her sympathetically, some looked at her with dark amusement. Even trusted figures like teachers were giving her assurances that everything was okay, but in retrospect, they knew about it, too. And they’d taken Kayla’s side. The winning side. And Stacy was acting just like Kayla did, lording it over Elizabeth that she’d stolen her boyfriend. Even Johnny had been acting weird and distant, at that point guilty over his own bad behavior, and still too nice to break his then-girlfriend’s heart. Weird and distant just like Ryan had been acting…

	What happened then was JUST like this…

	The loud office went silent, as the rapid beating of Elizabeth’s heart began booming in her ears, drowning out everything else. That moment in her past lined up too perfectly with these events to be ignored. It wasn’t possible… it couldn’t be. That was just the stuff of her worst nightmares, her anxious mind catastrophizing this to the worst possible outcome. Nothing happened. Dr. White assured her nothing would happen. That bringing Ryan to the party would prove to her that her husband would remain true to her forever. Nothing had actually happened between them… right? People didn’t just meet and have spontaneous, hardcore sex with each other. That was just the thing her twisted mind came up with, a manifestation of her worst fears. But then why was Ryan being so weird and distant? He said nothing happened, but why was he so distracted? And why was Stacy so fucking pleased with herself? It couldn’t be… it couldn’t actually be true…

	Even with those assurances, her heart began to sink. Tears began to from in her eyes. It made too much sense to ignore. It couldn’t be… it couldn’t. This couldn’t be happening again. Her worst nightmare couldn’t be real. She looked around, seeing the occasional nervous glance her way. Did they know? Did they all know? Did something happen at the party that was so public and so obvious that everyone knew and were too nervous to mention it to her? Did her passing out give Stacy room to seduce her husband into loud, vigorous sex right here in the office, doing it so obviously that everyone knew the score?

	Elizabeth wanted to deny it, she wanted to tell herself she was being crazy. She wanted to talk to her husband, or Dr. White, someone who could talk her down and assure her that it was all going to be okay, but her hands were shaking. Her phone fell to the floor. As soon as the idea locked into place in her mind, she couldn’t deny it as such a powerful, undeniable truth that she knew in her heart that her nightmare had become reality. And if there were any doubts, the only noise that cut through the buzz was the sound of Stacy’s loud, confident laughter, the stuff of any married woman’s nightmare.

	Looking towards the office, seeing Kendall standing, poised to step out, Elizabeth moved with an assurance she rarely ever possessed. She moved with purpose. She moved with drive. Her marriage, her entire future was at stake… of course she strode forward to meet the challenge. As soon as Kendall stepped out of the office, Elizabeth was there, pushing past her to finally confront her tormentor, the root of all her fears. Kendall stood at the door, watching this confrontation play out, and Stacy looked up at the furious married woman, her eyes flashing with excitement. Breathing deep, the married woman screwed up all her courage and spoke up.

	“Did you do it?” she asked, forcing the words out.

	“Did I do what?” Stacy asked naively, her plump lips turned up in a knowing smirk.

	“Did you fuck my husband?” Elizabeth said, knowing how insane she would sound if she was wrong. But deep down, she knew she wasn’t. “The night of the party, did you fuck my husband!?” she demanded.

	“Of course, I did,” Stacy replied casually with a grin, as if it was nothing. As if ruining the married woman’s life meant nothing to her.

	Elizabeth stepped back, her breath catching in her throat. ‘Please let her be lying,’ she pleaded to herself.

	“It’s about time you figured it out!” Stacy announced, like a patient teacher addressing a very stupid child. ‘Although… this is perfect! We don’t have to sneak around anymore. But yeah, we fucked, like… three times that night,’ Stacy said. “And we’ve fucked… God, I don’t know how many times we’ve done it since!”

	“Since?” Elizabeth muttered. It wasn’t a one-time mistake? No… this wasn’t possible. She was lying!

	“Yeah!” Stacy said with a big grin. “He was a little nervous at first… you know how he gets. But he’s really come around. Turns out, he really LOVES hot, tight pussy! A real fucking cunt, like I have. And he really loves BIG TITS! Like… he’s obsessed, haha! He’s been all over them, ha… all over me! We’ve been fucking all the time!” she announced, clearly lording this knowledge over her.

	“You’re lying,” Elizabeth responded desperately, hoping against hope. Stacy licked her lips, savoring the next moment as if she’d been dreaming of it.

	“If I was lying about it, how would I know that my own perfect boyfriend abandoned his own wife on Christmas day just to be with me…” she said, eyes flashing with evil.

	Elizabeth stepped back as if she’d been struck. Her legs were shaking, as if about to give out beneath her. How could she know? The only way she could is if… is if it were true. If Ryan had succumbed to this evil woman. If she’d pounced on him the moment she’d passed out. He wouldn’t… he would never… but did he? Did he give in to her? Did he surrender to this bitch’s wiles? It wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be. But why did it make so much sense? Fuck… was it true. How did this happen? What had she done to him? What had she done to get him to do such a thing? Ryan was the best, most kind-hearted man she’d ever known. What could she have possibly done to him that changed him so profoundly? He must have been tricked in some way.

	“No… what did you do to him?” Elizabeth cried out, in disbelief. “He couldn’t… he wouldn’t… if he knew what I know about you, he would never!” Stacy sat back and grinned.

	“He’s heard me say so much worse about you in bed than what you’ve ever heard me say… and it only makes him fuck me harder. Trust me… he knows exactly who I am,” Stacy affirmed. “And that hasn’t stopped him from fucking me day after day after day! Just imagine how good of a fuck I must be for that to be true. You have no idea how crazy your husband is about me. He loves it!”

	“No… no…” Elizabeth sighed, eyes looking around manically, shaking her head, searching for any way this couldn’t be true. Stacy pushed her chair back so she could stand, delighting in the idea of twisting the knife.

	“Does it sting knowing that your husband’s big perfect cock, that you thought you’d locked down, loves my cunt way more than it ever loved your disgusting vagina?” Stacy asked, slowly stepping around her desk. ‘That he’s fucked these perfect tits of mine, the ones you always gawk at with jealousy? That I’ve run my tongue along that big, pulsing vein on his thick, juicy cock. You know the one I’m talking about, right?’ The bad thing was… Elizabeth did know what she was talking about. “Does it hurt that your perfect, handsome husband has eaten my ass? That the mouth that kissed you on your wedding day has also been pressed against my asshole? I didn’t even ask him to do it, he did it on his own! And he really got in there with his tongue, too. Just know that the last time he came home and kissed you, those lips of his had been pressed against my asshole first…”

	Elizabeth stood frozen, the memory of Ryan coming home from an errand and kissing her lovingly prominent in her mind.

	“I mean, that’s not all. His cock’s been all up in my ass, too. Balls fucking deep…” Stacy bragged, stepping around her desk, her heavy breasts wobbling noticeably. Elizabeth felt like she was gonna throw up she was so horrified. ‘He’s cum in my ass, down my throat, on my tits… but what he loves most is cumming in my tight fucking cunt!’ A chill went through Elizabeth. It couldn’t be real. None of this could be real. “Every time we do it, he cums inside my cunt at least once, usually more. He’s pumped so much cum into me, it’s not even funny. He’s probably knocked me up by this point…” she speculated absentmindedly to herself. For Elizabeth, the world was tilted off axis. An evil, heartless bitch like Stacy was victorious, and someone as good and true as Ryan had fallen under her sway… there was no justice in this. Nothing made sense. Nothing was fair. Elizabeth’s world was fucking ending, and this bitch could only laugh and twist the knife. How could this be happening? Again!?

	“Here… I got proof of all the fun we’ve had together,” Stacy began excitedly, now standing in front of the blonde wife, leaning back so her juicy rear end was resting against the edge of the desk. With the excitement of showing off pictures to her BFF, the Asian woman pulled out her phone and eagerly swiped to just the right picture. Flipping it around, the nearly broken wife’s eyes went wide.

	“This is after we first fucked,” Stacy began, showcasing that photo taken the night of the party, with her on her knees covered in cum. The married woman could barely comprehend the obscene photo in front of her. “You should have heard all the awful things your husband said right before this was taken. Called me a slut and a whore as he fucked my throat. He could have just walked away. He didn’t have to fuck my mouth. He’d already cum twice… he fucking filled up my cunt. And my ass. He could have left with you right then. But he didn’t. He needed more. He needed to fuck my tits. He needed to fuck my throat. He needed to cum all over me! And that’s what he did. That was his fucking third load of the night! That’s how hot he was for me! He stood right where you’re standing and fucking hosed me down with his massive load. He chose to do that rather than rescue his poor, passed-out wife!”

	Elizabeth’s heart was shattering into a million pieces. This couldn’t be true. But Stacy wasn’t done breaking her down.

	“Oh… here’s a dick pic, by the way,” she said, this photo not the one she was looking for but it was nonetheless relevant to the conversation. She showed the married woman a very well-taken photo of a long, thick, lengthy dick and a heavy pair of balls hanging beneath it. While she wasn’t one to study every inch of her husband’s penis, it did look a lot like his. Stacy went back to scrolling through pictures as she spoke up. “This was when he was still trying to pretend to not still be into me. It only took the slightest push from me for him to send that my way, so yeah… I wasn’t buying it.”

	How was this possible.

	“Ah! Here we go. Here’s us at the basketball game…” Stacy said, showing another picture. It showed Stacy standing next to Ryan at the game, standing in front of some nice box seats. Distressingly, they looked great together… a handsome, tall, well-built man standing next to a gorgeous, hot-bodied babe like her… they looked like a couple. It didn’t help that they were standing in close proximity, her arm hooked in his, pulling herself in close. The only thing that gave the wife respite was the slightly nervous but polite grin on his face, as if he was unsure about the nature of this photo. Elizabeth’s addled mind tried to justify this… he never denied going to the game. Perhaps they’d run into each other while he was there with his client, hence the slightly nervous look on his face. It wasn’t much, but it was the last shred of hope the desperate wife could cling to. Stacy turned her phone back to herself and continued speaking. ‘We had such a great time that night. He went there to stand up for you, and he tried so hard to do so, but I was just too much fun! By the third quarter, he was squeezing my tits! And after that, he wasn’t really thinking about you anymore. We had such intense sex that night. I think that was the night he realized you didn’t really matter to him anymore, that he only loved me.’ Stacy paused, glanced at Elizabeth, and shook her head. “You probably shouldn’t have let him leave you that night. I mean, it was Christmas! What were you thinking?”

	Every heartbreaking word was like a stab to the heart. But still, inspired by that photo, she clung to the desperate hope that this was all some incredible fiction this evil bitch was unspooling, just to torture her.

	Then, she dropped the hammer.

	Turning her phone to face the married woman, Elizabeth’s eyes went wide as a video was playing on Stacy’s phone. The scene playing out as if the phone had been propped up on a dresser, there was no mistaking what Elizabeth was seeing. On the big bed, Stacy was there. With Ryan.

	And they were having sex.

	“Fuck me, baby! Yes!” Stacy moaned out on the phone. She was on top of Ryan, bouncing on his big, swollen dick, her ass slamming into him. He was on his back on the bed, his palms eagerly squeezing the Asian woman’s massive tits as he humped upwards into her. “Tell me… ugh! Tell me how much better I am than your boring fucking wife!”

	Elizabeth watched, horrified but transfixed, fearing what she was about to hear, tears filling her eyes.

	“Yes! Fuck! You’re so much better than her! AH!” he groaned, firmly squeezing Stacy’s massive tits to punctuate this statement. “You’re the best! Fuck! Way better than Lizzy! Oh! I fucking love you!”

	It was true. It was all true. Her nightmare was now reality. History was repeating itself.

	Elizabeth had to step back, as if punched in the gut. It felt like her soul was leaving her body. No… this couldn’t be happening. Not again. This was so much worse. With Johnny… that was young love. It could almost be written off as a youthful mistake. But Ryan… they were married. They were totally committed to each other. And yet, this still happens. He was still convinced to break her heart by this vicious bitch.

	While the young wife’s world crumbled, Stacy was relaxed. Calm, as she watched the blonde’s life implode, smirking with hunger as her eyes blazed with heat, this whole thing a huge turn-on for her, a new dimension to her sexuality being unlocked.

	Elizabeth saw the joy her boss was taking in her downfall, and seeing it unlocked something in her as well. An anger that had been inside her from that moment years ago when Kayla stole Johnny from her. For years, she imagined what she would do if she had the chance for revenge. She never got that vengeance, only facing down with that slut for the first-time years later, enough time having passed to let herself be lulled into complacency. But now… she was facing down her enemy. Facing down the evil bitch who’d ruined her life. She couldn’t let this moment pass.

	Filled with a fury that she’d never experienced before, her hand tightened as she stared down Stacy’s gorgeous, smug face. As quick as a flash, she moved to slap that look off the Asian woman’s arrogant face, finally poised to take years of frustration out on her.

	But Stacy was ready.

	Ducking the blow easily and grabbing Elizabeth’s wayward wrist, putting the skills she’d learned from her MMA classes at the gym to work, she roughly yanked Elizabeth’s wrist behind her own back, wrenching her arm roughly.

	“Ow! Ow! Ow!” the slim blonde cried out in pain, having never felt this type of physical pain before.

	“Big mistake, bitch!” Stacy gloated viciously, pulling up on Lizzy’s wrist, further wrenching her shoulder. Kendall had taken a concerned step into the office as this quickly turned physical, but stopped as Stacy took control of the situation. She stepped back to continue watching every moment in front of her. “You fucked up big time! You just gave me an excuse… I’ve dreaming about this for weeks!”

	Elizabeth was caught off guard as she found herself being pushed forward, walking in pain, guided along as the petite Asian slut roughly yanked at her arm, forcing her in the direction she wanted. Shoving her forward. It was only when they crossed the threshold into Stacy’s private bathroom that it hit the wife what was about to happen.

	“No, no, no! Wait! Don’t!” Elizabeth cried out, panicked as her boss moved her towards the toilet. This couldn’t happen! Not again! How could this be happening?

	Stacy used her own leg to take out Elizabeth’s from beneath her, forcing her down to her knees in front of the toilet bowl, staring down into the crystal-clear water like it was her doom, an unending abyss she’d never be able to escape from. Moving as quick as a flash, Stacy roughly lifted the seat, slamming it up into the porcelain, leaving nothing between Elizabeth and her humiliating destiny.

	“Wait! Please!” Elizabeth begged, but no mercy would be found here today. Not hesitating in the slightest, Stacy roughly shoved her face into the bowl, dunking her face in the water. Elizabeth struggled, bubbles rising from her mouth as she struggled to break free. Eyes looking almost crazed, Stacy held her in place, cackling in delight. Yanking her hair back and pulling her free from the bowl, the water cascading the married woman’s face, Stacy twisted the knife.

	“Jesus Christ, Lizzy, you’re such a fucking loser!” Stacy spat out as Elizabeth panted for breath. The boss lady dunked her employee’s face into the toilet again, rubbing her face against the bowl. ‘What kind of grown woman gets her face dunked into a toilet?! Oh my God!’ Stacy called out, shaking her head and grinning. Stacy pulled Lizzy’s face from the bowl, water all over her face and soaking her hair. “Only women like you ever end up like this! Disgusting fucking losers! Bitches like me are fucking winners! Do you think a man really wants to be with a woman who lets things like this happen to her? Why do you think your husband cheated on you?” Stacy dunked Lizzy’s face again for a few seconds before lifting her back out. “Because you’re a boring… flat-chested… LOSER! Say it!” Lizzy opened her mouth to speak just as Stacy pressed her face back in the toilet bowl again. She held her in place for an extended bit of time before pulling her back out, granting her air once more. “Say it and I’ll stop, Lizzy!”

	“Whuh…” Lizzy stammered, this hesitation enough for the boss lady to dunk her face back in the water again. By the time she was pulled back out, she got the idea.

	“Say it!” Stacy demanded manically.

	“I’m a boring loser!” Elizabeth called out, desperate for this to be over. Stacy dunked her face in the water again.

	“You missed something, you stupid fucking bitch!” Stacy stated. Finally pulling her back out, Elizabeth figured out the missing piece.

	“I’m a boring, flat-chested loser!” Elizabeth stated.

	“Say it again!” Stacy demanded, dunking her for a few more moments before pulling her back out.

	“I’m a boring, flat-chested loser!” Lizzy cried out. Stacy repeated this action, dunking her again.

	“Again!” she demanded, pulling the married woman back out.

	“I’m a fucking boring, flat-chested loser!” Lizzy called out. Once more into the bowl before Stacy pulled her back again.

	“Again!” Stacy demanded.

	“I’m a fucking boring, flat-chested loser!” Lizzy repeated. She was dunked into the toilet once again, her face submerged in the water. But this time, her only respite was because of Stacy flushing it, the water swirling around her and disappearing down the hole. Feeling fully flushed away by the evil bitch, Stacy pulled her back one more time.

	“SAY IT!” Stacy roared.

	“I’m a FUCKING boring, flat-chested LOSER!” Lizzy screamed out desperately. Finally, Lizzy had endured enough to earn Stacy’s mercy.

	“And don’t forget it,” Stacy said, staring the married woman down. “Don’t forget that your husband’s leaving you because you’re boring… that you’re a disgusting loser… and that your tits are so fucking small, it’s fucking pathetic! Ryan’s words… and mine…” Stacy added. Finally lifting the married woman up to her feet, one arm still on her wrist, she pulled her into her office, only then releasing her by throwing her to the floor.

	Elizabeth crumpled into a ball on the floor, her face and hair soaked, as was the upper half of her nice work outfit. She lifted her head off the floor to look at Stacy, feeling so weak and broken, and the petite Asian woman looking powerful as she approached her.

	“You’re fucking done,” Stacy told her, blood pumping, eyes on fire, her nipples as stiff as diamonds beneath her top. She shook her hand to flick away the moisture, flicking it onto the crumpled married woman as if she was trash. “Done with Ryan. Done here. Done in this fucking industry, if I have my way.”

	Only then did Stacy look over at Kendall. Kendall had watched this whole thing in fucking awe, horrified and delighted and enraptured, having gained an all-new respect and fear for what her friend was truly capable of. Eyes glazed over; it took her a moment to realize she was being looked at.

	“Call security,” Stacy began, breathing hard. “Get this bitch out of here.”

	Even someone as cold-blooded as Kendall had sympathy for what Lizzy had just endured, but Stacy was not to be denied, so quick as a flash, she nodded and pulled out her phone, moving to comply. As she did, she spied her boss pulling out her phone to take a picture of the demolished married woman beneath her, now completely broken, wanting to remember this moment forever.

	As Kendall was on the phone, she glanced back at the office, only to see that everyone had clearly been listening in, knowing some sort of physical conflict had just occurred. But they didn’t know what happened for sure until the security guard led Elizabeth away, her upper half soaked with water, enough to let the office know exactly what had gone down. It was only as Stacy admired her handiwork as Lizzy was taken from the office in disgrace that she noticed the rest of her employees looking up in fear at her.

	“GET TO WORK!” she roared, turning and slamming the door behind her, re-entering her office, sitting behind her desk, breathing deep. This could be the moment where she realized she’d taken things too far, that things had gotten way out of control. Where she realized the error of her ways. But instead, she smiled. A gorgeous smile lit up beautiful face, her eyes flashing with mischief.

	She’d never been more turned on.

	 

	 

	 

	It didn’t feel real.

	Being marched out of the office in front of her peers after having had her life ruined, after she’d been humiliated by the woman who’d incited that destruction… it was so unbelievable that it felt like something out of a nightmare. The looks her coworkers gave her as she was led out by security… she’d never felt lower as a person.

	Elizabeth was sitting in the driver’s seat, the car still in its parking spot, the married woman nearly catatonic as it all hit her. Her hair was still wet, as was her clothing, the feeling a reminder of the humiliation she’d just endured. It took her a few minutes to work herself up to doing anything, grabbing her phone and calling Ryan, looking to confront him about what happened, hoping to hear the regret and shame in his voice.

	He didn’t answer.

	She tried calling him again and again, but he didn’t fucking reply. She wondered if Stacy had already warned him about what happened, because he was usually good about answering his phone. In fact, she had, texting him right as Lizzy was being taken out by security, telling him ‘I just ended your marriage, babe, just like you wanted me to. I broke the news and told her everything, and when the dumb bitch tried to slap me, I grabbed her and dunked her fucking face in the toilet.’ She punctuated this by sending Ryan a photo of the aftermath, of Lizzy on the floor, face and hair soaked with water. ‘But I’ll make this all so easy for you. You’re coming to my place tonight, and you’re not leaving. We’re not gonna eat. We’re not gonna sleep. We’re just gonna fuck. Again and again and again. You won’t even remember that bitch’s name by tomorrow.’

	Finally, Elizabeth received a text back. For a moment, she wondered if the gravity of everything would make him appropriately regretful for what happened. That he’d see the grave mistake he’d made and would beg for forgiveness. Instead…

	‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for this to happen.’

	That’s it. A weak apology. Years of marriage tossed away in the cruelest manner possible, and that’s the response she got. That’s how little he truly cared. That’s how far-gone Stacy and her hot body had taken him. He was always so caring and loving and empathetic… this cold, half-hearted apology… it was so unlike him. Either Stacy had exposed some deep, buried side of him that neither of them knew existed, or he’d been completely corrupted by Stacy and her insanely sexy body, permanently changed by the vicious sex they’d had.

	Elizabeth tried texting him back, tried calling him again… radio silence. Nothing. In this moment, she felt hollow. Nothing was left. Her marriage was done, just like that. And it was only then that the tears hit her, coming in waves as she violently sobbed, her chest shaking as she did so. She’d started this morning happy as can be, and just like that, in one cruel stroke… it was all destroyed. Buried in rubble. And all her coworkers just let it happen. No one stood up to her. Not a single one of them. Here, at her lowest, she needed help. She just needed a friendly face. And there was only one person left.

	Dr. White.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White eagerly got everything ready, everything in place, beyond excited for what was about to happen. She paced around her office, going over everything she wanted to talk about, how best to approach Elizabeth in this sensitive time. Months of work had led to this moment. She needed this to be perfect.

	Ashley had called her desk between appointments, telling her that Elizabeth called her, sounding like a wreck, sobbing as she spoke, begging for an emergency appointment. Dr. White was normally very regimented, liking to keep things to schedule no matter what, so Ashley didn’t expect the doctor to allow for this change of schedule. Instead, she leapt to action, telling her secretary to cancel her next appointment, to move everything around to accommodate this.

	The doctor was ready by the time Elizabeth was supposed to show up, but when her phone rang, she nearly jumped out of her skin. Ashley sounded a bit taken aback when she said that Elizabeth was here, so Dr. White knew she was in for something good. Stopping at the closed door that led to the waiting room, she took a deep breath. With one last bit of inspiration, she undid a button at the top of her shirt, showing just a hint of her tremendous cleavage, before pushing open the door to welcome her patient.

	Dr. White could barely hide her excitement at the sight of the wrecked married woman pacing back and forth, her hair soaked, her clothes wet, her makeup a mess. Could it be… did Stacy really…? YES! She was so excited by this sight! But the doctor kept it together, addressing Elizabeth.

	“C’mon back, Elizabeth,” Dr. White greeted her sympathetically with the proper amount of concern, her face not betraying the slightest bit of the façade she was putting up. But Ashley couldn’t hide the stink-eye she gave the harried blonde as she gave her the once over, realizing something clearly traumatic had happened to married woman.

	Elizabeth kept her head down as she followed Dr. White to her office, bursting with feeling, desperate to let it all out. Once they got in the office, and Dr. White closed the door behind them, it finally burst out.

	“I was right, Jen!” Elizabeth said, still pacing around, looking almost crazed. “I knew it, I fucking knew it. I was right to be worried.”

	“Elizabeth, what are you talking about?” Dr. White asked, seemingly confused.

	“Ryan fucked my boss!” Elizabeth cried out, the feelings bursting out of her.

	“What?” Dr. White asked, shocked, taking a step back.

	“You told me that it would all be okay, that nothing would happen, that I was being crazy!” Elizabeth said, eyes looking manic. “That it would be healthy if I confronted my fears and brought Ryan to the party. So, I did. I brought Ryan to the Christmas party, and he met my boss. He met Stacy. And then she was flirting with him, and he was okay with it, and it was like out of my nightmares! Seeing them together… I couldn’t stop drinking, and I passed out, and then… and then they had SEX! They fucked right there at the party! Everyone knew. Everyone but me. And then…”

	“Wait, wait, wait… slow down,” Dr. White said, holding up her hands, urging her to calm down, as she was talking a mile a minute. Elizabeth complied, looking like was bursting at the seams to keep going. “Sit down. Take a breath.” Elizabeth did as asked, but it didn’t exactly help her calm down, even if it did take some of the edge off. Dr. White sat down as well, grabbing her notebook and her pen, and looked the married woman in the eyes.

	“Slow down and start from the beginning. Tell me everything. With as much detail as possible,” Dr. White urged her, betraying none of the excitement she was feeling. Elizabeth paused, took another breath and nodded.

	Elizabeth went over everything, from the start, Dr. White often ensuring she went into intense detail about what happened between Stacy and Ryan and what Elizabeth was feeling every step of the way. She knew it was her job as a therapist to do so, but it still hurt nonetheless. The married woman described the events leading up to the party, the party itself, at least as much as she could remember. And then she went into the days after that night. The awkward vibes she got both from Ryan, and then at work, all leading up to the events of today.

	Elizabeth didn’t hold back. It was all so raw and top of mind that she didn’t think to hold it back, going through every gruesome detail. How Elizabeth figured it out. The confrontation with Stacy. And then… the final humiliation. History repeating itself. Her face getting dunked into a toilet for the third time in her life. She’d confronted the two biggest bullies of her life, and both encounters had ended with the other woman asserting her superiority and dunking her into a toilet. She went over every moment of it. The sensation. The humiliation. The awful things Stacy said. She relived it all, her chest shaking as she held back sobs, describing in excruciating detail her bully dunking her face into the toilet again and again and again. It was all bursting out of her, every humiliating moment, these feelings unable to be contained, the words pouring out. And it was only when she looked over at Dr. White that she realized she may have said too much.

	The look on Dr. White’s face would be burned into Elizabeth’s memory forever. The doctor was clearly trying to be empathetic as she paid attention, listening to every word, but even someone as professional as her couldn’t hide the slight hint of… disgust… at what she was hearing. The doctor was trying her best to be a good friend, but she could not hide her true feelings about what Elizabeth had allowed to happen to herself with barely a fight. Even her therapist was disgusted about what she’d let happen to her.

	“I know it’s bad,” the wife cried out through tears. ‘I know it’s insane! I tried to fight back, I did,’ she claimed, her words sounding weak even to her. She recalled something Dr. White had said in a previous appointment, that no one could be such a big loser as to lose their man twice in the same fashion. She needed assurances right now that she wasn’t that low, that she wasn’t that big of a loser. “I mean, I know what you’re thinking, how could someone be such a loser as to let this happen…” she began, hoping the doctor would assure her otherwise.

	But there was a pause… a long… pregnant pause. And it was enough to tell her everything. That look on Dr. White’s face… it still betrayed her feelings of disgust… and it was enough to make the doctor’s true thoughts clear.

	Dr. White thought Stacy was a total fucking loser.

	The doctor couldn’t hide it. They’d always gotten along very well, at times seeming like friends, but all this story accomplished was her losing all respect in Dr. White’s eyes. It was as if the doctor could see with clarity of vision that her patient was a hopeless cause, a waste of time. That letting herself endure this humiliation again was a point of no return in her eyes, that she was just a born loser meant for nothing better than the treatment she continually received. Whose sole purpose was to be broken down again and again by these evil, vicious and busty women for their own sick pleasure. At least that was what Elizabeth was projecting, and she hoped against hope that the doctor would still assure her otherwise, that she wasn’t a loser in her eyes.

	“It doesn’t matter what I think,” Dr. White said, demurring, clearly dodging the question. Elizabeth tried to justify it to herself, that the doctor was just keeping her true feelings out of it, but in truth, she was crushed. Crushed that she seemingly had lost the respect of someone she trusted. Crushed that the doctor would never look at her the same way.

	Crushed that even her therapist thought that she was a complete loser.

	‘A fucking boring, flat-chested, loser.’ Stacy’s words echoed in her mind at this.

	In that moment, Elizabeth felt the whole vibe of the appointment change. Dr. White had always been supportive and encouraging about the possibility of a happy future, but now, she was starting to back off that.

	“Elizabeth…” she said patiently and slowly, as if preparing to have a hard conversation. ‘I feel truly terrible about what you’ve been forced to endure. No one should have to go through that. And I’m sorry that I perhaps underestimated the degree that this… Stacy… was so INCREDIBLE-y dangerous and AMAZING-ly threatening to your marriage. But that being said… “she paused for a moment, regathering herself, giving her patient a warm smile.” In light of what’s happened, I think going forward, we’re gonna have to confront some hard truths. So, perhaps there should be a little bit of a pivot in our goals here,’ she paused for a moment. “We began with you seeking me out to preserve your marriage… to protect it. And obviously, that went poorly. So, perhaps we need to step back. Reframe your goals. Clearly, there is something inherent to the core of the two major relationships you’ve been in that needs to be adjusted. That you tend to seek these sweeping, romantic, storybook relationships, like from a book you read as a child. And in the real world, perhaps these men you’ve been with truly need more than that. That they are adult men with very adult needs, stuff you would never find in any storybook. Stuff that a certain type of woman can give them, and you can’t.”

	“So, perhaps before we start working to improve your relationships, we need to start with working to improve you,” Dr. White continued, before wincing at her own wording. “Let me rephrase… not improve you, but to analyze you, get to the bottom of why these relationships keep cratering so spectacularly. Since they both ended the exact same way, we need to focus our work on examining the one constant in this equation. Yourself. What you bring to these relationships, what you are looking for, what you want them to be versus… what they need to be for them to work. I know this is a low moment for you, that your probably thinking of yourself like… what was it that Stacy made you call yourself?” she asked. Elizabeth looked away in shame before answering.

	“A…” she paused. “A fucking boring, flat-chested loser.”

	“Right,” she replied with a small smile. ‘So, I’m sure right now you do indeed feel like a FUCKING boring, flat-chested loser, as Stacy said,’ Dr. White began, putting a weird oomph as she repeated this, catching the married woman off-guard, making it almost sound like it was Dr. White joining Stacy in calling her this. “And those words will keep repeating in your head. Boring. Flat-chested. Loser. A fucking boring, very flat-chested loser…” she kept voicing these harsh words, clearly inadvertently, as it was part of her revisiting the events of the day. But by saying it over and over, it again almost made it seem like she was among the chorus of the mean, big-boobed girls from her younger years who took great pleasure in laughing at all the girls like her who were far less developed up top. Her wording made Elizabeth’s eyes flick to the doctor’s chest, catching in the hint of cleavage being exposed, and she suddenly realized for the first time that the doctor had quite large breasts, much larger than her own pathetic pair.

	“I know this moment is raw, and painful, and you’ll never be able to forget it. I know it isn’t what you want to hear, but you will be thinking about what happened today, about what Stacy said and did to you… for the rest of your life!” Dr. White stated firmly. Elizabeth’s heart sank with the knowledge that she would carry the events of the day with her for the rest of her days. ‘So, the only choice we have is to turn this moment into something positive. Motivation. A chance for improvement,’ Dr. White said, trying to spin this as a positive to a clearly skeptical Elizabeth. “I know it sounds crazy, but I mean it. Those words that she made you repeat… boring… flat-chested… loser… those words will be bouncing around your head for the rest of time. And for a while, you’re going to believe them. So… treat those words as a mantra… a low moment to build from. Some motivation to move yourself beyond where you are at now to where you want to be, to the point where you can look at yourself and say that you’re not a boring loser. Where you can look back at this moment down the road and marvel how far you’ve come.” Dr. White sounded very confident about this approach, but Elizabeth was still visibly skeptical.

	“Look…” the doctor continued. ‘We’ve talked in the past about your religious beliefs, so perhaps we need to take you getting your face getting dunked in that toilet as a sort of baptism, a chance for rebirth. You keep falling into these same repeating events, and we need to break that cycle. Build you up. Toughen you up. There’s lots of great approaches I’ve read about for situations like these. You are not in an unescapable pit. There are so many great options we have. Hell… I don’t know… we could try some role-play, where I play the role of your bully, and you’re the victim, you’re you… “she said, Elizabeth giving her a quizzical look about where this was going. The doctor saw her skepticism.” I’m just spit-balling here. But that’s honestly a very viable option. It might be a bit… uncomfortable… for both you and me. You would have to endure this horrible treatment for the sake of improvement, and I would have to, uh… sacrifice some of my professionality… to really embody that role. To be cruel to you… for the sake of your treatment, of course. To be like Stacy and Kayla and call you boring. Call you a loser. Call you pathetically flat-chested,’ she said, each word stinging, even when used like this from her therapist. “But, here, in a controlled environment, without such major stakes, you could learn what it takes to finally overcome that kind of treatment. Build you up, no matter how long it takes, even if its weeks or months of this treatment, so when you again confront these situations head on, you don’t fall into the same trap. Perhaps then we could finally train you to overcome these issues… to break that cycle. What do you think?”

	Elizabeth suddenly looked at the doctor with new eyes, at least for a moment. Some of the things she said, her tone, some of her word choices… although she meant well, it almost reminded her of Stacy. And Kayla. And of course, she was quite beautiful, and clearly, as Elizabeth’s eyes caught on the doctor’s large breasts, she could match up physically to them as well. It was all inadvertent… but if she wanted to, she could occupy that role quite well. If she wanted to, she could be a bully. She could play that part. That if she hadn’t chosen the road of therapy, of helping others, she could embody that role of a gorgeous, big-breasted mean girl quite well. It seemed like a far cry from the real her, as she was so kind and intelligent and empathetic. As crazy as it seemed on the surface, Elizabeth trusted the doctor’s judgment that this could be an effective form of therapy. Thank goodness someone as brilliant as Dr. White was on her side, even at her lowest. But still, she was skeptical, the wound still so raw.

	“I don’t know…” Elizabeth replied. “That sounds kinda strange…” Dr. White winced slightly at this, as if she was insulted by her not being onboard. Fearful that she’d offended the one person who was trying to help her, she spoke out. “I mean… whatever you think’s a good idea…” Elizabeth said, shrugging. Dr. White grinned.

	“That’s wonderful,” Dr. White replied, clearly excited to hear this. “I’ll start doing some more research on the subject and we’ll get on that as soon as possible!”

	An awkward silence fell between them. Elizabeth looked down at the carpet, and lost in her own thoughts, the full weight of what happened slowly began to worm back into her mind.

	“Dr. White…” she began. “Do you think… do you think it’s possible that Ryan will realize what he did was wrong? That he’ll realize what he did and come back to me?”

	“Did John?” Dr. White replied simply and firmly, the response completely true, but nonetheless stung as she heard it. Elizabeth shook her head as a tear rolled down her cheek. The fact that she referred to him as John, the same way Kayla always did… the crispness in which she said his name made the doctor sound like Kayla. Had she always referred to him that way? Something about her saying that name made that thought rise to the surface… It again made it seem like Dr. White could occupy the role of a bully, a mean girl extremely well. But dredging up that added aspect of her past failures made this current one seem more potent, more tears rolling down her cheeks.

	“I mean, we were just together. This morning. We were together! My world was great. He was still mine! Now… he won’t even return my phone calls,” Elizabeth sobbed. Dr. White let her cry to herself for a few moments before replying.

	“Elizabeth… if it makes you feel better, he hasn’t been yours since the night of the party. He’s been hers…” Dr. White stated, summing it up so succinctly that it was almost like a dagger to her heart. It almost made it worse that he’d drifted away from his wife right in front of her and she didn’t figure it out till it was literally rubbed in her face. “He’s in another world now, with a vastly different woman, doing very different things than what he did with you. He’s lost to you now, and if I understand Stacy as I think I do now… I’d be surprised if she even deigns to lets you ever see him again.”

	The broken wife put her head in her hands, crying into them, her back shaking as she sobbed. Dr. White got up and sat next to her, gently rubbing her back as she cried, comforting the heartbroken married woman, telling her it was okay, and that they would get through this together, that she needed to keep her head up even if things seemed really bad right now. In the moment, Dr. White was being a good friend, which she no doubt owed to Elizabeth considering that she was the reason she was going through all this. Plus, being seated next to her rather than across from her allowed her to better hide her stiff nipples from Elizabeth’s notice.

	“I can’t believe this, Jen…” Elizabeth cried out into her hands as Dr. White comforted her.

	“You’ll be okay, hon,” Dr. White replied.

	“I can’t believe he’d do this to me…” the wife sighed. Suddenly, acting quickly, she ripped her wedding band off her finger and tossed it away, letting her face fall back into her hands again as she kept sobbing. Dr. White’s comforting rubbing of her back slowed down slightly, her eyes following the discarded wedding ring as it landed under the corner of her desk. But the emotional wife didn’t notice.

	The next fifteen or twenty minutes was like this, the doctor comforting the wife as she let her emotions fully hit her. Finally, the doctor had to put an end to things. They had gone way over time already, so Dr. White gently let Elizabeth know that their time was up, and that they had to part for now. Elizabeth didn’t want to go, as leaving would force her to have to confront the implications of what had happened directly, going home, facing down the remnants of her former life with Ryan, a marriage that was now in pieces, never to be repaired. But the doctor assured her that they would still have their regularly scheduled appointments, and that they could even meet more in the future if necessary. Dr. White got her in a good enough state that she was able to leave without crumbling into an emotional mess. Elizabeth hugged the doctor before leaving, the feel of Dr. White’s large breasts pressing into her chest hitting her so profoundly that it was as if it were taking the wind out of her, the knowledge that breasts like these had caused her husband to stray now top of mind, erasing any comfort she may have felt. And while Dr. White returned the gesture, she also noticeably did so at a distance with an upturned nose, not wanting to get that close with Elizabeth considering what she’d endured that morning. It was perfectly understandable, but still, it again made her feel like disgusting trash as she walked away.

	Elizabeth struggled to work up the nerve to drive away, sitting in her car alone again. She’d hoped that she’d feel way better after talking with her therapist. But… she didn’t. She supposed there was no magic fix to what she’d gone through, so what she hoped for was probably impossible. Yet… that whole thing did feel kinda weird. While the doctor seemed optimistic about their treatment plan going forward, Elizabeth couldn’t ignore the fact that she’d seemingly lost all respect the doctor once had for her. She was polite, and friendly, but at times, she couldn’t hide her disgust for what Elizabeth had let herself go through. She looked like a loser in the eyes of a friend, and that only added an extra sting to it. And plus… while she couldn’t put her finger on it, the tone of some of the things she said was off. She couldn’t quite place it, but it was enough for her to sense something was wrong but not noticeable enough to know what and why. That being said, she’d just been through a traumatic event. Her brain was fried, and even friendly gestures were being tainted by it. She needed to put her faith in someone, especially in this moment where her life was thrown into chaos. Who better than her therapist? Even though by her own admission she’d underestimated Elizabeth’s issues, she now knew the breadth of what she was enduring more than anyone else. Dr. White was the only person she had left that was on her side.

	Dr. White was the only person she could trust.

	Putting her faith in her doctor that she knew what to do, she finally turned the ignition and drove away, hoping Dr. White was the person that could help her escape this feeling, this lowest moment of her life.

	But frankly, it wasn’t as if she could fall any lower.

	 

	 

	 

	As soon as Dr. White let Elizabeth leave and she was able to return to her office. Moving fast, she went around in front of her desk and reached down, grabbing the discarded wedding ring and holding it between her fingers. Eyeing it lustily, feeling like this bauble stamped a certain finality to her work, she finally couldn’t contain herself, letting out a huge exhalation as her lips turned up into a huge grin.

	YES! It all went perfectly!

	Hearing every detail of what Stacy put Elizabeth through, she was amazed that she hid her excitement. Dr. White had lobbed it over the plate, and Stacy fucking knocked it out of the park every step of the way! Yes! Picking up every hint of what to do, culminating in dunking the bitch’s head in the toilet, just like Kayla had done.

	Stacy… what a fucking goddess she proved herself to be.

	Dr. White felt a weird sense of pride that her chosen girl had done the job so completely that she’d fucking eviscerated the married woman, leaving her a broken-down mess, exactly how the doctor wanted her. The doctor could barely contain her glee.

	And Dr. White had played out her own part perfectly as well.

	It might have come across like she was giving too much away, but every word was thoughtfully chosen, each act deliberate. Elizabeth picked up on what she wanted her to… and she didn’t pick up on the things she didn’t want her to.

	Like her bullying treatment plan going forwards? Total bull. Completely made up. But Lizzy was on the hook. She stepped right up to a brand-new bully, because that was her natural state. A bully victim. Going from one to another her entire life. She was such a bully victim that she’d tacitly agreed to more from her own therapist! Under the guise of help! It was so crazy! But the doctor was beyond excited.

	She’d let a few slights slip out, just to test the waters, to the point where she’d probably called her a “boring, flat-chested, loser” to her face more times than Stacy had. She’d even let a few compliments towards Stacy slip out as well, and she didn’t pick up on that either. This was so perfect! She was an ideal target for this kind of treatment.

	She was already dreaming of their future appointments. Where, under the guise of ‘therapy’, she could really cut loose with some truly harsh, cutting, targeted bullying, hitting her right where it hurts, making that bitch cry. All under the ruse of toughening her up. It would be so scientifically fruitful, and so, SO fun!

	And yeah, if all went well, she was gonna dunk that bitch’s face in the toilet, too.

	She didn’t exactly know how yet, but she had some ideas. The trick would be to convince her it was okay, part of the treatment, overcoming her most traumatic life moments by enduring it again. She’d already planted the seed, viewing such an act as a rebirth, a baptism. It was gonna happen. She knew it.

	There were so many arms to this case that could produce fruitful areas of study. These women who did the bullying, their cutthroat dominance and ruthless ambition as they stole her men again and again. Her life as a bully victim. How she kept falling into that state, as if meant for it. And then the downfall of this kind sweet woman who was in fact nothing more than a born loser. What happened to her, events which she would wallow in for the rest of her life, eating her from within… leaving her a husk.

	Dr. White planned to really dig in to this. She knew that Elizabeth caught on to her distaste for what she’d gone through, that the doctor lost respect for her. Dr. White would exploit that. Despite her excitement for this case, she knew she’d have to slow play this. Not get carried away. Let Elizabeth sense a growing lack of interest from Dr. White, as if her case was a lost cause that the doctor was only going along with out of politeness. That would allow the doctor to get away with so much during their ‘treatment’, the broken blonde going along with it in order to keep the doctor’s interest in her case. She’d have to endure so much harsh treatment, all the while working to keep the doctor interested in her case. Fuck… she’d really feel like a worthless piece of shit pretty quickly.

	God… to watch someone slowly consume themselves in this way, after coming to terms with the fact that they are indeed a complete loser and that they will never be loved again. All rooted in this sexual bullying and humiliation, where these other women had won over their men through their superior bodies and sheer force of will. To watch someone so sweet and so composed wallow in self-pity and body shame till they lose themselves… Damn, it would be fascinating to watch play out.

	That’s what made her first defeated wife so good. Jenny was her name. The daughter of Gina, the woman who’d shown her the ropes and really opened her eyes to the depths of sexual sin. Jenny had endured dreams of living with nightmares of her mom having nasty sex her man, to the point of causing mental health issues. So, when the time came, and Gina actually stole Jenny’s husband (with Dr. White’s assistance, of course), it broke her brain. Her nightmares had become real, and with her history of mental health concerns, there was justification to have her taken to a facility for extended care, which is where she was even to this day. There, she could be observed 24/7. But despite her rantings and ravings, the people there didn’t know the whole story. They weren’t looking for the same things Dr. White was. They didn’t know what they were looking at. They weren’t in the know. Nonetheless, Dr. White got great information from them every time she visited and checked with her and went over her case notes. Dr. White wished she had that level of control with all her patients. She wished she could put Elizabeth in a bubble and watch her downfall play out. Observe every moment of her life as she lets thoughts of her lost love consume her, a husband lost due to the fact that she was physically and sexually inferior to her cruel, callous, evil rival. All that self-pity and shame, all because she was boring in bed and that she couldn’t fill a training-bra… God, it would be wonderful to watch in a closed, controlled setting. The data from such a thing would be incredible. There had to be a way… either a facility she could use, or at the very least a like-minded observer. Ah well… someday…

	Dr. White tried her best to get all her case notes about Elizabeth written down as quickly as she could, both because it was best to get it all out when it was fresh, and also because she had another patient coming in. It made her wish she could just throw the rest of the day away, but she enjoyed her job too much to do that. That didn’t mean she wasn’t slightly annoyed by that fact. And that annoyance was compounded by the fact that Elizabeth’s whole story made her turned-on like crazy, and there was nothing more she wanted to do than rip off her clothes and touch herself till she gushed. Maybe even wear Elizabeth’s discarded wedding ring while gushing all over her fingers! Fuck! That sounded hot! But alas, there was work to do. Not just with her other patients, but with this case as well.

	First, she unlocked her safe, gleefully taking Elizabeth’s discarded wedding ring and placing it in there among its discarded brethren. She’d perhaps have some fun with it later, but keeping it in sight would only prove to be a distraction. She figured Elizabeth would ask about it later, wanting it back, and the doctor would simply play dumb, not knowing where it went. Perhaps suggesting that the cleaners took it, or it got vacuumed up. Nevertheless, the wife was never gonna see this ring again, the bauble that meant so much to her now gone forever. Once the ring was in place, she closed up the safe and returned to her desk, taking a few calming breaths and getting her mind in place.

	She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, and she saw the rush of excitement painted across her face. She was positively glowing she was so happy. But in seeing her own glee compared to the heartbreak of Lizzy, she suddenly realized that she should feel a little bit of guilt for what she was putting that poor woman through. The Dr. White from a year or two prior would be horrified at her own behavior, horrified that she was so happy about another woman’s life crumbling, especially since she was the root cause of all that misery. On some level, she did feel bad for Elizabeth. She was truly a kind and sweet woman who probably didn’t deserve this level of brutal treatment.

	But the science… that was the most important thing, she told herself. People like Elizabeth were too good for a world this callous and cruel. But Dr. White wasn’t gonna change the ways of the world… she could only observe them. Understand them. As rough as it sounded, women like Elizabeth… their default state was to be on the losing end, never victorious, never truly happy. Dr. White just… expediated that downfall. And while she probably also made this downfall extra stinging and cruel than it may have been had she let things play out naturally, it served a grander purpose. Lizzy’s downfall and humiliation… the study of it would be a net positive in the grand scheme of things. A small number of women, women like Elizabeth, boring flat-chest losers, had to be pushed down and demolished in order to help all women everywhere. Some women just had to have their happiness stolen from them forever, forcing them to crumble into a heap of self-pity, and their heartbroken demolished forms will provide a stepping stone for superior women to ascend to the next level, a lifetime of unending pleasure and happiness. Yes, it was callous and heartless, but true progress meant you had to break a few eggs. If the results that Dr. White hoped for turned out to be true, no one would judge her wrongly. They would agree that her treatment of Lizzy was justified. But to do that, she had to finish the job.

	Dr. White reminded herself again and again why she was doing this, how important the work was, quelling any doubts she may be feeling about her treatment of Lizzy. Once that was done, she remembered that there was still work to do in the moment involving this case. She had to keep up appearances. Keep up the act, play out everything as if it were real. Grabbing her phone, readying to play her part, she sent a terse text to Stacy.

	‘You fucking bitch… it was you? You were Elizabeth’s boss?’

	For all Stacy knew, Dr. White had no idea that Elizabeth worked for Stacy. That this was something only Stacy had put together. And Dr. White intended to keep it that way. It was better science. Better for the subjects of an experiment to not know they were in an experiment. To not see the strings. It might spoil Stacy’s fun if she knew how Dr. White had manipulated things to her desired outcome. And Dr. White was not one to get in the way of a slut and the cock she clearly loved. So now, she just had to play things out as if she was learning this information for the first time. And a few moments later…

	‘Haha! Sorry! I figured it out the first night we met. It was too juicy to pass up. And hon… trust me, it was SO worth it! You have no idea!’

	Dr. White smiled to herself, but kept her cool via text.

	‘I could lose my license if someone found out I let this slip!’ Dr. White replied.

	‘Don’t worry. It’s our little secret.’ Stacy replied. ‘I’m good at keeping secrets.’

	‘In that case, even though it’s probably wildly inappropriate, it would be prudent if you could tell me what happened from your perspective. You at least owe me that. Over drinks?’ Dr. White replied.

	‘Sure, Doc… but not today. Me and Ryan are gonna be having A LOT of sex tonight! Gonna make him forget Lizzy’s name, haha!’

	’Oh, Stacy…’ Dr. White texted back, adopting a disappointed tone.

	‘You want to see some pictures?’ Stacy asked. Dr. White held back replying, desperately wanting to see more, doing her best to maintain plausible deniability, while also suspecting Stacy would send them over anyway.

	And she was proven right.

	Stacy covered in Ryan’s cum, her and him together on a date at a basketball game, them curled up in a tangle of sweaty limbs in bed, plus a lot more. Stacy didn’t hold back. And the final picture she sent, of Elizabeth on her knees in Stacy’s office, face and hair dripping with water from the toilet, a photo caught in that first moment of ultimate humiliation. It was Stacy and Elizabeth’s entire relationship summed up in one photo, where the Asian woman carved out her superiority over the married blonde in concrete terms…

	It was beautiful.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White was antsy for the rest of the day. Both her mind and her pussy were very fixated on the events of the Elizabeth case, to the point where she had trouble focusing on her patients. She just wanted the day to be done so she could cut loose, get all her thoughts about that case out of her mind and into the file, and all the girl-cum out of her cunt and splashing all over her big rubber dildo.

	Her final case was with Bryce, part of her hypnosis trial, their first meeting of the new year. For many reasons, these appointments were always mentally exhausting. And with her being in the mood she was in, she wasn’t exactly looking forward to Bryce’s bullshit about how he didn’t have time for this stuff. He’d probably be pleased as can be if she canceled their appointment, but she knew it would never come to that. The work was too important. And besides… for the many annoyances Bryce presented, he was wonderful eye candy. Tall, strong, very hot, with a big bulge that she’d scoped out from the start… it would almost make the rest of his bullshit worth it. That was a big reason she was so insistent about keeping him part of the trial.

	When he arrived and marched into her office in that same impatient manner he always did, she again had trouble hiding her raw, physical attraction for him. She could normally keep it together better than this, but with the state she was in at the moment, it came with great difficulty. He was just fucking hot. Just raw, masculine appeal, a strong chiseled jaw, a five o’clock shadow, and eyes more soulful than his personality would have you think. His body was very fit from his work as a contractor, tall and fit and muscular and manly. He had tall, imposing legs, big muscular arms, and huge fucking hands. Hands so big they could palm a basketball, or one of her massive breasts… Dr. White shook her head, her dripping cunt affecting her thinking as she studied her patient. He never dressed up for these meetings, arriving straight from the work site, his clothes utilitarian but undeniably flattering, both his butt and the bulge caused by his great big married dick were impossible not to notice. And Dr. White had a bad habit of always noticing such things.

	Utilitarian was a good way to describe him. He wasn’t the deepest thinker in the world, but he wasn’t stupid. He just narrowed his thinking to what he needed and what he didn’t, and he was blind to everything else thanks to his narrow focus. It was to the degree that it took him weeks before his eyes stole a glimpse at her cleavage, and even then, it was a passing glance. This guy was a tough nut to crack.

	The most passion he ever showed was in regards to his wife, a woman he loved more than anything. Who he was totally devoted to. He loved her. He loved her to the degree that he probably didn’t even think about other women. With how few glances he stole at the good doctor those first few weeks, even as she showed slightly more skin every time. She sensed the possibility that he could fall… eventually, after a long, slow wearing of his defenses that could take months or even years. But she wasn’t willing to put in that level of work for this. She knew it would take something special to shatter through that loyalty in a flash and do other things with nasty women like her.

	That wife of his… he was completely loyal to her. The only issue they ever had was being unable to conceive, which they both wanted. And that caused some fights, hence these meetings with Dr. White offering this trial in order to help pay for IVF and a surrogate. But that didn’t mean he liked being here, and he let the doctor know it… every single time he was here.

	“Dr. White, I really mean it this time. We got a new job, and it pays hand over fist, way more than some of our other jobs. I think I’ll be able to cover the costs with that alone,” Bryce stated as he sat across from her. “The only reason I’m here is because I said I would.”

	“Bryce, the study is almost over. It’s only a couple more weeks,” Dr. White replied patiently as she always did, hiding her annoyance. “You leaving the study now would throw all my work out the window. Invalidate the entire study, not just for you, but everyone else taking part in it.” He rolled his eyes, understanding but not happy about it.

	“I understand, it’s just… this job really is huge, and we work 18 hours a day on it. I really don’t have time to be away from the site like this. And plus, I don’t want them to get too used to me being away from the site, you know?” he added, trying to get her to sympathize.

	“Bryce, I understand your concern, but…” she began. He visibly got annoyed as soon as he saw where this was going.

	“Look, this is a waste of time, and we both know it!” he stated, not angry but clearly annoyed and impatient. She did her best not to roll her eyes as he gave the same song and dance he always did, but in the state she was in, she did kinda enjoy seeing this tall hunk of man so worked up. God, he’d be good in bed…

	“Bryce…” she continued patiently, but this only got him more annoyed.

	“Bryce, Bryce, Bryce! You always talk to me like a fucking cool, calm doctor. Talk to me like a person,” he stated loudly, standing up, as if ready to march out. This time, Dr. White failed to hide her annoyance.

	“You make these complaints every time, and you always end up going through with it, so please…” she said, her tone flat like a jaded wife, inviting him to just take his seat.

	“You know what? This time will be different,” he claimed, sounding like he was ready to actually go through with it and leave. Dr. White looked up at him, and despite her displeasure, she couldn’t get over how hot he was. God, she couldn’t think straight she was so horny from this morning.

	“The study is almost done, Bryce. Just a couple more weeks till we’re all done. I think you can suffer through just a little bit more,” Dr. White replied calmly but firmly.

	“I don’t want to wait. I just want you to pay me out and let me go,” Bryce said impatiently.

	“Bryce, it’s too early…” Dr. White began before the words caught in her throat. Wait… was it too early? It should all be in place by this point… the remaining few weeks, she was planning only to cement it. She could… it would take care of two birds with one stone. And right now could actually be the right time to get it done…

	Suddenly emboldened, the doctor stood up, a glimmer in her eye that even caught Bryce off guard. Enough that he finally convinced himself to just go.

	“Dr. White, I’m out of here…” he began, stepping towards her, looking to walk past her and out the door. Taking a step back, Dr. White readied herself.

	“Sierra Echo X-Ray!” she called out, firmly but clearly.

	Bryce stopped in place, frozen, unable to move.

	Dr. White stepped back, eyes going wide, a huge grin lighting up her gorgeous face.

	“It worked!” she called out excitedly.

	“What’s happening?” Bryce asked, slightly panicked, his body unable to move.

	“Take a seat, Bryce,” she asked, gesturing to his chair, and he obeyed, stepping back and sitting down without the slightest bit of resistance. Dr. White watched this play out excitedly, eyes looking hungry at this.

	“What are you doing? What is this?” Bryce asked, not sure what was happening to him.

	“Bryce,” she began calmly, taking a seat across from him “This is what we call a hypnotic state. I just used the trigger words to put you straight under for the first time… I wasn’t even sure it had taken yet!”

	“What are you talking about?” Bryce asked. “The hypnosis never worked!”

	“Bryce, the hypnosis always worked,” Dr. White replied, the confusion on the married man’s face evident. “I had ten patients in this hypnosis trial. 9 out of 10 resisted the hypnosis. Their minds were too strong, too resistant, not open enough. But there was one person whose mind was totally suited for it. Who melted even under the slightest bit of hypnosis, even from our first meeting. And that person is you.”

	“No,” Bryce said, trying to shake his head but unable to do so. “That’s not possible. It never worked. I remember everything.”

	“You don’t remember everything. You think it didn’t work, because I told you it didn’t work,” Dr. White stated. Bryce looked over at her, still frozen. “In fact, you went under the very first time we met. Since then, we’ve repeated the same arguments every time, before and after our meetings, because you never even knew it worked. But rest assured, you most certainly went under.” Bryce looked at her, dumbstruck, unable to move.

	“The state you are in…” Dr. White continued, sitting back and savoring the moment. ‘I compare it to… removing your armor. Your defenses. You’re a very guarded man, Bryce, and hypnosis simply removed them. I am looking beyond the veil now… at the real you. Your pure, moldable subconscious.’ She paused before continuing. “My initial goal was to implant small, harmless suggestions to you while in this state, to see if they’d affect you. Something as simple as accepting a piece of candy that I offered you…”

	Bryce thought back to how he started taking those sweets from her, even though he hated candy.

	“But then… I had a bit of fun,” Dr. White stated, hands reaching up to her top. ‘You were being such a pain in the ass that I couldn’t help but indulge myself. Nothing too bad… I simply asked you to steal a glance at my cleavage,’ she sighed, undoing a button, exposing a little more cleavage than she already was. His eyes went straight down, his gaze lodging in her smooth, deep cleavage. “Or my ass…” she added, and Bryce’s mind went back and remembered a few occasions where she spun around right at the same time he was walking out of the office, enough to give him an unencumbered glimpse at her juicy rear end.

	“I didn’t tell you what to think… I just encouraged you to look. To steal a glimpse and make your own judgments about my body,” Dr. White. “But what I discovered is that not only am I lifting the veil and addressing your subconscious directly… that in this state, you can’t lie. That armor is what would compel you to lie, to protect your secrets. But in this state… I could get your true feelings. I could learn truths that you didn’t even know about yourself. Some might say I know you better than your wife does…”

	“You’re crazy…” Bryce replied. Dr. White grinned.

	“No, no, no,” she dismissed. “I’m a scientist. But I’ve learned a lot about you, such incredible, valuable information. Secrets you wouldn’t admit to your wife. Like the fact that my tits flashed in your mind when you were screwing her, and the thought of them was enough to make you cum…”

	“I… I don’t…” Bryce stammered, his body still frozen, the panic painted across his face. What she said… it was true. He hadn’t been able to shake the idea of the doctor’s round tits since the first day he noticed her cleavage, and right at the moment of climax the thought of those bare tits entered his mind’s eye, making him explode inside his wife. He couldn’t believe it happened, and he couldn’t believe he’d told Dr. White. That meant that what she was claiming… it really was true. And he had no idea what else he’d told her.

	“You’ve also confessed you that you think I’m really hot, and that you’ve thought about having sex with me on more than one occasion,” Dr. White claimed.

	“No… I didn’t,” he denied.

	“No, you don’t remember it, because you don’t remember anything once you leave this state… beyond what I tell you. But you definitely did say that.” Dr. White stated proudly. Bryce recalled those few fleeting moments when those fantasies did enter his mind before being pushed away. That was it. Nothing more than that.

	“I would never do it… I would never cheat,” Bryce claimed.

	“I know! That’s what’s so frustrating about you,” Dr. White replied with a laugh, sitting back. “I mean, I think I could wear you down after a while, but you have some thick armor, and it would have taken a long time. But now… in this state, we can have that conversation about sex. Like adults.”

	“What do you mean?” Bryce asked. Dr. White grinned and stood up, walking to her desk and grabbing her phone.

	“Ash?” Dr. White asked. “You can take off early. I’ll close up once I’m done. Yes… I’m sure. Bye,” Dr. White said. With that, the doctor shrugged off her coat and folded it over the chair of her desk. She looked back at the frozen, seated, married man.

	“What are you doing?” he asked. She smiled at him confidently.

	“The reason you agreed to this clinical trial was to raise funds to pay for IVF treatment for your wife, so you guys can have a baby with a surrogate, who you also have to pay,” Dr. White began. “But I have a better idea. Instead of going through all that, why don’t we just throw out the idea of doing IVF altogether, we use me as your surrogate instead, and you get me pregnant right here and now.”

	If Bryce wasn’t frozen in place, his jaw might have hit the floor.

	“What?!” he called out, panicked. Dr. White grinned as she began unbuttoning her top.

	“I mean, you’ve admitted to finding me attractive. That the thought of my body got you off. Even though you love your wife more than anything, even though you put up all these safeguards to protect you from any wayward thoughts, deep down you really want to fuck me… right?” she asked, yanking her top from its place tucked into her skirt.

	“NnnnnnYES!” he said, trying to lie, but the truth forced its way out. “Wait! No. I didn’t mean to say that. I DO want to fuck you! Wait! NO! Why can’t I… what I mean to say was, YES, I want to fuck you! Wait! Dammit!” he said. Dr. White grinned at his struggle.

	“This is the fun part,” she began. “In your normal life, your conscious waking mind is in charge. And your subconscious… it’s what’s silently guiding you along. You don’t even notice it’s there. In your daily life your subconscious might think something… something wild, let your deepest darkest thoughts out for just a moment… and your conscious mind knows enough to stifle those especially wayward thoughts. Because your waking mind is in the driver’s seat. But in this state… your conscious mind is merely the passenger. Your subconscious is now at the wheel. Where before, your waking mind made the decisions, now it’s your subconscious speaking to me. Your conscious mind has a voice, and it can try to make itself known, but your inner mind makes the final call now, at least in this state. Your truth, your id… that’s what I’m speaking to now. It won’t let you lie, because it’s in charge, and that means that your raw exposed desires are making themselves known. People are just a jumble of their wants, needs, and desires, and their conscious mind is a thin veil that hides the madness within. But now… your mind is naked to me.”

	Bryce looked horrified at this revelation. No. It couldn’t be true. But Dr. White seemed convinced that it was, sitting back and calmly appraising him.

	“The truth can be tough to handle. I think that’s why men like you lie to themselves so deeply that you never even let yourself consider otherwise,” Dr. White postulated. “I surmise this is why you’ve only gotten more and more resistant to being here. That you’re afraid what might happen when you’re around me.”

	“Wait! Please!” he begged, still frozen. If she was right, she could make him expose his deepest secrets to her. He couldn’t let this happen.

	“Bryce… do you want to see my tits?” she asked, cutting to the chase, holding the two halves of her top together.

	“Yes! Wait…” Bryce replied, stunned again to find Dr. White’s assertions accurate. He couldn’t lie. His conscious mind tried to say ‘no’, but the word ‘yes’ left his mouth, because deep down… he did want to see her tits. He knew better, but it didn’t matter. Holy fuck! This was bad. At this, with her grinning, Dr. White pulled the sides of her top apart, shrugging it off, revealing her round, heavy, black lace bra clad tits for the first time. His eyes went wide as he saw her nipples through the lace, and his cock shuddered in his pants.

	“Do you want to see my ass?” she purred.

	“Yes! Uh…” he stammered after his reply, still trying to find a way to lie. Nonetheless, she was undeterred, shimmying out of her skirt, letting it pool around her feet, revealing her tiny matching thong. She spun around, revealing her nearly bare ass, the sight of it making the handsome married man groan.

	“Oh…” he sighed, eyes glued to her butt. She then kicked off her heels, took off her glasses, and let her hair loose, letting it cascade down her back. This slow reveal was driving him crazy. He couldn’t look away, even though he knew he had to. If he didn’t stop her, this would go past the point of no return. But if he couldn’t lie his way out, he had to make her see reason. Make her see how messed up this was.

	“Wait… what about Judy?” he asked, panicked. “Our baby was supposed to be me and hers. Our love creating a child,” he said, appealing to her better instincts. Instead, she smiled evilly.

	“I know,” she admitted. “But she’ll never know that, and neither will you. You won’t remember any of this, except in your dreams at night, dreams so wicked you’ll never let your wife know about them. But isn’t it better if we just cut out her participation in this whole thing? You’re a potent, virile man, and I’m a fertile, smoking hot woman. We don’t need her egg, her DNA, her anything! Why make it complicated? Wouldn’t we make a way better baby than you and her? Wouldn’t we make a beautiful child together? Isn’t it hotter to make your wife raise our child not knowing it’s ours?”

	Bryce was paralyzed by the depths of her wickedness. In that moment, he realized he wasn’t gonna succeed in appealing to her better nature, as she was far more evil than he could have ever realized.

	Dr. White’s blood was rushing as her wicked plan was finally revealed to the married man. This might be the most evil thing she’d done yet, having a married man’s baby and tricking his wife into thinking it’s actually her child. She’ll think it’s her egg and her husband’s seed growing in the doctor’s belly, but it won’t be her egg at all. It’ll be Dr. White’s egg impregnated with Bryce’s sperm, and instead of it being done via a medical procedure, it’ll be done the old-fashioned way. Poor little Judy will go through the rest of her life thinking this child will carry her legacy into the future. She will think this child will be the ultimate expression of her love and bond with her husband. But in truth, it will establish the opposite. She will have no blood connection with this baby… it will not be hers at all. It will be a child born of a betrayal of their marriage. And she would never even know it. It was deliciously evil, and Dr. White couldn’t deny the rush that went through her as her master plan was revealed.

	Smirking at him as he realized just how wicked she was, she reached back behind herself to undo her bra, and with a deft snap, her bra vaulted off of her and onto the floor, revealing her massive springy breasts, cascading out from her slim fit chest. His eyes went huge at the sight of these perfect melons. With him watching, she bent over to tug down the straps of her thong, revealing her shaved pussy to his eyes for the very first time. The sexy doctor was now standing completely naked in front of him. Taking one step towards him, she glanced down one more time at the worried married man. At this, she paused.

	“Listen, Bryce. I’m not one to make someone do something they don’t want to do,” she began. “Especially in a situation like this, I’m not trying to violate consent. By design, all I said was for you to notice my big breasts. Notice my perfect ass. I told you nothing else. If such things didn’t affect you, that would have been it. But you let them affect you, you let my body drive you crazy, because deep down, you want this. You want to cheat on your wife with me. I just cut to the chase! So, I ask again… knowing that you can’t lie. Knowing that if you don’t want this, you can just say no and I will stop. But if you do, if you want to fuck me. If you want to cum inside me and knock me up with your baby, just say yes, and it’ll happen.”

	Bryce looked up at her from her seated position, trying to find a way out, but only getting lost in the sight of her massive round jugs. His eyes going wide, consumed by the sight, unable to look away. If he could just will himself to say no, to deny her, to truthfully establish that he didn’t actually want this, then his marriage would be saved. But her tits were so fucking huge! He wanted to deny her… he wanted to turn her away. He really wanted to stand up for his wife and say no, but staring at the doctor’s exposed body, there was only one answer that came to him.

	“Yes!” he admitted firmly. No stammering. No denials. No attempts to lie. “I want to knock you up with my baby!” Dr. White grinned excitedly.

	“Then take off your clothes!” she demanded. At this command, his body became unfrozen as he obeyed her command, standing and pulling off his work clothes until he was standing in front of the hot-bodied doctor in only his tight boxer-briefs. Tugging them down, he revealed his cock to her for the first time, revealing the biggest cock she’d ever seen, so long, so fucking thick, with huge cum-filled balls. It was a cock that completely fit his tall, built, masculine form. It was so large and imposing as to be intimidating, but she wasn’t scared. This was perfect. Her mouth watering in anticipation, she gently pushed him back onto his seat before straddling him, grabbing his throbbing weapon, and guiding it into place.

	“Alright baby,” Dr. White said, meeting his gaze. “Let’s make a baby!” At this, she sat on his big, long, swollen dick, taking it to hilt till her ass was resting on his balls.

	What commenced was multiple hours of unholy baby-making. She was so fucking horny from the events of the day that she quickly worked herself up to full speed, riding the married stallion like a fucking whore. She gave him permission to let his hands do whatever they wanted to, and instead of just throwing her off and running away from this whole thing, they instead roamed all over her body, feeling up her ass and her big round tits. He’d tried to deny her even as his subconscious betrayed him, but now, even his conscious mind was fully on her side, fully embracing the moment. He was making out with her, sucking and squeezing her tits, following along in her dirty talk to the point that if she’d released him from his current state, he wouldn’t be able to hold himself back.

	There was a tinge of a hatefuck to this whole encounter, from both parties. Part of him greatly despised her for making him do this, even though he got more and more into it. And she’d found him such a pain in the ass at times that she was putting some extra oomph into it. But luckily for her, his well-built body was a dream, and it didn’t take much for her to really, REALLY enjoy this. She skewered herself on his big, thick cock like a total slut, his big swollen balls slapping her ass as they worked for a baby to be not born of love, but of raw, intense and sinful sex.

	These two got seriously down and dirty, bodies coated with sweat as they went at it. His big, long, thick cock pumped multiple loads into her tight, waiting cunt, filling it with his fertile seed, both with her on top, and with him fucking her doggy-style, his lengthy dick pumping his sperm directly into her womb. But that wasn’t all they did, as highlighted by a question he raised when it was all over.

	“If we’re trying to make a baby,” he began, sitting on the couch, still naked, his body coated with sweat, still panting for breath as he recovered. “Why did you make me fuck you up the ass?” He asked as he sighed, looking up at her as he was still recovering from the last of his orgasms, his balls empty after having filled her ass with his cum, his body alive with pleasure. As she cleaned herself up, she grinned.

	“Oh, that was just for me!” She admitted with a grin. “After the day I had, I really needed to get ass-fucked. And babe, you are good at it! It was exactly what I needed!”

	She ordered him to clean up in her private bathroom, showering, straightening up, and getting dressed, all while still in his hypnotic state, his body obeying her commands, and his mind too worn out to resist in any way. Once done, he sat back down in place on his chair. Dr. White had done the same, joining him in the shower to clean up while getting a little dirtier, and redressing enough to look the part. As he waited for her to resume their session, she put on the chill, ethereal music that always played during their appointments, re-setting the scene. Finally, she sat back down across from him.

	“So, your HOMEWORK is to start working to convince your wife to make me your surrogate,” Dr. White told him, giving him an order that he’d be compelled to obey even when he woke up. He wouldn’t remember the order, but he nonetheless would be compelled to obey it, not even knowing why.

	“I think she’d have trouble accepting that. Her therapist having her baby…” Bryce stated honestly, sitting up straight. She allowed him a little more freedom while they fucked, but as they wound down, she froze him in place, wanting his full attention.

	“Well, that’s your problem. The deed is done, so you’d better get on it. And make it convincing, too,” Dr. White urged him. “Cause I’m gonna be having your baby. And our next few appointments are going to be all about making sure that happens.”

	“But what about the IVF? We can’t just tell her it’s done without her doing anything?” he asked, his logical mind still raising issues.

	“Don’t worry your pretty little head about that, babe. I’ve got it all planned out. I have a friend who owes me a favor. Judy will think it all went to plan with the IVF, but the money you’re spending on the procedure, and for the surrogate… it’s all coming to me. I’m so happy to hear about your new job at work, because all that extra money will be coming my way, too, to cover my fee for all this…” Dr. White said, smiling evilly.

	Bryce began to panic at this.

	“You wouldn’t…” he said.

	“Don’t worry. You won’t remember any of this. Just let me handle it all…” Dr. White said. ‘But again, you need to convince Judy that it’s a good idea to let me carry your baby. And you’ve got to make it good, because it won’t be long before the seed is planted,’ she warned him. “But, hey… if she doesn’t quite buy it, send her my way. I can be very convincing…”

	Even in his current state, his eyes went wide. He wouldn’t… not to her, too. She smiled warningly. He said nothing.

	“As always, when you wake up, you won’t remember any of this. As usual, you’ll RECALL that we tried to put you under three times, only to fail every time. You won’t question how so much time has passed. You’ll only be happy to leave,” she paused, letting this sink in. “Oh, and one more thing, one last bit of HOMEWORK…” she began, readying him for her last command of the evening. “There’s something I want you to do as you leave… don’t even think about it before you do it, and don’t let it even register after it happens…” she began, before giving once last little teasing command.

	Putting everything back in place, she got in position to wake him up, telling him to close his eyes, to relax and let his mind sink. And as she started stirring him fully awake, she re-used the trigger phrase she chose, saying…

	“Sierra Echo X-Ray.”

	He stirred to life, waking up, looking at her curiously. For a moment, she wondered if her plan had misfired, and that he somehow remembered what had happened while in that hypnotic state. This was the most she had pushed her luck with him in that state. But she didn’t show any fear, and she didn’t deviate from the plan, playing out her part.

	“Oh… I’m sorry, Bryce. Seems like I couldn’t quite get you under today…” she stated, acting as if she’d failed to put him under her spell.

	“Doc, this is just a huge waste of time! You’ve never gotten me under, and you never will!” he asserted. “You tried like, three times today? It ain’t gonna happen. Can you please just cut me the check now, and not keep wasting my time?”

	“I’m sorry, Bryce” she repeated. “But you knew the terms of the study when this started.”

	“I don’t know why I keep coming to this. It’s just a huge waste of time. This work project needs all my attention. Do I really need to keep coming here?” he asked, still betraying no memory of what happened. She grinned.

	“I’m afraid so. And we need to do a few more appointments too, it looks like,” she stated. He shook his eyes and threw his hands up in annoyance. “I’ll see you next time!” she said politely, turning to the side to show him her body in profile as she extended her arm to allow him to pass, guiding him towards the door.

	“Yeah, whatever,” he said angrily, but as he walked past, he played out her final command, slapping her ass as he walked by. He gave no sign that he even knew he did it before walking out of sight. Dr. White grinned and sat down, her ass still stinging from that blow.

	So, this was her grand plan for Bryce. And it had been that from their first appointment. What she’d said to him was true. He was the only person in the trial to respond to the hypnosis. He went under the very first time. He was hard-headed, for sure. She’d compared him to ceramic before. And like ceramic, his defenses were hard, but brittle, her targeted attacks hitting him just right, making him crumble. Even she was amazed at how he took to the hypnosis. Once under, she began by testing him, giving him small commands, escalating them as time went on. It started at him taking candy from her, and it escalated to him staring at her body. Once she saw the potential in this, her wicked mind went wild. She’d known he was nearly insurmountable as is. But with hypnosis… that could even the odds. Cut to the chase. Instead of a slow-moving river eroding at stone, she was taking rocket blasts to the stone armor that was his fidelity, exposing his pliable mind for her enjoyment. And it had worked immaculately.

	And she meant what she told him. She wanted to get pregnant with his baby. She didn’t particularly like him, but she couldn’t deny he was a damn near perfect physical specimen, ideal breeding stock. And while she didn’t particularly want a baby at the moment, she knew it’d have to happen at some point, especially with all the unprotected sex she’d been having. And she happened to be ovulating, making the timing perfect. Pregnancy and motherhood and sex… they were all parts of the same whole. It was an aspect to sex that she needed to experience to truly understand it, and she figured she might as well do it while she was young and at her best. And doing it like this, being a surrogate, she wouldn’t have a brat getting in the way once it was over, as she would very happily give the baby to Judy and Bryce to raise. And along the way, she would document her journey, how it affected her mind, and her body, and her sex drive. She was really looking forward to her tits swelling up and getting even bigger! She couldn’t wait! She’d heard from a lot of her male patients about the power and intense appeal of mom-boobs, and if everything went to plan, which it would, Dr. White would have a pair of massively sized MILF tits, a supremely powerful weapon in her arsenal.

	There was literally no downside to this plan of hers. Science practically dictated that she’d have to go through this at some point. So why not now, with this fucking Adonis?

	And it was as she told him. He wouldn’t remember any of it, any of how the baby was conceived, and his wife would never know either. Him and his wife would raise a mini Dr. White without realizing it, carrying on her line, her genes, while she continued her work. It was all too perfect!

	As far as the hypnosis aspect of it went, it was certainly a useful tool, and she’d have to work on improving her skills at it. As a perfectionist, she knew there was a lot of room for improvement. But right now, examining it as the weapon it could be, it felt a little unruly and unpredictable. Plus, there were concerns of consent, which she felt no need to violate. And also… it wasn’t quite as sporting as a real-deal seduction. While this case with Bryce was the rare counterexample, she didn’t foresee a lot of situations where hypnosis would be the preferable option. It just wasn’t quite as fun. But it could be used defensively, used on married women in order to prevent them from catching on to what the doctor was doing with their man. It was a good tool to have in her tool belt, and it could be very useful in the future. But as of now, it was clear that it would never be her primary weapon.

	Once the office was emptied and locked up, she settled in with her notes for this very eventful day, on both the Elizabeth/Stacy case, and with the Bryce case as well. A lot of stuff to add to the Code, lots of lessons and great illustrations of specific ideas. Bullying, the role that plays both throughout life but most importantly in the battlefield of sex. The effect of such things on each person involved, from the victor to the stolen party to the victim. It was such a juicy area to explore. Additionally, there was the hypnosis study, how her work had paid off, the type of person who responds to hypnosis, and it’s possible uses and hazards as far as sex goes. And of course, how a man under it’s spell behaved and performed while in that state. So much good science. So much to add to the Code. A very productive day.

	She was at it till well past dark before finally leaving, glowing as she did so. She couldn’t get over either how her day had started, and how her day had ended, the latter sticking with her as she walked out the door. Dr. White was gonna be a mom. No, wait…

	Dr. White was gonna become a hot young MILF!

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White didn’t get to meet with Stacy till a few weeks later. And even then, it was somewhat brief. Not that she wasn’t happy to see the scheming bitch, it was just… she had a part to play. She couldn’t let slip how happy and excited she was about the whole thing, which was a shame. Part of her wanted to throw that all away and let herself be total besties with the Asian slut forever and ever, but that would give away the game.

	They met at ‘Frost’, this time for a meal as opposed to drinks. When Stacy entered and enquired why she wasn’t drinking, Dr. White stated that bad things seem to happen when she gets drunk around Stacy. And plus, without getting into it, with everything going on with Bryce, there were other reasons she wasn’t drinking.

	Stacy explained her end of the equation, how she’d figured that Lizzy was Dr. White’s patient, how she’d milked Dr. White for more information, and how she put her plan into action in seducing Ryan. Stacy was happy to give all the juicy details to the doctor, bragging about her seduction as she filled in some of the blanks that Elizabeth wasn’t aware of from her perspective. Like the specifics of how she actually seduced Ryan while Elizabeth was drunk and passed out. How she reconnected with Ryan after their first sexual encounter. She even got into what went through her mind when she was dunking Elizabeth’s head in the toilet, the absolute rush she felt. The total dominance and superiority she experienced. Dr. White could barely contain herself.

	It really was beautiful.

	Stacy also explained the aftermath. How she compelled Ryan to come to her place for good once the truth was out, riding him into her bed until he never wanted to leave. And how she had her lawyers already on his divorce paperwork. And that they’d already moved most of his things out of their old place while his wife was away. She cut him out of Lizzy’s life completely, leaving him no choice but to be her man for good.

	She also explained how she got away with what she’d done at work. That even though most of her subordinates actively hated her, they were so afraid of her that they stood up for her in fear of retribution. Everyone in the office was in line saying Elizabeth tried to attack her first, and although she got carried away in self-defense, it was justifiable. She bragged about how this one older woman, Ellen, who had good standing in the office with the superiors, a woman that she’d screamed at and humiliated a few weeks prior. Ellen probably could have torpedoed Stacy’s job if she’d wanted to after what she’d done to Lizzy, but she got in line with the rest of them, giving her a vociferous defense and endorsement, that she’d handled the whole situation admirably, to the point where Stacy had earned brownie points with the bosses for her handling of the whole thing. That hadn’t stopped her from piling a lot of Lizzy’s work onto the older woman as a thank you, knowing that the older woman would be motivated by such rough treatment. She said most of her subordinates behaved the same, seemingly loving the harsh treatment they received from her considering how strongly motivated they became after the fact.

	Again… Dr. White loved Stacy. She wanted to keep this friendship going, but she knew that she had to keep up her part. Not that she was cutting Stacy off, as they still were friends and in contact. But… Dr. White had to put on a stern, professional face, acting disappointed by how everything played out. But inside, she was committing everything Stacy said to memory, some of it too good to forget. That was part of the reason she wasn’t drinking… she had a lot to burn into her memory.

	But with all these different angles she was playing working in concert, she realized she was definitely coming across as scolding, which was kinda what she was going for. And while it was the right call, Stacy pretty quickly caught on that she was being lectured to.

	“You’re way more fun when you’re drunk,” Stacy remarked chidingly, sipping her own drink without shame. This comment stung a bit, to be honest. Dr. White hated appearing so uncool to her new friend. But it was necessary for her work. Stacy felt kinda burned, because at first, it almost felt like Dr. White would have been on board with what she did, even if she didn’t necessarily endorse it. After the doctor had a few drinks in her, she was so cool and interesting, exposing her own tastes and desires. This intelligent, professional woman had admitted that even she preferred married men, that sex is way better when it’s forbidden and nasty. She should be totally onboard with this. But now, in the light of day, being stone cold sober, she was being weirdly self-righteous about the whole thing, which turned the Asian slut off.

	“It’s just… it could end my career if someone found out I blabbed about Lizzy,” Dr. White said. “That’s like the one thing a therapist can’t do.”

	“Well, you shouldn’t have done it then,” Stacy replied unsympathetically. “Listen, I’m not gonna fucking tell anyone what you did. I wouldn’t have met him without you! I just don’t know why you’re being all weird about this. Isn’t this exactly what we talked about the first time we met? Like… married men being the best? I thought you’d be cool with it!”

	“It’s just… when it’s my patient, and I was accidentally complicit in the whole thing… that’s different,” Dr. White replied. Stacy rolled her eyes, annoyed at the doctor for being so stuck-up about this whole thing.

	“Damn… I thought you were cool,” Stacy said dismissively, making the doctor wince.

	They parted on good enough terms, although this did kind of feel like an ending point for their sudden, strong friendship. Dr. White’s sudden judgment towards Stacy was kind of a buzzkill for the Asian slut. Plus, Dr. White was moving onto other cases, and Stacy was devoting herself fully to her new man and the life they now shared together, so they were moving in diverging directions. But before they parted ways, Stacy left her with a parting message.

	“When you’re ready to be cool again and admit that what I did was really fucking hot, let me know, and we can do this again,” Stacy stated firmly, about as warmly as a bitch like her could manage, but nonetheless a dismissal. It burned, but it was for the best.

	As Dr. White drove home, she vowed to commit everything about this night to her notes as soon as possible. Even though she’d probably just lost a friendship, overall, she took pride in how it all played out. That bitch Stacy had no idea how actively Dr. White had involved herself in her life, that her pairing with Ryan had been deliberately arranged by the slutty doctor. She took pride that her instincts had been proven right in matching up Stacy with Ryan, this case wrapping up as neatly as it could.

	But Dr. White was always looking forward. Looking for the next case to sink her claws into. And it would find her very soon.

	 

	 

	 

	The doctor was wrapping up her last case of the day a few weeks later. A case not of major note, but nonetheless important. Early on in her appointment, she had to call Ash at the front desk for some information, and as she did, the perky young woman brought up something unusual on her end.

	“Dr. White… there’s someone out here. She doesn’t have an appointment, but she says she wants to talk to you,” Ash said.

	“Who is she?” Dr. White asked. “Do you recognize her?”

	“No, no idea. Never seen her before. She’s pretty hot, though,” Ash stated. So, she didn’t sound like a spurned wife, or an enemy in any way. But as the appointment went on, Dr. White sort of forgot about her. It was only when she sent her last patient away that Ash reached out about her again.

	“Dr. White… that woman… she’s still here. And she’s still asking about you. She said she’s not leaving until she meets with you.” Ash said. Dr. White’s eyebrow scrunched in confusion.

	‘Who could she be?’

	“I’ll be right up,” Dr. White finally said. Stepping quickly to the front of the office, she pushed open the door to look at this mystery woman for the first time. Dr. White found her, seated patiently, waiting.

	Ash was right… she was really hot. A well-built brunette, she was stunningly beautiful. And when she stood up upon the sight of the doctor, it was revealed that she was quite tall, much taller than the doctor. And she had incredible body, long legs, a slim waist, absolutely huge tits, and from what she could see, a shapely, firm ass. She was dressed well, dressed as if she’d come from an office. She didn’t ping as a threat to the doctor, allowing her to address her without fear.

	“Ma’am,” Dr. White said politely, addressing her. “I’m sorry, we don’t take walk-ins. You’ll have to make an appointment.”

	“I’m not a patient,” she replied coolly with a slight smirk, studying the doctor, evaluating the professionally dressed, gorgeous therapist. She seemed impressed.

	“Then how can I help you?” Dr. White asked, confused but still polite. The tall brunette eyed the girl at the desk watching them, lowering her voice ever so slightly before speaking.

	“I have this friend,” she began. “She told me this crazy story. How she was at a bar, and she found herself getting drunk with this sex therapist. And this therapist got a little drunk, and ran her mouth about one of her patients who was having marriage troubles. This patient of hers was afraid that her boss was gonna seduce her man. And after a little bit of this, my friend realized that she was the boss in that story! That one of her subordinates was haunted by the thought of losing her husband to her. And my friend… she immediately got obsessed with this story, to the point where she seduced him. Where she fucked her own employee’s husband! But she was so obsessed with him that she didn’t think about what an insane coincidence this whole thing was. But that’s ALL I can think about…” this woman said, looking straight into Dr. White’s eyes.

	The doctor looked back at her, keeping calm but freaking out. Shit! Someone figured it out! Fuck! She knew it was too cute! She’d done her best to keep her hands clean… but damn, this bitch figured the whole thing out. Suddenly realizing this woman had a lot of leverage over her, Dr. White’s mind began racing. Not knowing what else to do, she kept a cool head, addressing this woman calmly.

	“What’s your name, ma’am?” Dr. White asked.

	“Kendall,” the woman replied with a small smile.

	“C’mon back, Kendall. Let’s talk…” Dr. White invited her, stepping to the side as she guided her towards the path to her office. Ash gave her a concerned look, but Dr. White smiled and addressed her.

	“I’ll take care of it,” Dr. White said confidently, her tone far more confident than she felt.

	She followed the tall brunette, her full, firm ass molded to her knee-length black skirt, her heels digging into the carpeting as they headed towards her office. Dr. White pointed the way as she followed Kendall inside, closing the door behind them. It was just Kendall and Dr. White now.

	Kendall looked around, impressed by the doctor’s digs.

	“Nice place,” Kendall said, nodding.

	“It’s not much, but we keep the lights on,” Dr. White replied, not wanting to get into her money issues. There was a long, heavy pause before Dr. White spoke up again. “So, what do you want?” Dr. White asked calmly. Kendall grinned and set down her purse.

	“Okay, listen…,” Kendall began, shaking her head. “I’m not here to rain on your parade. However you get your kicks… it’s not my problem. Women championing women, I’m all for it. I’m not one to take down a girl for letting her freak flag fly. Frankly, it’s kinda hot. Manipulating a situation like that, fixing them up without either of them realizing it… that’s impressive,” she said, trying to defuse the tension.

	“Have you told Stacy?” Dr. White asked, still nervous. Kendall shook her head again, as if the question was stupid.

	“No! I mean, why ruin her fun?” Kendall replied. ‘Plus… I feel like if I did that, she’d just get pissed at me, and… I don’t need that aggravation.’ She paused before being reminded of something. “Have you been in contact with her lately?” she asked with a smile.

	“No,” Dr. White replied simply, the communications between her and Stacy had been nil since their last meeting. Kendall pulled out her phone and pulled something up.

	“She just sent me this yesterday,” she said, indicating a picture on her phone, pointing it at the doctor. She couldn’t help but look, hungry for knowledge for more about Stacy and Ryan.

	The picture showed Ryan and Stacy together on a pristine beach, smiling for the camera, looking as if they’d just come out of the water. Front and center was Ryan, and he looked really good. Wearing only a pair of snug orange swimwear that properly highlighted his bulge, his fit chest exposed, his skin darkened with a little bit of a tan, he looked like a far cry from his previous self. Gone were his glasses, and his boyish face was adorned with a five o’clock shadow. Elizabeth had always made it a point to preserve the boyishness he possessed when they first met, but now, having left her behind, he stood proudly, that boyishness gone… now all man.

	He had one hand wrapped around Stacy’s form as she pressed herself into his side. Her luscious body was left very exposed in a tiny, neon pink thong bikini. Her heavy, fleshy tits were barely contained by the pink triangle cups of the bikini top, and those melons of hers were bursting to get out of their restraints. One of her giant boobs was ballooning outwards as it pressed into his side. The thong bikini was very revealing, and with her standing mostly in profile, you could see the full side of her shapely ass and a hint of her fully exposed rear end.

	They fit perfectly together, both grinning happily, clearly a couple meant for each other. His fingertips dug ever so slightly into the skin near her hip, keeping her close. And she had her arms wrapped around him possessively, announcing to the world that he was hers. If there were any doubts about Dr. White’s manipulations, this would have erased it. These two looked so good together, his tall well-built frame matched by her petite, curvaceous form. You could take one look at this pair and just know they had insane sex every night, both wearing the confidence that comes via experiencing the type of pleasure only a very few ever got to achieve. Damn… they were both very sexy.

	“Hot, right?” Kendall remarked. ‘They’re in Bali. Apparently, he was gonna give this trip to Lizzy for Christmas, but obviously… he thought better about that. And I mean… I can’t blame him,’ she said, admiring her friend objectively, shaking her head. “He’s come back in a few times, meeting Stacy in her office for… ‘lunch’. At least they aren’t quite as loud as they were during the Christmas party…” Kendall remarked, putting her phone away. “But no one says anything because she’s pretty untouchable at this point. Rumor is that she might be getting promoted to the board very soon, and she’s told me before that she’ll recommend me for her job once she’s promoted. But I won’t fully believe it till it happens…” she said mostly to herself. Realizing what she was doing, the tall brunette shook her head, having moved well past the point of their discussion.

	“So, why are you here?” Dr. White inquired, patient but nervous. Kendall smiled warmly.

	“What Stacy did with Ryan… I tried something similar, years ago,” Kendall began, looking up wistfully. “My boss was this hot… I mean, really fucking HOT… older man. Married. Good guy. Good dad. Good boss. But he was just so painfully hot, and he was totally my type… I couldn’t hold myself back. So, I made a move. And… I missed. He shooed me away, even though I gave it my best shot. I’m not one to be lacking in confidence, but that shook me. I took a break, pampered myself, got some insane fake tits,” she said, glancing down at her chest, guiding Dr. White to do the same.

	“Those are fake?” Dr. White asked, unable to help herself, shocked. Kendall nodded proudly.

	“I know, right!? They are just like the real thing! They’re incredible,” Kendall boasted, cupping her breasts and giving them a light squeeze. “So, anyway, after I got my tits done, I was honestly feeling pretty great about myself. I moved on, got back to work, and tried to look forward. But… I just can’t let him go. I still think about Jake, and every time I see my bare tits in the mirror, I think about convincing him to squeeze them. I can’t get past it. Deep down, I know I got them for him…” She looked away, lost in thought.

	“So, what do you want?” Dr. White asked with a little more sympathy, but still a little bit of weariness. Kendall looked at her with purpose in her eyes.

	“I’d like you to do for me what you did for Stacy,” Kendall stated. “That’s the missing piece here. She had you… even if she didn’t know it. I want to put you to work for me, to help me seduce and fuck Jake until he’s mine. To analyze him… to figure him out… so when I make another move, he can’t say no.”

	“Uh…” Dr. White said, unsure. “That’s not really how this works.” At this, Kendall got a little upset.

	“Oh, sorry to insult the sanctity of your fucking profession,” she began. “But wait, you’re the one that sold out of one your patients to her worst enemy. It’d be a shame if she found out…” she threatened. The doctor tightened up.

	“Are you blackmailing me?” Dr. White asked, tense. Kendall took a breath and grinned.

	“No. Listen, I meant what I said before. I’m not looking to fuck up your little thing here. I just want your help,” Kendall pleaded. “I want you on my side on this, and if I do that, if I blackmail you, then you’re not really on my side,” Dr. White looked away, unsure. Kendall rolled her eyes, annoyed.

	“Fine,” Kendall began. “Look, I’ll pay you $20,000 dollars if you help me steal Jake from his wife.”

	Dr. White shook her head, shocked.

	“Excuse me?” she replied.

	“You heard me,” Kendall stated. “I’ll pay you that money if you work with me. If you help me.”

	“I… I…” Dr. White stammered. But then, in that moment, an idea bloomed. This wasn’t what Dr. White ever had in mind, but… but this, what Kendall was proposing… it could be a very viable way forward. Instead of slowly grinding away with patients, making enough money to keep the bills paid but not enough to rise any higher from her current station, this could be another revenue stream. One that wasn’t as risky as her current one, with her directly involving herself in her patient’s lives in a manner that may come back to bite her, as it was now. She’d done her best to keep her distance, but even though she’d been thorough about keeping her hands clean, it still came back to haunt her.

	But this… this could be something. Working in private with knowing parties, using her skills as a weapon from the outside, to analyze and study potential targets for women like her. Dr. White loved reading people, and her skills at it were only getting better and better at it. But that skill had never been utilized to its full potential. This could be that avenue to use it. To study a man, see what makes him tick, what form of attack a potential seductress could take to seduce. This could be really fun!

	Therapist by day. Matchmaker for sluts by night. Both indulged her interests. Both combined would utilize all her skills, just in different ways. If she could do this, if she could help Kendall land Jake, that could be the start of something. Kendall no doubt knew other women like her, and beyond that… women like her stood out. Dr. White could find them, too. Having good word of mouth, combined with a tantalizing sales pitch… it could work! She’d literally just done this with Stacy. She’d sought Stacy out. She’d figured out how the Asian slut ticked on her own time. But if she took on this project with Kendall, she could actually be paid for this work. Paid well, especially if professionally successful women like Kendall were the ones seeking her services. Enough to where her bills would cease to be an issue, and her options going forward were limitless.

	And the more success she had, the bigger the client base she could build. That could build up a good word of mouth. A stellar reputation, enough for victorious sluts to recommend Dr. White to their friends. Thus, could rise an interconnected network of satisfied sluts, with Dr. White at the center. This could lead to a boon of successful cases with a wide variety of men, enough to heighten her knowledge of what makes men tick. And those men could be pumped for knowledge for more potential studs among their friends, colleagues, etc. So not only could this be a network of sluts, but it could also be a network of studs for the taking. All that information. All these people.

	All that money for the taking.

	It was a bit beyond her current skillset, but she could learn. This could go from being a side-hustle to being a massive part of her job. Hell, she knew people who knew how to network. Kayla, for instance, networked liked crazy for her charitable work, and she’d no doubt be happy to share her tips and tricks with the doctor.

	This could really work!

	Kendall watched the doctor thinking this over, getting more and more excited as the doctor visibly talked herself into it. Finally, the doctor looked over at Kendall, straight into her intelligent eyes.

	“$20,000 to take the case,” Dr. White began. “$20,000 more upon completion.” Dr. White figured if she had that much money to throw around, she probably would be willing to spend even more.

	“And you guarantee you’ll land me Jake?” Kendall asked.

	“Yes.” Dr. White assured her confidently. “No doubt.”

	“Deal.” Kendall replied quickly, ready to do whatever her takes. And besides, if she landed Jake, she’d be paying off the remaining fee from his hefty bank account. With a fire in her step, Dr. White grabbed her notebook off her desk and sat in her chair.

	“Sit down,” she asked Kendall, and the other woman complied eagerly.

	“So…” Dr. White began. “Tell me everything.”

	Kendall smiled, as did Dr. White.

	This should be fun.
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	Dr. White and Kendall met with each other a lot over the next few weeks and months. With the amount of money Kendall was paying her, Dr. White made it a point to give her as much attention as she required. Most of the time, they met at the doctor’s office, but sometimes they met over dinner, either at a restaurant or at Kendall’s place. And despite the contentious manner in which they first met, it didn’t take long for both to realize they were two peas in a pod.

	Two professional, attractive, intelligent women, they had a lot in common. They were cut from the same cloth. Even though this whole thing happened through their respective bonds with Stacy, it became clear these two had far more in common than either of them did with the Asian slut. The frostiness of their initial meeting had quickly melted, and it wasn’t long before they were laughing and chatting with each other at Kendall’s place, eating Chinese food, not even talking about the work at hand.

	They talked a lot about Stacy, and what she had gotten up to since Dr. White had last spoken to her. Stacy could have left it all be… she’d clearly won in all ways over Lizzy. But Stacy was a vicious woman, and not only did she want to win, she wanted to stamp out her rivals into dust. And despite no longer seeing each other at work, Stacy had access to Ryan’s phone, and more specifically, Lizzy’s phone number. This was a dangerous weapon for an evil bitch like Stacy to have, and she wielded it with great prejudice, using it like a sniper rifle to demolish Lizzy from afar.

	At first, she sent pictures of herself and Ryan together, being a beautiful happy couple, innocent photos on the surface that would nonetheless be torturous to Lizzy. Seeing her now former husband happy as can be with that evil bitch, him holding her in his arms, kissing her… It truly was her hell. Imagine having your life ruined by an evil, wicked woman who delighted in humiliating you… and imagine having the man you once thought of as your soulmate kissing her. Touching her. Choosing her over you. Dr. White saw these pictures that Stacy had sent her, as Lizzy herself had shown them to her, and the doctor could see how humiliated the former married woman was whenever Stacy sent a new picture over.

	Stacy stepped it up as time went on, sending more salacious photos. Stacy and Ryan in bed together. Them in the middle of fucking. Them post-fucking, her former husband passed out in the bed and a sweaty, victorious Stacy posing proudly for the camera. Each photo was a dagger in Lizzy’s heart, an added humiliation she could barely endure.

	Over time, Stacy kept ramping it up, sending nudes of herself to Lizzy, not only to show off her massive tits and hot, superior body, but to display her pregnant belly, swelling with the child Lizzy’s former husband gave her. Stacy was pure evil, and yet Ryan still chose to impregnate her before Lizzy. It stung. And Dr. White got to see the pain these photos caused her firsthand. It was incredible. Lizzy could have easily just changed her number, or gotten a new phone. But she was such a glutton for punishment that she allowed her boss to continue to humiliate her even from afar, even when the battle was over.

	Kendall let her know what Stacy had just done earlier a few nights prior. Stacy had invited Marley, Lizzy’s former trainee, out to dinner with her and Ryan. It was somewhat of a final test for Marley, to see if she was gonna be a Lizzy, or a Stacy, at one point even using those terms. And by the end of the night, Marley proved to be far more like Stacy than Lizzy, being invited to join the attractive couple in bed, swallowing Ryan’s big thick cock before riding him like the little slut Stacy knew she could be. Stacy sent photos of all of this, this new humiliation. This young woman that Lizzy trained had proven herself superior to her as well, siding with Stacy in the process. Marely had established herself as better than the woman who trained her, proven by the fact that Ryan was far more willing to sex up Lizzy’s replacement than the woman he used to be married to. Marley was getting to moan her head off on Ryan’s big cock, and Lizzy was left alone and broken. Her ditzy former trainee was higher on Ryan’s totem pole than his former wife was. Dr. White delighted in hearing Kendall tell her this, already planning what to say to Lizzy when she revealed this new humiliation to her.

	Kendall also added that Ryan eventually discovered what Stacy was doing, sending photos to Lizzy, and had been kinda upset about it, not wanting to put salt in his ex-wife’s wounds. But over the time he’d been with Stacy, months and months of having sex with her, he stopped trying to talk her out of it. It was to the point where during their encounter with Marley he was actively part of the fun, taking pictures with Stacy’s phone of him going at it with Marley and Stacy, tacitly endorsing and participating in this added humiliation of his now ex-wife. He was now the one taking these illicit photos of him, Marley and Stacy, photos specifically taken to increase Lizzy’s heartbreak.

	Dr. White happily shared what went on during her sessions with Lizzy, breaking doctor/patient confidentiality over pizza with her busty new friend. She mentioned the bully treatment she’d come up with, which had begun in earnest. It started small, with Dr. White acting like she was stepping tentatively into the part, occupying the role by, in Lizzy’s eyes, pretending to be a bully in order to help her get thicker skin, a treatment she reluctantly agreed to. But in truth, it was Dr. White letting her true feelings out. Here’s the thing… she did like Lizzy as a person, but it was hard for her to still respect a woman who had shown herself to be such a fucking loser, a true glutton for this shit who was seemingly born to be humiliated by others. As sweet as Lizzy was, she was a joke, and Dr. White slipping into this role of a bully began as her just letting her true feelings reach the surface.

	It started as eye rolls and looks of deep impatience with her patient, while also openly calling her Lizzy, a nickname she knew the other woman hated, yet women like Kayla and Stacy and Kendall all called her. It ramped up to the doctor talking under her breath about how much of a waste of time this was, trying to help Lizzy. That she was a lost cause. It ramped up to the doctor full-out insulting Lizzy, running her down, calling her a loser, calling her pathetic and stupid, making fun of her flat chest, calling her barely a woman. Dr. White changed her outfits, eschewing her professional wear to outfits more flattering, showing off her superior body to the other woman, her big tits and her great ass, underlining how inferior the formerly married woman was. She stepped it up further, taking Stacy’s side, telling Lizzy that her boss was a better woman than her, and that she couldn’t blame Ryan for choosing her. Dr. White then speculated to Lizzy that she could be good friends with Stacy, and even Kayla as well, that they would be an incredible group of powerful women together. Eventually, it reached the point where everything that Lizzy did was seemingly the wrong thing to do, as Dr. White would run her down and make her feel dumb no matter what she did, even if it was the correct choice to make in the moment. Lizzy finally brought up the idea of changing her phone number to get away from these taunting texts after months of humiliation, but at that point, Dr. White encouraged her to stick with her current number to keep receiving these wicked texts. It would be the only way she’ll toughen up, Dr. White explained. When they don’t affect her anymore, then she could change numbers. Until then, she should allow herself to keep being humiliated. Dr. White’s bullying treatment of Lizzy reached the point where the doctor would openly muse about finally understanding why these other women dunked Lizzy’s face in the toilet, and that she’s thought about doing it herself.

	Dr. White would only relent when Lizzy was openly sobbing, forgoing the ‘act’ in order to comfort her patient. Once she was in a better state, they’d resume the rough treatment, hoping to callous up her thin skin and make her tougher. Often, she’d end up crying again. And even in those moments where the ‘act’ was dropped, Dr. White would ‘inadvertently’ slip in a cruel comment absentmindedly, usually about her flat chest, something that would almost burn worse than when she was in the act of being a bully.

	Kendall almost peed her pants listening to Dr. White describe this. It was so absurd, but it was so fully in Lizzy’s character to go along with it without question that she wasn’t surprised she bought into it. And when Dr. White mentioned how she fully planned to dunk Lizzy’s face in the toilet, and that she’d already scheduled a tentative date to do it, Kendall almost fell out of her chair laughing. A lot of the laughter was at Lizzy’s expense. Although neither of the two even actively disliked Lizzy, it was hard for women as confident and successful as these two to truly empathize with that loser’s downfall. Her life imploding in on itself, and how pathetic she came across through the whole thing… it was hard even for women who otherwise liked her to resist poking fun at her plight.

	But the work wasn’t forgotten, and around these discussions of Stacy, Ryan, and Lizzy, they did enough to get things moving in Kendall’s plan to land the man of her dreams. Through old photos and social media research, it didn’t take long for Dr. White to have a clearer picture of Jake, the object of Kendall’s affection. An older man, about 48, with dark salt-and-pepper hair. He had kind, intelligent eyes, and a bright, friendly and fatherly smile. Tall and tan, and in very good shape, he exuded professionality and confidence. But these were merely facts you could glean from a picture of him, not enough to figure out what made him tick. Luckily, Kendall had done her due diligence in her initial pursuit of him.

	He’d married his high school sweetheart, Nancy. She was some big shot surgeon who was very, very busy, to the point where it was rare that she’d appear at work events with her husband due to the sheer number of hours she worked. Kendall claimed to have only met her once, and despite Kendall’s desire for Jake, she found his wife very respectable and personable. Although Kendall did point out that the older redhead didn’t quite match up to her studly husband, as she showed the wears and tears of aging more than her husband did. Plus, she was not quite the looker she once was, and she’d gained a few extra pounds everywhere except her chest, where she was shockingly flat-chested. Kendall said she always imagined that whenever she met Jake’s wife, she imagined her as being this shocking gorgeous babe with a perfect body and massive boobs, as he seemed like the type to deserve that kind of woman. When it became clear she was the type of woman to get married because of her personality or mind rather than her body, Kendall was both disappointed in Jake, and energized at the idea of taking Nancy’s place. But, by all accounts their marriage was a strong one, with very few hiccups. So, despite rarely seeing her, everything you’d hear from Jake about her was positive. It was clear he was still madly in love with her.

	In lieu of bringing his wife to these work events, he would often bring his daughters along. While both were in college now, they were still in high school at the time. Kendall was one of the few to take the time to reach out to them during these events, and despite their age difference, they became fast friends, with the two young women quickly looking up to Kendall as almost a cool older sister. They clearly got the good genes from their father, as they shared few qualities with their mother, namely that both girls were total knockouts with great bodies, unlike their mother in so many ways. And they were troublemakers, sneaking booze whenever they could. Kendall was the one who caught them, and instead of turning them in, she joined them in the fun. It was obvious why Kendall and them had formed a strong bond.

	Kendall let them in on all the hot gossip in the office, and they shared a few interesting insights that Kendall clocked internally. One… it was clear they were both daddy’s girls, not in any untoward manner. It was just clear by the way they spoke that they had special affection towards their father. He was the one to be there for all their school events, and sports. He was the one taking them to work events. He was the one who was consistently there for them. While they clearly didn’t hate their mom, and respected the reasons she was so busy all the time, it was clear that Jake was the favored parent. And while they didn’t have a ton of juicy marital secrets to share, one thing they did reveal is that while their dad loved his daughters more than anything, they always suspected he wanted a son. They said their mom capped off the number of kids they wanted at two, and Jake of course supported her decision. But deep down, they suspected he would have liked another try at a son.

	This was all great information, but it was still very limited. Plus, this was all information from a few years prior. Things may have changed. And the fact of the matter was, the last major moment between Kendall and Jake was him rebuffing her advances, which would create an added challenge in many ways. That moment between Jake and Kendall sent them both down different paths. It had put a bump in Kendall’s corporate rise. Additionally, it sent her down a road of self-improvement, forcing her to address what went wrong and the reasons her approach failed, all culminating in her getting a pair of truly immaculate fake breasts. (Seriously, they were amazing. Kendall invited the doctor to check them out, and both by appearance, and by feel, you could barely tell they weren’t the real deal. Dr. White marveled at them, unable to get over the fact that they weren’t real.) And that moment had sent Jake away from her to a different place, to a new position within the company, opting to step off the board in order to run a new branch downstate. He returned to a position he’d held for many years after being away from the role for the last few. There was a gap of a couple years where Kendall knew little about what he was up to, or if he’d changed in any way, either from Kendall’s failed flirtation, or due to any events of his personal life. The most valuable information would be the most current facts, which meant a fact-finding mission would be required. Dr. White had to fly downstate to check out Jake in person.

	Dr. White loved people-watching. She really did. But she didn’t love having to be away from her office for so long to do so. To get the job done right in this case, she would have to put in the time, specifically a week where she could observe Jake and ascertain both his current nature and the life he was living. She really wished she knew someone who could be trusted to do the job and observe him on her behalf so she wouldn’t have to push back a week of appointments. But there was no one she knew who she could ask that of. Not yet anyways. And besides… no one else could do it as well as she could.

	The flight down went smoothly. Where she was staying was a great area. Right on the oceanfront, near lots of great stores and restaurants and cultural centers. But this was a work trip, and she had a job to do.

	Jake was a difficult man to observe as he was in his office for most of the working day. And Dr. White couldn’t just bluff her way into her office, at least not on such short notice. Although while sitting outside the tall office building he worked in, she couldn’t help but let her mind wander with some bright ideas on how one would be able to do just that, to get in that office. But in the moment, that wasn’t a viable option. She got lucky on her second day of observation, as she was there when Jake emerged from his office with a younger male colleague around lunchtime.

	She followed them to a nice restaurant, the type of downtown place professionals take business lunches at. And they were doing just that, meeting up with two women for a lunch, one Jake’s age, and one younger, the age of his colleague. Dr. White sat close enough to be able to both observe and hear them, while not being too close as to be noticed.

	This was the closest proximity Dr. White had been to Jake Lawrence, and even after Kendall hyped him up, she was still impressed. While he was older than what the doctor usually went for, she saw the appeal immediately. Dressed in a suit that looked tailored specifically for him, with a cerulean dress shirt, a blue and white striped tie, and a pair of expensive looking loafers, Dr. White could certainly understand how working around a guy dressed like him might engender certain wicked desires in his female colleagues. His skin had a nice even glow that showed he took advantage of the clear blue skies in the area. His eyes were calm and intelligent, deep pools of knowledge and wisdom that had seen a lot. His face was very attractive and masculine, with a strong jaw, a smile that could make your heart flutter, and a voice that carried an intelligence and dignity to it. She could listen to him all day.

	While most of the shoptalk of the meeting was beyond her, Dr. White got the gist of it. And she was attuned enough to the energy of the conversation that when Jake’s colleague made a comment that was inadvertently the slightest bit flirtatious to the young woman across from him, she clocked the small shift in Jake’s attitude towards his employee. And she also clocked the silent wince coming from the women across from them. And while the meeting ended a little later in good enough spirits with Jake taking the reins and bailing them out, Dr. White wasn’t surprised when Jake stopped his employee from leaving just after the women had left. And she gained a renewed respect for Jake as a man as he addressed the younger man firmly and clearly that he could not slip like that again. That it was inappropriate behavior, even if the comment was mostly innocent and inconsequential, and that he could never make a mistake like that again, especially with a client. Jake was a good man, and he was polished both as a professional and as a boss. He knew his shit, and he knew enough to know exactly how to behave at all moments while at work. When he put on that suit, it was like he was putting on a suit of armor. When in a professional setting, he was infallible. Impenetrable. She respected that quality as a person, but it made him an even more difficult target.

	Dr. White almost wished she’d asked for more money.

	Luckily, other avenues of her observation into Jake proved to be more fruitful. She just had to wait for him to leave work. During her first night there, Jake went straight home after work and stayed there. The next day, she was caught off guard when he re-emerged half an hour after getting home, carrying a surfboard out of his garage and attaching it to the roof of his car. She followed him to a nearby beach where he parked and carried the board onto the beach. And after a few minutes, he hit the waves, with the doctor observing him from the shore.

	While Dr. White was no expert in surfing, she could tell Jake wasn’t half-bad at it. That being said, she could also tell he was certainly no expert. He wasn’t alone out there, as a small group of surfers were hitting the evening waves as the sun glowed near the horizon, and he looked a little less confident out there than most of them. But he did his best, more than holding up his end of the bargain. Dr. White was able to overhear that he often went out first thing in the mornings as well, and it was then that there was a larger group of people out there hitting the waves. Mostly young, some older folks, there seemed to be a whole group of dedicated surfers out there every morning.

	Dr. White worked out a little routine from there. She’d watch him surf in the morning from afar, and follow him when he left the beach, got dressed at home, and went to work. When he stepped through those doors, she would move on to other things. Other avenues of his life to explore. She went back to his house to observe his wife. She wasn’t home often, as she clearly worked very long hours at the hospital. Looking her up, Nancy Lawrence had a pretty renowned reputation as a surgeon, so it was no surprise she was very busy. She matched Kendall’s description, a nice-looking middle-aged woman, a few extra pounds on her but nothing too bad. Sure, she was flat-chested, but she dressed well. And she was very pretty, her makeup always in place, her red hair always well-styled. Dr. White got in line behind her when she went out to get coffee. She came across as very intelligent, if at times slightly chilly. But Dr. White had met plenty of surgeons just like that, so it came with the territory.

	Their daughters both went to college nearby, which Dr. White surmised was part of the incentive of moving down here. Both were quite stunning, the blonde daughter, Porsche, was 19, in her second year of school. And her darker-haired younger sister, Deandra, was 18 and a freshman. Both seemed sunny and friendly and popular, dressing a little skimpy like college girls do, but both pulled it off very well, the girls both having quite large busts and shapely rear ends. And both seemed to know it, walking around confidently without coming across as arrogant. These young women weren’t shy. They probably even dressed this way at home. The only other note she made was that the younger of the two, Deandra… she kinda looked similar to how Kendall looked in terms of how she presented herself. Dr. White wondered if she’d treated Kendall as somewhat of a role model, modeling herself after her as she matured and filled out. But this was all speculation. Very good speculation, but speculation, nonetheless.

	The main event was Jake, and Dr. White was able to develop a profile for him as the week went on that she felt pretty confident about. And how she was able to do that was through those visits of his to the beach. She watched him on the sands, carrying his surfboard, wearing a college t-shirt and some board shorts. She watched him pull of his shirt in the same manner every day. She noticed the tattoo on his shoulder-blade, looking slightly fresh, a dark, inky black stylized shark fin, appearing somewhat incongruous based on what she knew of him.

	It seemed like he’d made friends on the beach, mostly among the younger folks there. She wondered if any of them knew he was a high-powered businessman and not just a handsome, middle-aged man exploring a new hobby. But these interactions proved very fruitful, giving Dr. White a lot of very useful information. And this was further cemented by a moment later in the week when Dr. White herself was on the beach, observing from up close, and Jake walked by her, glancing at her and nodding politely. And when she returned home a few days later, she presented her findings to Kendall.

	“What was he like?” Kendall asked her tentatively, somewhat nervous at what she was about to hear.

	“At work, he hasn’t seemed to change at all,” Dr. White explained as her and Kendall sat in Dr. White’s office after hours, the doctor going over her impressions of him. ‘He’s been at this long enough to know what pitfalls to avoid, what things to say or do. How to carry himself. The way I look at it… his suit is his armor, and as long as he’s in it, he’s bulletproof. The problem you ran into is… he looks really good in that suit.’ Kendall smiled at this. “But he’s found a hobby that forces him to take off that suit of his. Jake has taken up surfing.”

	“Really?” Kendall replied, somewhat surprised. Dr. White nodded.

	“He occasionally goes out in the afternoon, but he most often goes out first thing in the morning. There’s a group that he meets up with, people of all ages, but mostly a younger crew. They all seem to like him, and have taken him into their group. Most of the people there are younger, but they talk to him like he’s one of their own, and he treats them with respect. He maintains that same level of calm and polish that he carries at work, even in a setting where he doesn’t have to. But he is a little bit looser, talking to these people young people as if they are actually friends. And he gets a lot of attention there from the young women there, even more than the younger men do. But he doesn’t bite, keeping things on the level at all times.” Dr White stated. Kendall looked a little annoyed, only to perk up when Dr. White continued. “Except… on the third day I was there, and there was this stunning young Hawaiian woman there chatting with him. She was showing a lot of skin, but a lot of these girls seemed to relish showing a lot of skin, especially when he was there. But this girl had some really big tits… like huge… almost as big as yours, and it was the first time I saw his eyes wander. It’s the only time he seemed fallible. Except for another moment a couple days later, when he walked by me on the beach, and he checked out my tits too. Seems like you were on the right track…” Dr. White stated, nodding at the other woman’s impressive, enhanced bust.

	“Well, he definitely seemed like the type of guy who would want a girl with huge boobs,” Kendall began, a slight bit of relief on her face. ‘Even if he never gave any specific indication of that,’ she added, before that slight relief turned to mild annoyance. “So, I paid you to fly down there, and your big news is that he likes big boobs? I mean, he’s a successful man with a flat-chested wife, it’s a pretty easy conclusion to make. I confess I expected more.” Kendall said, looking across at the doctor. Dr. White looked away before smiling.

	“What you paid for me is to tell you he’s going through a mild mid-life crisis,” Dr. White began, now presenting her full findings. “His wife’s working long hours, and his daughters are out of the house, and he’s feeling his age. He’s pining for those younger days. He’s taken up hobbies that a younger, more outgoing crew seems to enjoy. He’s got new young friends. He’s got a tattoo…”

	“He got a tattoo?” Kendall question, intrigued.

	“Yeah, a shark fin on his shoulder-blade,” Dr. White answered. Kendall seemed surprised at this, and a little amused, but she said nothing. Dr. White continued. “But as I was saying, he’s perhaps realized the exciting moments of his life are in his past, and he isn’t quite ready to let go. He’s chasing some of that excitement. Some fun. He’s venting that need into his free time, choosing these moments to cut loose and be a little spontaneous. But at work, in a professional setting, he’s still the same man. He’s too polished and experienced to ever make a mistake there, so when you made your move at a work event and failed… I wouldn’t take it as an insult. You didn’t have a chance. No one did. No one was breaking through that armor… at least at that point.”

	“So, what are you thinking?” Kendall asked. “Do we have a chance here?” Dr. White smiled.

	“We can make this happen, Kendall. He’s challenging game, but he can be brought down. I am very confident that you can be having sex with Jake very soon.” A shiver of excitement went through Kendall at this, but she kept it together. ‘But the slow approach won’t work here,’ Dr. White stated. “You worked with him for years, and his defenses weren’t eroded in the slightest. What I’m thinking… we need to wait till the armor’s off. When his defenses are shut down. When he lets himself be a little looser. You’ll still have to be patient, and wait for your moment, and when it comes, you need to land a clean surgical strike that will shatter him. And when you do, fucking drown him with your tits till he can’t live without you, and he’ll be yours. But as I said, this will be a challenge, and you have to hit him at just the right moment. But if you do it exactly as I say, it’ll work. It can be done, Kendall. You just have to take your time and be patient until that moment comes.”

	“Do you have a plan, Jen?” Kendall asked.

	“I do, Kendall,” Dr. White replied, smiling and nodding her head. ‘But you won’t like it.’ Kendall gave her a curious look as Dr. White stood up, moving to her desk and grabbing a stack of literature before returning to her friend and dropping the heavy stack on the table next to her. “Because you have homework to do.”

	Kendall glanced at it, and when she saw the subject matter, she gave the doctor a confused look.

	“It’ll be alright. I can help you. I actually did this a few times to pick up some extra income,” Dr. White began. “It’s the perfect way for you to get into his office and convince him to let his guard down around you.”

	“I’m not trained for any of this,” Kendall said. “I’m not the one who should be lecturing anyone, for so many reasons.” Dr. White shook her head.

	“I’ve had a lot of time to think on this. It’ll work. We can make it happen,” Dr. White explained. “You might need to lean on a few people, but I bet with a perfectly worded anonymous email by yours truly, we can kick this off.”

	Kendall glanced at the paperwork again and rolled her eyes.

	“I hate this,” she said at this prospective plan of the doctor’s, giving Dr. White a withering look.

	“It can’t always be easy,” Dr. White claimed. “But if you put in the work, it’ll pay off. Trust me.” Kendall gave her an unwavering stare. Suddenly, one other thought hit the doctor.

	“Oh!” Dr. White interjected. “And try calling him ‘Daddy’. Not immediately, I mean, but when the time is right, slip that in.”

	“Call him ‘Daddy’?” Kendall questioned skeptically. Of course, she’d called him that in her fantasies, but she didn’t know if he’d actually go for it in real life. In response to her skepticism, Dr. White shrugged.

	“Just a suspicion,” the doctor began, somewhat vaguely. “I feel like, with where his head’s at, he might really respond to that. Or not. I’ve been wrong before. But I think it’s worth a shot.” Kendall seemed like she wanted to question her on this fact a bit more, but she held off, looking over the paperwork in front of her again.

	“This is a lot,” Kendall muttered, shaking her head. This plan, the doctor’s observations… she couldn’t help but be a little skeptical. But Dr. White seemed pretty confident that she’d be able to land him, and she’d worked magic at bringing Stacy and Ryan together. So, perhaps she should give herself over to this plan, despite how daunting it seemed.

	“If this doesn’t work, I want my money back.” Kendall replied. Dr. White grinned.

	It would never come to that.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White’s plan started with an email, sent to the head of HR for Harper Finance. Kendall and her spent a whole night crafting it together so it would hit all the right notes. In it, an anonymous message, complaining about some comments spoken about the women in the office. That some of the comments made about the women, especially the ones in leadership positions, was deeply disrespectful, and had no place in a professional setting. By all accounts, this wasn’t a lie. There were a lot of nasty things said about women like Stacy, for instance, although in her case she’d kinda earned her reputation. But nonetheless, the threat of a message like this was the possibility of legal action, so the board had to take it seriously.

	And as a boy’s club through and through, from the board to HR, they would no doubt seek to put a feminine presence forward to present a message that both warned against the idea of sexual harassment in the workplace and presented Harper Finance as a female friendly workplace. And that meant putting one of their highest-ranking women out there as one of the leading drivers of their counter-offensive against these accusations.

	And that woman was Stacy.

	While the idea of this group of men passing off this extra work to a woman to address issues mostly done by men against women was ethically questionable, it was nonetheless predictable. But knowing Stacy as they did, both Dr. White and Kendall knew she was loathe to take on extra responsibilities, especially work of this kind. She would delegate, pass off the work to her most trusted lieutenant.

	Kendall.

	Per company request, Kendall was asked to work with their HR department to create a program to address sexual harassment in the workplace of Harper Finance. And while the company’s plan was to leave the actual presenting of these issues to the various branches of the company to the HR department, Kendall was able to… convince… the man she was working with that she could handle it alone. This meant that Kendall had to put in the work, going over the talking points, tailoring her message to not just meet the company’s goals but her own. And with Dr. White helping her, they were able to craft a plan. And it required the tall brunette to show an expert level of patience in order to execute it properly. But with the way Kendall talked about Jake, Dr. White feared she’d abandon the plan as soon as she saw him in order to jump his bones.

	She shouldn’t have been worried.

	This plan, months in the making, all served to get Kendall in the door at Jake’s branch of the company in a manner where he would give her a second chance. This idea was spawned from Dr. White’s time spent in observation outside of Jake’s office. She wondered if she could get in the door herself through similar auspices, but such a thing couldn’t be done so spontaneously. But, doing it by the book and patiently, it succeeded here, as Kendall flew to down to Jake’s office on the company’s dime in order to give her presentation in front of Jake and his employees. From this point on, the plan was about execution.

	It would begin with a lecture about the pitfalls of sexual harassment in the office, and it would end with hot sweaty sex.

	 

	 

	 

	Kendall had to calm herself as the elevator rose towards Jake’s office. She hadn’t seen him since he’d moved away a few years prior, and after spending the intervening time thinking about him A LOT, even someone as confident as her was finding herself nervous to be facing down the object of her desire.

	She eyed her reflection in the metallic surface of the elevator. She was dressed in the manner Dr. White advised her to, exceedingly professional without even the slightest hint of her true intentions. Very nice, classy high heels on her feet, black stockings clinging to her lower legs, a slim navy-colored skirt that ended at her knees, flattering her firm thighs and large shapely ass without overdoing it in the slightest. With a body like hers, it couldn’t be helped. That credo became more evident with her upper half, a light blue button-up top struggling to contain her mammoth, enhanced breasts. Even the most professional of tops would make it clear that she had giant boobs, so she had to do her best to keep things as aboveboard as possible. At Dr. White’s recommendation, she showed only the barest hint of cleavage, ensuring that she presented herself as completely professional in every way. And this was a damn shame… it was like covering up a work of art. Her cleavage was spectacular… Jake deserved to see it. She got these tits for him to lay eyes upon. But not yet… not quite yet.

	Looking every bit the professional woman she was, she marched out of the elevator as soon as the doors parted, her heels clicking on the floor as she did so. Greeting the secretary at the entrance and announcing what she was there for, she stayed on her feet as she waited, doing her best to contain her nervousness. She was facing away when the door behind her opened, and just like that… he was there.

	Upon the sight of him, part of her almost forgot every step of her carefully developed plan, but within seconds she got it together, admiring him without making it obvious. As always, he looked amazing. Tall and in great shape, dressed in a fantastic well-tailored suit, he looked like something out of her fantasies. His fatherly face lit up in a warm smile, his tan looking great and his head of hair making it clear he was a little more of a silver fox than he used to be, he hadn’t lost any of his appeal to her. He just pushed every one of her buttons. She didn’t care that he twenty years older than her, and that she clearly had some sort of daddy thing… he was perfect. Her exact type. No one had ever gotten her as turned-on as him, even men her own age. She wanted him more than anything, even now, and despite her temporary slip in control, she regathered herself before he could notice, moving to greet him.

	“Hello, Jake,” she greeted him, holding out her hand. Taking her slim palm in his large, masculine one, he returned the gesture.

	“Hey, Kendall. So nice to see you again,” he replied warmly, shaking her hand. Even after her clumsy attempt at seduction, he was always respectful to her, although she gleaned by his later actions that it was somewhat through clenched teeth. He had still been kind to her, but he had put the kibosh on any chances of a promotion. She was banking on the fact that while he would be guarded, he would eventually be forgiving enough to let bygones be bygones after all this time and be open to giving her a second chance. Gesturing for her to follow, he led her into the office.

	“How you liking it down here?” Kendall began politely, engaging him in conversation.

	“I kinda love it,” he replied. “Great weather, great beaches. Great market,” he added.

	“How are the girls doing?” she asked, keeping things friendly.

	“Great! Both are in school here,” Jake began. “Porsche is going into sports medicine. And Deandra wants to be a therapist.”

	“Oh, I have a friend that’s a therapist. I should put them in touch,” Kendall replied. He smiled in response, polite but with zero expectation of a follow-through.

	“How’s it going up there?” he asked, referring to his former office.

	“Stacy… she’s something,” she replied knowingly. He grinned in response.

	“I know she’s not the most popular, but I’ve seen the numbers from up there. They’re crazy good,” he stated, shaking his head, impressed.

	They kept things light. Professional. Courteous. Dr. White told Kendall that he’d be leery of her, and Kendall was finding that to be true. Which was why she wasn’t betraying any of her true intentions, keeping things on the level, giving him no reason to doubt her. To open up the possibility in his mind that she had changed, enough to convince him to lower his guard. But Kendall could definitely tell, behind his polite veneer, he was alert for any objectionable behavior. So, she had to give him nothing, at least until he removed that armor of his. And when that time came, she’d take her shot when the moment was right.

	The presentation itself was rather dull, your standard boilerplate sexual harassment training seminar. She gave the presentation in a decent sized auditorium, big enough for all the employees to be there. Jake sat and the back and watched as she did her thing, her spiel including presentations and fliers and the whole nine yards. Dr. White had made her practice this part again and again till it all sounded smooth and natural. There was one single point that doctor emphasized that she had to hit in order for her plan to work. And partway through her presentation, she did just that.

	“Now, sexual harassment is not a one-way street,” Kendall began. ‘It’s not just men imposing themselves on women, although that’s admittedly the most common type of harassment to occur. It’s also women imposing themselves on men. Studies have shown that occurrences of cases in that vein are only increasing. To be perfectly honest, I’ve been guilty of it myself.’ For a moment, her eyes flicked towards Jake, for the first time acknowledging the elephant in the room between them. “In my younger years, when I was a bit more reckless and impetuous, I thought it would be fun and exciting to flirt with a man I worked with. I thought it was harmless, all in good fun. It was only later, as I matured and learned more, that I saw what a mistake it was, and how something like that, something that seems harmless, can not only affect others, but your own reputation, your professional future, your life. That’s why it’s vital for people of all genders, races, creeds, what-have-you, to learn that now so you don’t ruin your future.” She glanced at Jake again, and saw an almost proud look at her mature handling of that moment between them.

	He visibly loosened up from that point forwards till her presentation was complete. Most of the employees were bored, but Kendall was filled with excitement as the plan seemed to be working. But she kept it contained once she was done and Jake approached her, shaking her hand and telling her good job. Fuck… as a woman, there was something about making a man like Jake proud of you… if he’d called her a ‘good girl’ in that fatherly voice of his… she might have cum on the spot.

	She’d clearly passed the first test, as he invited her out to lunch. This was probably standard with corporate guests like this, but with their history, it would be understood if he’d wanted to avoid any extended contact with her. However, he was comfortable enough with her maturity towards this matter that he allowed her a little bit of leeway. His guard wasn’t completely down, as he invited a couple of others with him, including a female employee, his second-in-command, in order to ensure nothing untoward occurred.

	He needn’t have worried. Kendall kept things light and professional as they ate lunch, talking shop, talking life. He was a little guarded about some of the things he did with his free time, but honestly that was preferable, as that would give her plausible deniability for what happened next. It was a friendly, easy work lunch with no awkward moments. Jake seemed to loosen up as the initial awkwardness between them dissipated. His trademark professionalism didn’t waver, as he gave no sign of acknowledgment of her incredible fake tits, not even a passing glance, as if he hadn’t even notice that her cup size had practically doubled since they’d last seen each other. Or, at the very least, he was doing a heroic job of pretending he hadn’t noticed them. She hoped it was that.

	They only had one moment alone together, right as they were all leaving. He stopped her in order to say one last thing to her.

	“I just wanted to say…” he began. “I really admire the growth you’ve shown today, so I wanted to say thank you.” He then shook her hand, and it was only then that he caught himself, realizing how what he said could be misinterpreted, his eyes going wide for a moment. But she certainly noticed, and it took every fiber in her being to not outwardly react.

	“Thanks so much, Jake. It’s been great catching up!” Kendall replied, not giving away that she’d caught his mistake, keeping up the act that she was a mature young professional. Fearful that he might have encouraged something, Kendall put him at ease as she kept up the act, turning to leave, not even shaking her ass as she did so.

	Facing away from him, she finally betrayed her excitement on her face, a smile lighting up her gorgeous features. Yes! He’d noticed her chest! He’d admired her ‘growth’. Yeah, sure. He’d admired her tits! Her big, fat, perfect fake tits! Mister untouchable, unbreakable Jake, a guy who never let slip in his professionalism, made a comment about her breast implants. Her giant boobs put a dent in that fucking unbreakable armor of his, haha! Even if the rest of her plan failed, that alone would be enough to drive her fantasies for a good long time. But it wouldn’t fail. It wouldn’t. She’d gotten under his skin.

	Now… it was time to get that armor of his completely off. And it was time for her to slip into a very skimpy bikini.

	 

	 

	 

	Kendall didn’t even realize it was him at first. Lying back on the sandy beach in the late afternoon, she’d let her eyes scan the people around her, looking for him. It became easier as people began slowly leaving the area, the beach becoming a little quieter as the evening began setting in. Still, she didn’t see him, scanning the small group of dedicated surfers multiple times. It was only when she looked past them that she finally saw him on the water.

	Jake.

	Fuck… he even surfed with confidence. Dr. White had told her that he was somewhat new at this, but he didn’t look like a rookie. His surfboard glided across the waves like a seasoned pro. The waves weren’t exactly tsunami waves, but he was certainly doing better than most would on the water.

	Once she saw him, she couldn’t look away. She’d never seen him out of the office, let alone this exposed, and even from afar she drunk him in. Dressed only in a pair of thin orange swimming trunks, he looked fantastic balanced on his surfboard. It was the first time she’d seen him shirtless, and she enjoyed the sight, his fit, bare, masculine chest looking very impressive even with the slight bit of aging she could see. He clearly got his tan by being out on the water, his chest just as golden as the rest of him. She admired the sight of his bare, muscular, but not too muscular, arms… the look of exertion and focus on his face… the moisture cascading down his fit body…

	Kendall had to stop herself from drooling.

	But this was it. The moment she’d been waiting for. It was the same day as their meeting. She’d allotted a few days on this trip just in case he didn’t show up, as Dr. White said he didn’t go to the beach every single day. But here he was, right in front of her, and things were moving quickly. She saw him swimming towards the shore, carrying his board onto the beach and joining his group of younger friends, smiling and laughing, his voice carrying up the beach.

	Kendall tried to play it cool. Sitting in the sand, eyes hidden behind her large sunglasses, looking past the pages of the book she couldn’t even pretend to read anymore, she watched Jake on the beach, admiring his body in the late afternoon sunlight. She watched him move towards his belongings, pulling on a shirt after drying himself off. Within minutes, he was parting ways with his group, carrying his board up the beach.

	And he was heading right towards her.

	Shit! It was time to focus. Time to return to the plan. This was it! The moment of truth. She didn’t have time to overthink it. As he slowly approached, she centered herself, putting herself in the right frame of mind to bring this home. As Jake got closer, his eyes momentarily wondered to her chest, noticing them before he recognized her. Energized by this, Kendall excitedly spoke up.

	“Jake?” she called out, getting the older man’s attention. Stopping in his tracks, looking up at her, he was caught off-guard by this sudden intrusion. His eyes went slightly wide when he recognized her.

	“Kendall?” he replied, confused, so caught unprepared that he was unable to continue meeting her eyeline even as he called out to her.

	But with how good she looked, even Jake couldn’t be blamed for that.

	Kendall moved to stand up, putting herself in front of him, allowing him a full view of the goods. She looked incredible, standing on the beach in a skimpy black bikini. The triangular patches of material containing her massive, enhanced tits were struggling to hold back her heavy bust, the bands of the top digging into the back of her neck from the sheer force her giant boobs were exerting. The cups of the bikini traversed up the middle of each mammoth breast, covering her nipples while leaving both sides exposed to his sight. And with how big her melons were, that meant a lot of creamy skin was out there to see. This allowed the artful curves of the outsides of her breasts to be exposed. And it also allowed him to finally see the full vastness of her deep, expansive cleavage, a sight she’d been forced to hold back from him earlier. The rest of her upper half was exposed to him, her creamy smooth skin glowing in the sun, her bare, smooth arms and fit belly being showcased.

	Her bikini bottoms were a thong, a tiny black triangle of material covering her nether-regions, and a tiny strip of material disappearing between the full round cheeks of Kendall’s shapely ass. Fearing this may be a bit too much for a public beach, she adorned her lower half in a yellow sarong, tied around her waist, draping down to her ankles. But the garment was pretty thin and see-through, allowing Jake to see her long, bare, taut legs and a hint of the skimpy garment barely covering her pussy.

	“What are you doing here?” she asked with a big friendly grin. Still, she was sticking to the plan, acting as if all was normal, that this was a random meeting, and that she wasn’t looking to shatter his fidelity.

	“What are YOU doing here?” he asked, baffled by her sudden appearance.

	“My hotel’s right there,” she said, turning and pointing back at the tall hotel overlooking the beach. That hotel, this spot on the beach, all specifically chosen by Dr. White for just this moment. “I was just relaxing a bit, enjoying the beach. Wait… you surf now?” she asked, glancing at his surfboard.

	“Oh… yeah, a little bit,” he replied somewhat sheepishly. She grinned.

	“Wow… I never would have imagined someone like you surfing,” she replied.

	“Well…” he began. “Us old guys have our mid-life crises in different ways, I guess. This is mine,” he stated. That calm, cool professionalism was gone. So flummoxed by her sudden presence, and with all the skin she was showing, he couldn’t stop letting his eyes flick down to her boobs, stealing glances at her cleavage. He knew he wasn’t being subtle, and he was shocked inwardly by this lack of control. What was wrong with him?

	“I saw you out there… didn’t realize it was you. That’s crazy, but… it’s awesome. You’re good at it!” she effused, acting like all was normal, not pushing too hard, managing her seduction perfectly.

	“Oh… thanks! I’m improving,” he replied awkwardly, trying to play it cool and regather himself, only for his eyes to glance at her chest again.

	“No! Don’t be… embarrassed or anything! That’s awesome!” Kendall said. “I’d love to pick up something new. I’m trying to read again, but…” she began, holding up her paperback. “I keep getting distracted.”

	“Thanks,” he said with a nod, still seemingly eager to leave even as his gaze kept getting lodged between her boobs. Catching himself, he shook his head, embarrassed. “I should get going,” he said, moving to step past her.

	“Wait… can I get you a drink or something?” she began, remaining calm, sounding confident and showing no desperation. She pointed with her thumb back at her hotel. “This hotel has a really good bar right on the edge of the beach, overlooking the ocean. It’s really nice!” Jake shook his head.

	“I should get going,” he replied, meeting her eyeline, a little more in control of himself. It was unusual for him to be around a woman at his level, height-wise, looking straight into the tall woman’s eyes as he said this.

	“C’mon!” she urged with a grin. “You said Nancy works nights, right?” she asked, referencing a conversation from lunch.

	“Uh… yeah,” he answered.

	“And the girls aren’t at home either…” Kendall added. ‘C’mon, it’s just a drink! I owe you that much after all the… bullshit from back then,’ she stated, gesturing towards the past, the moment where she’d made a move on him, the moment she’d proven to him that she’d learned from. “I mean if you don’t want to, I totally understand. But…” she paused, shrugging her shoulders, slow-playing this moment. “But, I don’t know… I was hoping we could catch up a little more.”

	This was the moment of truth. To see if all her acting had paid off. If she’d lowered his guard enough to step into a private moment with her. To see if Dr. White’s theory would be proven right. Her words echoed in Kendall’s ears: “You will be shocked at how far even a good man will go to extend his stay in a beautiful woman’s presence.”

	Jake looked away, shaking his head, thinking it over. Kendall had shown the proper level of growth… wait, he meant… the proper level of maturity and regret since their last encounter. She was literally giving presentations about the dangers of sexual harassment in the workplace while owning up to her history of that. He should allow someone who’d made so much progress a second chance. He believed in redemption. That being said… she had really big boobs now, as she’d clearly gotten them enhanced very well, to the point that they were impossible not to notice. He’d noticed this change in her almost immediately, doing his best to keep them at the periphery of his vision during her presentation, and he’d mostly held it together until his slip of the tongue right at the end of their lunch. And he’d been unable to stop staring at her ripe, fleshy breasts as she stood here in front of him innocently in her skimpy bikini, having not seemed to notice his struggle to keep his eyes on hers. She had done nothing wrong, and he was certainly not one to police what a woman wore in her own free time, nor complain about it. As a father of two young women, he knew controlling their wardrobe was a losing battle. Best to leave that to their mother and not make a big deal of it on his end. Hell, a lot of the girls in his surfing group wore skimpy bikinis, and that didn’t stop him from hanging around them. Sure, none of those young women quite measured up to Kendall’s enhancements, but few women did. It was on him to be the mature one now. He prided himself on his professionalism, on always being well-behaved. If he ignored this friendly offer, his behavior around her would nag at him. No… he had to prove to himself that he could keep his cool, even around someone as gorgeous and impressively built as Kendall. But would it be wise to continue to be around her even when she affected him so strongly?

	His expression was unreadable as the younger woman examined him. She looked away from him for a moment, looking past him at a girl from his surfing group watching them talk, the jealousy on her face obvious. And in that instant Kendall looked away from him, she could feel his gaze return to her breasts. In his suit of armor, he was not nearly this obvious, but here, in a more casual setting, with his guard down… he was indeed far more vulnerable, just as Dr. White suggested.

	Looking back into his eyes, she grinned at him. Finally, he smiled back, relenting.

	“Okay,” he said, trying to play it cool. “One drink.” He emphasized. She beamed at this, Jake finally showing some desire for her. He wanted to be around her big, perfect tits for just a little longer.

	“Perfect!” she said. “Follow me!” She spun in place, her sarong swishing around as she did so before she led him up the beach to the hotel bar, stopping only at his car so he could load up his board and gear there. And as she led him to the bar, he was given a great view of her nearly bare ass even through the thin sarong, The black thong stood out against her creamy skin, the material framing the full, shapely cheeks perfectly. The triangle of black material at the delta of her ass-crack was a beacon as her ass held his attention, sashaying side-to-side, the firm cheeks perfectly formed, round and smooth and juicy. Jake looked away, along her firm, taut back, only to see her massive boobs wobbling heavily, the sight so obvious you could see them from behind her.

	Finally, he looked away, regathering himself. Just one drink, enough for him to get himself together and prove that he could maintain his professionalism even around someone as attractive as her. It would be good training, in line with Kendall’s seminar from before. To ensure that someone like him, an office leader, could live up to the lessons he espoused. That a man like him could be trusted to be around a skimpily dressed woman with the biggest, roundest, most perfect tits he’d ever seen and not be affected.

	And besides… it was just one drink.

	 

	 

	 

	Three drinks later, neither were looking to leave. Having both worked in the same field, and worked together for so long, they had a lot of work stories they could share, making the conversation very easy between them. That’s how the evening started, innocent, friendly conversation between them, sharing war stories. But sitting across from her at their shared table at the beachside bar, with her fleshy, bikini-clad tits front and center as he looked at her… their sheer size and perfection never strayed too far from his thoughts. Or his gaze, as his eyes kept stealing glimpses at them whenever he had the chance.

	She thankfully never noticed or commented. It felt like he was gawking, but perhaps his glances at them were more subtle than he thought.

	But they were impossible not to notice. They were just so perfect! He was a professional in every way, but he was still a man, and her boobs were spectacular. He didn’t used to go so gaga over big boobs, but over the last few years, he’d found himself enjoying the sight of large breasts more and more. Some of the girls in his surf group had really big ones. Not as large as Kendall’s, and not nearly as perfect. Kendall’s amazing pair had him slightly stiff throughout their conversation, another thing keeping him in place instead of leaving, not wanting to give away his current state.

	She was a fun drinking buddy, keeping things light and fun as they told stories and shared gossip about people they both knew, coaxing him to stay and keep the night going, ordering more drinks beyond the promised one. She stuck to the plan, waiting for her moment to strike, keeping up the act as long as she could. And with the sun beginning to set, and with both finishing off their third drinks, Kendall finally began to pivot.

	“I don’t know if I should have another…” Kendall said, glancing at him. “Last time I drank this much around you, I started hitting on you.” She teased with a grin, even as she ordered her next drink. This was the most directly she’d acknowledged that event. She did it with enough good humor that it didn’t ping his alarm, but it did put him on slight alert.

	“Well, we can’t be having that,” he commented firmly, sipping his drink as another was placed in front of Kendall by the bartender. Kendall grinned and sipped her own before responding

	“I was so embarrassed after I did that! Oh my God!” she admitted, shaking her head. “I am so sorry I did that!” She added, laughing.

	“It’s, uh… it’s okay,” he replied firmly, somewhat hoping that she would just move on from engaging too directly in that awkward moment from their past, while also appreciating the apology.

	“I mean it! Really!” she began. “It fucked me up, doing that! That’s part of the reason I’m doing these seminars. And, like… I felt like trash so much after you rejected me that it took getting my tits done for me to feel better about myself.”

	“I… that was not my intent, to make you feel bad,” he replied, glancing at her firm, smooth tits again, admiring their graceful curvature and smooth, squeezable heft. Whoever had done her boobs had done an amazing job.

	“You know what it was? I convinced myself that if I had huge tits, you wouldn’t have rejected me. I know it’s dumb, but…” she paused, shaking her head, sounding a little worse for wear. But in truth, just like Dr. White, she could handle her booze just fine. “To think a guy like you would think like that. That that would be enough to convince you to do something so wild and reckless…” These words sent a slight thrill through the older man. Jake looked away, embarrassed about how her incredible chest was affecting him even as she poured her heart out.

	“Don’t worry about it…” Jake replied, eager to move past this awkward moment. She looked at him and saw his discomfort.

	“Sorry,” she replied, apologizing for making it weird. She pushed her half-empty glass away from her immediate reach. “As you know, I’m not at my best when I drink too much. If I finish that one, I might end up sitting on your lap and calling you ‘Daddy’.”

	Jake visibly jumped at her saying this, the thought of it hitting him like a lightning strike it was so potent, the image of this bikini-clad younger woman on his lap, her plump lips whispering the word ‘Daddy’ into his ear… it resonated far deeper than he would have expected. His cock throbbed in his shorts. What the fuck was that?

	“You okay?” she asked knowingly, seeing the reaction her words had incited in him, a small smile painted across her face, noting the sweat on the older man’s brow.

	“I’m fine,” he croaked out nervously. She looked between the glass and him, her lips upturning into a confident grin. This was it. She was ready to go in for the kill.

	“Do you maybe want me to finish that drink?” she inquired with a raised eyebrow.

	“What?” Jake asked, confused, his body tensing up in nervousness. Kendall grinned. She’d lured him into a trap, and it was time for him to realize it. His guard was down, his defenses were lowered, his senses were dulled. It was time to strike.

	“You’re different than you were when we worked together,” she said, giving him a confident look of appraisal. “When I, uh… hit on you, back at that party, you turned me away so firmly that, afterwards, I was just like… damn… I never had a chance. But now, we meet up again years later, and I’ve done all this maturing and learning from my mistakes, to the point of hosting a seminar about sexual harassment, a subject I myself was guilty of. And at the end of it, you’re the one who makes a little teasing comment about my tits?”

	“That… okay, that wasn’t what I meant!” Jake said defensively as he was put on the spot.

	“I mean, you could argue that you were sexually harassing me!” she said with a laugh, clearly unoffended but amused by the reversal of their behavior.

	“Again, I didn’t mean it like that,” he replied firmly. “It was just a slip of the tongue.”

	“But you had noticed that I got my tits done? Even though I was dressed professionally and totally covered up?” Kendall replied.

	“I mean… yeah, I noticed, but I wasn’t commenting on that,” he answered, still on his back foot as he admitted this.

	“And all night, even though everything’s been aboveboard and friendly on my end, you just can’t stop starting at my breasts!” she commented with a knowing grin, this statement causing his gaze to again fall to her succulent cleavage. He looked away, unable to meet the eyeline of the woman across from him, embarrassed with himself. And embarrassed that she indeed had caught him in the act.

	What was going on here? He always kept his behavior in check so easily, his actions in tune with his core values, his eyes on rails, never wandering. But being on the beach, surfing and relaxed with his mind turned off, his inner defenses had followed suit. With a few drinks in him, while he was by no means drunk, he was not at his best. And in that time, his eyes had taken advantage of being free from the restraints they were kept in during the day, falling immediately to the biggest, roundest tits he’d ever been in close proximity with. He’d seen plenty of big ones in his time, mostly covered up of course. But lately, especially with him spending so much time on the beach, he gotten to see some pretty exquisitely large pairs, both among his surf group and with women on the beach. Hell, even before they went to college, the girls… but, uh… moving on, the point was, none of the breasts that he’d encountered in the last couple years were as large as Kendall’s. And despite the fact that they were enhanced, none were so flawless as his former employee’s perfectly massive pair.

	“I’m sorry,” he apologized, shaking his head, closing his eyes and rubbing his eyes. He finally opened them again to meet her eyeline, finding her intelligent eyes twinkling with amusement.

	“The point is,” she began, pulling her glass closer to herself. “I’m starting to get the vibe that if I made the same offer now that I did at that party… your answer would be different.”

	“What do you mean?” the older man croaked out, frozen in place, unwittingly noticing the way the younger woman’s enormous boobs wobbled within her black bikini as she leaned back ever so slightly.

	“I mean that if I asked you right now if you wanted to go up to my hotel room and have rough, nasty sex with me… I think you’d say yes,” she said, staring him down firmly as she said this. Jake’s cock throbbed at the illicit nature of this statement, but he said nothing. The moment hung with the weight of the sexual tension between them.

	This weight felt more prominent with Jake, as it felt like he was carrying so much of it on his shoulders, and it was now being exposed to the light. In recent years, whether it being from stress, or all these life-changes, or just getting older and craving a certain immature recklessness of youth, he’d found himself slipping in this manner. His eyes began wandering. Never at work, of course, but a few times at the beach, or out on the town, even around the house. And one time at a neighborhood party, he’d found himself slipping, checking out a pretty young creature, usually the ones with quite impressive busts. He’d always stayed on the straight and narrow, never making any grand mistakes, but he’d found the idea of it a little more tempting in recent years.

	He had a fantasy… an intrusive one at that, which kept popping into his brain in unguarded moments. The image of two beautiful women emerging from beneath a surface of water, each wearing next to nothing, only skimpy bikinis. Both were fit and tanned and were showing a lot of skin, one wearing a tiny blue number, the other a matching neon yellow. He could see their bare legs… their exposed midriffs, each of their sexy navels a thrilling sight for the married man. But the aspects of them that stood out most were these two women’s monumentally huge, firm breasts. Each of their massive racks were barely constrained by the bikini tops, the heavy, voluminous flesh pouring against the triangle cups, looking smooth and temptingly squeezable. And because they were stepping from beneath the water, beads of moisture would cascade down their bodies. Their firm bellies. Their barely covered nether-regions. And most notably, down their giant, round tits. And with them being freshly emerged from the water, the bikinis were glued to their bodies, meaning he could appreciate every curve of their delicious forms, even getting a hint of their stiff nipples.

	In the grand scheme of things, this fantasy might seem quaint, but for Jake, it was quite potent, riling him up every time. Both women in the fantasy were tanned and gorgeous, yet he could never see their faces. He just knew they were stunners. The image of these two sexy young women in his mind was so clear as if to be a memory, yet for the life of him he couldn’t quite place who these two were and when this moment could have happened. They never had that many guests come over to the house to use the pool, so it must have occurred on the beach, but he couldn’t recall a moment like this. But it felt so real! Nonetheless, this fantasy had carved out a permanent place in his mind. He tried his best to push them down, out of sight and out of mind. But they wouldn’t stay buried for long, popping back into his head at many inopportune times, quickly becoming the ultimate go-to when he needed to ease some tension on his own or to reach a climax while making love to his wife. There was just something about these two bikini-clad women that turned him on in a profound way, as if these two were his ultimate fantasy women.

	He knew all of this… his wandering eyes, these intrusive fantasies… the root cause of all of it could easily be diagnosed as him having a mid-life crisis, and that was probably true. He’d often found himself looking back at the life he’d live with a tinge of regret. That he hadn’t been more wild and reckless. That he hadn’t made a few mistakes. That he hadn’t taken up some of the offers made to him to do something a little crazy, even knowing the dangers. And now, all those feelings were being brought to the forefront, personified as these two tempting, huge-breasted young women in bikinis, tempting him into the waters of sin. And now, it seemed, in the form of Kendall, he would be forced to have his final reckoning with them.

	Jake thought if he ever faced a situation like this again, he’d face it down with all his defenses at the ready, but in the moment, facing down Kendall’s perfect fake tits… all he felt was dizzy. He didn’t realize the sheer quantity of sinful desires that he had been pushing down into his subconscious, but now, thanks to Kendall and her hot body, those lustful needs were flooding his system. The full weight of his suppressed sexual fantasies was slamming into him like a freight train, more potent than any shot of booze, weakening his defenses right before the final battle. His strength of character had been strong for so long, well past what should be expected for any man… Could it withstand this final test? Or had he been worn too thin?

	“But of course, I would never ask that of you,” she said with a teasing grin and leaning forward, her firm breasts resting on the hard tabletop, the succulent flesh of her massive melons oozing out against the smooth wooden surface. “You made your intentions clear back then. Nothing changed, right? I mean, it’s not like me getting massive fake tits, enhanced breasts that are so perfect and round and squeezable, actually affected your moral code? That’d be silly. Whether or not a man would cheat on his wife coming down solely to the other woman’s cup size… that’s crazy!”

	“Right… crazy…” Jake croaked out, unable to look away from her amazing tits.

	“In fact, we should prove it,” she began. She curled her fingers around her once discarded glass. “I’m gonna finish this off, even knowing what I said would happen if I did.” With that, she downed the remainder of her booze in smooth gulp, slamming down the glass. Her eyes were wild, looking slightly glazed but reckless and fiery nonetheless. And despite the added alcohol, Jake noticed she sounded no worse for wear, as if she had sobered up slightly. Or if she was never even the slightest bit drunk at all…

	Before he could react, she stood up, her mammoth fake breasts jiggling as she did so. Kendall stepped around the table, pulling off her sarong and tossing it on the table, leaving her standing only in her skimpy thong bikini, her ass just hanging out for all to see. But the bar was pretty quiet on weekdays like this, and the blonde lady bartender keeping an eye on them seemed amused more than anything at this development.

	Jake sat back, confused as to what was about to happen, and this gave Kendall room to maneuver. Stepping up next to him, she spun around, revealing her thong-clad ass to the object of her affections, completely unobscured now. Next to him, the full round cheeks of her shapely ass was right there, exposed to his shocked eyes, framed only by the tiny black thong, the tiny string bisecting the cheeks disappearing in that mouthwatering valley. But this view was only granted to him for a moment as she quickly made her move, sitting right on the married man’s lap, right there for the world to see.

	“Oh my!” she said, feeling his very evident bulge pressing firmly into her ass as she planted herself directly on it. He groaned as her weight settled on his lap, the pressure she was putting on his swollen cock not exactly helping him clear his mind. “This feels just right.” She twisted in his lap, enough to wrap her arms around his neck and face him. This put her huge, mammoth boobs just beneath his chin, with the weight of them heavy as the sides of them pressed into his fit chest. With no other place for it to go, his hand fell to her hip, resting there. Looking at him from close proximity, the younger woman grinned. Jake inhaled deeply, taking in her heavenly scent, the smell making him shudder. She smelled like a girl. A woman. Like sin itself. Like all the bad decisions he’d missed out on.

	“Let’s consider this a special lesson that I can use in my sexual harassment training,” Kendall began, wiggling on his lap against his swollen dick. He groaned again. His mind was floating. His nerves were alight with excitement, a sensation he’d rarely experienced. He didn’t know what was happening. She was driving this whole thing. “Having someone like you, someone so upstanding and good-hearted, will make this whole thing perfect. Because, obviously, nothing’s changed. We’re totally not gonna go up to my room and fuck. Obviously! But we should prove it. We should prove that here and now that if a woman like me spends a lot of money to get breast implants in order to land the man she desires, it won’t work. So, if I say, for example…” she paused before grinning and leaning in close, moving her lips to his ear. She then whispered, in the lustiest voice Jake ever heard: “Say the word, and I’ll let you do whatever you want to them, Jake! My big, perfect tits! You can feel them up… squeeze them… fuck them… Babe, I’ll fucking smother you with them till you can’t breathe, and you will fucking love it!” She then pulled back and grinned.

	“Oh my God!” he groaned heavily, his cock throbbing against Kendall’s ass. His eyes went down, staring directly at full, firm breasts. They were so perfect!

	“Of course, I don’t mean it!” she claimed, despite the heat in her voice when she whispered in her ear. ‘I mean, if you said ‘Yes’, I would totally go through with it, haha! I’d fuck you so good you wouldn’t be able to think straight! I mean it, Jake. But you’ve made your feelings clear, and nothing should have changed… right?’ she teased, looking him down, her nearly bare ass wiggling in his lap. “Just say the word and we’ll be done here.”

	“Kendall…” Jake warned, his heart beating rapidly, his nerves on fire. This didn’t feel real. Was this really happening? Part of him wanted to throw her off of him… but a larger part of him didn’t. He craved something like this. A moment where he felt alive. And he found himself tempted by it. By her. But still he couldn’t believe that this was really happening, and that he hadn’t stopped her advances in their tracks. What was going on here? He’d been so deftly able to turn her away before, but for some reason, in this moment, it was hitting just right…

	“In a situation like this, all you have to do is say no…” she teased, further rubbing her ass against him. “Because if a man like you doesn’t, he’s gonna make a lot of women think he’s willing to fuck them…” She groaned in satisfaction as she kept grinding her ass against his bulging crotch. “You’d just encourage women like me to take things further and further.” At this, Kendall lifted one leg and spun on his lap till she was straddling him, facing the married man while sitting on his lap, her tits right in front of his face. He couldn’t even try to look away. He didn’t want to. She didn’t want him to stop either. Grabbing his wrists, each having settled on her hips, she slid them down till he was palming her thong-clad ass. His fingers couldn’t help but squeeze her perfect ass. God, it felt incredible. Fuck… it was so firm… so smooth… he’d never felt anything quite like it.

	“Please…” he sighed, barely keeping it together, but still not saying no, a fact Kendall noted. With her hands behind his neck, she used one finger to playfully scratch the back of his scalp as she ground against him, her ass flexing in his palms as she did so, her barely covered pussy grinding against his lengthy bulge.

	“And if you don’t say no, a bikini-clad bitch like me might end up on your lap, humping against you, so horny… so desperate for sex,” Kendall sighed, her wobbling tits grazing against Jake’s chin as she humped against him. He could feel her moisture against his straining cock. His hands kept squeezing her juicy ass, pulling her into him as he humped back into her, his body acting without thinking twice. “And if you don’t stop her, she’ll whisper enough sweet nothings in your ear that you’ll have no choice but to give in and fuck her! She’ll tell you that she’s been dying to rip off her bikini and show you the goods since she saw you on the beach. That she knows you want to see her tits so fucking bad! More than anything! Don’t you… Daddy?” she teased, grinning confidently, savoring these words, her nipples as hard as diamonds beneath her bikini.

	“OH!” Jake called out, the words rising from his throat before he could stop himself, that name touching on something primal deep inside him, something he didn’t even know was there. But it jostled something loose within him, causing a break where before it was unbreakable. Before he could stop himself, one hand rose up along her body up to the back of her neck, pulling her in just as she leapt forwards, their lips meeting in a fiery kiss. Kendall melted into him immediately as her tongue slid into his mouth, meeting his, years of desire exploding out of her as she made out with the man of her dreams. It had happened so fast that Jake didn’t realize what was happening till it was too late, till he was making out with this woman almost half his age, a woman who was very much not his wife. It had been a long time since he’d locked lips with anyone but Nancy, and the difference in heat and passion was immediate. Kissing his wife had the heat of a slowly fading ember… Kissing Kendall was like a blazing inferno! Being so much different than what he was used to, he couldn’t stop himself from responding, sliding his tongue into Kendall’s mouth, their kiss becoming more and more fierce and nasty. At the same moment, they were humping into each other lewdly, ready to go at it right then and there. And they would have, except…

	“Okay! That’s probably enough…” a voice called out, approaching the table. It was the lady bartender, watching them with a sly smile. She was pretty hot herself, in her mid-thirties, long blonde hair, a playful smile, and an indelible quality to her that let you know she’d seen it all. She was a perfectly cut out to be a great bartender, no doubt. Both breathing deep, Jake and Kendall looked up at her, lips parting. ‘You two are lucky it’s a slow night, or someone would have called the cops.’ Looking around, the sun long set, every other table was empty. “As much as I would LOVE to watch you two go at it right here in front of me, I’d probably lose my job if I let that happen. You’d better pay your tab and take it up to your room.” Grinning at the bawdy bartender, Kendall turned to look down at Jake again, eyes blazing.

	“What do you say… Daddy?” she asked again, delighting in that word again, victory painted across her face.

	Jake paused, breathing deep, unable to believe what he was about to say. But before he could, he was interrupted.

	“C’mon, Daddy,” the bartender said, turning and walking away, slightly impatient with this whole thing. “We all know where this is going. Go upstairs and make this bitch moan.”

	Grinning and looking down at him, Kendall saw the answer in his eyes. And in that moment, knowing what was about to happen next, Kendall realized that the wait had been SO worth it.

	 

	 

	 

	The hotel was lucky they weren’t terribly crowded that night, because what proceeded from that point on was some of the loudest sex this building had ever endured.

	With Jake practically carrying the stacked younger woman to her room, they barely made it past the door before they ripped each other’s clothes off. Neither were wearing much, so that didn’t take long, nor did it take long before Kendall had swallowed Jake’s thick, meaty, nearly ten-inch prick to the root.

	Kendall had been dreaming about this moment for years, and she was determined to make it count. She gave it her all, inhaling his cock like a fucking slut, taking it all down her tight, nasty throat. God, he was even bigger than she imagined, but she loved it. It tasted perfect on her tongue, as if meant for her mouth alone. She swallowed his powerful, rock hard, meaty dad-dick like it was meant to be, the wrist-thick shaft sliding down her tight fucking throat. It was soon covered with her heated spit, as were his massive, swollen balls, which she gently massaged as she sucked him off.

	Sitting on her bed, Jake was squirming in pleasure, unable to stop himself from groaning. He still couldn’t believe he was letting this happen, but it felt so good. He was caught in a riptide, and instead of foolishly fighting it, he surrendered to it, knowing that gave him the best chance of survival.

	But she didn’t make it easy on him. The experienced slut was making him pay for denying her, expertly teasing his cock, gently licking the extra-sensitive spot just beneath the tip, stroking his lengthy shaft in just the right way, knowing how to make him go crazy. Keeping him on edge, not giving him any chance to fall over it. After keeping him there with her mouth and hands, she was ready to take things to the next level. She pulled back and moved closer to him between his spread legs.

	In the fervor of everything, he hadn’t been able to get a good look at her body, even after her bikini ended up on the floor. The room solely lit by the glow of moonlight, it took the movement of a cloud in the sky to leave the moon unobscured, casting a moonbeam into their room, revealing Kendall’s naked body to Jake for the first time.

	Kneeling on the floor beneath him, the evening glow lit up her bare form. The perfect curvature of her enhanced, double-F cup breasts stood out. They looked amazing in a bikini, and even better out of it. Massively sized, standing out from her slim, fit body, they looked impossibly ripe and firm. Her boobs were so large they formed a natural chasm of cleavage in between, looking deep and endless, the perfect place for a man to lose himself. Her snowy skin shining in the moonlight, the surface of her mountainous tits looked smooth and silky and mouthwatering. The only interruptions on these smooth expanses of skin were her stiff pink nipples, standing out eagerly, covered by perfectly sized pink areolas. He had never seen bigger tits, not ever. The only pair of tits he’d seen for the last 25 years were his wife’s, and there was no comparison. Nancy’s chest was flat as a board yet also saggy somehow; her little boobies having lost whatever life and appeal they once had. These… these big fucking tits… they were better in every way. Massively sized, perfect and mouthwatering and firm… seeing them made him realize what he’d been missing out on.

	Looking down past her ripe breasts, he saw the rest of her. Down past her taut, firm belly, just past her sexy navel, her bare pussy was right there, exposed to him. Looking snug and pretty and sexy, the plump lips of it looking youthful and alive. Shaved completely bare, it was far more appealing than his wife’s had ever been. He just couldn’t believe he was seeing it. The sight of her naked body would be burned into his mind forever.

	And the next sight would be forged into his memories just as prominently. Leaning forward, grabbing her own tits, she pulled them apart just enough to allow his thick weapon space enough between them, the underside of his shaft pressing into her sternum before she squished her massive tits together, smothering his cock between them.

	Another experience denied to him by years of domestic bliss, Jake could barely stifle the pleasure he was feeling getting titty-fucked by this stacked brunette. Bouncing her tits up down his impressive length, her heavy tits slapping against his crotch, the sensation was like nothing he’d ever experienced. Such delectable silky-smooth softness sliding up and down his rock-hard length, smothering every square inch of his meet with heavenly softness. She added onto this by teasing the head of his cock with her togue, licking it when it emerged from between her tits.

	“Oh my God, Kendall…” he groaned in disbelief at how something could feel so amazing. She knew just what she was doing, using her tits to drive him crazy to the point where he couldn’t think straight.

	“Do you love them?” Kendall demanded. “Do you love my big tits?”

	“Yes! YES!” he cried out desperately. “They’re amazing!”

	“Are you glad I got these huge fake tits?” she asked, really pressing her massive jugs against his throbbing shaft.

	“YES! Fuck! I love them so much! They’re so fucking perfect!” he groaned, ready to lose control.

	“Haha! Yes! I just fucking knew you would!” she replied, laughing proudly. “How fast did you notice that they were much, MUCH bigger than you remembered?” she asked with a grin.

	“Ugh… immediately…” he admitted, head rolling in pleasure. “It was all I could think about during your seminar. They’re just so fucking big! And firm!” Kendall’s eyes lit up with excitement. Among his peers, this guy was a rock, never breaking, never losing control. Until Kendall marched back into his life, parading around her big, fake, melon-sized tits, and only then he began to fall apart. These fucking tits were the best damn investment she’d ever made! Now she had tits so massive and perfect that they could even make Jake fucking Lawrence crack.

	“I was up there lecturing about sexual harassment, and you were probably in the back fantasizing about my naked tits!” she said with a laugh, still tit-fucking him. “What a great boss you are!”

	“Oh my God!” he sighed, his head falling back, the softness overwhelming. He could feel his entire world crumbling as his cock got sucked into the gravity of her massive globes. He’d proudly earned a reputation as one of the most stand-up men in his field, keeping his hands clean in a field where so many got their hands very dirty. But then Kendall re-entered his life, her tits like wrecking balls, and he found his towering willpower finally crumbling. They were just so soft. So firm. So perfect!

	“Do you want to touch them?” Kendall asked knowingly. “Do you want to suck them?” She added, turning up the pressure. Looking down at her, a pained, desperate hunger in his eyes, he replied to her, unable to help himself.

	“More than anything…”

	She stood up in front of him, eager to give him exactly what he wanted.

	They cast a striking image in the moonlight. This tall, fit, stacked brunette naked in this dim hotel room, standing in front of the bed. And seated in front of her, this strong, experienced older man, completely at her mercy, his hands and face quickly immersed in her giant fake breasts. She had one arm wrapped lightly around his neck, keeping him in place, but he didn’t need the help. He scrubbed his face against her mammoth-sized orbs eagerly as his hands hungrily dug into the succulent flesh, fully experiencing them, her stiff nipples digging into his hands as he did so. His lungs began to burn as he smothered himself in the younger woman’s tits for minutes on end, the flesh molding against his face, the experienced man unable to get enough. But it was as he pulled away to take in that much needed air that she grabbed the back of his head roughly and stuffed her nipple into his gasping mouth. And in choosing between life-saving air and Kendall’s breasts, he of course chose the younger woman’s massive tits, sucking at her stiff pink nipple hungrily. He needed air to live, but he needed her perfect boobs even more, sucking on them hungrily even as his thoughts got fuzzy. It took his lust-clouded mind a few extra seconds to realize his nose was freed up to finally pull in that much needed oxygen into his system, air that cascaded across her smooth titty-flesh before reaching his nose, ensuring any oxygen that reached his lungs was filled with her pheromones, only adding to the lustful need inside him.

	He’d always been her superior at work, but her giant fake boobs put her in charge in the bedroom, asserting herself as his superior in the true order of things. As he worshipped those mammoth tits of hers, rubbing his face against them, squeezing them, sucking them, switching from nipple to tasty swollen nipple, he fell further under her spell in the arena that mattered most.

	“That’s it, baby…” Kendall sighed, scratching the back of his head lovingly, keeping him in place against her fleshy boobs. “I know you’ve needed tits like mine so bad! Suck on them for as long as you want! Suck on them because they are so much bigger and better than your wife’s tiny little boobies! You deserve this for putting up with mosquito bites like hers for so long, don’t you?” she cooed. On one hand, her words made him boil with anger. On the other hand… what she said was music to his ears, scratching at an itch inside him he didn’t even realize was there till now. He hungrily attacked her giant round boobs, a satisfied groan rising from his throat. And as he immersed himself in her chest, she kept one hand on his swollen cock, noting how it got stiffer the more he played with her breasts, to the point where it was so stiff that it looked painful. His cock wanted her so bad. And he was about to get it.

	Keeping his face against her boobs, she pushed him till he was lying on his back on the nice big bed with her on top, his cock pointing upwards, straight at her waiting cunt. As if weighing him down, her heavy tits rested on his face, a soft fleshy prison that he never wanted to escape from. His cock was so numb from excitement that he barely felt her hand guiding his smooth, lengthy cock to its new home, one far more worthy of a dick like his. He’d put in the time in domestic bliss… but like an old, busted car, his wife was well past her prime. It was time for him to upgrade. And that upgrade was hovering mere inches above him, her waiting cunt swollen and needy, shaved bare, dripping with her juices, a pussy tighter than he’d ever experienced.

	Kendall had waited years for this moment… she wasn’t gonna waste a second more. In a flash, she sat down on his big, thick married cock, her tight cunt so fucking wet for him that she took him all smoothly in one go.

	“UGGGGHHHHHMMMMMMM!” he groaned into her fleshy tits, his masculine form shaking beneath her as his cock was swallowed up in a new pussy for the first time in decades. His body shook violently, as if realizing the severity of what he was doing, trying to throw her off. But she wasn’t going anywhere, her tight pussy squeezing his rock-hard weapon, restraining him with its overwhelming tightness.

	“It’s okay, baby, it’s okay,” she sighed lovingly as his body reacted so strongly to her tight clutching pussy, holding him in place till he calmed down.

	Not only did Kendall’s experienced cunt take the whole thing in a way his wife could never manage, it squeezed his cock harder than it had ever been squeezed before. The walls of her cunt were wrapped around his thick shaft as tightly as a drum, her pussy stretched to the brim in order to handle a cock of his size and maturity and thickness. She ground herself against him as she adjusted to it, her ass flexing as she rested on his swollen balls. She used her hands to pin down his wrists as she finally raised her tits off his face, looking down at his handsome, sweaty features, his eyes glassy with lust, his system in upheaval as he fought against the intense pleasure her pussy was imposing on him. Looking up at her, his mind floating on a sea of lust, he saw her beautiful face twisted in vengeful lust.

	“I want you to think about you wife… oh,” she groaned, a bolt of pleasure hitting her stacked body as she slowly rocked on him, her pussy still spasming around him. “Because this is the last moment you’ll be in love with her. Try your best to hold onto that love…” she said, before pulling his wrists upwards and slapping his open palms against her massive tits. On reflex, his fingers dug into her fleshy tits, and as he did so, her fingertips toyed with his wedding ring. “Because we are not gonna stop fucking until we pass out… and by the time we’re done… you’re gonna be in love with me even more! In love with my body… my cunt…” she announced, squeezing her cunt around him, making him squirm. “My tits!” she spat out, bringing her palms up over his, squeezing them firmly, ensuring he got another good squeeze of her enhanced tits.

	Jake looked up at her, eyes filled with a strange lust at this idea. It sounded ridiculous to think that his allegiances could change so swiftly, but with intense feelings of insane lust coursing through him, he could start to believe it. Looking up at her delicious body and her complete confidence in her statement, he suddenly felt a tinge of fear. Fear that he had fallen into a trap he could never escape from. Fear that the comfortable life as he knew it was over. And a fear that on some level he wanted that.

	He had good reason to fear.

	The married man didn’t know what he was in for. He thought he could endure this. But his talents had been so underused in over 20 years of domestic comfort that when thrown in a cage with a lioness, he was easy prey. She’d been waiting for this moment more than anything. She was aiming to get the job done right here and now. Despite the obvious desire for her body she’d incited in him, he hoped on some level he could return to normalcy once this was all done, writing this all off as the biggest mistake of his life, one he’d have to both learn from and guard against in the future. He’d just have to endure a night of passionate, hardcore fucking with this stacked woman 20 years his junior, and resist the urge to surrender to her completely. To not fall in love with her by the end of the night as she boasted he would. He was noted for his strength of character. He could do this!

	Jake was probably in love with her by the end of their first fuck. The time afterwards would merely be his system reckoning with that fact even as he tried to deny it.

	He tried. He really did. He did his best to hold to cling to his love for Nancy, the love of his life. Their life together flashed across his mind. They’d gone through so much together. Their first meeting in high school. Falling in love. Graduating college. Getting married. The intense excitement when she got pregnant with their first daughter. The pure happiness when she was born, the product of their love placed into their arms after the most intense day of their lives. This feeling was only ever matched when their second daughter was born. Through all life’s tribulations, the highs and lows, the successes and failures, they were in it together. He couldn’t imagine spending a lifetime with anyone else. He couldn’t imagine finding that kind of satisfaction with anyone else.

	He was wrong. He was so wrong.

	Kendall was better. Better in every way. Her body… her cunt… her tits… they were better than all those moments with Nancy put together. He tried his best to deny it. To hold out and resist the incredible pleasure she was bringing him. But Kendall was relentless. Unyielding. Unstoppable.

	She rode him like a total slut, bouncing on him fast and rough, her ass not slowing down as she slammed it down into him, their bodies colliding loudly. She eventually grabbed onto the headboard, using it as added leverage to drive herself into Jake, fucking him into the bed. He held on for dear life, trying to resist the all-consuming pleasure she was bringing him, but it was probably not a good sign that the life preservers he was clinging to were the younger woman’s gigantic fake breasts, each moment they were in his hands slowly corrupting him. He gripped her massive fleshy tits for as long as he could, but when they became too bouncy to contain, his hands fell to her shapely ass, holding on for dear life as she fucked the living hell out of him. He could never let go of her body. He could not stop himself from letting its perfection slowly drive him insane with lust.

	To their fellow guests in the hotel, the loud noises coming from their room sounded like a battle. A ferocious, physical war for control between man and woman. Loud, slutty moans coming from her mouth. Guttural grunts and groans coming from his as he tried to hold out, tried to resist the ultimate pleasure being brought to him. And even without seeing them going at it, they could see a crystal-clear image of the fucking couple in their imagination solely from the sounds of rapturous bliss they were making. And they could easily hear the shifting dynamic of the intense sex they were enduring. They could hear Jake’s resistance at the start, the reserved groans of pleasure coming from him even as the slut on top of him screamed out unashamedly, using every curse word in the book to voice the delight she was feeling. But those lucky listeners could then hear the resistance fall from Jake’s voice. They could hear him slowly surrendering to the moment. They could hear him slowly allow the pleasure he was feeling to be vocalized. They could hear his defenses being worn down. They could hear him starting to groan with unrestrained lust. They could hear the fight slowly leave him.

	It was just too much. Too much for any man, especially one conditioned to believe that calm, languid, domestic sex with his wife was the best he could ever hope for. In a world of black and white, he was suddenly seeing color. He was suddenly feeling what had been denied from him by his wife, by himself, by his adherence to his code. And now, he was discovering the other side. A new way of the world. A better code. And it felt really, REALLY fucking good!

	“You like that cunt!?” Kendall demanded, her body coated with sweat, her pace unyielding as she drove her ass into him, riding him roughly. His heels were now on the bed. He was very slightly humping up into her as she fucked him. She could sense his surrender on the horizon. She was going in for the kill.

	“Oh!” Jake sighed. His hands were again gripping Kendall’s massive breasts, holding on for dear life as the cum in his balls boiled.

	“You like that cunt better than Nancy?! Oh!” Kendall demanded, her cunt on fire she was so turned on. His cock throbbed as he drove up into her a little more.

	“UGH!” he groaned, still trying to hold onto his love for Nancy, but only feeling Kendall’s big fake tits in his palms. He squeezed them over and over again.

	“How about my tits… uh, fuck, yes! Do you love my tits more than you love your wife?” Kendall demanded.

	“Oh! FUCK!” he groaned, fucking back into her even more obviously. Her pussy was like heaven. It felt so good. He couldn’t slow down. He couldn’t stop himself. He couldn’t stop squeezing Kendall’s perfect fakes, they felt so fucking good! So soft and firm and incredible! Even his wife walked through into this room right then and there, he couldn’t pull his hands from the younger woman’s perfect melons. Even if she fell to her knees and cried with pure heartbreak, he wouldn’t stop squeezing Kendall’s immaculate melons.

	And in that moment, Kendall’s question was answered.

	“UGH! FUCK!” she screamed in delight, heaving herself down on him like the whore she was, her big ass slamming into his thighs. “Your wife… oh… she saves lives. Oh! Fuck! That’s a good dick! Fuck! She does so much good in the world. Ah! Yes! But you still love my tits more than her, don’t you? Oh! Don’t you… Daddy?”

	Something finally snapped. That word… combined with her question… it finally broke his brain. It was just too much. For a guy who valued truth and honesty, he didn’t have the willpower to deny her. To deny himself. To deny Kendall. Not anymore.

	“Yes! YES! FUCK! YES!” Jake screamed out, eyes going wide as he surrendered to the flood of pleasure he’d been denying himself, his body suddenly alive with it as he let it pump into his veins without restriction. “I love it! I love your tits! Holy shit! They’re amazing! I love them so much more than Nancy! I love them more than anything! I love you!” At this, his hips let loose, driving himself up into her as she rode him. At the same time, he pulled her down so her tits were against his face, allowing his mouth to capture one of her diamond hard nipples into his hungry mouth. Sliding his arms around her waist, he really cut loose, driving up into her hard.

	“Oh my God! Oh my GOD!” Kendall screamed out, her body shivering with lust as a small orgasm went through her at his surrender. His throbbing cock piledriving her tight hole, his mouth tugging hungrily at her nipple, her body was on fire. “Just like that! Yes! Fuck me! UGH! Fuck me, Daddy!”

	“MMMMPH!” he grunted loudly at that word, her use of it lighting a fire under him, causing him to fuck her even harder.

	“You like that? Oh! Fuck! You like that, Daddy?” Kendall sighed, her body shaking as he drove up into her even more rapidly, his heavy balls slapping against her ass lewdly. “Hahaha! You do! Fuck! You like having me call you Daddy!?”

	“MMMMPHH!” he groaned again, even more loudly, the sensation of her calling him that name satisfying on a soul-deep level. He never knew he would respond to such a thing, but as soon as Kendall called him Daddy, he loved it more than anything. “OHHHH!” he grunted, his mouth stuffed with her diamond-hard nipple. His cock was tingling. He was in heaven.

	“Oh! Fuck! AH! YES! I want you to prove it, Daddy!” Kendall begged, her body shivering with need. She was about to have the biggest orgasm of her life on Jake’s big, thick cock. She wanted this moment to be perfect. With one hand, she dug her fingers into his scalp, holding his mouth against her enormous fake breast. With the other, she dug her nails into the bed, using it for added leverage as she heaved herself down into him, fucking him hard. “I want you to prove how much you love me more than Nancy! How much you love my big fake tits! How much you love me calling you Daddy! I want you to cum! I want you to cum inside my nasty cunt! Yes! I want you to fill me up with cum! OH! Fill that nasty, slutty cunt with cum and get me pregnant! Make your little slut pregnant! I want to have your babies! Yes! OH! I’ve always wanted that! I wanna have your babies so bad! Make me a mommy! Please! I want to be a mommy to your children! I’ll be a better mom than Nancy ever was! Fuck! I bet your daughters will prefer me being their new mom over her! Can you do that? Oh! Can you make your little slut pregnant, Daddy?”

	It was all so wrong. So filthy. But the more she went on, and the nastier she got, it only turned him on more. And when she punctuated her filthy speech with that word, by calling him ‘Daddy’ again, he couldn’t stop it. He couldn’t hold himself back. It was too much to take. And deep down, it was what he wanted.

	He wanted to make this little slut pregnant.

	“UUUUUGGGGGGGGHHHHHH! GGGGODDDDDDDD!” the married man groaned, her nipple falling from his mouth as he roared to the heavens. His cock pulsed and his balls flexed as a massive wad of cum was practically forced out of his nuts by her filthy words, exploding out the head of his cock and deep into her cunt. And with him planting himself balls deep inside her at just this moment, he was doing his best to ensure that the wicked slut’s wish came true.

	“AHHHHHHH! YYYYYYEEEEEESSSSSS!” Kendall screamed loudly as her own orgasm hit her full blast. Her dream man was cumming inside her. She could feel his potent cum in her womb. Holy shit! Her dreams were coming true! “FFFFFFUUUUUUCCCCCCCKKKKKKK!” she moaned, her cunt locking around his weapon as it fired off inside her, again and again and again.

	“AAAAAHHHHHHHH!” he screamed out, his throat tightened, unable to process the intense lust pumping through his veins as his married prick pumped a massive wad of cum deep inside the nasty slut on top of him.

	“YYYYEEESSS! DADDY! MORE! MORE! PLEASE!” she begged, her throat raw from the intense feelings coursing through her.

	“OHHHHH! GGGGODDDDD” Jake groaned, her words making him almost jump, his ass leaping off the bed to hump up into her, trying to get his load even deeper into his little slut.

	“Fill me up, Daddy!” Kendall groaned. “Give me every drip of that fucking cum! YES! Give it all to your little slut! None to Nancy! Never give a drop of it to your wife again! I mean it!”

	“AHHH! Fuck! FUCK!” Jake groaned, cumming more than he ever had in his life, the tanks never-ending as he kept firing off cum into Kendall’s hungry twat. Every filthy word slipping past her smooth lips only spurring him to give her more, pumping more and more semen into her despite knowing better.

	“I want to have your babies, Daddy! Please!” Kendall begged, her body shaking with pleasure, her tits squashing out against Jake’s handsome face as she rode out her own massive orgasm. “Lots of babies! So many babies! As many as you want, I’ll give you! Yes! Please! Do it! More! Make your little slut pregnant!”

	Lost in the moment, clinging to each other, the fit older handsome married stud and the stacked younger brunette, locked together for the sole purpose of breeding. Of making a baby born out of wedlock, born out of sin. And neither could pull themselves apart from the other, as in that moment, both of them wanted the exact same thing. The moment only ended when they both collapsed, their systems free from the throes of passion, at least for a time.

	A very short time.

	Her cunt filled to the very brim with the married man’s cum, any continued sex would be solely for pleasure. A testament to how hot these two were for each other. Kendall’s feelings were clear, but would Jake’s feelings change with a slightly clearer head? Would he feel regret? Would he think of his wife again? Or would the prospect of more nasty fucking with this big-titted slut overwhelm any petty concerns? The answer should be obvious.

	They would have a LOT more sex!

	Jake was still dizzy when his vision cleared. He only had a moment to take in what he was seeing, Kendall facing away from him, straddling his crotch, his somehow still rock-hard cock standing proud. With her hand gripping the base of his sex-juice covered weapon, he could only watch as she sat down on his bloated prick again, watching his sizable dick somehow slid into the younger woman’s impossibly tight ass.

	Her ass!

	Jake had never done anything close to this! Ever! Nancy would never do such a thing, laughing off even the mere mention of such a thing as a pipe dream. But as soon as Kendall’s ass hit his torso, his full length buried in her most forbidden of holes, the older man realized what all the fuss was about.

	It felt amazing!

	He knew he was big, but he’d never felt more equipped than he did with his cock buried up Kendall’s insanely tight asshole. The hole was so small and tight, and with his cock buried balls deep inside her, he wondered if she was feeling any discomfort at such a forbidden penetration.

	“OHHHH! FUCK! YES! Fuck! You’re so big!” Kendall moaned out effusively, clearly loving being filled up in this way. Jake marveled at this, and feeling her tight ass squeezing the living hell out of his cock spurred him into action. He began driving his hips up, driving his cock in and out of Kendall’s perfect ass.

	Both had run the same marathon during their first bout of sex, but both only seemed slightly worse for wear as they began their second. Showcasing her excellent fitness, she began bouncing on him in reverse cowgirl, her nails digging into his chest as she bounced. With her heavy, firm breasts jiggling lewdly as she began bouncing, Jake returned the favor, reaching up and around her to palm her heavy breasts, squeezing them as she rode him.

	In the moonlight, they cast lewd shadows on the wall, the younger woman’s curvaceous silhouette almost enough to send him over the edge. His fingers kept digging into her fleshy melons as they went at it, never getting enough of her huge fake tits. He used them for leverage as he drove his cock up the younger woman’s ass.

	Working up to a good pace, the feeling of being so completely full of dick was driving her crazy to the degree that she had to begin rubbing her own pussy lewdly as she bounced on his cock. And within a minute, her own juices erupted from her cunt, splashing against the mirror across the room. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head it all felt so amazing. The cock sliding roughly in and out of her ass, filling her up, the knowledge of who was doing it, this perfect married man, and that it was him that was fucking her so fucking HARD… it was intoxicating. She kept cumming and cumming and cumming, Jake’s cock hitting her just right.

	“I love you… I love you… I love you…” she repeated, seeing lights behind her eyes, her body going crazy.

	“UGH!” Jake groaned, unable to repeat the words back to her but feeling the same compulsion, this insane physical connection between them feeling like something far deeper than even his marriage. Deeper than anything he’d ever experienced.

	“Prove how much you love my ass by cumming inside it! Please, Daddy!” the slut begged, her body ready to lose it again. “Are you gonna cum inside my ass, baby?”

	“OH! FUCK! YES! I’m gonna cum inside your fucking ass, baby!” he groaned out. Moments later, he did just that, his cock firing off another massive wad of cum deep in the younger woman’s asshole. Hours earlier, she’d been espousing the dangers of workplace impropriety to the very man now cumming in her ass. Clearly, he’d been too distracted to take the message.

	Too distracted by her big fake tits.

	As they recovered, with Jake spooning the busty brunette, he greedily palmed her impressive fake tits. He couldn’t get enough. The softness. The firmness. It was all just so much to take in. He’d increasingly found himself noticing particularly busty women in his presence, and now he knew it was with good cause. Her tits felt amazing in his hands. He could squeeze them everyday for the rest of his life and never get enough.

	Even though they’d run through almost two marathons together, neither were done just yet. Kendall proceeded to give him the sloppiest blowjob possible, turning the softened cock that had just been up her ass into a spit-soaked pillar of stone. Her talented tongue worked its magic, teasing him in all the right places, even licking his balls, driving him crazy. She wanted to prove she had no limits, and she did just that, attacking his big married cock with vigor moments after being buried up her ass. When he tried to push her away, she stopped him, continuing to inhale his lengthy dick smoothly, like the experienced slut she was. Somehow, after cumming so hard twice in a row, she had him on edge again.

	“I want to swallow it, Daddy,” she panted, stroking his saliva-covered cock lewdly like the slut she was. “I wanna swallow your fucking cum! I want to taste it! I want you to have cum in all of my holes! Can you do that, Daddy? Can you cum down your little’s slut’s throat?”

	“Oh my God!” the married man’s head rolled back, unable to resist the prospect of making this bitch swallow his load. And when the time came, he made sure she got the job done, holding her head in place, making the slut take his entire length in her mouth and swallow every drop.

	It was only as he released her that he felt the exhaustion of the night overwhelm him. And as his vision went blurry and his head fell back, she stood over him, having clearly outlasted the married man.

	“See you in the morning… Daddy.”

	 

	 

	 

	Jake woke up with a start, the ocean breeze permeating the sticky air of the hotel room. For a moment, he was at peace. For a moment, he’d never felt better.

	Then he remembered where he was. And what he’d just done.

	He was lying back on the bed, naked, practically in the same spot he’d passed out. And pressed against his side, her bare tits pressed into him, her head resting on his chest, was Kendall, resting peacefully, a content grin on her face.

	Holy shit! Holy shit! What the fuck had he just done?! Jake had made the biggest mistake of his life! He’d cheated on his wife! Holy fuck! How could he have done this?!

	Panicking, he somehow remained calm enough to slide out of bed without waking Kendall. His body was reeking of sex, but he couldn’t risk even a quick shower for fear of waking up the sleeping woman. Quickly pulling his clothing over his body, he took one glance back at the sleeping slut before leaving, knowing he just needed to get away.

	As the elevator took him to the first floor, the full weight of what he’d done began to hit him. But while on one hand he began to panic, part of him felt at peace in a way he’d been desperately searching for. Despite his moral objections, he’d enjoyed what he’d done, finding a level of satisfaction he’d hadn’t felt in… years. Or ever. So many things about this were wrong, but part of him didn’t care. He’d grazed the surface of something he’d been searching for, and he couldn’t ignore that.

	He only stopped in his progress when he reached his car and saw his surfboard. It was early, the sun just rising, a perfect time to hit the waves. Knowing it was a risk to stay so close to her, he nonetheless felt spiritually compelled to hit the beach, carrying his board into the water.

	The waves were perfect, and he found himself surfing better than he ever had. So much of surfing for him was mindset, and he felt a deep contentment as he rode the waves, looking like a seasoned pro for just a moment. Again, he realized he’d scraped upon the thing his mid-life crisis had been seeking. And the benefits were obvious, riding the waves with a confidence and peace he’d never known before. For a moment, he was happy.

	Then he looked up at the hotel, and there on her balcony was Kendall, standing completely nude for the world to see. But he knew this sight was only meant for him, her heavy fake tits just out there for him to lay eyes upon again. His cock jolting in his trunks, his concentration broken, it wasn’t long before he was in the water, tumbling from his board. When he reached the beach, he looked up at Kendall again from afar, where she smiled and gave him a cute wave, leaving the memories of what they’d done together top of mind as he made his way home.

	Kendall fell back onto the bed, feeling a deep level of peace with no guilt or regret. None in the slightest. It was perfect! It was amazing! Better than she could have ever hoped for. Now… she just had to close the deal. Scrambling for her phone, not caring that it was so early, she gave Dr. White a call. Quickly, she answered.

	“Jen… it happened! It fucking happened!” Kendall said, her voice blissed out, barely able to contain her joy. “We totally fucked!”

	“Tell me everything!” Dr. White replied, almost as excited as Kendall.

	Kendall did just that. And even more so in person when she flew back home the next day. And it didn’t take long for them to cook up one final plan to cement Jake as hers for good.

	 

	 

	 

	(Two Weeks Later)

	For a guy as composed and put-together as Jake, the fact that his internal turmoil and guilt didn’t raise anyone’s alarms really spoke to how much goodwill his good behavior had bought him. He felt like a wreck, but outwardly, he barely gave any sign of it, coming off a bit distracted and distant, but not to a major degree. His wife didn’t notice anything amiss with him. She didn’t even know he’d been away that night, having been at the hospital while he availed himself in that big-titted slut’s body, only to come home mere minutes after Jake. She didn’t suspect him of any wrongdoing as she walked into the bathroom while he showered to talk to him, not knowing that he was washing that other woman off his fit body at that very moment, dismissing the marks on his chest from Kendall’s nails as coming from surfing. She even tossed his discarded clothes that very distinctly smelled of another woman into the laundry hamper, not noticing a thing. Jake was amazed that someone as intelligent as her could let such obvious evidence slide past her without comment, and he was almost let down that it was so easy to fool her. But at the moment, he was thankful for her misplaced trust.

	His daughters clocked his distance when they all met up for a dinner a couple nights later, and Jake had no doubt that if they had the evidence their mother did, they would know exactly what he’d done. But they didn’t, as he was able to refocus on them, which wasn’t difficult. The girls did a good job of distracting him from his guilt, leaving any suspicions his daughters may have had silenced as they moved past it.

	He mostly let out his inner turmoil at work, his performance slipping, his focus on the job decreasing, his mind continually going back to that fateful night with Kendall. He still couldn’t believe what had happened. He couldn’t believe how foolish he’d been to let himself fall under her spell. To trust her after what had happened years prior. She’d caught him off-guard. He wasn’t ready for her. She took advantage of his good nature, his capacity for forgiveness. He didn’t catch on to what was happening till it was too late. It was the biggest mistake of his life, and the worst part about it was that it was also the best night of his life. He’d never experienced anything like it. He didn’t know such pleasure could be achieved. What an incredible woman… what an incredible body. So much better than anything he’d ever felt, better than any other woman, including his wife. If he had known what was out there for him years prior, what he could have… no, that didn’t matter. He could never do that again. He could never betray his wife like that again. He wasn’t that person. He was a leader… an example for others to get behind. He couldn’t betray all that just to indulge his own wants and desires. He couldn’t be that type of person, no matter how much he may want to. No matter how much the memories of that night turned him on. He’d just have to live with those memories as a penance, forever out of reach from the type of pleasure he could never have again.

	Still, he couldn’t stop thinking about that fateful night, reliving what he’d done with her, even masturbating to it whenever the memories became too much to bear. He felt like a teenager with how constantly turned on he was by Kendall, and he hadn’t cum with such potency since that time. This is what that wicked slut’s body had done to him. How it affected him. It was as if she rewired his system, that one night of sex had created a physical addiction that he couldn’t ever fully shake. He just had to do his best to stifle those thoughts in his regular day-to-day life.

	But as much as he did to act like all was normal, it was as if a switch had been flipped. Suddenly, he felt like women were taking a second look at him, as if they had a sixth sense that just knew he was willing to cheat on his wife under the right circumstances, and were willing to give it their best shot. Young women he’d worked with for years were unexpectedly flirting with him, as if they suddenly clocked that they had a shot with him. It was crazy. And the thrill that would go through him every time he experienced this let him know that they might be right, to the point where he treated a throbbing from his crotch as an alarm bell, warning him to avoid making another giant mistake… no matter how tempting it may be.

	The closest call came while he was surfing with his surfer friends. There was one beautiful young woman there, Kailani, who’d always taken a shine to him, welcoming him into their group even though he was older than most of them. She’d always been friendly, and she’d never been shy about showing off her body in tiny little bikinis that showcased her insane rear end and large, smooth breasts. But while she’d flirted ever so slightly with him a couple times, it felt like she was now taking it to another level, spending most of her time chatting with him, making sure to always be standing in his view in a way where her bikini-clad body was there to see. And at a point later, when they were in the water, she twisted her ankle after falling from her board. And when he went to help her in the waist-deep water, a wave sent her careening into him, her back against his chest, her ass right up against his stiff dick.

	For what felt like an eternity, they were together in the water like this, pressed together, his cock hard even in the water, wedged between her round, juicy ass-cheeks. While this was an accidental collision, she didn’t seem to be terribly desperate to reject this closeness, melting into his body, wiggling her butt ever so slightly against his straining crotch. As he ‘caught’ her against him, his hands fell to her hips, and together in the water, they shared a moment which could only be described as intimate, these two attractive people pressed against each other, alone in the water, each staying silent as they savored this moment. This experience, this closeness with a young woman who was very clearly not his wife… it sent his mind careening into some wicked places.

	Catching himself, he pulled himself back, apologizing. But she simply grinned, saying she didn’t mind, acting as if nothing untoward had happened between them. He offered to support her as they walked back to the beach, aiding her hurt ankle. She happily accepted this offer, putting her arm on his shoulder, which came as a challenge since he was far taller than her. She joked that he should just throw her over his shoulder and carry her, doing so in just a way that made it clear she would totally be happy if he did just that. But he played it off as a joke, supporting her as they stepped out of the water. Luckily, her ankle seemed totally fine as soon as they reached the sand, no longer requiring his help. But she was super thankful, to the point of her inviting him out for dinner as thanks. He was on alert enough at this point to realize this was a bad idea, his mind flashing to him and Kendall getting ‘drinks’. Her face flashed a look of extreme disappointment before recovering, playing it off as if it was fine, returning to her Zen, chill, normal self.

	Jake jacked off thinking about this moment as soon as he got home, already regretting this missed opportunity.

	Things like this just kept happening. After taking a work lunch with some clients, he got stuck behind at the restaurant because of their credit card system was having issues. As he waited at the register to pay, the hot blonde cashier began chatting him up to the point where he realized quickly she was flirting with him. And when the card seemingly went through, she made sure to put her personal cell phone on the receipt, just in case there was an issue, that he could call or text her anytime.

	She was hot, for sure, but he was baffled that things like this kept happening again and again seemingly out of nowhere. Was he giving off some sort of energy as if he were available? Or down for more extra-marital action? What was going on?

	This encounter was still on his mind as he made his way back to his office, only getting stopped in his tracks by his secretary getting his attention.

	“Hey, that woman that was here a few weeks ago… the one that did that sexual harassment seminar…” she began. Jake began to panic.

	“Kendall?” he questioned. The secretary grinned.

	“Yeah!” she replied. “So, she’s in your office. She said she’d received a complaint about someone here. She wanted to talk to you about it, so I let her in. I hope that’s okay…”

	Jake looked up at his closed office. She was in there… right there. The woman of his dreams… his nightmares. She’d been tormenting him in his memories, and he was shocked she’d been so silent since. But now, she was in his office. Fuck! What was he gonna do? Maybe the given reason was genuine… or maybe she was here for something else. Jake’s already stiff prick jumped in his pants, and he had to shake his head clear.

	“That’s fine…” he croaked out, not even looking at his secretary as he stepped past her into his office. He’d have to deal with this at some point. Time to test his resolve. To see if his life as he knew it could continue. Stepping into his office, he couldn’t deny the thrill that went through him at the sight of Kendall seated in front of his desk. She looked up from her phone upon his entrance, her gorgeous face lighting up as she saw him, standing up to greet him.

	She looked amazing, of course. But whereas before, when she did her seminar, she was dressed totally professionally in the office, today… she was letting her true self out a bit more. Her skirt was a little shorter and tighter, showing more thigh. Her legs were adorned with stockings that were a little more sexy, silky black stockings that flattered her taut calves. And her white top was a little more unbuttoned than it had been last time, enough to showcase a fair bit more cleavage than would be proper for someone conducting a sexual harassment seminar. His eyes went straight to that smooth cleavage between her massive full orbs, letting his gaze stay there far beyond what could be considered proper. Ryan shook his head clear as he shut the door behind him.

	And it was just in time.

	“Hello, lover…” Kendall greeted him, grinning wickedly. Before he could stop her, she stepped forward into his arms, hugging him and planting a kiss on his lips. He stepped back, despite how good that felt, giving her a warning look at this, pleading with her not to go down this road again. But then he caught a whiff of her sexy, girly scent, and he found his body suddenly willing itself to surrender to her again. Shaking out the cobwebs in his head, he stepped around her and sat behind his desk.

	“What are you doing here, Kendall?” he said, barely hiding his displeasure at her presence. But she didn’t mind, grinning at him, unaffected by his stiff tone. “Is there actually a harassment complaint?”

	“Yes!” she said, smiling, her tone light and jovial. “The complaint comes from me, about you, wondering why you haven’t called me!” Jake rolled his eyes. She was really doing this.

	“Kendall…” he began with a stern tone. “That was… a one-time mistake. I’m not like that. I’m not looking for more of that. I mean… we had a good time, but I can’t do that again.” Her eyes narrowed a bit as some annoyance showed through.

	“Mistake?” she questioned. She shook her head and smiled again. “No. No. That was the furthest thing from a mistake. By the end of that night, you were fucking me with confidence. You didn’t want to be anywhere else but in bed, with me.” Jake shook his head.

	“I don’t know what else to say,” he replied. “It was a… weak moment. I’m honestly not that kind of guy.” She gave him an amused look at this.

	“So, let me step back and paint the picture of this whole thing,” she began. “Years ago, I made a move on you, and you turned me away. I respected that choice, even if I didn’t like it. But… my feelings were known. Years later, I return, having bettered myself in multiple ways…” she stated as his eyes flicked down to her huge fake boobs, not even pretending to be thinking about her professional growth. Only the fantastic growth of her cup size. “I return. I keep things totally professional. I learned from my mistakes and warned others against going down that road. And I leave it at that. Then… we run into each other. Outside the office. I’m on the beach in a bikini asking you to meet up for drinks… what did you seriously think was gonna happen? You had to know! You had to realize that if you said yes, there was a really good chance we’d be having sex that night. Because I made my feelings known, that I very much wanted to have sex with you…”

	“Well, forgive me for thinking you’d matured…” he replied spitefully.

	“And forgive me for thinking you wanted to fuck my brains out when you said yes!” she replied. ‘And you did! We had the best sex I’ve ever had… and trust me, I’ve had a lot of sex!’ His cock jolted at hearing this, both the knowledge that she was so experienced and a pride that he was the best she’d ever had. “And then, you just ghost me. You don’t call, you don’t text… nothing.”

	“Kendall…” he began, calming himself down. “I’m a married man. It was a one-time lapse of judgment. I won’t deny that I had a good time, but that’s all it can be.”

	“You realize how bad this looks for you… right?” she began. “The boss in an office like this shouldn’t host a sexual harassment seminar only to bang the woman who gave the presentation. You shouldn’t comment so much about her breasts in front of her. You shouldn’t take her out for drinks. You shouldn’t fuck her as hard you can and then ghost her. That almost makes it worse. You shouldn’t treat her like a SLUT… even if she is one…”

	“I… that wasn’t…” he stammered.

	“If this all came out…” she started. “This would all be really bad for you! None of this makes you look good. If there was litigation… you’d probably lose. Big time! Your reputation… your job… your family… it would all go in the tank.” A sinking feeling consumed Jakes’s stomach.

	“Are you threating me, Kendall?” he asked, a feeling of dread filling him.

	“No. No! I’m not blackmailing you… why does everyone think I’m blackmailing them…?” she paused, catching herself. “Listen, I’m just saying you’ve been behaving VERY badly… and you shouldn’t be treating your slut like this… Daddy.”

	“Oh!” he couldn’t help but groan, that word again driving him crazy, making his cock jump in his pants. Grinning, she poked at him further.

	“I really hope I’m not wasting my time here,” she began. “I got the same hotel room as last time, right on the beach. I brought an even tinier bikini than last time. And right now… I’m wearing some very, VERY slutty lingerie…” Kendall crossed her legs, causing her skirt to rise up her thighs, revealing the suspenders holding up her stockings. Jake gulped. “Black mesh… totally see-through, my tits just pouring out… my cunt barely covered by the tiniest fucking g-string you can imagine…” Jake shuddered.

	“And we don’t even have to waste time, either. We could go back to my hotel room… RIGHT NOW… and spend the rest of the day fucking each other’s brains out! You could spend the rest of the day squeezing these…” she said, jutting out her chest, her enormous fake tits straining at her top. Jake licked his lips before catching himself.

	“Kendall… I have work to do…” he said weakly. She rolled her eyes and smiled.

	“You’ve been working so hard for years! Just cut loose, Daddy…” she began, that word making him look away it was so potent to him. “Cut loose, blow off some steam, and just fuck your brains out! You had so much fun before… why not have some more? Is it really so much worse to cheat once than it would be to do it over and over again? You’re either a cheater or not. And you are! You cheated on your wife already, and you loved it! I think it makes way more sense for you at this point to just let go and start demolishing pussy. You did a lot more than that with me. I mean… not only did you fuck your little slut’s pussy and fill it up with that thick, sticky, daddy-cum to the point where I’m pretty sure I’m gonna end up pregnant…” she paused, his cock swelling up at hearing this, her words stoking a primal fire inside him. “Then you fucked my ass! You don’t just accidentally fuck a girl up the ass unless you really want to! And you wanted it so bad! You came about ten inches deep in my fucking asshole. That means something! And then, not long after that… you came down my throat. You made your little slut swallow your cum! You don’t get to just move on from that!”

	As bad as this all sounded, there was a twisted logic to the point she was making. What they did was far more substantial than a one-time affair. Something had risen to the surface in him, a primal hunger being indulged. She understood this better than he did. She was simply putting words to what deep down he already knew. That he could never just move on from what he’d taken part in with Kendall. His entire world felt different now than it had before Kendall… and it was only getting more noticeable. He couldn’t just undo what he’d done. He could never forget about it. How good it was. How alive he felt. How amazing Kendall was. How spectacular her body was in the flesh…

	“What I was saying before…” Kendall resumed. “My point was… it looks really bad if you just rail my hot ass and walk away. If it comes out that the boss banged the sexual harassment presenter and treated her like a whore… it could get ugly for you. And I don’t want that. But… if it comes out that the perfect, studly, handsome boss-man is such a hunk that he’s having an ongoing affair with the smoking hot babe who warned against workplace affairs… you know what happens? You get ‘atta-boy’s’ and knowing glances. Trust me… no one will be offended… they’ll be impressed that you’re hooking up with a piece of ass like me. They don’t care that you’re married. I don’t care at all. And frankly… you shouldn’t either. You deserve this. You deserve better! Don’t you think I was so much better than your wife, Daddy?” she asked.

	“Kendall…” he warned again for like the fifth time even as she kept pushing past his warnings. It was all he could do to not say ‘YES!’, to scream out how amazing she was and how much he enjoyed it. He hated how much she was immediately wearing him down. He hated how right it was starting to feel for him to think of her as his little slut. And he hated how much he loved hearing her call him ‘Daddy’…

	“I mean, you were screaming out how much you loved me… was that a lie? Or was that the most honest you’ve ever been?” she asked, knowing the answer even if he couldn’t admit it just yet. She jutted out her chest, her stiff nipples very evident beneath her top. He looked into her eyes, his pained nervous gaze displaying the truth even as he tried to deny it. She grinned at his clear desire for her even as he tried to deny her.

	“Kendall… we can’t…” he forced out. She paused for a moment before rolling her eyes.

	“I tell you what…” she started, sitting up straight. “Let’s make this easy. I’m gonna leave. I’m gonna march my perfect ass out of here and head back to my hotel room, take off my clothes, and wait there in my slutty lingerie…” To punctuate this, she flipped up the front of her skirt, revealing a very tiny see-through patch of black material only barely covering her cunt. His mouth watered before she flipped her skirt back down. “If you decide to join me, I promise to not only give you the best day of your life, but offer you a future of that. But… if you deny me… that’s it. Not only will this be done, but you will also never see me again. Never hear from me again. But most importantly… you will never see my body again. You will never see my ass… or my tits. You will never get to have sex with me again. You will never get to feel the type of pleasure I showed you ever again. You will live the rest of your life with boring old Nancy thinking about what-if… But if you want to live, if you want to have fun, if you want to experience the type of excitement you deserve… if there is even the smallest chance of me and you being a thing, and trust me, Daddy, there is nothing small about you… if you want that, you will come to my room. You will fuck my brains out and give us both what we so desperately need.”

	Jake was shocked to see her live up to her word, standing up and moving to leave. Before he could stop her, she spun on her heel, giving him a glance at her round, shapely ass in that tight skirt. But if he thought she would leave without one last shot, he was sorely mistaken, pulling at the door just as she said…

	“Bye, Daddy.”

	It was timed just right as to both let the secretary hear what she said while also make her wonder if she misheard. A die was cast, and word might get out. His dirty deeds might be exposed.

	As Kendall sauntered out of the office, Jake was frozen in place. What should he do? Everything she said was right, not just about him, but about how this whole thing would come across. If word got out, it would be really bad for him. He’d look far more guilty of something than he actually was. That being said, while he wasn’t as insidious as she made him sound, he was no innocent. Clearly. So, as it stood, word getting out would be really bad. But the out she presented… she was correct. A torrid affair would make him look better than a one-night mistake. That all being said, if he held true to his word, he had to have faith that if the word ever got out at work about his one-time mistake, his truth would get out. His strength of character would take precedence.

	But that didn’t matter. He was married. He loved his wife. That was the core factor here. Not his work reputation. Could he actually completely betray his wife like this? He’d already betrayed her once… would it really be any worse to do it again? He wouldn’t be any less guilty than his initial affair made him. He loved his wife, but… he’d experienced something incredible. A large part of him wanted to give in to Kendall, to indulge his basest desires, as wrong as it was. Could he go his whole life never experiencing that body again? He thought he’d have time to figure that out, but now… she put a shot clock on him. He had to make his decision now, and all he could think about was the only way to prolong that final definitive choice was to surrender to her, to give her what she wanted, to keep the door open to sorting it all out later. He was in a panic, trying to talk himself out of it, despite the sense it made.

	A second affair really wasn’t any worse than one… right? Perhaps one more night with that juicy body of hers might allow him to get it all out of his system. For good this time. But could he actually do this? Could, after all this turmoil, this pillar of morals and leadership willingly cheat on his wife… again?

	No… he couldn’t. Right?

	 

	 

	 

	The door to the elevator didn’t even close behind her before it was stopped, Jake appearing there, ready to join her for the trip down.

	Kendall grinned at the married man, knowing she was victorious. This was what Dr. White told her. The best way at this point to convince him to join her again was to have him convince himself. To have him make the deliberate choice to fuck her again. And if he did that, it was game over. That was the final barrier to cross, and he could never truly come back from it. Once he made that choice, there was nothing to stop him from making it again.

	But even Kendall didn’t think he’d surrender quite so fast!

	They hadn’t even made it a few floors down before Jake had one of Kendall’s stiff nipples in his mouth, the delightful sensation making her shiver with pleasure. Jake Lawrence, this pillar of a professional man who’d never compromise his integrity in a work setting, was in an office elevator sucking on her big fake tits. If that wasn’t a sign of her victory, that she had finally truly broke him, she didn’t know what would be.

	She certainly felt victorious as the man of her dreams spent the rest of the day and into the night fucking her senseless. But that wasn’t to imply that he drove the action, as Kendall was the one firmly in control. But if he held back in the slightest previously, this time, he was far more active, letting go of any pretense and fucking the younger woman with nothing restraining him. He fucked her doggy style, really going to town on her perfect ass. He fucked her against the wall as well. He even fucked her over the balcony overlooking the ocean.

	This time, with it being the middle of the afternoon when they got started, they did get a noise warning. Kendall had to stop riding the handsome married man to answer the door. She was amused to see it was the woman who had worked the bar last time she visited who was giving her the warning. The bartender gave her a knowing grin even as she passed along the warning. Kendall promised her that they would quiet down… if and only if the bartender gave them ten minutes to finish each other off, and also if the blonde stayed and watched. With a hungry grin, the blonde bartender silently stepped into the room and shut the door, getting the show she’d wanted weeks prior while ensuring the noise complaint was taken care of. Impressed by what she’d seen, she gave Kendall a spank on her bare ass before leaving, telling the brunette thanks for the show, even calling Jake “Daddy” before she left.

	Kendall spent the rest of the week in town, stealing every free moment she could from the married man. She wanted him to start getting used to them spending time together. Of course, that meant a lot of fucking… lots and lots of fucking… but also more normal things. Nights on the town, going out to dinner, things that would make them feel like a real couple. And they were becoming just that. They caught some stares, not only because of their 20-year age difference, but because she was quite attention grabbing, often wearing very short skirts that left her very long legs bare, and tops that were exceedingly low-cut, showing off her massive round fake tits without shame. In the office, she held herself back in front of others, but here she was her true self. Her slutty, hot-bodied self. People looked at Jake judgmentally, like a man only into a certain kind of woman, but he was too distracted by Kendall to care. She was teaching him an important lesson by making him take her out to all these fancy dinners, namely that sluts should get treated better than wives. And he was doing just that, spoiling Kendall in a way he’d never done with Nancy, not only with meals but with gifts, treating her like a goddess.

	If their first encounter had started the addiction to her, he was only getting further under her spell. He’d told himself he’d done it with her a second time only to give him more time to figure out how to end things… after fucking a few times, ending this affair was the last thing on his mind. He’d fucked himself into full-out addiction to her hot body, and he couldn’t stop himself from indulging in it as often as he could. By the time she flew home, they were officially a couple, and neither could deny it.

	They met as often as they could. She’d fly down to him as often as possible. Stacy was happy to allow it, arranging it under the guise of meeting a client so the company would foot the bill. He’d sometimes fly up to meet her, spending a weekend at her place. But mostly, it was her going downstate to meet him. Mostly at the hotel, sometimes at his house, sometimes in other places.

	They really did become a couple, going out together in public, always being around each other, him even bringing her to the beach to meet his surfing friends. They gave her slightly weary looks for obvious reasons, nervous about this outsider, this ‘friend’ of their married buddy who was clearly hooking up with him. But Kendall could be pretty charming, slowly winning them over. All but Kailani, who clearly burned with jealousy, knowing that Kendall had taken what she wanted. But these feelings were quickly cooled as even Kailani was slowly won over by the charismatic slut. Since both Jake and his wife worked on their anniversary, Kendall cooked him up a special anniversary present, a spicy three-way with him, her and Kailani in her hotel room, his wife not involved in the slightest with this anniversary encounter, which just felt proper. After that, Kailani and Kendall were on very good terms, with the young surfer looking up to her new friend almost as an older sister.

	It wasn’t long before where people Jake knew saw him and Kendall in public. She’d often visit him at work. The rumor had indeed gotten out about them in the office, and just as she predicted, his employees gave him a strange look of pride that this chronic rule-follower had finally given in to the same desires everyone had. And hooking up with the sexual harassment presenter… that was a damn impressive pull, for sure.

	A few months in, word eventually got to his wife. And when she went home to confront him, she caught her husband and Kendall in the act, going at it like crazy, a sweaty tangle of limbs, the sight of which officially put a stake through the heart of their marriage, a relationship that had existed since they were in high school. The sight of Jake’s hands on the brunette slut’s massive wobbling tits was a sight that would stay in the gifted surgeon’s mind for the rest of her life. But by this point, Jake was too far gone in the throes of addiction to his new drug to slow down, that drug being Kendall’s hot body. Kendall was fun and lively and exciting… Nancy was simply old and boring. Before Jake noticed his wife watching, Kendall made him say just that, and much more, knowing it would leave his accomplished wife an empty husk. In that moment, Kendall wanted Nancy to know that even with all that success, all that talent, all that work she did saving lives and making the world a better place, she was still a loser at the end of the day. None of that mattered because she was old and boring and ugly had a flat chest. Those years of love and marriage didn’t really end up mattering compared to what Kendall could offer him. Nancy had been replaced, and there was no chance of winning her now former husband back.

	A man as good with money as Jake was never losing the divorce. Even though both him and his wife had extremely well-paying jobs, he won more than his fair share in the end of marriage litigation. From there, him and Kendall were off to the races, married within weeks, living together within a month. Kendall was long pregnant by this point, pregnant with Jake’s first son, conceived in their very first encounter, so all this was a matter of time once the ball started rolling. But still, once everything was official, Kendall had to pinch herself. It didn’t feel real. It didn’t seem possible. But her dreams had all come true. She had landed the man of her dreams, and he was hers for good.

	And it was unquestionably all thanks to Dr. White.

	 

	 

	 

	Kendall and Dr. White had been in lockstep throughout this whole process. The Kendall case truly was one of the foundational cases of her career, and even in the moment she could sense this, giving it as much of her focus and attention as possible, even as she managed all her other work. Not only did this case provide good additions to the Code, namely emphasizing the importance of timing, location, and patience in the art of seduction, but it provided a blueprint to follow for how to go about matching up two people. The Kendall case, intertwined with the Stacy and Lizzy project that preceded it… it all combined to become one of her most pivotal projects in terms of comparing what came before and what came after.

	But what came after was a story for another time.

	Kendall probably didn’t realize that she was being analyzed by the doctor throughout this whole process, or if she did, she didn’t particularly care. Dr. White kept extensive notes on Kendall herself, observing her throughout this journey, keeping a file on her. Kendall might not have been particularly pumped about this fact, as throughout the months they worked together, they became really good friends, and one friend keeping a file of detailed notes about the other might seem like an invasion. But Dr. White was a scientist, and very detailed notes were necessary. And it wasn’t just Kendall, she had notes on Stacy, and Gina, and all the other women who’d benefitted from her interference. It was nothing particularly bad. Mostly just case notes and observations. But Kendall probably thought the job was done when she married Jake, and that was not the case.

	Dr. White had observed the change in Kendall’s demeanor throughout this whole process, from before the seduction to after, to when she married Jake and beyond. At first, Kendall was icy and somewhat distant, as if her thoughts were elsewhere even as she paid complete attention to the job at hand. And plus, especially at the very start, she was very skeptical of what Dr. White could do. But as this went on, and her and Jake finally started hooking up, she was… effervescent. Full of life. Happy. Dr. White was pleased to give that happiness to her. Enabling a woman to land her dream man should certainly improve her mood, and that was certainly the case here. They had become very good friends as this whole thing went on, Kendall being the first woman to fully understand what Dr. White was doing behind closed doors. She’d proven herself to be a sister-in-arms to the doctor, and she became effusive in her praise of Dr. White as her plans kept paying off like gangbusters. It was to the point that by the time the job was done, and Kendall was paired off with Jake, Kendall happily doubled the total fee she was paying the doctor as a thank you. Dr. White appreciated the gesture, even if she knew this additional money was no doubt coming from Jake’s bank account, which her statuesque new friend now had access too.

	Jake was a very rich man, which meant that with Kendall and him married, she didn’t really need to work anymore. She eagerly left her job and took her place on his arm, a true trophy wife, opting to waste her high-end education and true talent in finance in order to be her new husband’s full-time slut. Stacy had had Kendall earmarked to take her place as the head of the local office of Harper Finance were she to get promoted, which had indeed happened about a month ago, Stacy joining the board and getting a huge pay increase. So, in lieu of Kendall getting Stacy’s old job, they ended up giving Stacy’s job to Ellen, the older woman who’d been there for years. The one who Stacy had humiliated and verbally abused into outright, unflinching loyalty. Ellen was cautiously happy to hear this, but that didn’t last long, as not only would she still answer to Stacy and have to deal with her brutal treatment all the time, but Marley was promoted to be her number two over far more qualified candidates. Stacy put in the good word to the board that Marley was a star in the making, championing her. And while she was too inexperienced to get the head job, Stacy convinced the board that she was someone to invest in, even to the degree of Marley getting paid more than Ellen for a lesser job. And Marley had taken to Stacy’s lessons like a fish to water, the once sweet young woman quickly gaining confidence and experience and slowly becoming a mini tyrant in Stacy’s mold. This meant that the supposed boss Ellen would be dealing with these two confident domineering women on a daily basis, meaning this promotion of hers was only sending her to a cage of constant bullying and bratty, rough treatment. Stacy and Kendall both knew that was the proper way to motivate Ellen, which is why both knew the branch would keep up their record numbers even once Stacy and Kendall left.

	Dr. White was a bit sad to see her move down state, but it was for the best. And besides, she wasn’t that far away, and they still talked all the time. And plus… Dr. White had her ways to keep her eye on Kendall, namely social media.

	Kendall wasn’t shy about flaunting her new life, showing off the intense wealth and luxury she now lived in, posting pictures of her and Jake without shame. She knew there was no point to holding anything back, since most of the people who’d be seeing these pictures were well aware of the nature of their relationship, and that Jake had been recently married. But judging by the comments on these posts, people didn’t seem to be terribly offended at seeing this handsome older man, this former paragon of virtue, paired off with a much younger woman with massive fake tits. It certainly didn’t hurt that most of these pictures showed off this final fact very well. And that they were so undeniably perfect that no one could really hold it against him. Even as she got more and more noticeably pregnant, and she still posted photos showing A LOT of skin, the response was universally positive. It may be wrong, but with how good Kendall looked, no one was blaming him for leaving his wife for her.

	Most interestingly of all, not even his daughters seemed to mind having a hot young stepmom. Kendall always said that she got along well with Jake’s daughters. And she was proven accurate… as both Deandra and Porsche seemed unbothered by this new development, and if anything, slightly excited about it. The girls still appeared to have a good enough relationship with their mom after this whole thing, even as Nancy moved out of the area, judging by some photos they posted. But frankly, photos of them with their mom were scant, as it seemed both of the girls had taken their father’s side of the divorce. While that seemed like a somewhat shocking choice to make given the circumstances, it seemed like if any woman would break up their parents’ marriage, they were glad it was Kendall. The beautiful young women were in a lot of pictures Kendall posted, as they seemed to quickly resume their friendship in a whole new way, with Kendall acting both as a stepmom and a pseudo-older sister.

	This was fully evidenced by one specific picture Kendall posted, of her, Jake, and his two daughters, taken after some event, with them all dressed up nice… the two young women following their new stepmom’s lead in wearing very low-cut, cleavage showcasing tops. And in the photo, Kendall captioned it… “Jake and three women who call him ‘Daddy’ for VERY different reasons…” And if the girls were offended by this joke, they didn’t show it, liking the comment and commenting with laughter.

	It was clear Kendall and the two young women had gotten very close. What pictures the two young women did have with their mom came across very formal and conservative and reserved, with the girls smiling politely. With their new step-mom, you could tell they savored the opportunity to really cut loose and follow in Kendall’s footsteps, often showing far more skin and being way more excited about it than anything they could do with their actual mother. It was as if these two young women needed a cool, hot step-mom with massive boobs to mentor them so that they could reach their full potential. As if a switch was flipped, you could just sense a shift from Jake’s daughters now that they Kendall back in their lives instead of Nancy. While before, they were so intensely beautiful that it would be hard for these two to avoid being filled to the brim with self-confidence, having Kendall’s added guidance put it over the top, gaining an added level of confidence that would spur them on to really make the world their own, to be like Kendall and get everything they ever wanted no matter what.

	One other picture stood out to Dr. White that really illustrated this fact. The three women, Kendall and her two new step-daughters, Deandra and Porsche, standing together poolside at their dad’s house, posing together in a photo. On the left, Deandra, wearing a skimpy blue bikini that she could only rarely get away with wearing with Nancy around, now unashamedly posing for the camera, her round firm tits barely contained by the skimpy top. On the right, Porsche, the blonde wearing a neon yellow bikini that was just as skimpy as her younger sisters’, showing off her equally impressive body. And in the middle, Kendall, standing taller than the both of them, her stacked body on display in a black thong bikini that was even skimpier than what the young women were wearing. She had her arms around her new step-daughters, and in that moment, standing in the blazing sun, every exposed bit of skin shiny with moisture from the pool, she looked more like these girls’ mom than their actual mother ever did.

	Dr. White wondered if Kendall would ever put the pieces together as to what the true root cause of Jake’s downfall was, the kernel of desire buried deep inside him that manifested in him finally cheating on his wife with a much younger, much bustier woman after spending so many years being nothing but loyal. Why he responded so profoundly to being called ‘Daddy’… and why suddenly very large breasts appealed to him. Perhaps she’d figure it out someday. But Dr. White held that fact back from her, not knowing what her taste would be to that level of wickedness. And Jake probably didn’t even fully understand it himself, and would no doubt reject even the suggestion of anything like that, which is why Dr. White held back from sharing that secret. It would only get in the way. She’d surmised it during her trip down to observe him, and while she couldn’t say for certain she was right, she certainly suspected she was.

	It would certainly make sense. Dr. White suspected that, even if Kendall had her massive, perfect fake tits back then when she first tried to make a play for Jake, she still would have failed to seduce him. He was at work, in professional mode, and would have his guard up. Plus, and most importantly, he just wasn’t in the right headspace to cheat on his wife. Not yet. It was only in the intervening years, as the older man had to endure being in very close proximity to some very large perfect breasts every single day of his life, that he got worn down. It was in those intervening years that his defenses got worn down and the seed of desire got planted, and that, combined with a love-filled but increasingly passionless marriage, is what left him vulnerable to seduction. Vulnerable in a way he’d never been before. By the time Kendall sauntered back into his life sporting a pair of massive fake tits, that seed of desire finally bloomed, finally leading him to the arms of another woman.

	This case was so complex, with so many different layers to it, that even thought the ‘official’ case was completed, the aftermath could really be fascinating to study. If she could prove that she was right, if she could glean the information she needed to confirm her hypothesis… that could really open the door for some really fun directions to explore in her study.

	And that alone warranted further observation.

	More specifically, Deandra, Jake’s youngest daughter, a freshman in college, the one who bore a striking resemblance to his new bride, which certainly played NO part in her father’s eventual downfall… Kendall mentioned to Dr. White that she was looking to become a therapist, a fact which stuck in the doctor’s mind even as the brunt of the case was behind her. This could be the way to gain further knowledge about the dynamics at play, but there was more to it than that. So much more. She remembered the confidence and worldliness the young woman showed when she was observing her… And based on her reactions to her father’s affair, she was certainly more on the Kendall side of the equation than her mother’s. And as this arm of Dr. White’s job grew, more cases like this, cases that would require observation and travel, would come up. Cases that required a certain kind of special wicked mind to crack. If her work grew in the way she expected, there would very quickly be too much on Dr. White’s plate to shoulder it all. So… perhaps this was an opportunity.

	Maybe Dr. White should offer Deandra an internship?
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	The best and brightest were out. The elite of the elite were all assembled in one place. The rich and the powerful of the surrounding metropolitan area were collected in one room, a ritzy ballroom located within the Museum of the Arts, for what was ostensibly a charity event. But in truth, it was an excuse for these people to network, gulp down expensive champagne, show off their own wealth, and publicly showcase their philanthropy by donating insane levels of money to charity.

	And in the middle of them all was Dr. Jennifer White.

	Like most in the room, she was dressed to impress. A very expensive, skimpy black cocktail dress, designed specifically for her body, hugging her delicious, fit frame without going over the top. That being said, she certainly wasn’t being shy in her choice of garments, despite the dress going down to her ankles. The thin black material hugged her long legs, clung to her shapely, juicy ass, and showcased her mammoth breasts, the plunging neckline perfectly displaying her smooth, cavernous cleavage for all to admire.

	And so far, there had been a lot of admirers.

	The rest of her kept up its bargain. Her face was immaculately done-up, her makeup subtle yet alluring, highlighting her piercing eyes and smooth, plump lips. Her chestnut hair cascaded in waves down her back. Her long, taut arms were left bare, leading down to her nimble, deft hands, her nails looking perfect as they gripped a champagne flute lightly. She’d spent all afternoon readying herself for this event, putting herself in trusted, talented hands, being primed and prodded to make sure every inch of her looked it’s best.

	She wasn’t alone in standing out among this crew of elites. It probably spoke highly of where society was going that this room wasn’t simply full of old, rich men laughing about how rich they were, as Dr. White was far from the only woman here that wasn’t merely eye candy hanging off a rich man’s arm. There were a lot of accomplished women here. A lot of success. A lot of power.

	And coincidently, a lot of pairs of big tits being paraded around, trying to catch the right kind of attention.

	Dr. White’s attention was solely focused on one man. General Marvin Irons. The older black gentleman was retired Army, but he’d made a lot of money in the time since, consulting with all sorts of government branches, military thinktanks and defense contractors. Highly accomplished in everything he did, the four-star general was a man of great power and influence with a lot of connections, so he was a good man to know. Dr. White thrived on making deep personal connections with all sorts of people, and she’d been looking forward to talking with him for some time. Her current network of connections within the military branches were dreadfully small, and she was looking to change that. And General Irons was her ticket to getting her foot in the door.

	They’d met very briefly before, but this occasion was the first time she had the opportunity to talk to him one-on-one. But even though he barely knew her, Dr. White knew a lot about him. He was 47. He’d been married for a long time. His wife Lydia was 46, and she worked in education. His daughter Patrice was 21 and in college, majoring in political science. And his son Walter, 18, was following his dad’s footsteps and joining the Army. General Irons shied away from doing too much business with his wife present, savoring the few opportunities they had to socialize together to live in the moment and enjoy the festivities. He’d been doing this kind of thing for so long, being away from home for work, speaking engagements, consulting, that he and his wife weren’t compelled to be always joined at the hip. They’d long ago made peace with living separate existences despite being, by all accounts, happily married. Being so in demand, he was usually flanked by peers, fellow military men, so getting him alone was a rare occurrence that she planned to take advantage of. Dr. White would make him talk shop; his wife’s presence be damned.

	Striding over to him, making friendly initial greetings to both him and his wife and taking part in some small talk, Dr. White was immediately impressed with him. There was a strength of character that just emanated from him in waves. No wonder he’d earned such respect. Like many, Dr. White had her skepticisms about the military construct, but she had no doubt that he was one of the good ones, in it for the right reasons. And beyond that she could sense his discipline. Despite her dress’s plunging neckline, his eyes didn’t waver in the slightest, never leaving hers.

	He was good.

	“So, why’d you seek me out, Dr. White?” he asked curiously. “I figure someone like you wouldn’t be terribly interested in making conversation with someone in my line of work.” He was a tall man, tall and imposing, and even in her heels Dr. White was looking up into his eyes. He was dressed in uniform, adding to his impressive presence. Despite being intimidating, she found him easy to approach. He was handsome, and friendly. His smooth shaved head shined in the warm light filling the ballroom. And his voice was like molasses, making him easy to talk to.

	Dr. White may have to handle this case personally.

	“I have been greatly interested in expanding my reach into the military. Offering my services in any way I can. You hear all these stories about mental health with soldiers, and… I just think I could help,” Dr. White replied.

	“We do provide therapy to those who request it, so we’re very much active in these discussions with our men and women,” Marvin stated.

	“Yeah, but… those therapists and caregivers you utilize… they’re not me!” Dr. White replied proudly, grinning. “My office… ask around, we are one of the most accredited and highly recommended psychiatric health care offices in the country.”

	“And what do you want, exactly?” General Irons asked curiously, intrigued.

	“We don’t need to hash out every detail. All I request is a meeting at a future time, hopefully soon,” Dr. White began. “Then, we can discuss these things in far more depth, and I can explain to you some of the services me and my office can offer you. I mean… from what I’ve heard, your recommendation carries weight. I’d love to meet with you, probably me and one of my assistants, give you our pitch for what we can offer to you and the military. And if it sounds good, I’d love for you to hold open the door for us to this whole world that we don’t really have our hands in yet. We’re only trying to do our part to help our men and women in uniform.”

	General Irons eyed the brunette, studying her. This was a guy who’d been in meetings with presidents, trusted with the highest level of confidential information… Dr. White had no doubt his bullshit meter was finely tuned. That’s why she only trusted herself to make this pitch to him, to get her foot in the door with him. She didn’t flinch under his examination, and she gave nothing away as his sharp eyes studied her, exuding nothing but a genuine desire to help, doing her best to suppress her true intentions. Finally, after this long pause, he smiled.

	“Sounds like a good idea,” he said, nodding. “At the very least, I can hear you out.” Dr. White grinned brilliantly. Yes! It was happening!

	“I would love that!” Dr. White replied. “I really do think this would be in your best interest. We can really do some good.” She added confidently. He studied her once more, but again, nothing pinged on his radar. He smiled again.

	“Well…” he began, undoing a pocket and retrieving a business card. Handing it over to her, he continued. “Have your office call mine, and we can arrange something.”

	“This is great!” Dr. White began. “I will definitely be calling you soon. In fact, I may even…”

	Suddenly, there was a hand on her shoulder.

	“Jen. Jen! Just the person I’ve been looking for,” a woman’s voice said from behind her. Caught off-guard, Dr. White turned to look at the intruder, unable to hide her annoyance when she recognized her.

	Her name was Renee Fields. 48 years old. Granddaughter of Conrad Fields, the billionaire oil tycoon. He only had one child, a son, Renee’s father, and he’d died in a plane crash twenty years ago. That left Renee as the sole beneficiary of his estate if he were to pass, which he did about eight years ago at the age of 103. Renee took over the empire, meaning she had unfettered access to stupid amounts of money, more money than any one person needed, as she was now both in control of the company and the only one with access to the family’s fortune. It could not be overemphasized how wealthy she was. She didn’t actually run her grandfather’s company, leaving that stuff to the experts. But she ran its philanthropic arm, meaning her job was to spend money on behalf of the company to earn some goodwill. And as it was with people of wealth, the more you spend, the more you end up bringing in, and this bitch knew how to spend money. Renee was built for events like this.

	Renee was twice married, twice divorced, with two daughters from her first marriage. Both were trouble. Her youngest, Heidi, was lucky to have a driver’s license, and her oldest, Debbie, was no peach either, having had her own brushes with the law for various drug charges. But it wasn’t her motherhood skills that Renee was known for.

	Renee was a total knockout. She didn’t look her age, possessing a youthfulness to her that contrasted with her actual age in a fun, alluring way. Her skin was smooth and creamy, possessing few wrinkles and looking very appealing to the touch. Her brunette hair was a shade darker than Dr. White’s, flowing down her back a very stylish manner. Her blue eyes were striking and playful, her lips smooth and sensuous, and her general demeanor was one as the life of the party. She didn’t fully read as a mom, even though her body was one of motherhood in all the best ways.

	While very fit and trim, her body possessed a thickness in all the right places that made her delicious form extremely sexy. Her legs were firm and lithe. Her ass was full and juicy, perfectly formed to stand out no matter what she was wearing. And her boobs were positively gigantic, vaulting out from her body, round and smooth and perfect. Dr. White didn’t know if there was something inherent about her breasts, or if it was merely the bras she chose, but Renee’s tits always seemed to be extra springy and bouncy. It was damn near hypnotic watching them shake as she flounced around ritzy events like this.

	Her dress was similar to the doctor’s. Similar color, similarly form-fitting, highlighting her bare arms, her firm legs, and her shapely ass. The main difference was the neckline. Dr. White’s plunged downwards sharply, highlighting her intense cleavage without overdoing it, while Renee’s was far more open, showing a lot of bare chest and the upper slopes of her mammoth, bare tits.

	This was the difference between them. Dr. White was a bit more subtle and teasing, while Renee was more blunt and shameless about herself and her intentions. For someone who preferred to work delicately, someone like Renee could be difficult to work around. They’d met a few years prior, with Renee having learned about Dr. White’s line of work from a friend. Renee had vowed to take the doctor up on her talents at some point, an idea which the doctor somewhat dreaded, as the older woman’s aggressive, frank nature made her a difficult potential client to utilize, far preferring the subtle knife rather than the blunt hammer. But today of all days, when it was most inconvenient, Renee seemed ready to finally cash in on that promise.

	Renee was a woman who drew attention wherever she went. Bold, shameless, unafraid to speak her mind. For a woman of such status, she had a remarkable ability to get herself in trouble. She was somewhat of a tabloid fixture, due to her loose lips, her utter lack of shame, her propensity to drink, and most famously, her tumultuous love life. She got around a bit, and she wasn’t afraid to show it. She was happy to be caught paired off with various young hunks, welcoming the attention of the paparazzi, relishing the fact that she was being photographed with these impressive studs, even if these pairings were fleeting. Renee loved being the center of attention, doing so proudly and loudly. But compared to a woman like Dr. White, who preferred subtlety and patience, it was like oil and water.

	Being pulled to the side, the doctor did her best to save face, keeping her eyes on the General and silently apologizing as she was pulled away from her target to a quiet corner of the room. Turning to the other woman, she dropped the polite mask she was wearing for the General and addressed the older woman impatiently.

	“Renee, I’ve been working on that man for months,” Dr. White began angrily. ‘You have no idea how much work it took to discover the smallest sliver of workable intel about him. I’ve been working for months for just this moment, and you just pull me away!’ Dr. White shook her head as she watched other people take her place next to him, stealing General Irons’ highly valued attention. “You might have just spoiled months of work!”

	Renee was one of the most powerful and well-connected women in the city, having access to more funds than just about anyone here. But the doctor was unafraid to address her with such bite. Luckily, Renee knew the score, and she didn’t take offense easily.

	“Oh, pish-posh,” Renee said dismissively, sipping her champagne, jutting out her chest as she did so. “You’ll like this better anyway.”

	“What is it? What’s so damn important?” Dr. White replied impatiently. Renee grinned, always loving these moments when she got someone so worked up. She had a special talent for that.

	“Have you seen that quarterback the team just drafted a few weeks ago? Chad Bethel? The number one pick, the one they’re all going nuts about?” Renee asked. Dr. White exhaled, still unable to fully hide her impatience.

	“Yeah,” she replied. Dr. White wasn’t the biggest sports fan in the world, but when a popular, handsome, well-built young athlete arrived in town, it was her job to know it. So yeah, she was familiar.

	“I want him!” Renee replied firmly and possessively, eyeing the doctor as she made her intentions known. Dr. White rolled her eyes and shrugged her shoulders.

	“There’s a lot of eyes on him. It’ll be difficult to get in close without getting on someone’s radar. It’s dangerous.” Dr. White said, her tone already a defeatist one, as if trying to dissuade the other woman.

	“I don’t care,” Renee said with a smile. “If this a question of money, you know I have it.” Dr. White winced. This bitch wasn’t gonna back down. Fuck!

	In negotiations like this, it wasn’t always just about money. It was about asking for just the right amount as for the client to be willing to pay without being offended. For all her faults, Renee was and would be in the future a great contact to cement. While their previous interactions had been too brief to forge anything strong between them, Renee was a woman who had connections. Dr. White bringing the other woman’s connections into her own network would be a pretty major victory. So, despite her annoyance, Dr. White knew she still had to do her job.

	“A man like him, with all eyes on him… that’s a lot of attention that I don’t need…” Dr. White said out loud, going over her thought process. “I have plenty of connections with athletes and teams, sure, but none at his level, with his potential…” Renee watched the doctor as she talked herself into it, grinning. Finally, the doctor came to a conclusion. “Seven and a half million. Before and after,” Dr. White said firmly, setting her price. The other woman examined her for a moment before grinning.

	“Deal,” Renee agreed, holding out her hand. Reluctantly, Dr. White shook it. Shit… this would be a really tough case. But she always loved a challenge.

	“So,” Dr. White began, opening up her clutch to grab one of her cards. “I need you to call my office in the morning. We can set up an appointment to talk one-on-one, and get all the financials set in place.”

	“Isn’t there something I need to say… some phrase?” Renee said, vaguely remembering something she’d heard from the first time she’d learned of Dr. White’s line of work. The doctor nodded.

	“When you get on the line with the desk, tell them you’re an ‘Immoral Pleasure Seeker looking for Love’, and they’ll know what to do,” Dr. White stated.

	“That was it! Immoral pleasure seeker! That’s funny…” Renee replied, now reminded of the phrase she was supposed to say. Dr. White wrote it down on the back of her card just in case before handing it to the other woman.

	“Perfect!” Renee replied, slipping the card between her huge tits. “Can’t wait to do business with you!”

	“Sounds like a deal!” Dr. White replied with a smile. The money would be great, one of the largest windfalls she’d ever had. But landing this prize… it would be a real fucking challenge, one she somewhat dreaded. However, she had to look at the positives. Despite her being slightly annoying to work with, she had to remind herself again that Renee was an excellent person to get into business with. A good person to have in your debt.

	Parting ways, Dr. White went to move back towards General Irons, despite the group he’d attracted in her absence. But she barely made it a few steps before being pulled into another conversation. Then another. And another. Dr. White had made quite a name for herself, and those in the know were excited to seek her out. But the majority of them didn’t know about that stuff. While most of the people in the room would never cross her path in terms of her work, they were familiar attendees at events like these, so Dr. White had met them before. She’d been awarded the “Woman of the Year” award in the city for all the charitable work she’d done, and all the good she’d done for women, so she had a positive reputation beyond her work. Widely known as a champion of women and women’s causes, someone who had an incredible respect and admiration for talented, remarkable women like herself, she put in a lot of time and money to benefit and reward such incredible ladies. These accreditations really paid off in situations like these, opening doors to all sorts of very successful people. These were the types of people you wanted to stay on good terms with in case you ever needed a favor, or if some future client would require cashing in on those connections. So, ever patient, Dr. White worked the room, keeping her eyes on Marvin as much as she could. Any information was good information, even from afar. And it was for the best, as she was able to confirm the one bit of usable intel she had gleaned about him through months of research. Her piercing gaze caught the one moment his trademark discipline slipped for just a moment. One of the other rich men attending this event had brought along his daughter as his guest, a gorgeous, tanned brunette in a bright yellow dress. She stood out from the crowd, and the skin she was showing revealed the sleeve of tattoos along her arm, and the large ornate tattoo on her bare back. And it was only in her presence that the military man’s discipline faltered, his eyes checking her out for just a moment. Dr. White grinned in excitement.

	This was perfect! Her source was right! He had a thing for tattooed white girls. And Dr. White had just the girl for him. The plan was on track.

	Feeling a little relief at this, she found her mind immediately moving on, focusing on her newest task, the Renee Fields project. And the more she thought about it, the more excited she got. Landing a prize like Chad Bethel, star quarterback, athletic phenom… it might be her biggest challenge yet. It was just a matter of how she’d land such a catch.

	Her wicked mind was already at work.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White loved her job, as evidenced by the fact that as soon as she woke up the next morning, her focus was devoted to the work ahead. She was quickly on the phone with the office, talking to one of her interns, informing them of what files she’d need ready by the time she walked in. She then went smoothly into two other calls, both work-related, not stopping as she readied herself for the day, talking on her phone even as she was half-naked.

	She wasn’t alone, as her favorite fuck buddy, Serge, had been in town for the night. A gorgeous hunk of French descent, a man who was a literal male model, he was a hard one to turn down. Tall, with dark shoulder length hair, a perennial five o’clock shadow, and mesmerizing blue eyes, he always made her shiver with excitement just from looking at him. The rest of him held up its end of the bargain, as he was fit with delicious muscles, a good tan, and a thatch of masculine chest hair. He was probably the ultimate fantasy man for a lot of women. They’d first met a couple years prior, being introduced by a friend at a fancy get-together not unlike the one from the night before. He came to that party with a stunning willowy blonde in a skimpy dress, but as soon as he first gazed upon Dr. White, he couldn’t take his eyes off of her. The doctor returned the favor, eye-fucking him from across the room as he did the same, his eyes blazing with heat just looking at her. Of course, they left together that night, leaving the skinny, flat-chested blonde in the dust. It wasn’t anything serious between Serge and the blonde, just a bit of fun between two models, so it was easy for the doctor to shove the other woman out of the picture and replace her as the one who’d be taking his cock that evening. But because it wasn’t love between Serge and his blonde companion, breaking them up just didn’t have that same dangerous spice that always made the doctor cum HARD. There was just nothing that could compare to the feeling of a man being stolen, of a love being destroyed, a sensation so incredibly addicting to Dr. White that nothing else could quite compare. That being said, Serge was SO FUCKING GOOD at sex it almost didn’t matter. The French model could make the doctor cum like crazy!

	Both knew the score. Serge was so incredibly hot that he realized very quickly in his adulthood that he could have any woman he wanted. Instead of trying to deny it, he happily resigned himself to his fate, choosing to drown himself in top-shelf pussy, erasing any hope of him ever settling down, falling in love, and being loyal to someone long term. But the good news was, Dr. White didn’t require that of him. She wasn’t close to settling down either, and if she did, she’d prefer it not to be with a man who was so easy to poach.

	She loved the challenge more than anything, the work of driving a stake into the heart of a loving relationship and stealing a man’s love and devotion from his supposed soulmate. Love was such a precious, intimate, private thing… Dr. White often visualized it as a thin crystal ball filled with a pink, rolling cloud, a fog of two souls completely bound together, a rare commodity, possessed by the best and most deserving. True love… it was the most valuable thing two people could ever forge together, the most powerful bond two people could achieve, yet it was contained in a solid yet brittle shell, one that must be protected at all costs. The purpose of marriage was to guard that which was most precious, that love. Yet Dr. White had discovered that shattering that precious bauble and letting that rolling cloud of love pour out and wash all over you, to bathe in its aura and take it into your system… it was more exciting than any worldly thrill. It was more potent than any drug, like the most high-intensity cocaine ever, a sensation that made you feel so alive and so excited that it made your normal existence pale in comparison. Perverting someone’s hard-earned love, using it instead as an aphrodisiac for the sole purpose of cumming like a total slut… it was more thrilling than anything. A pleasure so all-consuming that it was as if it could only be meant for just such a purpose. What was created in these moments after a marriage was wrecked was something far more powerful than what existed before, by an almost exponential degree. The strongest, most intense bonds Dr. White had ever encountered between two people were the ones created in the burning wreckage of a fallen marriage, of one spouse discovering something outside their marriage that was so, SO much better in every way. This was enough to continue exploring her taboo line of work. A thesis had been created by the doctor, and it had been proven over and over again.

	Love only existed to be destroyed, and Dr. White had proven to be the enemy of such a pure thing.

	So, if Dr. White were to ever settle down for good, it would have to be a bond forged in such a manner. Drowning in the high of a powerful love being demolished, experiencing the aftermath of an atomic, brutal destruction of another woman… It was the ultimate rush. The absolute best thing ever! Dr. White had self-analyzed and understood this fact about herself. Among all the many facts she’d learned about human sexuality, she’d gained a crystal-clear understanding of her own sexual preferences. She fundamentally knew she needed that added rush of stealing a married hunk when choosing a man to be her ultimate partner. And until that day came, she’d keep having fun, chasing that highest of highs, exploring what she’d discovered and proving her findings to such a degree that there’d be no room for doubt.

	Therefore, for her and Serge, it was just about two attractive people having incredible sex. And whenever they got together, they had a lot of it. Based on the weakness of the relationship Dr. White had severed, it could never get anywhere close to that ultimate high. But it spoke to Serge’s incredible talents in bed that he was capable of giving Dr. White some of the best sex she’d ever had. It was a damn shame they weren’t having more of it.

	Again, he was literally a model, a pretty well-regarded one at that, so he was traveling all over the world. And she was incredibly busy with the insane amount of work she was doing. But whenever one was in the vicinity of the other, they always made sure to meet. Like one professional meeting another, they understood from their very first night together that these two were at the same level sexually, so they made sure to use each other to their full potential every chance they good. It was respect more than love. Raw, lusty attraction, hot bodies coming together as one. What a waste it would be if these two beautiful people didn’t have as much sex as possible. When apart, they each did their own thing, feeling unrestrained as they fucked as many partners as they wanted. But they made such beautiful music together that they always made sure to conduct symphonies as often as they could.

	Serge had texted her letting her know a week prior that he’d be in town for one night between flights. Even in the midst of her work, she carved out some space in her plans to ensure her night would be spent with him. Adorned in that gorgeous dress and done up immaculately for the gala the night before, Serge was the one who’d get to experience her intense beauty in the flesh, going home with her so they could make each other moan for hours and hours.

	And now, he was lying back in bed, naked, his lower half barely concealed beneath the expensive sheets, smiling as he watched her getting ready for the day ahead. Still on her phone as she worked on her makeup with her back to him, his eyes savored the sight. Wearing an expensive, lacy black bra that dug into her back in a mouthwatering manner in order to support her huge tits, he could see her massive, heavy boobs wobbling ever so slightly through her reflection in the mirror, doing so in a manner that always drove him crazy. Down lower, her ass was exposed as she wore a tiny black thong, her firm, juicy ass cheeks displayed casually just for him. He eyed her delicious body with a hungry smile as he watched her multitask.

	“We have to have a file already started on him…” Dr. White said into the phone, sashaying towards her large walk-in closet, her tits jiggling as she walked with purpose. She approached the large closet, filled with high-end clothes, and basked for a moment about how far she’d come to earn such a luxury.

	Dr. White loved her job, and it had loved her back. Before pivoting her career in its current direction, she lived in a comfy, sensible apartment, making just enough to get by. Now, with her business booming, she lived in what could only be described as a small mansion in a gated community. Three floors, a huge swimming pool, so much space on the grounds both in and out of the house that it practically required staff to make it run. It was a home previously occupied by some tech big-wig and surrounded by very rich neighbors. Now it was hers, and she had settled into this level of luxury as if she belonged, because she did.

	She’d earned it.

	She was a little surprised at how well she fit in this neighborhood among the elite, people who’d been this wealthy their entire lives, but her hyper-rich neighbors were surprisingly welcoming. It was probably because she was so incredibly attractive and had giant boobs. But even in this welcoming environment, her mind was at work. She’d clocked all of her neighbors’ secret fetishes simply by observing them, and if they ever raised a fuss she knew exactly what pressure points to use against them.

	But hopefully, it would never come to that.

	Stepping into her closet, adorned with what had to be well over 1000 different work outfit combinations, she was momentarily paralyzed by choice. Only a few years prior, she wasn’t particularly a fashion type of gal, but with so much of her work being about her and her body, she almost had to become fashion obsessed. Still talking on the phone, her focus was more on the decision in front of her. Tilting her head, going over what she was feeling outfit-wise, she grabbed a purple top and a dark gray business suit. Ending her call, she was just about to turn around when she felt Serge’s presence behind her, pressing his nude form into her from behind.

	“I always love watching you work, baby…” he said, his English good even through his heavy accent. “It’s so fucking sexy…”

	“Mmm…” she sighed, melting into him and smiling. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her cheek. “I think you just like the way my tits look in this bra…” she sighed, his hands already sliding up to her barely contained breasts.

	“I like the whole creation, baby…” he groaned, trying to deny her accusation even as his hands betrayed him, stealing a hungry squeeze of her mammoth tits. “One more for the road?” he asked, his cock stiffening against her ass. Dr. White smiled before shaking her head.

	“I can’t,” she replied, sadly. “I’ve got to get to the hospital this morning. I just… I’ve got a REALLY busy day, and I just got a huge project last night…” He held himself against her, a throaty moan rising from within him. But sensing her mind was already elsewhere, he checked his expectations. Finally, he relented.

	“Damn…” he sighed with a smile, stepping back from her. “Maybe next time.”

	“Definitely next time,” she added with a laugh.

	Five minutes later, she was fully dressed as Serge showered. Stepping into the bathroom to finish getting ready, she spoke out to him as he cleaned himself up.

	“What time’s your flight?” she called out as she checked herself in the mirror.

	“Noon,” he replied, his voice resonating against the shower walls.

	“Well, once I’m at the hospital, I can send my driver back. He can take you to the airport,” she offered, glancing at his obscured form through the glass door of the shower.

	“That would be perfect!” he said warmly.

	“When’ll you be back in the area?” she asked.

	“It’ll be a few months, at least. I’m booked up for a while,” he replied. “It might be another thing like this, one night while I’m passing through…” She grinned to herself.

	“Oh, the joys of being a handsome male model’s booty call…” Dr. White tittered, speaking to him from just outside the shower.

	“You’re so much more than that, babe,” he said, poking his head out from behind the glass, grinning.

	“I gotta go,” she replied, smiling back at him, leaning towards him and kissing him.

	“Till our next night together in paradise,” he replied, making her roll her eyes at the cheesy line. Yet, coming from him, with that accent… she was annoyed at how much it worked for her.

	Stepping outside, her ride was waiting. With her driver, Gerald, holding the door, she greeted him warmly as she stepped into the backseat. Once he got behind the wheel, he awaited her guidance.

	“Take me to the hospital.”

	 

	 

	 

	It had been about four and a half years since Dr. White expanded the scope of her study into the darkest, most immoral corners of sex, lust and betrayal by becoming a matchmaker for sluts. She’d done it before that point without thinking twice about it, such as in her fateful case involving Stacy and Ryan. But it was only later, at the spurring of Kendall, a perceptive, brilliant woman who caught onto what she was doing before anyone else… it was only then that she considered monetizing it. Offering that as a service instead of it being merely a secretive aspect of her day-to-day career.

	The first few cases after that point were tentative, even as she quickly saw the potential such work could offer. Reaching out through likeminded friends, such as Kendall and Kayla, equally amazing and wicked women, and telling them what she was trying to do, she wanted to test the waters and see if they knew some women she could be of service to. Both were happy to help, sending friends her way, sluts looking to score the men of their dreams. And, of course, Dr. White provided, using her skills to bring together married men and the sluts who still pined for them. Even though the wives of these handsome married men were left in ruins due to this, far superior women were left pleased as could be, and Dr. White took pride in helping women of this caliber. As someone who viewed herself as a champion for women, she felt truly fulfilled in doing this work, of helping such amazing women.

	The early progress was slow, her talents at matchmaking work spreading almost solely through word of mouth, or through blind recruiting of women while people watching in public, at a bar, at a store, or even on the street. But Dr. White’s success rate was unreal, leaving a lot of women very happy, impressed, and willing to recommend her services to their friends. Slowly, she gained a reputation among women of a certain type, a magician who could make miracles happen, who could bring people together despite marital status, any negative history they may have, or distance between them. More and more women heard tales of what she could do, how she could put in the work and make the impossible happen. Dr. White forged connections through this success, gaining a network of friends among her satisfied clients, a web that slowly expanded outwards. More happy customers meant more new clients, until it reached a tipping point where her client cases started blowing up exponentially, and she had more potential clients than she knew what to do with.

	Before this point, her steady client base visiting her office for its intended purpose of therapy kept her success steady and comfortable, giving her a life where she had enough money to pay the bills but not enough for her to be living the life of luxury some doctors had. But her side-hustle had blown up, far eclipsing her day job. And it was through this work that her bank account exploded, making money hand over fist, allowing her to both have a life of luxury while putting enough back into her practice to really keep it growing. And it had worked.

	Business was booming!

	What started as a few scattered pockets of women in the area she’d provided matchmaking services to had expanded to not only nationwide, but worldwide. She’d helped women of damn near all types, races, and predilections, leaving a lot of satisfied women that all felt indebted to the good doctor. Even after they’d all settled up and paid her, these women still felt indebted to Dr. White, incentivizing them to help out even beyond their financial debts being cleared. These women were eagerly spreading the word, sending friends her way, and Dr. White’s clientele just kept growing.

	Dr. White was still outwardly a sex therapist, even though she now marketed herself more generally as a standard therapist to get more people in the door. She still did her job, offering legitimate therapeutic services, while still poaching a small number of them for her own devices. But her main focus had inevitably become the matchmaking side of things. While nothing she did in terms of matchmaking was in any way illegal, she still didn’t want to gather any unwanted attention, so they kept up the legitimate side of her work in hopes of dissuading anyone from wondering how a therapist could bring in SO much income. That wasn’t to say they hadn’t gotten some unwanted attention, but those cases had been dealt with in a way only Dr. White could. And they certainly didn’t want anyone actually reviewing their revenue streams and asking questions about where all the money was coming from. Dr. White hired some money people for just this purpose, to handle her revenue in such a manner as to not raise any alarms with the type of people who follow these things.

	A bigger danger for Dr. White was probably on the actual therapy side of things, as her life’s work sometimes involved doing some VERY unethical things in order to engineer the outcome she wanted, crossing lines that therapists weren’t supposed to cross. And as more people came through her door, the chance of word getting out about what she was doing only grew. This both motivated to leave her matchmaking clients very satisfied with her services, and to pick her battles in her therapy sessions in order to minimize blowback. This wasn’t to say she wasn’t having her fun, as she still eagerly poached clients and broke up marriages at a steady rate. She just had to be extra-deft at handling the fallout in a manner where her hands would appear clean. And she had ways to manage those who suspected her role in their downfall, to ensure their complaints fell on deaf ears and no one took their side. And sometimes, at the end of the day, thanks to Dr. White’s skills of ‘persuasion’, they didn’t even remember what they were mad about.

	Another concern as her practice grew was that the added workload of all these new clients practically required her to recruit new employees, and with some of the shit she got up to in her work, she had to seriously vet any hires she made. Dr. White’s office had long ago expanded from its humble beginnings, as she now had over 30 employees, mostly women but some men as well, all in-the-know and like-minded. She trusted every one of them, and she worked hard to remain beloved in their eyes. She had to be a good boss… her work almost made that necessary.

	Typically, with a new client seeking Dr. White the matchmaker, it began with a phone call. When a woman was recommended for Dr. White’s service, she was given a phrase to say, a code-phrase to ensure she was legitimate. She would relay this info to the front desk over the phone, and arrangements were made to meet in the office. Upon this meeting, Dr. White, or one of her fellow doctors or interns, would take down their information and begin a file. A profile, a dossier about this person they were working with. They would do a background check, internet search, and sometimes even utilize some good old-fashioned surveillance to gather information to both learn more about them and ensure they were who they said they were. They would then be asked if they were seeking out a specific man, or a blind search to locate a man who embodied a certain type they were looking for.

	For the latter, that’s where the work of her interns paid off, as they made files on as many eligible men as possible, men they encountered in life, some they knew personally, some they’d only heard of. Additionally, any notable men they came across, famous figures, successful men, guys who were exceptional… her interns were encouraged to make a file of all of them. Dr. White wanted to cast as wide a net as possible. This meant they had a library of potential studs for the taking, married, taken, single, men of all types. Then, when a woman came in looking for something specific, they had an expansive catalog to choose from. Cases like this were common, and while the work was expensive, the cost wouldn’t break the bank. Dr. White would often leave cases like this to her subordinates, with some small oversight of course, trusting them to arrange a blind meeting between the client and the man they were being set up with. The work in this vein was steady and consistent, a solid revenue stream.

	The prized cases were the former, the cases where these women were seeking out a specific man to be paired up with. In situations like this, beyond starting a file for the client, they would start one for the man she wanted as well, if they didn’t have one already. From there, they’d do the full court press on the man in terms of research, learning everything they could about him, developing a profile they could start working with. They rarely got one of these men in the door to her office, so they had to be creative in order to study him and figure out what made him tick. Dr. White would take an active hand in cases like these, as her understanding of men and her reads of them had become uncanny, almost like a magic trick. She could study a man and figure him out within minutes of meeting them, and in doing so figure out a method of attack in order to wear him down and ensure he’d end up in the arms of their client.

	Dr. White took an active hand in cases like these in terms of dealing with the client, because her impeccable reads of people were needed to best handle these high value cases. The blind matchmaking came at a pretty standard rate, but for cases like this, where they were hunting for a specific man, the cost would fluctuate due to the difficulty of the case. It had to be that way to ensure that a random woman who’d heard what Dr. White did for living didn’t just walk off the street and demand to fuck the most famous Hollywood hunk alive. In cases like this where women who weren’t ‘at the level’ to land a man far outclassing them, Dr. White would simply price them out, her quote eclipsing what they could ever hope to conceivably pay, talking them down to someone a little more manageable. She’d had her bluff called in this regard a couple times, with some women willing to pay the exorbitant cost in order to hook up with a man they should conceivably have no shot with, but Dr. White took pride at somehow ensuring these impossible projects became success stories, bringing in huge windfalls by leaving these rich clients extremely satisfied with her work.

	This is the work where she made her name. This was the type of matchmaking that earned her a reputation as a miracle worker. Not just landing these impossible studs, but entangling her clients with the men of their dreams. This is the shit that took her from a humble office barely getting by to owning three stories of a skyscraper in the middle of downtown. This is the shit that put her up in a mansion. This is what took her from worrying about paying the bills to never having to worry about money again.

	But most relevantly in regard to her business this morning, she wasn’t always paid in cash. One client, an older woman from a wealthy family much like Renee Fields, was famously cheap despite her intense wealth. So, when she came into Dr. White’s office seeking to forge a permanent coupling with a young hunk half her age that actively protested her family and their political and financial dealings, she came up with a creative option to foot the bill. She’d inherited ownership of a small, ritzy private hospital, Bishop Memorial, many years prior, a role she cared little about beyond how it could make money for her. Unenthused by this position, she offered to hand it over to Dr. White in lieu of a cash payment. While Dr. White was initially uninterested in taking on yet another job, the other woman sweetened the deal.

	Her client explained that while the hospital she owned was equipped to handle all sorts of cases, emergencies, surgeries, and private care, its history was in psychiatric treatment, having once been an asylum many decades prior before being revitalized to its current state. And it still had a focus on psychiatric care, being fully equipped to handle such patients, so it felt proper to put a therapist at the head of such a facility. And if she was in charge, she could do… pretty much whatever she wanted there without oversight. Dr. White’s eyes flashed at the possibilities.

	Dr. White took the deal.

	While her client still maintained a majority financial stake in the private hospital, she offloaded a good portion of it to Dr. White, as well as the leadership position, to the doctor. Happy to simply give up this job to Dr. White, she quickly washed her hands of its day-to-day business and left Dr. White to her own devices. And with Dr. White in charge, she changed the shape of the hospital to suit her many needs.

	First, there were a fair number of her former patients, or former spouses of patients, that had been left in a very broken state after their encounters with Dr. White to the point where they were committed to various facilities for extended care. They would now be brought all under one roof for further study and evaluation, now fully under Dr. White’s watch. All those broken wives…

	Additionally, there would be a large turnover in staff. While there were plenty of extraordinarily talented doctors and nurses working there that were too good to let walk, there were some who Dr. White could imagine becoming… obstacles. Dr. White really wanted this place to reflect her belief system and the work she was doing, and she hoped to be able to use this incredible facility as an arm to support her life’s work. With this in mind, she made it a point to reach out and hire women who had experience in the medical field, doctors and nurses and the like, who perhaps for one reason or another weren’t able to currently utilize these skills. Perhaps women who had faced disciplinary action in the course of doing their job that prevented them from continuing to practice medicine in the manner they were clearly qualified for.

	Their skills shouldn’t be wasted due to a few ethical lapses that, in truth, really shouldn’t be treated as offenses at all! Hospitals and other medical facilities could be very intense places. Could a nurse really be blamed for being caught inhaling a married doctor’s quite lengthy cock after a harrowing night saving lives? You could blame her for getting caught, of course, and you could certainly regard her as a wicked slut, but she should not be judged for performing the act. It’s human nature! Women like this save lives! They deserve the opportunity to relieve some stress. And sometimes, these lady doctors, nurses, medical assistants, or even hospital executives… to do their best work, they need to be in the proper mindset. And that often meant that they needed to be getting laid regularly. Women like that deserved to be properly taken care of sexually, and with them working such busy hours, they had to find sexual relief where they could find it.

	So, why is it such a big deal that a little in-house fraternization happens? Should a bright, up-and-coming star doctor lose her job just because she got caught riding a patient’s big thick married cock while he recuperated from a broken leg? Having a big pair of tits shoved in his face did improve his attitude, so it could be argued that it was proper standard of care. Perhaps it was a bad idea to continue bad-mouthing the patient’s wife even after she caught them in the act, calling her a “stupid, flat-chested piece of shit” while the husband squeezed her big boobs and pumped a massive load of cum deep inside her. But should her talents go to waste because of that? Of course not!

	Should a hospital administrator be so judged for milking a billionaire patient out of a tiny portion of his hefty bank account, trading full access to her massive, mature tits for a very charitable donation to the hospital? That’s called keeping the doors open, and she saved countless lives using her body. That’s not cause for a firing… that makes her worthy a promotion!

	Should a nurse be fired for spoiling the results of a male virility medical study just because she got worn down by the handsome, confident hyper-potent subject of the study and swallowed one of his sperm samples? This was a nurse who was forced to swallow a lot of bull from her employers over the years… could she really be blamed for swallowing some cum as well? All the bullshit of the job had left her jaded at a far younger age than some of her fellow nurses, and she was dealing with this brash, confident college student who’s incredibly rich, virile sperm was being treated as this golden elixir, a centerpiece of this expansive virility study, the most potent seed these doctors had ever encountered. How could she be blamed, after months of handling these heavy, manly sperm samples for months, having it paraded under her nose, for finally just giving in and swallowing some? Especially when the brash fucker producing the stuff kept urging her to do so, knowing it would pierce through her icy exterior and give her a satisfaction he suspected she needed? She practically did it just to shut him up, downing a cup of his cum like a drunk college girl downing a beer, only with a substance arguably far more potent than that swill. And he was able to produce another sample within minutes of witnessing this sight, so what was the big deal?

	The people running the study only noticed something amiss when his sperm samples began to appear a little less potent, forcing them to look into it further. They didn’t suspect their trusted nurse had begun skimming from the top, gulping down the most potent sperm for herself like it was a new addiction. You could argue that it was unwise for her to be swallowing his sperm straight from the tap, especially due to the fact that that’s how she was found out, her lips wrapped around his thick, swollen cum cannon, his hands forcing her deeper as her spit pooled lewdly at his crotch, her throat clucking as the virile student fucked her mouth roughly and mercilessly and called the experienced nurse 10 years his senior his slut. The doctors running the study watched in horror as this nurse simply swallowed their prized sperm sample. This stuff was the centerpiece of their study, and instead of researching the subject’s abnormally high virility, a study which could improve the lives of people around the world, it was instead being pumped down a nurse’s hungry throat. By the time she came up for air, eyes glassy and dazed, she was fired, and the results of the study were tainted by her involvement. But to Dr. White, this only added to the research since this only spoke to his virility, and the potency of his prized seed. It turned an overworked nurse into a drooling, overjoyed cum-addict. A total blowjob queen! What a mistake it was for her to be fired. Luckily enough, Dr. White was wise enough to correct such an error.

	In fact, Dr. White was inspired by this specific case to set up a research wing of her own in this hospital, so this type of study could take place under her watch, so such errors wouldn’t be made in the future. Not the mistake of a nurse repeatedly sucking off the patient at the heart of the experiment, but of firing her for doing such a thing. Too many researchers let even the slightest mistake or ethical lapse tank an entire study. Not Dr. White, though. She would promote an atmosphere of intense learning and education, one not bound by the restrictive ethical barriers that held other researchers back. She would not let incredible progress be halted just because a researcher’s lips ended up wrapped around their subject’s cock. In fact, she would account for it, because frankly, sometimes such things were inevitable. Dr. White knew from experience that some barriers had to be pushed past for true discoveries to be made, and she was willing to test those boundaries in any way she could.

	The private hospital Dr. White took control of still functioned exactly as a hospital should even with this culture change and massive staff turnover. Initially, the new hires all came there on their best behavior. Many professional women that the doctor recruited came looking for a second chance, looking to keep their noses clean of the type of malfeasance that got them into trouble in the first place. That’s the lesson that had been hammered into them through their respective firings, and that’s what they figured any possible employer would expect from them. They all promised as much in their initial interviews with Dr. White, only for the doctor’s disappointed expression, pointed look, and muted “Hmmph,” as a reaction left them feeling as if they’d said the wrong thing. Dr. White knew exactly what she was doing, engineering her response to them in just such a manner as to put the seed in their mind that Dr. White wouldn’t be nearly as judgmental about such things were they to make the same mistake again. Some of them clocked Dr. White’s intentions immediately, quickly abandoning the ‘personal growth’ they’d gained in the intervening time and immediately falling back into their old behaviors, specifically fucking a hot doctor, or a studly patient, or the attractive husband of a patient. And as soon as trouble started to rear its head again, their earlier read of Dr. White’s gentle nudging was proven accurate, as the doctor was right there and ready to make any complaints disappear and protect her staff at all costs, creating a quick loyalty among her employees.

	And for the ones who hadn’t yet taken the bait to backslide into their old ways, Dr. White was ever patient. Dr. White was good at sowing the seeds she planted in their minds, gently encouraging them to follow their instincts, sometimes being less subtle and all but coming out and saying what they should be getting up to in their working hours. But for the most part, these women got the picture. That one slutty doctor went right back to fucking handsome male patients. The former hospital administrator was back to milking rich patients out of their money. And that blowjob queen of a nurse had gotten back to swallowing dick on a regular basis during working hours, seeking an equal to the virile young stud who’d gotten her into trouble in the first place.

	It wasn’t just disgraced medical professionals who Dr. White cherry-picked to staff her new hospital. She discovered quite a fruitful avenue for hires among women coming from the sex industry. Models, strippers, porn stars… there would always come a time when women from those backgrounds sought to leave their respective industries and make a more upstanding living. And often the profession they chose was health care. Unfortunately, a lot of reputable places didn’t want any part of women who had a past in those fields, proving to be unwilling to hire them despite being perfectly trained and qualified. That regularly led these women to do everything they could to hide their past, causing them to live in fear that their secret could come out and cost them their living.

	Dr. White provided a haven for women like this. Upon hiring them, the doctor was upfront that she was well aware of their history, her and her team doing extensive background checks on any new hires, before explaining to these women that their previous professions would have no bearing on their current employment. So they had no reason to fear losing their jobs because of that. The gratefulness that immediately exuded from these women was apparent, creating an immediate loyalty to the doctor for providing them a way make a living without fear of professional shaming for what they did in the past to make ends meet.

	And just like the doctors and nurses whose past ethical lapses caused them to promise Dr. White that they’d be on their best behavior, these women from the sex industry promised the same thing. Dr. White gave them the same reaction she did the others, but for women with more professionally honed skills in the art of filth, it took them far less time to catch on to what the doctor was hinting at, and even less time to fall back into their old ways and utilize their many talents on the job. Very soon, Dr. White had physical therapists on staff who were willing to give their patients a striptease as a motivational reward for reaching their therapeutic benchmarks. There were nurses on staff who used to be in porn, and were allowing their patients to spend their nights watching their old movies, getting them worked up and filling them with energy and vitality until they were in a far better state than when they entered the hospital.

	This hospital became such an oasis for these women that they recommended it to their friends, a place where they could work without fear of their past coming back to bite them. Dr. White was happy to bring more of these women onboard until this hospital seemed like something out of a fantasy for some of their patients, surrounded by gorgeous, buxom, slutty nurses and other hospital workers that were very willing to do ANYTHING it took to make their patients feel better. They were professional enough to work alongside their more experienced coworkers, and those experienced coworkers were slutty enough to not judge these new recruits harshly.

	These women didn’t comprise all of her new recruits, but it was a sizable percentage of them. And more importantly, these were women who quickly gained an immediate, intense loyalty towards Dr. White, willing to do anything for her. The point was, very quickly, Dr. White had the pieces in place to truly exert her will within the walls of the hospital. If a specific VIP patient entered their facility that Dr. White needed to get seduced and corrupted, Dr. White had the women in place to make it happen, either knowingly or unknowingly setup by the doctor. All it would require was a little push by the Doc to have one of her girls seal the deal in the way she wanted. And some were already loyal enough to the doctor that they’d be willing foot soldiers for whatever wicked ideas she had in mind.

	Due to the nature of their work, Dr. White’s team had to be careful. In the same way they were on the lookout for VIPs, they were also on guard for anyone who could present a problem to them. Being a private hospital, they had the ability to reject patients, working to get any potential problem patients out of their hair before they could clock what was happening around them. Luckily, Dr. White had hired some really sharp women, and they did a fantastic job of protecting the hospital, working in line with the doctor to ensure that her work would continue on unscathed.

	It took some time, a lot of hard work, and sheer force of will, but eventually this hospital felt like hers. It reflected her philosophy. It was staffed with people who shared her same outlook. It soon worked in conjunction with her other pursuits like clockwork. It was modern. It was sleek. It was daring. Gone was boring old Bishop Memorial Hospital. In its place, St. Lilith’s Medical Center, one of the most advanced privately owned hospitals in the nation.

	But Dr. White’s pride and joy at St. Lilith’s was the Psych ward, and that is where Dr. White was most hands on with actual patient care. Due to the circumstances of some of the patients, specifically Dr. White’s intertwined history with them, Dr. White had to let in certain members of the staff beyond the veil and let them know exactly how active she was in their respective downfalls. It took some weeding out, but Dr. White now had a staff she could trust in terms of being like-minded and supportive of her work. There were a few hiccups in reaching this point, of course, and there would be more in the future, but she was happy with her crew trust-wise. However, not all of them had the delicate touch required for the job, occasionally requiring a talking to in order to toughen them up for the hard work required, hoping to erase any mercy they may feel towards the patients under their care, as that would only create headaches for the doctor. Requiring such a specific mindset limited their options in terms of staffing, but at the moment, they had a good crew there to carry out Dr. White’s wishes.

	But as such a busy lady, she couldn’t be at the hospital all the time, instead leaving the tough work to her crew of like-minded women. With the exception of major events, Dr. White would go there twice a month to check-in and get status updates, along with taking an active hand whenever one of her patients required it. This was one of those days, and even though it didn’t always line up with her already busy schedule, she always enjoyed this aspect of patient care. So, while the former owner of the hospital resented taking an active hand in hospital business, Dr. White fucking loved it.

	She always loved seeing how far some of the women under her care had fallen.

	 

	 

	 

	“Jenny…” Dr. White said tentatively, addressing her patient calmly in this quiet examination room. Across from her was the woman in question, Jenny, a former friend of hers, one who’d been her patient just about longer than anyone, although it started under much better circumstances. But her downfall had been one the most formative events of Dr. White’s career. She’d come to Dr. White in a relatively good place in life, married to a great man, living a relatively normal existence. But she’d been haunted by dreams of her husband cheating on her with her own mother to the point where it was beginning to affect her life beyond her just nightmares, eroding some of the trust she felt towards her hubby. And while Dr. White began her work totally on her patient’s side, one meeting with Jenny’s mother, Gina, was enough for the doctor to switch sides. The older woman’s wicked mind ignited something within the cool and calm doctor that soon became a roaring fire of pure sin that had burned away her preconceptions and revealed her life’s true purpose, eventually inciting her rise to her current standing in life. But the spark had begun during that fateful first meeting with Jenny’s sexy mother Gina, convincing the doctor to do the unbelievable. Dr. White betrayed her patient’s trust and enabled Gina to seduce Jenny’s husband, stealing her man and life in the process. Catching them in action, along with Dr. White, broke Jenny’s mind completely. She couldn’t handle it. She couldn’t deal with what she was seeing. Her nightmares were reality. Nothing made sense anymore. What was real and what wasn’t?

	And Dr. White was right there to study the wreckage.

	Jenny’s feelings of disconnect from reality were expertly stoked along by the wicked doctor even as she outwardly pretended to try to help her, and very quickly, the young wife’s grasp of what was real was fully shattered, unable to discern fiction from reality anymore. Dr. White, Gina, and even her former husband took part in what could only be described as gaslighting, insisting that what Jenny had seen and continuing to see wasn’t actually reality. That it was her broken mind taking over, conjuring these wicked sights in place of what was really happening. Dr. White kept insisting to Jenny again and again that her husband and her mom weren’t actually having sex, and that the doctor hadn’t actually betrayed her and helped such a forbidden pair come together. When in fact, every claim Jenny made, every accusation she gave, was 100% real. Everything that she said had indeed happened, but Dr. White had enough respect among her peers that no one doubted her diagnosis that Jenny had lost her sense of reality. No one believed Jenny’s claims otherwise as she was committed for psychiatric treatment, under the watchful eye of the very woman she had accused of aiding in her life’s ruinous destruction, Dr. White. Not only had the doctor aided in the young woman’s downfall, but Jenny had been reduced to a mere guinea pig, a rat in the cage of an evil scientist, subject to her wicked whims.

	Was it cruel to gaslight someone into oblivion? Absolutely. But the findings of someone collapsing into their own worst fears as their world crumbled around them, that absolute level of despair she was feeling, that level of sexual inferiority… it was too fruitful to ignore. And reducing a woman she once considered a friend to a creature in a cage to be poked and prodded at in the name of scientific study, asserting total and complete dominance over her… the doctor couldn’t deny the feeling was intoxicating. She could only imagine how incredible Gina felt for asserting the same level of dominance over her own daughter by stealing her husband… it was no wonder they had an incredibly active sex life. But as Dr. White quickly realized, discovery and progress often meant breaking a few ethical rules. And the results, and seeing how far downward someone could fall by being betrayed as completely as possible… it was indeed incredible. When the doctor eventually released her findings, she would be heralded for how far she went in her scientific studies about the downfall of women like Jenny, women who’d been broken down due solely to their sexual inferiority compared to other women.

	Jenny had been committed for many years now. Early on, her mind still tried to fight back, to reject what she was being told, that fighting spirit of hers really shining. She had insisted for the longest time that what she saw was real, that her mother, husband and therapist had all colluded to ruin her life. But Dr. White’s word had taken precedent over hers in the eyes of everyone, keeping the broken young woman in place at the psychiatric care facility. And frankly, from an outside perspective, her story was pretty crazy, beyond belief. She yelled and screamed about what had happened, the injustice imparted upon her by her slutty mom, scheming therapist, and cheating husband, but no one believed her. And her continued annoying insistence that they had only made her look worse in the eyes of everyone. To preserve Jenny in this state, the doctor just had to deny, deny, deny, so that anyone that could override her word didn’t. And the doctor’s clear, calm demeanor compared to Jenny’s wild claims had even the most senior mental healthcare workers on Dr. White’s side.

	Jenny resisted the doctor, that burning injustice staying alight inside her for so, so long, motivating her opposition to Dr. White’s treatment. But the doctor was patient, and she had a plan. If she remained inflexible to Jenny’s story, and simply kept telling her the same thing, that her husband fucking her mother never happened, and that she gave no sign of ever believing the other woman’s accusations, never breaking character, never changing her own story in the slightest, the young woman would eventually begin to question herself. Eventually, the broken wife would believe it.

	It took a long time, but Jenny finally allowed for the possibility that she may be crazy, that her mind had invented this whole thing. But even still, Dr. White could tell she was still clinging to the belief that what she’d seen did in fact happen, that her mom, Dr. White, and her husband had all teamed up against her. Because of this, in order to extend the treatment, the doctor had to further the young wife’s descent into madness. She had to really test her to make sure she had truly made progress.

	It started with Dr. White sharing photos on her phone, pictures that she explained were perfectly normal pictures of nice pure things, like cute animals, or normal scenes with groups of people. In truth, these photos were pictures of Jenny’s former husband Matt and her mom Gina, sometimes normal pictures of them living their lives together taken from social media, and some of them taken in the midst of having rough sex with each other. Jenny would be shocked and horrified by this sight, but Dr. White would remain calm, explaining that these were perfectly normal pictures, and that if Jenny wasn’t seeing what Dr. White said, then her mind was still damaged. Jenny did her best to keep calm, but Dr. White could always see the fires of betrayal burning in her eyes whenever she laid eyes upon her mother and husband in the midst of illicit sexual action. And whenever she did, Dr. White would let her know that she’d failed, and that until she could get through this treatment plan without reacting like that, she would be stuck here.

	Only then did Jenny show some progress, controlling herself enough to not react, to outwardly deny what she was seeing. But Dr. White saw right through it and never let her succeed, continually moving the goalposts, never letting her feel as if she was making any actual progress. And as her defenses got stronger, Dr. White ramped up the attack to the degree where she couldn’t help but react, causing her to fail in all her progress. It went from photos, to videos, and beyond. Until Jenny could truly gaslight herself, until she actually didn’t see what was being shown to her, she could never truly make progress in the eyes of the doctor. Dr. White wasn’t even sure it could be done, but if it could, this case would be truly groundbreaking. But even if Jenny did succeed in this, Dr. White was skeptical whether she’d ever actually release her from her hold. If someone was that broken, they couldn’t actually be a functioning adult in the real world. Wouldn’t they be more valuable as a subject to study?

	When Dr. White took full control at St. Lilith’s, and they were able to move Jenny there where she was completely under the doctor’s control, they really cut loose, finally doing something that Dr. White had been trying to engineer for years. With no one to get in the way, Dr. White was able to bring in both Matt and Gina to put on a live performance, having sex with each other, with Jenny watching behind a two-way mirror. The sight was too visceral for Jenny to pretend she was seeing anything else, and Dr. White took advantage, asking Jenny to tell her what she was seeing. Each time, she would describe what she was seeing in great detail, every gruesome detail of watching her own mother having really nasty sex with the man who used to be her husband. Her eyes took in every shocking moment as the gentle, kind, friendly man she married threw himself fully into filthy sex with her mom, not holding back, almost unrecognizable as he was driven by an unstoppable need to fuck Gina’s brains out. Each detail in seeing this sinful encounter taking place in front of her was etched into her mind, and she would convey what she was seeing to Dr. White. She would get these details exactly right, but it was never the correct answer to Doctor White. Dr. White would insist that her mother and husband were in there taking part in a normal, chaste scene, but the former wife wasn’t yet broken enough to deny what she was actually seeing. Dr. White would mark this as a failure even as she described reality in grisly detail, because she wasn’t giving the doctor what she wanted. The one time she held strong and tried to deny what she was seeing, Dr. White stepped it up, urging Jenny to continue describing the scene out loud as the doctor herself left the room to join Gina and Matt in theirs, removing her clothes and joining the illicit couple in the action. Jenny’s fiction collapsed as she described what she was seeing, describing Dr. White riding her former husband’s cock, sobbing as Dr. White squirted her sex-juices against the glass separating them, laughing at Jenny and trash talking her as she did so.

	Jenny kept insisting that 2 + 2 was equal to 4, but Dr. White continued to tell her that was wrong. Eventually, she would give up and realize the answer was 5. Dr. White was so excited for the day where she was truly broken in such a way, descending into such a state solely due to internalized sexual inferiority which had become externalized thanks to the doctor. Unfortunately, even to this day, Jenny hadn’t quite gotten there. She wasn’t quite broken enough to lie to herself about what she was seeing and truly believe it. But goodness, that day was coming soon. They were so close! On that day where Dr. White seemingly took part in a threesome with her husband and her mom right in front of Jenny, when Dr. White returned to the other room, she was fully dressed and completely put-together, not a hair out of place, to a degree that Jenny truly questioned what she was seeing. That she might really be crazy. What Dr. White was doing… it was working.

	The toll on her psyche was evident even just looking at her. She was once pretty and full of life. Now, her blonde hair was stringy and ragged. Her eyes were sunken. Her lips thin and wormy. Her skin so pale it looked translucent. She was skinny as well, malnourished, leaving what curves she did have almost gone. Not that she wasn’t being cared for properly, as Dr. White made sure she was being fed and cleaned up as much as possible. But… her decaying psyche was making itself clear just by looking at her. Dressed as she normally was in comfortable but bulky hospital gowns, the once cute young woman frankly didn’t look pleasing to the eye.

	This was all the more striking when put in contrast with the doctor, who’d never looked better. Her hair a shiny, vibrant brown. Eyes shiny and bright and full of life, adorned with fashionable eye ware. Skin tanned, golden and alive. Her makeup perfectly done, subtle yet classy. Her body adorned in a very stylish, very expensive business suit, tailored to her delicious frame. A smooth, satiny purple blouse underneath it, unbuttoned as always to showcase her succulent cleavage to her former friend. And now that they were far larger than they used to be when the first got to know each other, there was so much more to show off. She was so much more full of life than her former friend.

	Jenny was the doctor’s first patient of the day, visiting her pretty soon after she arrived at the hospital. Dr. White always made sure to keep a special eye on her legacy cases, and Jenny’s progress remained on her mind even after all these years.

	Seated across from each other in this small examination room as they prepped for their appointment, they weren’t alone. One of the nurses was with them as well, standing behind Jenny, one hand on her shoulder. These days, Jenny had a tendency to get… agitated… so the nurse was here to keep an eye on her. That, added to the soft restraints around Jenny’s wrists, binding her to the chair she was seated on, meant she probably wasn’t going anywhere. But you could never be too careful.

	Dr. White nodded at the nurse as the interview began. As Dr. White started with her standard questioning, the nurse turned on the TV behind the doctor. Jenny’s eyes struggled not to watch the footage playing on TV. She did her best to ignore footage of her very naked, very sexy mom riding the living hell out of the man who used to be the blonde’s husband. Gina’s giant tits were bouncing everywhere, it was damn near hypnotic. It was hard not to stare!

	“Tell me, Jenny… what do you see on the screen behind me?” Dr. White asked calmly, awaiting an answer.

	“It’s… it’s a grassy field. With the wind blowing…” Jenny answered nervously, gulping, her eyes continuing to flick to the screen.

	“Is it?” Dr. White questioned, glancing over her shoulder, a small knowing smirk across her lips as she glanced at the nurse. Jenny’s eyes went wide, and the words caught in her throat for a moment.

	“It’s dolphins swimming in the ocean…” Jenny answered hopefully. Dr. White smiled and shook her head.

	“Try again…” Dr. White suggested, putting on a bored, dismissive façade.

	“A crowd walking down a New York City street…” Jenny stated, as firmly as she could. Dr. White looked away and exhaled before looking back at her harried patient.

	“So, what’s your mom doing to your husband right now?” Dr. White asked calmly, watching the blonde across from her. Jenny’s eyes flicked up to the screen, tears forming.

	“She’s… she’s riding him…” Jenny squeaked out. Dr. White smiled.

	“How do her breasts look? A bit bigger than before? How many kids are they up to now in this little fantasy world you’ve constructed?” Dr. White asked.

	“Four…” Jenny replied. “A boy, a girl, and the twins…”

	“So, how big have her tits gotten?” Dr. White repeated. “Pregnancy has a tendency to really make them huge…” she added. Jenny’s eyes flicked to the doctor’s chest before studying the screen. Dr. White was playing along with Jenny as if following the narrative of the sinful visions the blonde woman had dictated to her over their years of treatment, not giving away that she had seen the same footage Jenny was currently watching.

	“Big. Like… the size of basketballs…” Jenny said, shaking her head.

	“And does your husband… is he enjoying them?” Dr. White asked. Jenny’s eyes flicked back to the screen. As Gina rode Matt, his big hands were palming her enormous, milk-filled jugs, squeezing them greedily.

	“Yes…” Jenny admitted. They both could hear Gina cry out in pleasure, voicing some invective towards her daughter. Inspired by this, Dr. White inquired about it.

	“How’s your mom enjoying herself?” the doctor asked, still playing dumb. “She must be showing some sort of regret for doing such filthy things with the man you married… right?” She asked this with a raised eyebrow and a barely restrained grin.

	“She’s enjoying herself… a lot!” Jenny admitted, unable to look the doctor in the eye.

	“Oh really? Are you sure? Have you heard her admit anything that would have you think that?” Dr. White asked. “She couldn’t possibly…”

	“Mom said…” Jenny began before choking on her words. “She asked him how he ever thought he could get married to me when it was clear he always wanted her so much more than me.”

	“Well, maybe you misheard…” Dr. White began, but Jenny interrupted.

	“Then she said that it was obvious that Matt was always in love with her tits more than he ever loved me. And that if she had shown just a little bit more cleavage during our wedding, he would have shoved me out of the way and married her instead,” Jenny told the doctor, the words rushing out of her as she repeated what her mom said. “Then they both laughed.”

	“Jenny, I know them both so well. They would never say such things…” Dr. White warned her.

	“And then Mom said that she still can’t believe I’m her daughter, that I got none of her best features,” Jenny began. “And that it was for the best that she stole Matt for me, so they can cut me out of their life almost completely, that way they don’t have to think about what a fucking pathetic, flat-chested disappointment I turned out to be. Matt agreed then started sucking her tits.”

	At this, Jenny began sobbing, her head in her hands. Dr. White paused again, smiling patiently at Jenny, closing her notebook as she did so, knowing they were done for now.

	“Doesn’t it feel better to be honest with me, Jenny?” Dr. White, her tone infuriatingly smug. But Jenny was too far gone to get upset about the doctor’s tone when what she just heard and witnessed her mother and former husband doing was so much worse. Letting this sink in for a few moments, Dr. White kept jabbing at her.

	“Jenny, a word of advice…” she started. ‘If you’re gonna try lying to me, you need to actually believe it,’ Dr. White explained to her. Taking a long, annoyed breath, she continued. “This… this was just disappointing.” Dr. White could tell that Jenny was trying to give her the answer she wanted, but she still knew the math didn’t check out. No… the point for her was to believe the falsehood. She was trying to give the doctor the right answer, but the fire in her eyes at witnessing these betrayals hadn’t been extinguished. Could Dr. White push her to the point where she would admit she’d made it all up? To admit and truly believe that 2 + 2 = 5, and not just pretend it? But immediately upon this dismissal, the light in Jenny’s eyes went ablaze, staring at the doctor with murderous intent.

	“You bitch! You fucking bitch!” Jenny suddenly screamed through her tears, trying to jump out of her seat, both the restraints and the nurse behind her keeping her in place. Dr. White didn’t budge, unafraid of the other woman. Dr. White nodded at the nurse, giving her permission to inject a tranquilizer into the blonde woman’s arm. Dr. White finally continued once her patient calmed down.

	“Your mind keeps conjuring these wicked scenarios involving your wonderful mother, Gina, and your loyal husband, Matt. Sometimes, they involve me, or Nurse Addison, even…” Dr. White said, gesturing to the smiling nurse behind her.

	“No! I swear you two were involved! I saw it! When they were here, I saw it!” Jenny cried out, sounding insane. ‘You both walked in there like all was normal, and pulled off your clothes, and sucked Matt’s dick, and fucked him too! You all did! I saw it! And you!’ Jenny spoke at the nurse behind her. “You sucked my mom’s tits and rimmed her ass when you were done with Matt! You fucking slut! You both are!” Dr. White looked away from the blonde, annoyed, before glancing up at the nurse standing behind Jenny, sharing a smile between them. This was all true, of course… when Gina and Matt had last visited, a few months after their initial performance in front of Jenny, Dr. White and Addison had indeed joined them in the fun. But Jenny couldn’t believe that. Even though she’d seen every dirty detail, it was on them to convince her it was all fiction. All the conjuring’s of a broken mind.

	“You know… there have been times where you almost had me convinced you’d made some real progress,” Dr. White replied, showing a little annoyance. “Instead, you’ve been pretending… wasting my time, suckering us all in as if you had finally turned a corner. And in doing so, you disrespect the time and honor of myself, of Nurse Addison, of your mom, and your husband, all people who have been nothing but supportive of your progress. When you are ready to apologize to all of us, to confront your issues fully… then we can see about getting you out of here. But until the day where you can watch one of these videos and truly, genuinely tell me that you don’t see your mom and husband having nasty, filthy, amazing sex with each other, then we can talk. When you can finally admit that this entire story is merely a nightmare and not reality… only then can you begin to make some real progress. Until then, I don’t think we have more to discuss here…” Dr. White said with finality, cutting the appointment short and standing up.

	“You bitch! You fucking bitch! I know what you did! You’re against me! You’re all against me! One fucking day I’ll make you pay!” Jenny screamed out, shaking violently in her seat, trying to break her restraints.

	Dr. White was genuinely annoyed. After previous appointments, she had started to let herself believe that Jenny was further along than this. She allowed herself to get excited about the next steps she would take in aiding Jenny’s further downfall. And she’d been led to believe this was the case by her doctors here. Perhaps it was Dr. White’s superior skill, or the fact that she knew Jenny better than any of them, or that Jenny couldn’t keep up the act when faced down with one of the people responsible for her current state, but within moments, Dr. White saw through her. Jenny’s façade cracked almost immediately, rather obviously to her, but perhaps not as much to those lacking the level of skill she had. Opting to take out her annoyance on Jenny, she spoke up.

	“Let’s leave Jenny in here for a little bit with one of these movies…” Dr. White began vindictively. “Put on the one that reminded her of this apparent encounter that we were both involved in… the one that made her cry…”

	“Yes, doctor,” Addison replied, grinning. Dr. White turned on her heel and marched out of the room, where she was met by the doctor who handled Jenny’s care, Dr. Julia Rosen. She was about nine years older than Dr. White, and quite stunning. A brunette with hair down to her shoulders, a winning smile, sharp eyes, and a relentless demeanor, she was a great doctor, certain ethical lapses in her past notwithstanding. And she was very voluptuous as well, with a great ass that she worked hard for, a nice tan, and a pair of fantastic double F-cups. She dressed well, taking advantage of Dr. White’s relaxed guidelines to wear a slightly shorter skirt than you’d typically encounter from a woman of her stature, ending just above her knees, and a snug black blouse under her white doctor’s coat that exposed a fair amount of smooth cleavage.

	Like most at St. Lilith’s, she was hand-picked by the doctor. And for that, plus many other reasons, she felt quite deferential towards her younger supervisor.

	“I apologize about that,” Dr. Rosen stated, walking alongside her boss.

	“She’s a tricky one,” Dr. White replied coolly. ‘She’s been committed for years. You would think someone as fragile-minded as her would have crumbled years ago, but… the fire keeps burning. What happened to her… she is clinging onto it like her life depends on it. I’ve had so many others break like that!’ she said, snapping her fingers. “But she’s holding on…” Perhaps it was just because she was trying to truly demolish Jenny’s psyche in a way she hadn’t tried with other women, or maybe it was just that Jenny’s mind was uncommonly stubborn… She still hadn’t been shattered completely. This was disappointing.

	“But still. I know how busy you are. I shouldn’t have wasted your time…” Dr. Rosen stated, apologetically. Dr. White stopped and turned to face her.

	“It’s good for me to get out here,” Dr. White began, trying to ease the other doctor’s nerves. ‘I don’t get out here and check on patients as often as I should.’ Dr. Rosen nodded and smiled lightly. But not to let her off too easy, Dr. White continued. “But next time, you’d better be sure. I want some good progress on Jenny, even if it means more intense work on her.”

	“I understand,” Dr. Rosen replied, feeling properly chastised, relieved that Dr. White wasn’t madder. She didn’t know how many other doctors would be willing to give her a second chance. “Believe me, Jen… I am totally on board with your work. You know that. We will break her down, just as you want.” Dr. White smiled and nodded.

	“Take me through some of the others,” Dr. White said, resuming walking down the hall. The windowed corridor gave them views to plenty of other psych patients under their care. Despite her mild annoyance at how the Jenny situation played out, she was always excited for this part. It was like a history lesson, a journey into her past, walking past some of the women she’d left broken in her wake, and others who’d she’d gotten assigned to her personal care.

	Dr. Rosen proved her mettle, going through the patients one-by-one, knowing every detail about each of them. With most, there was little news to report, but there were some highlights.

	“This is one of our newest patients… her name is Mandy,” Dr. Rosen stated, as they settled in front of one of the rooms. The patient’s personal rooms were decently sized but sparse, with only a bed, a sink and toilet. Some of the patients were in good enough state to have a table and chair, and enough good behavior earned a fair number of books or personal affects. The walls were padded for their safety, and the floors were as well. The locked door had a big window to allow the doctors and nurses to look through and examine the patients. Normally, at this point of the day, most of the patients were free to be in common areas, but on a day like this with Dr. White visiting, it was easier to keep them in their rooms till the doctor was finished. Dr. White looked into the cell, only to wince at the sight of the woman within.

	“To sum it up quickly, Mandy’s ex-husband cheated on her on their wedding day with her boss, and in the aftermath, it set off a severe case of body dysmorphia…” Dr. Rosen explained.

	“I can see that,” Dr. White said, her nose upturned in barely contained disgust. Mandy might have been pretty once… in an understated way. But to be perfectly honest, that was no longer the case. The redhead in the cell looked pretty rough, and it was hard to see the real person there.

	“It started with her getting breast implants,” Dr. Rosen stated, eyes flicking down to the immense, oversized bolt-ons jutting out against her shirt. “But instead of paying a little extra for quality like you should, she made her choice based on affordability. Plus, the surgeon had an immaculate pair of fake tits, so that was apparently enough for her to make her choice…” Dr. White had seen some artistically perfect massive fake tits, and these weren’t it. They looked too big, and not in a good way. These were boulders strapped to her chest, barely moving, lacking the essential softness that a perfect pair of tits required. “At this point, she tried to win back her husband, but both he and her former boss practically laughed in her face. She took that response as her needing to do more. So, then she got butt implants…” Dr. White got a glimpse of this as Mandy walked within her room, the sight causing the stacked doctor to shake her head again. Her body was not built for a shapely butt, so with implants, her butt was left looking quite strange, as if having stuffed two lumpy pillows there. It just looked wrong. “But at that point, it still wasn’t enough for her. She’d opened the door, and now she had the bug for getting work done. She got a tummy tuck, botox, lip fillers, the works. And that left her like… this…” Dr. Rosen said, gesturing to the woman in the cell, shaking her head.

	Mandy’s face showed clear signs of the work that was done to it. The best type of work was the type you can’t even notice, but on her, you saw every telltale sign of the work that had been done to her. Her lips looked a little too big, and they had gained that trademark sneer you saw with women who’d had their lips done. The rest of her face looked pulled a little too tight, as most of it seemed paralyzed as she spoke. Any signs of wholesome beauty had been erased, leaving her as a symbol of what not to do when getting work down.

	“Additionally, all this work seems to have affected her mental state,” Dr. Rosen added. Dr. White observed the patient stumbling ever so slightly. It was hard to gauge with all the work done on her face, but there was definitely a lack of light behind her eyes. “We also suspect some drug use as well, in order to ease the pain.” Dr. White nodded, suspecting it before hearing it.

	“She confronted her ex and her former boss again, and they barely recognized her,” Dr. Rosen said. “Not only looks wise, but with behavior, as she seemed mentally off. But they took enough pity to call the authorities, and that’s how she got on our radar. We brought her here, cause we thought you’d be intrigued by it. We wanted to ask how you wanted to proceed. Maybe you want to talk to her a bit to get to the bottom of her dysmorphia, about why she wants to completely change her body, and possibly try to lessen the damage and bring her back to the person she was. Or…” she paused, sharing a look with the doctor. “Or perhaps you might find it a fruitful area of study to simply observe her during her downfall, observe her as she erases any sign of the woman she used to be, and possibly even encourage it along…” Dr. White smirked at this suggestion, enough for Dr. Rosen to know that this was the optimal direction to go. In her head, she started developing a treatment plan.

	When she started out, Dr. White was very idealistic, extending her heart towards all her patients. But she was so busy and had so many people under her care that she couldn’t stretch herself that thin. She didn’t have the capacity to be empathetic towards every single one of them. That it made it a simpler to prescribe some harsher treatment plans for some of the further gone patients. It was easier to push forward into true scientific progress by just not letting yourself care about the subjects of the study.

	Moving past a few other patients, she reached one that Dr. Rosen knew Dr. White would want to dig in on.

	“And, of course, Lizzy’s threatening to dunk her own face in the toilet,” Dr. Rosen announced as they stopped in front of Lizzy Logan’s cell. Both women smiled as they caught her pacing near the toilet, working up the nerve to finally do it. They shared a knowing glance as they both rolled their eyes at the absurdity playing out in front of them.

	“I should just do it! Just fucking do it, you fucking loser!” Lizzy urged angrily to herself, walking back and forth, eyes never leaving the toilet. At the moment, she was ready to try anything, even a twisted self-baptism. Anything to not be a loser anymore, to finally be a newer, better person. But she didn’t realize that the mere act of doing this would all but ensure she’d never be anything but the loser she was. Winners don’t dunk their own face in a toilet. Winners don’t end up where Lizzy did.

	“She was really showing some improvement at the beginning of the year. I really thought she was on her way to becoming a functioning person again.” Dr. Rosen remarked. “But ever since then, she’s really bottomed out. On the loser scale, she’s in the negative numbers. She’s an absolute dork. A dud. A trainwreck. A complete failure. A total wiener. I’ve noted this all in her file, of course. Even the other patients here dog on her at this point. One wonders what spurred this all on…” she said before glancing at her superior. At this, Dr. White couldn’t suppress her laugh. Dr. White knew EXACTLY what had spurred her newest downfall.

	Ah Lizzy Logan… her case was certainly on the Mount Rushmore of cases in Dr. White’s career, and arguably the most important one to her current success. And it all started with this poor woman entering her office, seeking the doctor’s help to overcome the fact that she’d been a bully target for most of her life, culminating in her younger years with her first love being stolen from her by her hot, busty bully. She feared history would repeat itself, as her boss at her workplace was an even worse bully than the one from high school, and just as sexy. She was haunted by the idea that if her boss, Stacy, were to ever meet her husband, that it would end the same way as it did back in high school. And thanks to Dr. White, it had. She engineered events in such a way so that not only would Stacey and the husband, Ryan, meet for the first time, Stacy would be primed to poach him from his wife. And Stacy had done just that, stealing Ryan from Lizzy in quite brutal, public fashion, where Lizzy was the last in the office to know. And once Lizzy did put the clues together… it ended up going quite poorly, ending with her getting her face dunked into a toilet by her boss in much the same way her high school bully had done to her. And that was the last moment Lizzy could truly claim to be a regular, functioning member of society, so fully becoming consumed by her loser-y instincts that she could never truly be the person she once was. This moment was the first step over the edge of the cliff that was her downfall that led her to this point, trying to convince herself to get on her knees and dunk her own face in a toilet while whining about how much of a loser she really was.

	She lost her husband, her job, even her apartment, no longer able to afford it on her own. Plus, living there only made her think of Ryan and all the memories they’d shared there, so it only made the sting of her lost love burn even more. What finally cemented the need to leave was a video sent to her by Stacy, sent for the sole purpose of tormenting her. Footage showing Stacy and Ryan fucking in Lizzy’s apartment, in Lizzy’s bed, the one she used to share with Ryan. The video showed them having voracious sex in the bed Lizzy now slept in alone, going at it with no regard for Lizzy’s feelings. Even Ryan wasn’t holding back, savoring the sinfulness of this act as much as Stacy did, the evil bitch wearing a smug smile as her sex-sweat soaked the sheets of Lizzy’s bed. Stacy followed this video with a text.

	“We were in the area and we just needed to get naked and FUCK so badly! Hope you don’t that we used your place. Haha!”

	The beleaguered former wife received all this while waiting for a job interview, a job she badly needed. Yet, that didn’t stop her from running out five minutes before the interview, running home, hoping to confront them, to reach out to her lost husband Ryan and make him see reason. But by the time she got home, it was too late. They were long gone, leaving behind the mess they made. Bedsheets a mess, soaked with their combined juices. Streaks of his cum were evident right where Lizzy lied, and her pillow was moist with Stacy’s girl-cum. She wouldn’t be able to sleep in this bed again without smelling the illicit couple who’d occupied it mere hours prior. Other rooms weren’t spared either. The countertops had streaks of sweat. Furniture was askew. Even some of her food was eaten. It was like a party had typhooned through her apartment, leaving chaos and destruction in its wake. She would never be able to come back here without remembering this moment.

	It was remarkable how much worse her life had gotten in the wake of Ryan leaving her for Stacy. She had to move to the outskirts of the city, to a far less nice apartment, working a retail job to keep her busy and pay the bills. She had been so humiliated that she felt like less of a woman, and she didn’t bother to even try to date for the longest time for fear of being humiliated again. She dressed down, and took little care of herself. People didn’t look twice at her, not engaging with someone who seemed to be such a mess. She’d lost almost everything.

	But she still had Dr. White.

	She needed to believe in someone, and Dr. White seemed to be the only one willing to be there for her, even if it meant she had to endure some tough love. With Dr. White’s guidance, she came to realize that she needed to toughen up in order to rise back up to her previous station. They had agreed to an unorthodox plan which they called ‘Bully Treatment’, where Dr. White would embody the role of a bully and subject Lizzy to the same harsh treatment she’d received from her other bullies throughout her life. The idea was, if she was subjected to this treatment in a controlled setting among friends, it would give her the chance to get used to it and develop a thicker skin. Dr. White explained that she would fully inhabit this role going forwards until Lizzy toughened up. They agreed to this plan, with the expectation that it would only be for a short time till Lizzy was finally past it.

	But years had passed, and Lizzy was in a worse state than ever.

	Dr. White didn’t shy away from occupying this role, and she did so with a vigor that surprised even Lizzy. The doctor immediately adopted that smug, queen bee attitude that her other bullies had in spades, talking down to Lizzy, slipping in little insults as she spoke. It quickly ramped up in severity, with Dr. White openly insulting her patient, calling her pathetic and ugly and flat-chested. And Dr. White wasn’t afraid to cut deep, using what she knew to really make her insulting comments sting. When it got to be too much and Jenny collapsed into tears, Dr. White would comfort her. But even this seemed to be part of her attack, always making sure to rub her massive, superior boobs against her chest, their weight putting pressure on Lizzy’s chest like a vice around her heart, reminding her of her own inferiority. She couldn’t escape feeling bullied by her friend, and as time went on, it only ramped up.

	Within a couple months, Dr. White joined the sacred sisterhood of women who’d dunked Lizzy’s head into a toilet, having convinced her that it would help in the healing process. Dr. White was overjoyed that she’d actually gotten the poor woman to agree to let her do this, and she wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth, doing the deed with great vigor, not holding back as she dunked Lizzy’s loser face in the toilet. She followed Stacy’s lead in doing it over and over again, calling her stupid, and ugly, and flat-chested as she did it, telling her she’s a stupid piece of trash that deserved to be treated this way. Lizzy would beg for mercy after a few minutes of this, and only a little bit after this would Dr. White finally stop.

	Months of this treatment didn’t leave Lizzy feeling any better. In fact, she felt even worse about herself, and when she voiced this fact to the doctor, that the treatment plan wasn’t working… the doctor only got meaner, stepping it up, really pushing at the other woman’s limits. Saying that the plan wasn’t working was seemingly the last thing Dr. White wanted to hear, so she ramped it up in terms of viciousness, fully inhabiting the role. If Lizzy pleaded for mercy, Dr. White seemed to be less interested in helping her, putting off appointments and treating her as if she didn’t matter. To keep the doctor’s attention, she would willingly subject herself to more of this brutal treatment, even as it made her feel more like a piece of shit. And Dr. White almost never broke character, choosing just the right moment to do so when she’d pushed Lizzy to her absolute limits. The hug and comfort she gave to Lizzy mere moments after spitting in her face and calling her the biggest loser she’d ever met made it feel like the doctor was still on her side. The light apology she gave Lizzy after dunking her face in the toilet and taking a selfie, posing for the camera with a huge grin on her face, telling her she was gonna show this picture to all her friends… it almost was enough to make Lizzy think the doctor realized she was going too far. Dr. White doled out these rare moments of comfort just enough to string Lizzy along for YEARS. Years of this rough, callous, brutal treatment. Years of being run down and treated like shit, and paying the doctor to do it. Some might call her clueless, or a masochist, but at this point she needed help overcoming her issues, and Dr. White was the only one offering a helping hand, even if that hand had sharp claws.

	Dr. White assured Lizzy every step of the way that this was all part of the process, and Lizzy trusted her even as she felt worse and worse about herself. Part of why she kept going along with this was Dr. White’s assurances that she really needed to bottom out so she can build herself back up stronger than ever. Every biting insult… every moment where Dr. White gleefully showed the broken-down woman social media posts of the women who’d stolen Lizzy’s men from her… every moment where the superior doctor tore down the defeated former wife… it certainly succeeded in breaking her down, but she didn’t feel herself getting any stronger.

	Things eventually reached a point where her self-confidence was so in the toilet that she accepted Dr. White’s offer to enter the facility she now ran, so Lizzy could be cared for properly with complete attention, momentarily leaving her normal life behind and sacrificing her freedom for the sake of getting better. Dr. White agreed to house her in the hospital up to the point where both agreed she was improved and in good enough shape to be back out on her own, confident in herself and no longer beholden by her issues.

	And it worked… for a little bit. With Dr. White entrusting Lizzy to her subordinates for the continued bully treatment, the broken-down woman found that their bullying didn’t hit nearly as hard. Perhaps they were just tentative, but for a time, Lizzy felt like she was actually getting thicker skin. She had a few weeks of genuine hope… until Dr. White returned to check in on her and handle proceedings again. And her targeted, precision bullying cut her right to the core again, tearing her back down to nothing. Dr. White literally rolled her eyes as she left, as if she was let down that she had wasted her time with her when Lizzy had clearly made zero progress. She was back to square one, and Dr. White barely deigned to even visit for months and months, not even worth the effort.

	Living in a Psych ward, under constant watch, her normal life out of reach, she found herself motivated to get better, to get back to her regular existence. The doctors at the hospital stepped up their game, but so did Lizzy, withstanding the heat, learning to take the bullying without crumbling. For the first time, it really felt like this insane treatment plan was working. It finally felt like she was getting tougher. Like she was ready to graduate from this treatment and go home. Her caretakers reported on this fact, causing them to get ahold on Dr. White for another evaluation.

	As strange as it sounded, Lizzy was ready. Excited to prove herself. Excited to show her friend, Dr. White, the progress she’d finally made. That she was finally tough. That she wasn’t a loser anymore.

	Then Dr. White dropped a hammer of epic proportions.

	It was pure coincidence that it worked out how it did, but fortune shined on people like Dr. White. She was so busy that she didn’t give Lizzy much thought in their time apart. Why would someone like Dr. White waste a spare thought on someone who was as much of a loser as Lizzy? But merely living her life was enough to give her plenty of ammunition to use against her patient.

	To fully reckon with what happened next, you had to take a look at the bigger picture. Not only had the Lizzy case provided her a patient so gullible that it made her an evil doctor’s dream… it also kickstarted the future evolution of her job. But it also provided her a new group of friends that formed the foundation of the empire she’d built. One of the major ones was Kayla, Lizzy’s high school bully, the one who’d stolen her first love from her. In the process of learning about Lizzy, Dr. White met with Kayla. Finding Kayla to have a magnetic charisma that belied her past as the Queen Bee of her high school, Dr. White proved her bona fides and earned her way into Kayla’s good graces through their mutual disrespect for Lizzy. Knowing Kayla had a serious mean streak behind her gorgeous face, her bright smile, behind her charity work, and her perfectly giant boobs, Dr. White appealed to her darker edge, proving herself worthy of her friendship while assuring her she wasn’t coming for her queen’s throne. Dr. White was fully aware of what someone like Kayla would do to someone who threatened her, so she navigated her defenses until she opened up, Kayla welcoming Dr. White both into her life and into her bed, tag-teaming Lizzy’s first love, John, until the two women gained a full understanding of each other.

	They’d stayed in contact through the years, Dr. White becoming legitimately good friends with her. Knowing they were like-minded, they could be out in the open with each other’s true natures, not rivals in the manner so many women end up with how society pits them against each other, but equals. Kayla was a big fan of Dr. White’s work, almost peeing herself in laughter at what she was putting Lizzy through, and Dr. White admired Kayla’s insane charisma and sociability. With her charitable work, she had to glide through the high-end social circles of the area and milk them of their hard-earned money, charming men and women alike, and she did it so easily that it was clear she was built for it. Dr. White had never been a social butterfly, but she was slowly improving on that end of things, so she admired how talented Kayla was at it.

	So, when Dr. White pivoted towards matchmaking, Kayla was one of the first women she went to for help. Not only to pick up some of her tricks in terms of spreading her wings and making connections with people, but to comb through her extensive list of friends for any potential clients that could be looking for a little help making a love connection happen. Kayla was happy to help, exhausting her contacts, and giving Dr. White a cluster of clients that formed a foundation for her future success. These clients beget more clients, as Dr. White always encouraged them to spread the word about what she could do. And with Dr. White’s incredible success rate at pairing her clients with the men of their desires, she had a lot of satisfied clients happy to vouch for her.

	Adding this new aspect of their relationship, with Kayla funneling friends or contacts towards Dr. White, the two women got closer, visiting each other often, talking and texting on the phone, becoming very, very close friends. Kayla didn’t ask for payment for her part in helping the doctor out, as she was happy to help out her friend’s growing enterprise, but she definitely welcomed any juicy gossip in regard to new cases Dr. White was working on. And at times Dr. White needed someone who she viewed as an equal to bounce ideas off of, a service Kayla was glad to provide. It’s often said that friends shouldn’t go into business together, but in this case, with the added layer of the two working together professionally in this manner only deepened their friendship. They became bonded on a personal level to the point where they made plans to meet up for a very fateful ski-trip late the previous year.

	Kayla and John ditched their many kids with their grandparents for this trip. And not wanting to be a third wheel, Dr. White was able to work things out so she could bring along Serge for the entirety of the week-long vacation, gaining his prized time and attention just on her for seven whole days in a row. That being said, Serge was so hot and such a flirt that he both got a lot of attention from other women, and also turned on the flirt for Kayla as well. But Dr. White kept him in check, not letting him overstep things so early in the trip. It was two beautiful couples at a beautiful, fancy mountain resort, basking in the spoils of this winter wonderland. Skiing, log cabins, roaring fires, fluffy snow. They were having a wonderful time together as friends.

	And then Stacy showed up.

	It was pure coincidence, honest. A genuine twist of fate. Dr. White had nothing to do with her showing up. In fact, they hadn’t talked in years, save for the occasional text. And to a degree, this was by design. While Dr. White viewed Stacy as a like mind and potential friend in the same way she did with Kayla, for the sake of the work she was doing, she kept a little distance between them. With the active role Dr. White took in hooking Stacy up with Lizzy’s handsome hubby, Ryan, the doctor feared Stacy might get upset upon finding out that the plan she’d created to seduce Ryan was in fact Dr. White’s plan, and she was less puppeteer and more the puppet of Dr. White’s wicked whims. Dr. White thought it best that she didn’t know, both for Stacy’s sake, and for the sake of her and Ryan as a couple. Dr. White did this knowing it would likely cost her Stacy’s friendship. And it indeed had, as Dr. White played dumb about how it all went down in the immediate aftermath, which only soured her in the eyes of Stacy, revealing her to not quite be on the same level, at least in Stacy’s eyes.

	And now she had just walked into the main lodge, sipping an espresso as she grabbed breakfast.

	She looked incredible, of course. On her feet were a pair of comfy looking fluffy boots. Adorning her legs were some very tight pants that almost looked like leggings, but they must be warm considering she was wearing them in cold temperature like this. They molded to her firm legs and shapely ass, showcasing them as she walked around. Up top, she had on a warm red sweater, hugging her slim belly and impressive bust. And layered on top of it was a poofy winter vest, composed of multiple colors, orange, red, but mostly blue. And on her head was a cute red beanie. It had been years, but she looked exactly the same as Dr. White remembered… only, like, the winter version of her.

	Dr. White was sipping hot chocolate when she caught a glimpse of her former friend, and it took a few moments before Stacy returned the favor. And when she did, her face lit up with excitement.

	“Oh my God!” she said happily, spreading her arms, clearly excited to see her former friend.

	“Stacy!” Dr. White replied, stepping forward to hug the Asian woman. The two women made their greetings, moving right past any awkward feelings, leaving them in the past. It was as if they were right back to being friends again. At this point, Serge approached, laying eyes upon the woman chatting with Dr. White. Stacy’s eyes lit up again upon seeing him, giving Dr. White a knowing look, impressed with the company she kept. And Serge felt the same way, kissing Dr. White’s cheek and speaking into her ear before stepping away.

	“The friends you keep, Jennifer, my goodness,” he whispered in that mind-melting French accent of his, stealing one last glance over his shoulder at Stacy before returning to his seat. Stacy gave the other woman a pointed grin.

	“It’s nothing serious,” Dr. White replied. “Just… friends with benefits…” Stacy nodded at this, looking away for a moment. It seemed like she was weighing something over in her mind before turning to speak to the doctor.

	
“You know…” she began, looking the taller woman in the eye. ‘I’ve heard stories about you over the years. I’ve had more than one woman come up and tell me stories about this woman, this miracle worker Dr. White, who could match up a woman with any man she wants. She’s this matchmaker who could fix up a girl with the man of her dreams, or even pull a man from a woman’s fantasies and bring him to her. She could even pair people up blind who she knows would be a great match.’ Dr. White watched the other woman, waiting to see where this was going. “And so, I keep hearing this all, over and over again, and I think about how I met Ryan… and I start to ask some questions…” Stacy let this question hang. Dr. White grinned warmly, pausing before answering, choosing her words before replying.

	“I think about what you told me when we last met up in person,” Dr. White said, sipping from her mug before continuing. “When I was mad at you, you said… ‘Damn, I thought you were cool’. And ‘When I’m ready to be cool again and admit that what you did was hot, reach out.’” Stacy eyed Dr. White as she spoke. “And now, you tell me about all these rumors you’ve heard about me, so it seems like the only thing that makes sense is…” she paused, leaning towards the other woman and giving her a pointed look. “I was always cool.”

	Stacy’s eyes lit up with an excitement that almost bordered on sexual as she looked at Dr. White, and for a moment, it looked like Stacy was ready to jump her bones. That moment passed quickly, replaced with a warm grin as she looked at the doctor.

	“So, it was your idea? You made it happen?” Stacy asked as she looked at Dr. White with new eyes.

	“I thought you might be upset… it’s why I never told you…” Dr. White added. “I was afraid if you knew, it might spoil the fun you were having.” Stacy shrugged, indicating that the doctor might have been right in this claim, that if Stacy found out back then, it might have ruined it for her.

	“But perhaps things have progressed beyond that point now…” Dr. White said, eyeing the wedding ring on Stacy’s finger. Stacy grinned.

	“Yeah, four years together, three kids… me and Ryan have fucked thousands of times… yeah, nothings getting between us now,” Stacy replied proudly. “All that sex makes us soulmates… right?” Almost on cue, there appeared Ryan behind Stacy. Dr. White had never actually met him, having only ever seen him in pictures, but even so, the difference in him was clear. Lizzy always wanted him to cling to his boyishness, and with him now freed of her constraints, with a woman who saw the real man inside him, Ryan had shed all signs of that boyishness, the glasses, the clean-shaven face, the manner of dress. He now looked like a man, a tall, well-built, masculine man, confident in himself, his full potential realized.

	When Stacy introduced him to Dr. White, perhaps a note of familiarity pinged somewhere in the back of his mind, that this was the name of the therapist his ex-wife used to visit, but that was so far in the past it didn’t resonate, as he greeted the woman who’d ruined his ex-wife’s life warmly. Pulling Stacy away for whatever plans they had for the morning, the Asian woman glanced back at the doctor.

	“I want to hear everything!” Stacy demanded excitedly, inferring that they would be meeting up again.

	And indeed they would.

	This was too perfect of an opportunity to pass up. Both women who’d bullied the living hell out of Lizzy and stolen the men she’d loved most… in the same place! Kayla knew about Stacy, but Stacy wasn’t as familiar with Kayla, only having heard vague stories about her years prior. The only two men who ever loved Lizzy, poised to meet. And here at the center of it… Dr. White, about to bring two worlds crashing together. This vacation was planned to be relatively innocent, with two couples having mostly clean fun. But now… Dr. White’s mind was swirling with wicked possibilities.

	And she was ready to make it all a reality.

	The first task was to introduce Stacy to Kayla. Dr. White could barely hide her excitement at doing this. The idea of bringing together these two women who had such similar experiences seemed impossible to resist, especially now that they were in such close proximity, so at this point it seemed inevitable. And of course, upon their first meeting, they immediately took a shine to each other. These two eagerly traded stories, and with two women of such insane beauty with such incredible bodies… they were above most other women by such a degree that an inherent respect formed between them, a treatise among goddesses. Dr. White watched this friendship bloom with pride, knowing she was the one who made it happen. And that it wasn’t merely a duo but a trio, with the two women treating Dr. White as an equal, forming an unholy trio of wicked women trading sex stories so perverse and brutal as if they were nothing. They would be getting sour looks from the people around them if they each weren’t so stunningly beautiful.

	The three women got a lot of attention, and Dr. White couldn’t help but notice the gravitational pull they seemed to have on the people around them, drawing eyes every time the three were together. Dr. White was happy to sit back and observe these two amazing women, marveling at them. They were different in their own ways, but they had so much in common. For example, at one point a nice older lady, a gossipy type, came up to the three beauties, unable to resist engaging with them in an excited manner, inquiring about how each of the women met their respective husbands. Dr. White quickly explained that her and Serge weren’t married, happy to defer the rest to the two married women. And the amazing part is that the two women made the exact same choice in describing their couple’s origin story. For Kayla, she explained that her and John were high school sweethearts, ignoring the fact that they only first met their senior year, and for the three years before that John was dating Lizzy, his actual high school sweetheart, until Kayla stole him from her in quite brutal fashion. And Stacy, she explained that she and Ryan met at a Christmas party, that Ryan was the guest of one of her employees, and it was love at first sight, not mentioning that he came to the party as a guest with his wife, and that the ‘love at first sight’ she mentioned was her and Ryan having filthy cheating sex in Stacy’s office with half of her employees watching. Both women treated Lizzy’s important presence in these tales like a footnote.

	These two women had combined to give poor Lizzy the two most traumatic moments in her life, inciting the betrayal of the two men she loved most, leaving her in ruins. Unquestionably, Lizzy occupied an important role in Kayla and Stacy’s history, and neither of them deigned to give Lizzy the slightest bit of dignity to at least acknowledge that fact. She was dust on their shoulder. Dirt on their shoe. Not even worth bringing up. Someone so far beneath them wasn’t worth mentioning. This made Dr. White smile. What goddesses!

	Between gliding down the slopes, or spending time with their respective men, the three women found themselves spending a lot of time during this ski-trip with each other. What was meant to be a vacation for two couples became a large group of three pairs spending almost all their time with each other. The men talked sports, mainly basketball and baseball, even though Serge was more of a football/soccer fan, and they also traded stories about the women in their lives. They’d finally found peers who had experience with a certain, special type of gal. And as the women chatted more, and became deeper friends, any plans for an innocent vacation quickly transformed into something far more wicked, the final outcome almost inevitable.

	A full-fledged orgy.

	Having six beautiful people in the same vicinity, all familiar with the most sinful sides of sex… the same thought was in the back of all of their minds, and the three wicked women were there to make this fantasy a reality.

	It started in a hot tub outside Dr. White’s private lodge. Well past sunset, bracingly cold outside but the water sinfully warm, steam coming off the surface of the water, having a fair bit off booze at easy access, the three couples were all feeling nice and comfortable in the water. The women were really ratcheting things up, laughing, joking, getting handsy with their respective men and each other. They eventually turned up the pressure, shedding their bikini tops, leaving each of them only in their nearly identical thong bikini bottoms, Dr. White’s colored a bright neon green, Stacy’s red, and Kayla a bright pink. Posing for pictures standing next to each other in the broiling hot tub, laughing and joking like college girls, sitting on their respective men’s laps, they were doing a very good job at getting the men all worked up. Even with their well-earned confidence, the men were unsure if things were really going this direction. But the women left no doubt, working their men up until they couldn’t help but go along with them. Feeling up the women’s bodies, making out with them, grinding with them in full view of the others. Sex was gonna happen, which generally was the case for each of the three couples damn near every night, but this time would be different. This time, they wouldn’t be traveling too far. They wouldn’t be able to get back to their respective lodges without doing the deed first.

	They’d all just have to fuck in full view of each other.

	The tension became too much to bear as they all hurriedly went inside Dr. White’s lodge, the three couples stripping down and going at it right there for each to see. Dr. White and Serge on the bed. Kayla and John on the carpet in front of the fireplace. Stacy and Ryan on the sofa. But with each couples’ staggered finishes, the borders between them begin to melt. Serge and the doctor finished first, and that was no slight to Serge as he gave her a good long hot fuck. It was more of a credit to the intense, deep sexual connection the two married couples shared, each being so well matched that they couldn’t help but take each other to the limit.

	Dr. White joined Kayla and John in front of the fire, having had experience with the pair. After letting her hands slide all over Kayla’s delicious body for John’s hungry eyes, she then curled up next to the married man on the floor, pressing her incredible naked body up against his and whispered such honeyed sin in his ear that it was finally enough to push him over the edge, cumming hard inside his wife. As they recovered, Dr. White kneeled on the couch next to Stacy and Ryan as Stacy rode him reverse cowgirl, her husband’s cock up her ass as she rubbed her own clit furiously, right on the edge of cumming. The doctor chose to help a girl out, replacing the Asian woman’s busy hand with her own, rubbing Stacy’s clit in just the right way, letting her focus on the pleasure. Using her other hand to palm one of the Asian woman’s massive jiggling tits, she whispered sweet nothings into her ear as she rubbed her clit, urging her to let go. To give in and cum as hard as she could. And when Stacy did so, when her body got struck by a lightning strike of pleasure, she came so hard her juices gushed onto the carpet at the same moment her man came deep in her ass.

	This was just the start. And very quickly, the lines between the couples fully blurred. An unspoken understanding was established between the three women. They were all equals, each gorgeous sex goddesses… there would be no competition between them. They could share their toys with no jealousy. And they did just that, trying out different pairings, the women driving the action, of course. Dr. White was eager to try out Ryan. She’d heard so much about him, and she’d guided his destiny in ways he would never know, so it was long past due that they got to know each other. And in Dr. White’s opinion, a person’s true nature is revealed during sex, so it was time for the doctor to really get to know Ryan. He was hesitant at first, which told the doctor that Stacy didn’t share him often. But it didn’t take him long to prove his bona fides, fucking the slutty doctor senseless, drilling her on all fours until she gushed all over his big juicy cock. Dr. White always loved the feeling of having sex with a patient’s man, and knowing Lizzy was miserable while her former husband was making the slutty doctor moan… it was enough to push her over the edge. They’d only known each other for a matter of hours, and he already preferred Dr. White to his former wife Lizzy. Dr. White had guided this once pure soul away from his kind, sweet wife towards the darkness, and in response, Ryan made the woman responsible for his downfall cum like the slut she was. He firmly held one arm around her waist while he palmed one of her big titties with his other hand, drilling her from behind in a furious, unyielding fashion as she came again and again. He was fantastic.

	John was as good of a fuck as ever, as Dr. White has experience in bed with him alongside Kayla, but this was their first one on one encounter. And with him giving her his entire focus, he was better than ever. This was a man who used to be extremely chaste and religious, having at one point laughably vowed to save himself for marriage. But with Kayla’s guidance, he’d learned his true destiny was to pleasure women. He’d proven himself be truly masterful at it, giving it to the doctor roughly, her legs on his shoulders as he roughly drove himself down into her, not stopping until they both came, together. To imagine an absolute stud like him being married to Lizzy… the thought made the evil doctor giggle. Same with Ryan. Those two were built for better women than Lizzy… and they’d realized their respective destinies with women so far out of Lizzy’s league that their former love was long forgotten by them. It was doubtful they ever paid Lizzy much mind anymore.

	The next few days were a bit of a haze, pausing only when they absolutely had to. The other women took advantage of this opportunity as Dr. White did, each pairing off with each one of the men at least once. Kayla and Ryan. Serge and Stacy. John and Stacy. Kayla and Serge. Again, John proved himself, the fallen Christian wrecking pussy as he was built to do. Ryan did the same, proving the potential that both Dr. White and Stacy saw in him, fucking each of the women like the stud he was. And Serge had zero hesitation, down for anything as the male model fucked each of the gorgeous women around him, proving to the other girls why Dr. White chose him as her number one booty call. At one point, the women pleasured each other as the men recharged, giving them a sight they would never forget. The lines got even more blurred as time went on, with Dr. White getting double-teamed by both John and Ryan, the latter’s cock buried in her pussy with John’s cock buried in her ass. It was one of the biggest orgasms of her life, and the knowledge that it was the two men that once loved Lizzy double-teaming her, rejecting their loser ex and pleasuring the slutty doctor who bullied her and helped ruin her life… it was mind-melting. She came so hard she passed out.

	But even these sex fiends reached their limit at a certain point, and they had to eventually step back, take a break, and savor the benefits of the resort they’d each paid top dollar for. The women enjoying the slopes in their cute ski outfits, the men not far behind them. They ate together at fancy local restaurants, legit Michelin star locations that had a reservation list almost a year long, all while giving no sign to anyone around them about the intense sex they’d all participated in. And they ended their nights using the hot tub for its intended purpose, to relax and help ease their sore bodies. By the end of their stay, these three pairs had bonded in a very fundamental way, and they promised to do it again sometime.

	But to get back to the original point, while all this was happening, Lizzy had been building herself up again in a very real way. With Dr. White out of the picture for a bit, Lizzy had found some strength, enough where she was starting to believe she could get out of the facility she’d entered, that she would prove to Dr. White she was ready.

	But fate worked against her, as suddenly Dr. White had been gifted all sorts of new ammunition to use against Lizzy. The three women had each taken a lot of pictures and video to remember their insanely eventful ski strip, and Dr. White had it all holstered, ready to go. So, when Dr. White returned to St. Lilith’s for the first time since this fateful vacation and saw the improvement Lizzy was making, Dr. White didn’t even hesitate to bring the other woman back down. When the doctors at the facility explained Lizzy’s progress, and she looked up at Dr. White hopefully, the doc toyed with her phone, ready to drop that hammer. Asking the other doctors to step away so it was just her and her patient, Dr. White moved to act, flipping her phone around to share its contents with Lizzy. And upon sight of it, her jaw dropped.

	The picture showed Dr. White, Stacy, and Kayla altogether, bundled up in their winter-wear, grinning at the camera as they posed in front of one of the mountains. Dr. White had never revealed her friendship with Kayla to Lizzy, and now she was revealing both that and her renewed relationship with Stacy.

	“I tell you, Elizabeth. As part of your initial… treatment…” Dr. White began, her tone not in character as the ‘bully’, regarding Lizzy but more like the calm, sensible doctor she first met her as. ‘I needed to better understand the women who did this to you. So, I got to know Kayla a little bit, without letting her know how I knew you… and I can’t lie… we’ve become really good friends! She’s amazing! I totally understand why John left you for her. She’s pretty awesome! Way better than you!’ Lizzy was crushed upon hearing this, but Dr. White continued. “We’ve been good friends for years now! And I’ve gotten really close with John as well! Quite a stud he’s become! I can see why you liked him…” Lizzy was horrified. Was this for real? Would Dr. White go as far as to befriend that bitch Kayla as part of this treatment? Dr. White couldn’t possibly actually like Kayla as a friend… could she? No… it was just part of the process… right?

	“So, we went on this ski trip together, her and John, and me with my current booty call, and look who we ran into?” Dr. White added, and it was only then that she fully processed that Stacy was also in the photo. Seeing all these women together in one photo made so little sense to her that it took a bit to fully reckon with it. Worlds were colliding. ‘Stacy… and Ryan… “Dr. White scrolled to the next photo showing all three couples together. Lizzy’s eyes went wide, seeing Ryan for the first time in years, him looking so different than the man she remembered, his boyishness gone thanks to that evil slut Stacy. He looked so cool and confident and satisfied… the fact that he so eagerly embraced this change was like a stab in the heart.” Ryan… what a man he is,’ Dr. White marveled, shaking her head. “And Stacy… I know you hate her, but she’s pretty fucking amazing! I kinda love her! I confess that I met with her as well a little after I first met Kayla. And even back then, when I was supposed to be your advocate, I admit I struggled to deny what an incredible, bad-ass bitch Stacy is. We met up a few times, and part of me wanted nothing more than to become besties with her. But due her role at that time in your case, I had to tell myself it would be improper to let myself do such a thing. But now that that ship has sailed, and Ryan has very clearly chosen Stacy, there’s really no reason that me and Stacy can’t become close. I can’t deny it, Lizzy. Now that we ran into each other again, I can tell we’re gonna be great friends!” Tears were forming in the other woman’s eyes upon hearing her therapist siding with the women who bullied her so openly. It almost made it worse that she was speaking just as her doctor, acting like this wasn’t even part of the treatment. That even normal, regular Dr. White was siding with those evil women.

	“And… I must apologize,” she continued, still sounding like her friend, the sensible doctor. “But to fit in with them, I had to join in shit-talking you. I mean, I broke protocol a bit and told them about your treatment plan, how I dunked your head in the toilet, spat on your face, called you all sorts of awful names. And we all laughed about it as they talked about how much you sucked, how fun it was to bully you. And I laughed genuinely, because, no offense, it was actually pretty funny. And with all this fun at your expense, we all got pretty close, and things got pretty crazy, and…” At this, Dr. White shared another photo, of the three women standing in the hot tub, topless, grinning ear to ear with their giant boobs exposed, only wearing their tiny thong bikini bottoms. Lizzy looked horrified.

	“And you know how it is with girls like them… you have to fit in, and go along with whatever they say,” Dr. White stated. “So, when we started talking about us three couples locking ourselves in one of our cabins, ripping off our clothes and all going at it, you kinda have to go along with it. So, Lizzy… I have to confess… as part of our treatment plan, to keep up the act, I had to have sex with both Ryan and John.”

	Lizzy felt frozen as she heard this. This couldn’t be real. It couldn’t…

	“You see…” Dr. White said, turning her phone around, revealing a picture capturing the moment when Ryan and John were double-teaming her. Lizzy nearly crumbled just seeing it. ‘I apologize, I really do. But I confess it was really, REALLY fucking good! Oh my GOD! I get why losing them both broke your fucking brain! Holy shit! Trust me, I talked to the other girls, and those two men who you used to love so much are having so much sex now that they’ve both gotten amazing at it! So much better than what you ever got with them, for sure!’ Lizzy couldn’t move. “And… again, just to keep up the act, I had to have sex with both Kayla and Stacy! I know I probably shouldn’t have, given our relationship, and all the bad things they’ve done. I know they ruined your life and are the main reason you’re here now, but I have to admit… they are pretty undeniable. Goddamn… those two are something else! After being with them, and experiencing what their capable of… it’s hard to disagree with either Ryan or John leaving you for them. They are pretty perfect! I mean… those tits alone! No wonder those girls have so much with them! Their bodies must drive them crazy!” At this, Dr. White showed her Lizzy a picture of Kayla and Stacy squashing their massive bare tits against either side of Dr. White’s face, while the dignified doctor wore a gleeful expression. She turned to look at her patient to see how she was reacting to this.

	Tears were forming in Lizzy’s eyes.

	“And by the end… fuck, when we got to talking about you, it wasn’t even me trying to fit in any more. Making fun of you was like breathing. We were all having a blast running you down! Laughing at your pathetic body and how much of a loser you are! Even the boys were shaking their heads about you,” Dr. White stated, some of her bullying tone returning to her voice. “Just imagine… six beautiful people taking part in an orgy at your expense. Six people who never would have met without you. Who got sucked into the same orbit by the black hole of your loser-ness. All of us fucking each other’s brains out and having a blast knowing you suck so badly you would never be able to keep up. The two men who loved you MOST both fucking me at the same time, your therapist! That’s pretty funny, isn’t it? Knowing both of them like me more than you at this point… Isn’t that crazy!”

	By this point, Lizzy was collapsed on the floor of her cell, completely crushed. Dr. White looked down at her and rolled her eyes, but Lizzy didn’t see it. Part of what made it hurt more was that it seemed like Dr. White wasn’t acting anymore. Lizzy was beginning to believe that her therapist was starting to genuinely think Lizzy was a loser not worth her time. It was as if the act had become real. Dr. White still claimed that she was trying to improve her patient, that she was going as far possible to do so, even sacrificing her dignity and behaving badly in order to help Lizzy. But it was starting to feel like Lizzy was such a loser that she made someone as dignified and intelligent as Dr. White become a bully. Lizzy was so pathetic that she could transform normal, friendly women into dominant, evil bullies eager to tear her down. Lizzy failed and failed again, and it got so hopeless that even Dr. White had lost her patience. It wasn’t just part of her ‘bully’ act… it seemed like she had just completely lost faith in Lizzy, and had fully taken her tormentors’ side. Lizzy was the alpha and omega of complete fucking losers, and it repelled the people close to her away, even someone as empathetic as Dr. White. It was the only explanation that made sense. Either that, or this whole thing had been some orchestrated plot by Dr. White to systematically humiliate and destroy her over the span of years, and Lizzy just couldn’t even consider that option as realistic. Cause if that were the case, then she was truly the biggest loser on the planet for allowing herself to end up in her current position…

	No. Dr. White respected her. She was trying to help Lizzy. Even if it meant befriending the women who bullied her in her free time and joining them in acts of pure debauchery at her expense. She was trying to help. By tearing her down, she was trying to make her stronger. By dunking her face in the toilet and calling her names, she was trying to build her back up. By spitting in her face and making her feel like trash, she was illustrating what kind of behavior she shouldn’t accept in herself. By having sex with the men who used to be with Lizzy and bragging about it to her, Dr. White was… well, she wasn’t quite sure what that was supposed to prove. But she was positive Dr. White was trying to help her.

	So, why did she feel worse than ever?

	Lizzy had made so much progress before this point, but now… she’d never felt so low. The progress she’d made was all gone in one fell swoop, all thanks to the unrelenting doctor who refused to show her the slightest bit of mercy, even towards someone she considered a friend. It felt like she was back to square one, but she almost felt worse than she did at the start. It was as if she was at the bottom of a pit she’d hovered above for many years. The doctor had pushed her fully down in order to build her back up. But in doing so, it felt like she’d truly lost the doctor’s respect… for real. Not just as part of the ‘bully treatment.’ For real.

	And in the weeks that followed, hope for improvement seemed further away than ever. Lizzy allowed herself to wallow in negative feelings, not even bothering to participate in any of the exercises the doctors asked of her. She began to feel like she didn’t have a chance to ever get better, and that hopelessness only created more negativity within her. She saw the worst in everything. This hospital… it didn’t feel like a place for treatment… it felt like a prison. And Dr. White held the key to escape, and the doctor seemed less inclined than ever to view Lizzy as ever being able to improve her current station in life. Dr. White seemed uninterested in pulling her up from the pit she was in, and she began to truly wonder if it was a mistake to give Dr. White so much control over her care. Because if she had truly lost herself in this ‘bully treatment’, she could imagine a bully getting off on the idea of keeping her locked up in here forever, completely at her mercy. And this was an idea she couldn’t quite shake.

	It only got worse a few months later.

	If she was hoping the doctor would drop the ‘bully’ act that she’d locked herself into these last few years after seeing how broken down she’d become, Lizzy would be disappointed. In fact, it only got worse. For Dr. White’s first occasion deigning Lizzy with her presence in months, the doctor had cooked up a special surprise, leading Lizzy to a room she’d never been to in a clearly excited fashion. Sitting her down and leaving her with Dr. Rosen and a nurse, Dr. White left the room for a few moments. Lizzy was sat in an uncomfortable chair facing a large window looking into a space decorated like a warm, comfortable bedroom, with a small dining table on one side and a big bed on the other. And on the far side was a small door, which opened as soon as she noticed it. Her breath caught in her throat as her former boss Stacy appeared, entering the room. So many conflicting emotions rose within her as this woman from her nightmares returned to her reality right in front of her. Hatred. Anger. Fear. Jealousy. Stacy looked more attractive than ever, dressed to the nines in a sexy black dress, the neckline plunging to showcase her massive tits, which looked even bigger than Lizzy remembered. They looked like they were ready to burst out from beneath her dress. Her heart sank upon seeing Stacy’s gorgeous, smirking face again, because if she was here, that meant…

	Suddenly, from behind Stacy, Ryan stepped in, and Lizzy’s breath caught in her throat. This was the man who’d once walked her down the aisle. This was the man she’d loved more than any other. Her true soulmate. Her heart called out to him, as did her mouth, leaping up and approaching the window as she called out to him, beating on the glass, before she realized that it was both thick and soundproof, leaving her feeling invisible as neither Ryan or Stacy regarded her in the slightest, leaving her frozen in place as she watched them. She couldn’t help but gaze upon the man she was once married to, drinking in the sight. While part of her felt happier than she had in years just seeing him again, she couldn’t help but recognize the obvious. He looked incredible. Despite herself, she was unable to deny that he looked so much better and more confident and self-assured in himself, now that he was with Stacy, than he ever did when he was with her. He was dressed in a well-fitted outfit, a dark button-up and some gray pants. He never dressed up like this before, but clearly these days he was motivated to look his best. Even though she could still see remnants of the man she loved, there was something decidedly more masculine and adult to him now, a far cry from the boyish veneer he had when they were married. He no longer wore his cute glasses, and his face was adorned with a five o’clock shadow that made him look ruggedly appealing. Combined with the fact that he clearly worked out and was in great shape, the nerd had hardened into a handsome, well-built stud, leaving the trappings of his younger days behind. And it was all for Stacy’s benefit.

	Lizzy was beating on the glass, waving wildly, but once again, neither him nor Stacy noticed her. They didn’t even seem to see her, and it was only then that Lizzy realized that she was behind a two-way mirror, and all those two could see was themselves. Dr. Rosen grabbed her firmly and pushed her back in her chair.

	Dr. White followed the couple into the room, speaking to them in a relaxed fashion, giving each a kiss on the cheek as she greeted them warmly. Lizzy couldn’t hear them, but the doctor seemed to be trying to comfort them, urging them to relax and get comfortable while explaining what they were here to do. Once this was done, she left the room, closing the door behind her. A few moments later, Dr. White joined Lizzy and Dr. Rosen in the side room with a big grin on her face, flipping a switch on the wall in front of them. Suddenly, Stacy and Ryan’s voices could be heard through speakers in the small room. Lizzy was horrified at hearing her ex-husband and her former boss talking, and she glanced over at Dr. White, unsure what the hell was going on. But she was about to be even more horrified at what was about to happen.

	The married couple staring at each other intensely, speaking with a low, heavy heat, their physical connection and animal magnetism was so apparent that even Lizzy could feel what was about to happen. Yet still, nothing could prepare her for actually seeing the man she once considered her soulmate and the woman she hated more than anyone leap into an embrace, open mouths colliding in a fiery kiss, limbs wrapped around each other, their two bodies becoming one as they pressed themselves into each other lewdly without shame or hesitation. Stacy lifted her leg up as they did this, and perfectly in sync, Ryan’s hand was there to grab her behind her knee, allowing the slut to begin humping against Ryan’s sizable bulge. And Lizzy’s former husband matched this action in perfect symphony, humping against her desperately. Lizzy’s eyes were wide as she watched in horror as this all play out right in front of her.

	And then Stacy and Ryan began ripping each other’s clothes off.

	Lizzy could barely watch, but on the other hand… she couldn’t look away. She watched her former husband’s fingers roughly pulling off his now-wife’s gorgeous dress hurriedly, desperate to get Stacy naked, still as excited to see the gorgeous Asian woman in the buff as he was their first time together back when he was still married to Lizzy. He’d never been that excited to get Lizzy naked…

	Lizzy looked on as he tugged down Stacy’s dress, revealing her delicious naked body. The former wife was horrified at the sight, but she couldn’t suppress the insane level of jealousy she felt at the sight of the Asian woman’s superior body. Even after kids, she was still super-skinny and fit as hell. Her pussy looked cute and sexy, her ass was incredible, and her giant tits were so fucking massive that it only emphasized the fact that Lizzy never really had a chance compared to this gorgeous, evil bitch. Some part of her almost couldn’t blame a man for choosing Stacy over herself. Even on her best days, she couldn’t come close to matching up to her former boss.

	But it was almost more traumatizing seeing Stacy revealing her former husband’s naked body. This wasn’t supposed to happen. She was not supposed to have the right to remove Ryan’s clothes. Lizzy walked down the aisle with him. She had staked her claim in him, a bond that was supposed to last forever. Yet, Stacy, that evil, wicked little bitch, came sauntering in years after the fact, shook her perfect tits and delicious ass for Ryan, stole him from Lizzy, and usurped any claim Lizzy had over him. It was her talented hands that pulled off Ryan’s clothing, revealing a body that looked far more impressive than Lizzy had ever seen it. He had been in great shape when they were together, but with Stacy, his body looked downright sculpted, as if the little Asian bitch motivated him to give her his best in all manners possible. Lizzy watched in horrified silence as Stacy tugged down Ryan’s pants, revealing a throbbing, rock hard cock that somehow looked larger and more imposing than ever. It never strained with desire like that for Lizzy.

	Only for Stacy.

	Lizzy stayed silent for as long as she could. But when the petite Asian slut shoved the taller Ryan back onto the bed and mounted him, she felt herself ready to boil over. And when she saw Ryan’s cock slide into Stacy’s tight, eager, ready pussy, Lizzy felt a horrified scream escape her throat. Leaping out of her seat and pounding at the window impotently, it was all she could do as she watched the love of her life’s big fat dick slide into her worst enemy’s cunt. Somehow, even after all this time, she still held out hope that there was some chance that she could rebuild herself to such a degree that she could win Ryan back. But seeing this, seeing Ryan and Stacy together, bodies in tune, their desire for each other so complete it was undeniable… it finally illustrated for her that such beliefs were a fairy tale. Ryan was never coming back to Lizzy. He was never leaving Stacy. Lizzy’s soulmate was gone from her for good, and as Stacy began riding his big cock, rubbing her huge fleshy tits in his face, it was clear his connection with Stacy was far more profound than Lizzy ever had with him. And all she could do upon seeing this was let out a primal scream. All hope was lost. There was no happy ending for her. Only for people like Ryan and Stacy. They were better than her, and she… she was a loser. That’s all she would ever be. She screamed and pounded at the window, rejecting this truth even as she began to believe it.

	How had her life come to this?

	Dr. White couldn’t look away as she watched Lizzy take in the sight of her ex-husband fucking another woman, the vision of this filling the broken blonde with an existential dread as her place in life was fully revealed to her. This was incredible for the doctor to watch! This woman being so broken purely because of complete and utter sexual inadequacy… wow! Lizzy was a goldmine for the work Dr. White was doing. Inwardly, the doctor beamed at how she’d been able to engineer this incredibly delicious outcome.

	In the months since that ski trip, Dr. White and Stacy had resumed their long dormant friendship, quickly becoming very close. And now, with no more facades being put up, and no more secrets between them, they could be the soul-deep friends they were truly meant to be. They were equals now, with the dominant, cutthroat businesswoman marveling at how delightfully evil the doctor truly was. Going out for drinks just like they used to, Stacy pumped the doctor for juicy stories, marveling at some of the shit Dr. White had pulled off. Stacy didn’t have many long-lasting female friends, mostly due to the fact that she was an absolute cunt, but in Dr. White she saw someone who could fill that role of a true friend, who she viewed not just on her level but perhaps on a rung above. She was pulling off so much crazy shit that it was hard not to, on some level, admire her to the point of almost idolizing her. Funny to think that Stacy once looked down at her.

	Stacy was incredibly impressed by the work Dr. White was doing, not only savoring every wicked detail of some of Dr. White’s especially juicy cases, but even donating to the cause. Dr. White had set up multiple charities to keep up appearances as a philanthropist and champion of women, and while she did use some of that money for the advertised reasons, most of it was funneled towards her work. Stacy had more money than she would ever need, and she was happy to use some of it to help fund her friend’s work and help her ruin other lesser women like they had with Lizzy. That was Stacy’s FAVORITE part, hearing how other pathetic, flat-chested women like Lizzy had been wiped out in the process of Dr. White’s work, and finding out how ruined they were in the aftermath. She loved it!

	So, when Dr. White nudged Stacy in the direction of a new way to humiliate poor little Lizzy, she leapt at the opportunity. Hearing all these crazy stories about how the doctor had humiliated these other women through her work made Stacy pine for the incredible level of soul-deep pleasure and satisfaction she felt in the decisive moment of stealing Ryan from Lizzy, and her dunking on the poor pathetic blonde wife in the aftermath. It was so hot… and so unbelievably intense. Destroying someone so completely, watching her crumble in front of you as you establish your complete superiority by ruining her life… it was an incredible sensation that was almost too hot to describe. To be honest, Lizzy was so far in her rearview mirror that neither her nor Ryan barely even thought about her anymore. It would be giving the dreary bitch far too much credit to claim that a goddess like Stacy would waste a thought on her during her free time. She had a family and an amazing man at home. She was too busy with all that to think about someone like Lizzy.

	But if you examined Stacy and Ryan’s relationship, which had lasted for years now, and to this day the two still took part in intense, rough, nasty fucking every damn day, even on the days they were fighting. (In fact, the hatefucking they took part in when they were at odds was usually enough to get them right back on the same page.) The intense passion they still felt for each other was insane, on another level compared to anything either had ever experienced. And it was hard to deny that what fueled their voracious lust for each to this day was how it started, specifically the lustful energy incited by the complete destruction and humiliation of poor pathetic Lizzy. Destroying that dreary bitch was like splitting the atom, creating an explosion that was near nuclear, enough power to drive their lust for each other for an eternity. So, in that sense, Lizzy had a presence in their marriage at its deepest darkest core, silently fueling their passion for each other at her expense. The prospect of adding a little more fuel to that fire was an irresistible prospect for the evil Asian slut.

	A few years prior, Ryan may have balked at the prospect of such vicious, callous treatment of his former love. It took some time for the good heart of his to show the effects of being married to a woman like Stacy, but her wicked soul eventually took root in his own, changing him. Her ass was so out of this world that he’d become obsessed with it, inciting some very wicked thoughts every time he found himself staring at that butt of hers leading him into trouble again and again and again. Her tits were so gigantic and firm that they made it tough for him to think straight, a fact which she’d taken advantage of so many times over the years of their marriage, driving Ryan to do so many wild things at her behest, things the once reserved, kind-hearted hunk never would have done before he’d met her. Ryan was such a good man before he slid his big cock into Stacy’s tight pussy. But after spending nearly every day since pounding his thick weapon into Stacy’s wicked, nasty, unholy cunt, experiencing levels of pleasure so overwhelming that he’d become addicted… he was never quite the same. The lustful, addictive fucking he took part in with Stacy was so mind-melting that it eroded his better nature, exposing his base urges, driving him to chase the dark pleasures only Stacy could provide him. It was impossible for any man to slide his cock into a cunt like Stacy’s without losing part of their good nature. And Ryan had made that unholy bargain on thousands of occasions in their time together, and the effect that it had had on his soul was apparent.

	So, by the time Stacy brought up Dr. White’s offer, he’d been so fully corrupted by Stacy’s wicked nature and delicious body that his ex-wife’s feelings didn’t really mean anything to him anymore. In fact, the idea appealed as much to him as it did to Stacy. He’d walked down the aisle with Lizzy not that long ago, but he’d become so consumed with lust thanks to Stacy in the time since that the woman he once loved wasn’t even a speedbump on the path to giving Stacy whatever she asked of him. The prospect of it made Stacy so unbelievably excited that all Ryan could think about was how incredible the fucking would be when she was THAT turned on. That’s all that mattered.

	This was how Dr. White was able to engineer it so Stacy and Ryan were willing to have sex right in front of Lizzy. In a room built solely for this purpose, for people to be able to get comfortable enough to have sex in a hospital setting with other people watching, the couple did just that. Stacy and Ryan cut loose and took part in some truly vicious fucking right there with no shame at all knowing others were watching.

	Dr. White had gotten to know him decently well, but even she was surprised at how little he held back. In a non-sexual setting, it seemed like the shadow of the good man he used to be still hung over him, as he came across like a well-spoken, logical, friendly guy. But in matters regarding Stacy and the fucking they took part in together, she brought out his wicked side, and Dr. White didn’t truly appreciate how far gone he was thanks to Stacy until this moment, when he eagerly fucked Stacy right in front of Lizzy, proving how little his ex-wife’s feelings mattered to him in the grand scheme of things.

	This right here was exactly why Dr. White chose the line of study she did. This was the power of sex. You can put the nicest, friendliest, most good-hearted young man in proximity with a woman who is practically walking sex, and this is what happens. This is what they become when they prioritize their lust over anything else. This is how a woman’s perfect ass can affect someone. This is what experiencing a pair of massive tits can do to a man. This is what becomes of a good man who experiences years of nasty, wicked, hardcore fucking.

	He becomes a beast.

	Ryan went to town on Stacy’s hot body, even knowing the woman he’d once pledged himself to was watching. Rolling her up with her legs on his shoulders, he drove his tall masculine frame down into her like the stud he was, making the evil bitch squeal with delight. Or fucking her doggy-style, letting his ex-wife see both his and Stacy’s hot naked bodies in profile as they went at it. Or lying back and letting Stacy ride him into the bed, showing that despite the fact that she was so much more petite than him, she ran the show in the bedroom, fucking him like the true slut she was.

	Stacy drove the action, talking shit about his former wife, knowing Lizzy could hear everything. At her behest, he followed suit, talking about how much better this was than anything his ex could ever give him. If there was any doubt about his preferences, he got really into the groove as the action heated up, following Stacy’s lead, calling Lizzy a ‘dull, pathetic, flat-chested loser’. He’d once said ‘I do’ to her in a church, but now he was expressing his true feelings towards her. The married couple delighted in this filth, savoring the added wickedness of doing this right in front of the woman they’d previously ruined. Stacy was in heaven, the Asian woman laughing and moaning as Ryan fucked her standing up against the window dividing the two rooms, her hot naked flesh sliding against the glass right in front of poor little Lizzy, Stacy’s bare ass right near the other woman’s face.

	Stacy reached highs she’d only reached early on in her relationship with Ryan, when she stole Ryan from Lizzy and rubbed the blonde’s face in it afterwards. Her passion drove Ryan, fucking her with all he had, wanting to extend her pleasure for as long as possible. These new highs she was reaching translated to him, and provided him a lustful pleasure nearly indescribable. His body was an instrument of Stacy’s pleasure, fucking her senseless until he saw stars of unholy lust behind his eyes.

	Lizzy screamed and cried, pounding against the glass in an impotent attempt to stop them. Dr. White let her do so, watching her somehow fall even deeper into her pit, deeper than the bottom, finally reaching true heartbreaking despair. Dr. White found herself watching her just as much as she watched the incredible fucking taking place in the next room, studying her patient as this process yielded incredible results. Dr. White had cameras in this room as well as the other, so she could watch this part again and again and again, so she could really savor this and analyze every moment of Lizzy’s humiliation.

	But to be honest, Lizzy’s emotions were quite obvious. Horror. Disgust. Despair. Any hope she had in ever reclaiming Ryan from his fate was lost as she watched him in action. As he lost himself in that evil slut’s body… he was unrecognizable. With Lizzy, he was always so gentle and patient in bed, the light of their love powering their physical bond. But here, watching him, seeing what he’d become thanks to Stacy’s influence… he wasn’t the same friendly, kind, gentle young man anymore. Now, watching him throw down Stacy on the bed and fuck her from behind doggy-style… he was a beast. A cursing rutting man, his impressive muscles straining, his sculpted form covered with sweat, fucking Stacy without mercy. He wasn’t gentle in the slightest, giving Stacy every inch of his massive, imposing cock roughly, fucking her hard, spanking her ass, yanking her hair, mauling her massive tits with his hands. And Stacy delighted in this rough treatment, grinning savagely, throwing herself back at him lewdly. And perfectly in-sync with her, Ryan spouted pure filth as he fucked Stacy, saying this was so much better than it ever was with Lizzy, that compared to Stacy, he realized he never loved Lizzy, and that he was hoping that he would knock up Stacy right there in front of his ex-wife.

	It was at this that Lizzy finally crumbled, the fight taken out of her fully as she fell to the ground, sobbing, unable to bear watching the illicit couple’s sinful climax, but she couldn’t hide the sounds of Ryan’s masculine sighs of pleasure as he pumped Stacy’s cunt full of cum, and Stacy’s sighs of pleasure as she came all over Ryan’s big dick. It all also hit the addled blonde’s ears.

	After a few minutes of letting Lizzy bathe in this added humiliation, Dr. White nodded at her nurses to help Lizzy back to her feat. The action was over in the room in front of them, so the worst was seemingly over. But as Lizzy looked back into the room and gazed at the couple again, what she saw in front of her made a new wave of despair course through her, falling to her knees again. Dr. White was caught off-guard by this. It wasn’t any illicit, sexual sight that sent her careening into this new wave of grief. It was the aftermath. The cooldown period. Stacy and Ryan lied back and relaxed post-sex, both in awe of how incredible it had been. They’d found something here. For a pair that had done such filthy things with each other over the years, this was saying something. Looking at Stacy, seeing how rapturous the fucking had been for her, it filled Ryan with a rush of excitement. When she got really into the sex, when she was extra turned on, the fucking was like nothing else. For Ryan, it didn’t really matter that the voracious sex he’d just had with Stacy had been fueled by the humiliation of his ex-wife Lizzy in the next room. The sinful pair was only able to reach such highs of pleasure by vaulting off Lizzy’s back, shoving the poor blonde down even further in the process. On one hand, Ryan felt some sympathy for his former wife, but the fracture between them was so wide at this point that they were now worlds apart. In the moment where that fissure had been incited, he had to pick a side, his wife or Stacy, and he’d chosen Stacy. Her wicked mind and insanely sexy body brought him a level of satisfaction that prevented him from ever regretting his decision to choose Stacy. So, when she was brought to new levels of pleasure by further humiliating Lizzy, Ryan remained on her side, the ever-supportive husband to the wicked slut. Lizzy was too far in his past to really matter in the grand scheme of things, especially compared to Stacy’s happiness. Doing this for her, fucking in front of his ex… it made her almost delirious with joy. Her pleasure was his, and seeing her so excited was a portent for good things in the future.

	When they cleaned up and got redressed, talking casually about the rest of their day while they got changed into some more casual, relaxed clothing, Stacy wearing a snug top and some comfy yoga pants, and Ryan pulling on some jeans and a t-shirt. As they did this, they chatted like a normal couple. Talking about their dinner plans. Something the nanny said one of their kids did. Their plans to watch a movie later that night. Their excitement for a basketball game they were going to a few days later. The kind of quiet domestic moment that could only come with two people that are truly together as one. A partnership. A marriage. Something deeper, something only shared in quiet moments when no one’s watching. This part… this is what wrecked Lizzy, seeing this quiet intimate moment between her ex-husband and his new woman. This is the type of moment she longed for, that she would never have with him again, a moment that seemed so far away from where she was currently. But now he was sharing this moment with that evil bitch, proving that in truth their relationship was more than just about sex… It had transcended that and become something deeper… truly deeper than what he and Lizzy ever had. She didn’t even notice when Dr. White left the room to talk with the couple in the next room, laughing and chatting as if nothing was wrong, as if there wasn’t a broken woman in the next room. Lizzy… she was well past gone.

	In the time since, she really wallowed in this singular moment of true heartbreak, not rising in the slightest above the humiliation she felt that day watching Ryan and Stacy and realizing he was out of reach from her… Forever. This was further cemented in the subsequent months, as Ryan REALLY got into this new addition to his sex life, willingly coming back to St. Lilith’s with Stacy a few more times to put on a show knowing Lizzy was watching, taking things further and further and fully cutting loose, going to town on Stacy with his former wife observing it with horror. Stacy clearly loved it, and due to that, he quickly grew to love it just as much, soon taking part in the action without the slightest bit of hesitation, the sex in that room so fucking good that he couldn’t deny it. Strangely, it almost took on the tone of a special date night for the couple, the perfect encapsulation of their dark romance, the ultimate expression of their love, coming together to fuck in front of Lizzy in perfect unison. He threw himself fully into the action every time, giving Stacy his best, losing himself in her body. Ryan was completely absorbed in the lust of the moment, wanting to drive her to grander highs of lust even as his former wife Lizzy was left in ruins on the sideline.

	Dr. Rosen handled these meetings at Dr. White’s behest, and she was also entrusted to have some recorded discussions with the married man one-on-one after the fact, to give him an avenue to bring his true thoughts out in the open. Dr. Rosen kept the conversation light and casual, talking about his happy, content life, his enthusiastic satisfaction with Stacy and the life they shared together. Each word no doubt burned with sin as he spoke them, knowing his former wife would hear them. But he quickly got into it, embracing the darker edge of his character that Stacy had brought to life from deep inside him. What he said wasn’t even bad in the slightest, as he just provided glimpses into the life he shared with Stacy, but both doctors understood these words would be daggers, and they were proven correct. When prompted to list his favorite little things about Stacy, those quiet bits of character you only notice when around someone for extended periods of time, he was happy to open up on this, his answers ranging from how excited she got at basketball games, to how uninhibited she was about swearing, to the way she always had to wiggle in her seat when she got into the car as she maneuvered the seat belt around her huge boobs. To some, these would be cute little couple moments, but to exactly one person, Lizzy, these words were like a tornado, tearing her down.

	Dr. Rosen asked him about how these appointments affected his and Stacy’s relationship, and he explained how both had grown to look forward to it the more they did it, always growing more excited as the days grew closer to their next visit. He even admitted that Stacy would be in a way better mood in the immediate aftermath of these appointments, practically glowing in the days afterwards, inciting them to fuck even more than usual. Seeing his happiness at this admission, seeing how he was so consumed with sexual need… it disheartened his former wife.

	Over the course of these intervening months, these occasional glimpses of the life stolen from her, served to halt her progress in its tracks and break her down further. Her once friendly, kind nature had been ground away, leaving her a hopeless husk of her former self.

	This was incredible! Lizzy had proven herself to be one of the most fruitful patients for her work in the years she’d been doing this. She was almost the perfect patient for the type of work Dr. White was doing, and the doctor would be there to study her no matter how far she fell. Lizzy had had her life absolutely destroyed due to her complete sexual inadequacy. Watching how far she had fallen due to that was truly a spectacular thing.

	But it wasn’t just those qualities that made her such a fantastic patient. While it had been a long time since the doctor was in a mode to compliment Lizzy, she had to admit that the other woman possessed a certain toughness, in that no matter how much she was pushed down she always ended up regathering herself and getting back up. The problem she had was that she was so painfully gullible and naïve that she never learned from her mistakes. People are supposed to evolve and adjust based on negative stimuli, but not Lizzy, continuing to walk into the same traps over and over again. She was so sweet and so kind-hearted, but far too trusting in the goodness of others. This made her a wonderful person, but that made it almost a guarantee that she would get taken advantage of. Combined with her somewhat plain looks, bony butt, and incredibly flat chest… she was destined to be a bully target for other women.

	The way Dr. White looked at it, Lizzy would be facing this kind of treatment even if she was out there left to her own devices, as shown by her run-in with Kayla in the church, and the nature of her relationship with Stacy in the workplace. Sure… Dr. White helped move things along in that sense, ramping it up to the nth degree. And while she too got a certain dark pleasure at bullying the broken blonde, she justified it to herself that she was doing so in a controlled setting. And she knew that on some level Lizzy could take it. She was a sponge for bullying at the hands of other women, due to the fact that she’d no doubt been experiencing it her entire life due to her inability to fill up a bra. And it was Dr. White’s responsibility as a scientist to push her test subject, to test Lizzy’s limits, to see how much humiliation she could actually take. The world could learn so much based on the failures of someone like loser Lizzy.

	Dr. White found new ways to poke and prod at Lizzy. Not only were Stacy and Ryan regulars in showing up at the hospital so they could fuck in front of Lizzy, Kayla and John were finally able to swing by for the same purpose. Dr. White and Stacy put on the full-court press on Kayla until she was finally convinced to fly down with John for a visit so they could all meet up again, hang out, and see the sights, culminating in them showing up at St. Lilith’s to fuck in front of Lizzy. The blonde was shocked to see her high school bully right in front of her again after all these years, and seeing her high school sweetheart John walk in behind her only compounded the fear of what was about to take place in front of her.

	Kayla had heard all about the fun Stacy and Ryan had gotten up to in the hospital, fucking where they knew Lizzy was watching, but Kayla took things to the next level. Whereas Stacy and Ryan fucked knowing they were putting on a show for Lizzy, basking in their own superiority, Kayla was the first to directly acknowledge Lizzy, talking to her through the glass, keeping the broken blonde in the mix throughout. Not only insulting her, running her down and talking about how good John was fucking her, she also basked in her own superiority by talking about how amazing she looked as she rode Lizzy’s high school sweetheart. But also, staring directly into the glass as she got fucked from behind, somehow knowing exactly where Lizzy was seated, smirking at the blonde as her former love fucked her like an animal, making her massive breasts bounce lewdly. She even gave Lizzy the finger, both middle fingers raised as she approached an orgasm, her face a mask of bliss.

	Much like with Ryan, Lizzy was shocked by how little she recognized John, a man she used to love. Obviously, she could tell it was him, but he was like a different person. He used to be so kind and sweet and loving, but there he was, his fit body flexing as he fucked Kayla like a beast with his big, thick cock. But what stuck with her in her nightmares, what sent her careening into a spiral of existential dread, was the sight of the crucifix around his neck. It matched the one hanging from Kayla’s, only hers kept getting smothered by her jiggling breasts. His stuck to his chest, shining against his masculine upper half as he fucked Kayla in a sinful fashion. How were these people being rewarded with a life of bliss? What kind of God would take their side despite all the bad shit they’d done together? What kind of God would penalize someone like Lizzy despite being so good-hearted and friendly? Kayla and John had an amazing life, a big family and they were well-liked, beloved by the church despite all their bad behavior. Lizzy did things by the book, as they should be, and it felt like she was getting pummeled with humiliation again and again and again. It just wasn’t fair.

	She voiced this all to the doctor in the immediate aftermath, prompting Dr. White to speculate.

	“Perhaps you’ve fallen under the sway of the wrong God…” Dr. White said, before pausing and adding with a small smirk. “Or Goddess?”

	This sent Lizzy into another tailspin, as for the first time the doctor ventured into religious territory. Her addled mind immediately took this speculation and filled in the blanks, and she couldn’t help but wonder if the doctor was implying that both Stacy and Kayla were goddesses, and she a mere mortal. It certainly felt that way, with how profoundly different lives they were having. It was as if they played by different rules. As much as she wanted to reject it, there was some twisted logic to it. But then again, neither of them exactly fit the bill of a goddess in her mind. Although… they were both gorgeous, and sexy, and had perfect bodies, and cantaloupe sized breasts, and both got to live of live of pure bliss while getting to have wild sex with wonderful men every day. Sounded pretty close to the life of a goddess. But if they weren’t goddesses, they were at the very least on the preferred side of whatever God or Goddess controlled Lizzy’s fate. Whoever that was, their light shined on those two sluts, and they seemed to get a perverse joy out of kicking Lizzy while she was down.

	And as Dr. White watched her consider this idle speculation, she couldn’t help but smile to herself, indeed getting joy out of all this. Her mind was already filling with ideas at this new angle of treatment. She never quite thought of herself as a deity in any manner, but when you examine the dynamic between them, with Dr. White asserting complete control of not only her patient’s life but her destiny, pulling the right strings to engineer just this fate, tearing apart her marriage and locking her up where she was completely under Dr. White’s thumb… it could be argued that to Lizzy, Dr. White was her god. Or goddess, rather. God certainly had had no impact on the ever-faithful Lizzy’s current lot on life, and Dr. White had filled that gap, creating a closed ecosystem where the doctor could play that role with her patients. It seemed kind of a crazy to make that point, but it was undeniable that Lizzy would have more luck praying to Dr. White than who she currently was praying to. Lizzy was still not looking in the right direction in terms of who that Goddess was controlling her life, but perhaps if she eventually figured it out and showed proper deference, she could improve her lot in life. The doctor jotted copious notes regarding this, already coming up with great new ideas in this vein. But until then… she’d be getting a whole lot more of this.

	Kayla LOVED fucking in front of Lizzy even more than she expected. John got off on it as well, and both seemed very interested in doing it again. He confessed to Dr. White after the fact that initially, when Kayla presented the idea to him, she was more into it than he was. Not that he was against it… it just seemed more like her thing. But being the dutiful hubby he was, he went along with it. He compared it to accompanying his wife when she went clothes shopping, getting his opinion as she tried on sexy outfits to get his approval. Perhaps not the thing he’d prefer to be doing, but simply part of being a good husband. But instead of going clothes shopping, it was them fucking in front of his high school sweetheart, humiliating his former girlfriend in the process. At first, he thought it’d be awkward and a little cruel, as Kayla always had more of a sadistic streak than he did. He’d had plenty of fun at his former girlfriend’s expense over the years, but this seemed a hair too mean.

	But once they were in the moment, John followed Kayla’s lead, and he was happy he did. He couldn’t deny how much the added wickedness of Lizzy watching added to the amazing sex the married couple had. He was focused on the task at hand as Kayla really savored the added layer of Lizzy watching, and he followed suit. Her excitement fed into the moment, and he couldn’t deny the incredible lust they’d found together. John was soon giving it to his wife with even more passion than usual, and seeing him getting into the groove made Kayla more excited. This was a vicious cycle of sinful lust, each getting the other more excited as they surrendered to the moment, fucking each other’s brains out and rubbing Lizzy’s face into it until they reached the inevitable climax where the lust was too much to take. Kayla’s body exploded in a crescendo of soul-deep satisfaction, her body consumed with a level of exhilaration that even a slut like her had rarely experienced. Her husband was right there with her, lightning behind his eyes as his body played hers like an instrument until they both exploded with pleasure. The couple collapsed into each other, catching their breath as they came down from the incredible pleasures they’d both experienced.

	For Kayla, seeing John really cut loose always drove her crazy, but seeing him echo some of her darker urges almost made her deliriously excited. As strange as it sounded, this had proven to be a great couple’s activity, and teaming up to humiliate his ex somehow made their pairing even stronger.

	In conversation after, Kayla brought up the idea of possibly bringing Lizzy into the room with them, with no barriers between them. That was a step-up in intensity, but Dr. White couldn’t hide how much the idea appealed to her. There was always a new bottom for loser Lizzy.

	In a matter of months, Lizzy had gone from having the slightest bit of hope, to now having watched the two men she loved most fuck two women she hated most, erasing any hope for their salvation, their souls now permanently lost to those two sluts. This sent her into an existential tailspin that had her questioning her faith, her nature, her role in life, everything. These last few months had truly broken her. Realizing truly that Ryan would never be hers again, watching how much Stacy had corrupted him, and then seeing John just as far gone, the religious young man she loved now an instrument of sin thanks to the influence of that evil bitch… this all sent her spiraling. On one hand, she was left with no other choice but to embrace the fact that she truly was an absolute loser. After everything that had happened… even she couldn’t deny it. She was a loser. An ugly, flat-chested fucking loser, just as Stacy, Kayla and Dr. White always said. But the manner she embraced it was in an almost manic fashion, as if something in her mind had snapped. Luckily, Dr. White and her team were perfectly equipped to handle this new aspect of her care, all the while studying every moment of her downfall.

	And in this manic state, while she embraced her loser nature, she also acquired an almost crazed, desperate need to be better again, to no longer be a loser, to be a functioning person again. She found herself considering some pretty radical options, some of Dr. White’s words from years prior beginning to make more sense. The act of getting her face dunked in a toilet… it wasn’t a humiliation. It was an opportunity. A chance for rebirth. A baptism. There was a twisted logic to it, and the more she thought about it, the more it made sense. Didn’t it make sense to take control of her own fate for once? The previous times it happened to her, she’d made the wrong choices afterwards every time. If it happened again, she wouldn’t make the same mistake. She found herself pacing in front of the toilet on a regular basis, urging herself to have some backbone and just do it. And that was how Dr. White found her this morning.

	Finally interrupting the fun, Dr. Rosen approached the doorway, looking through the Plexiglass window and speaking through the intercom.

	“Calm down, Lizzy, or we’ll have to put you in restraints,” Dr. Rosen said. Turning to look at her, Lizzy saw Dr. White over the other doctor’s shoulder.

	“Dr. White! Jen! Please… can we meet soon? Can we please talk? I can’t stand being a loser anymore! I need your help! I’ll do anything!” Lizzy begged, looking through the glass, desperate. Openly rolling her eyes to really cement her true feelings in Lizzy’s mind, Dr. White stepped forward to address her.

	“Lizzy,” Dr. White began, her too referring to her with the nickname she so hated even as she spoke in a professional tone. “We’re supposed to meet in a couple weeks, but I’m a little busy, so we may have to push back to the next month. Or even the month after. I’m sorry. I’m just really busy right now, and I’d really like to focus on cases that are closer to providing better results.” she said, not sounding particularly apologetic.

	“Wait! It’s just… I’m going crazy in here! Please! I need to talk to you. If I don’t… I think I’m gonna dunk my own face in the toilet! I need to be baptized! I need to be reborn as anything but the loser I am! Please! Can we talk!” Lizzy asked desperately. Dr. White glanced at Dr. Rosen, who nodded at her and smiled. With Lizzy watching, she could see a dark pallor pass across Dr. White’s face as she stepped forwards, the other doctor giving her room to work her magic.

	“Why should I waste my time with a flat-chested piece of shit like you? Cause that’s what you are! A piece of shit fucking loser! What kind of woman lets herself watch her ex-husband fucking his new woman? If you had just fought back even the slightest, we would have been on the road to a full recovery. But just sitting back and taking it? Jesus, Lizzy! You really are pathetic!” Dr. White said, her voice poisonous as she spoke to her former patient. Lizzy’s eyes went wide, both at the sting of this comment, and the knowledge that she had literally asked for it. She knew it was part of the role she was playing… but it still stung. It was for the best, she told herself. That’s what Dr. White always said to her before, and it’s what she kept telling herself now. She had to trust her, even as she got so fucking mean. In this state, she couldn’t stop the tears from filling her eyes. She was so broken at this point that it hit so much harder. It really hurt. But then a smirk crossed Dr. White’s lips.

	“You know…” the doctor began. “When I spoke about you getting your face dunked in a toilet in those terms… a baptism, a chance for rebirth… I confess I wasn’t being entirely serious. I just thought it was kinda funny. But… you’re right. It does make sense. And frankly… I’m willing to try anything at this point. So, yeah… maybe you should do it. Maybe you should dunk your own face in the toilet. Who knows… it might work.”

	Lizzy expected her to try and talk her out of it. Frankly, she hoped she would. She wished Dr. White would recognize that letting her do something like that would be a step too far. But Dr. White wasn’t about to talk her out of it, giving her a bemused look before turning away. Lizzy watched her do so, in slight disbelief at being treated so dismissively by someone she’d thrown all her trust behind. She then glanced back at her toilet bowl, the clean water beckoning her…

	Dr. Rosen shook her head as Dr. White approached her, smirking. Beyond her, she watched Lizzy kneeling in front of the toilet.

	“Jesus Christ…” Dr. Rosen said, looking upon Lizzy’s actions with disgust, unable to watch any more.

	“Speaking of people who are completely broken,” Dr. White pointed out, rolling her eyes, confident that Lizzy was totally conquered. “That is what I want Jenny to end up like. A completely shattered, humiliated mess. Not an ounce of fight left in her. Studying someone in that state… it’s so good!”

	“You think she’ll ever have a normal life?” Dr. Rosen asked, already knowing the answer. Dr. White shook her head.

	“Not a chance,” she replied firmly. “She’s completely etched it within herself that she’s a complete loser, and people can just sense that on someone. No man is ever gonna touch her again. No one will ever love her again. Her storybook is a really dull one that no one will ever fucking care about. Poor thing still thinks she has a chance. The only value she has left is to us. For study. For science. She’s gonna be here a long, long time…”

	It was harsh, but true. Dr. Rosen was again so impressed by Dr. White. She had such a clear vision, not held back by any rules or ethics, not letting that stop her from making some incredible discoveries about the raw sinful depths of sex and the fallout that came with it. She was so incisive, so brilliant… it was like she was psychic, her knowledge of the human mind unparalleled. She was a shining star, and Dr. Rosen felt lucky to be along for the ride. But there were a few moments, like this, where Dr. White displayed a ruthless, cruel, almost sadistic side to her that let Dr. Rosen know to stay on her good side. If she didn’t, she knew the doctor wasn’t above making her pay. If Dr. White could get in her head in the same way she had with Lizzy… no telling what she could make you do.

	Just look at one of her former colleagues, Dr. Suzanne Schulhause. She’d been working here for years, well before Dr. White came on board. A highly acclaimed doctor of psychiatry, about a decade older than Dr. White, she was well known among her peers, as well as being very popular and well-respected. She was most notable for being the on-call contact for a psych eval during law enforcement cases, working to help bring down the criminally insane. But despite doing work to bring these people into custody, she was always empathetic towards them, almost always recommending extended medical care rather than prison time.

	As was the case with one of her most recent cases, the Alexandra Regis case. She had been a highly wanted criminal for years, known for being one of the most talented thieves in the world. But her methods weren’t about safe-cracking or breaking and entering. It was through an incredible power of persuasion, being able to talk people into giving up their secrets, talking them into practically handing her their money and valuables. It was the type of thing that couldn’t be taught, which was appropriate as she was a high school dropout. You either had it, or you didn’t. And Alexandra had it, which combined with a little bit of mania within her that compelled her to believe she was capable of anything, made Alexandra extremely dangerous.

	The authorities came to Dr. Schulhause for a case, seeking to develop a profile on the suspect. Through her help, they did just that, creating a behavioral profile of the suspect, and an analysis of her actions to better understand why she was doing what she did, and what she might do next. Through the information they had, as well as pictures of the suspect, Suzanne developed a crystal-clear profile of the suspect, Alexandra, and how she had achieved such success.

	It no-doubt helped that Alexandra was uncommonly sexy. Stunning blue eyes. Gorgeous features. A great body, with a shapely ass, trim waist, and huge breasts. She had a wild, lawless look about her, namely her sexy but untamable long brunette hair, and a few tattoos marking her gorgeous pale flesh that belied her rough upbringing. Despite her intense good looks, she could be such a chameleon that she could pass as low-class or high-class without fail. She could work her way into any situation, a thief, a con artist, a seductress, and for a long time, she got away with it.

	Until she got bored… and sloppy. Until the money wasn’t enough for her and she began to push past her normal limits for a new thrill. Until she started to become violent. Until she got more excited by the damage she could wreak than the goods she could take. She didn’t kill anyone, but… let’s just say she drew some serious blood.

	Dr. Schulhause assessed that this rise in violence on Alexandra’s part coincided with a slight mental break, diagnosing her from afar as a psychopath testing her limits, looking to feel something by leaving more than just tears and anger in her wake. Alexandra never had empathy… but she was now seeing how far she could push that before she felt something real.

	She was eventually apprehended by the authorities, and it was only by Suzanne’s recommendation that she was saved from prison and brought to her Psych ward for long-term psychiatric care. But alas, Suzanne’s confidence was in vain, as Alexandra repeatedly lashed out and rebelled against the doctor’s help, showing few grateful feelings towards the woman who spared her a worse fate. She lashed out, both verbally and physically, forcing them to restrain her when dealing with her, or even give her sedatives to calm her down. Alexandra knew how to target her barbs, hitting the doctor where it hurt, namely her looks, her weight, etc. But the doctor kept at it, unwavering at the other woman’s insults, hoping that getting through her defenses would be the first step in getting to the bottom of her deep issues. Alexandra’s best hope for resuming her normal life was by winning over Suzanne, yet she seemed loathe to even bother trying.

	The temperature changed when Dr. White came on board to the hospital.

	For one, Dr. Schulhause was the most tenured person in Psych when Dr. White took over, and she was one of the most senior doctors who resisted Dr. White’s changes. Suzanne was skeptical, at best, to some of these changes, and was outright suspicious of Dr. White at other times. Dr. White returned the favor, regarding the senior doctor rather icily. It didn’t help when Dr. White interjected herself into the Alexandra case, stepping on Suzanne’s toes and taking the patient on herself. It didn’t help that Dr. White immediately developed a better rapport with Alexandra than Suzanne ever did. Suzanne’s resentment of Dr. White grew, as did her suspicion of some of the things Dr. White was up to, poking her nose in some of Dr. White’s business. And as time went on, and Dr. Schulhause got closer to uncovering what Dr. White was doing with this hospital, it all finally came to a head.

	And that point happened when Alexandra escaped her cell.

	It happened when Suzanne was interviewing Alexandra one-on-one. They had gotten to the point where Alexandra was kept in restraints during all these interviews, and the doctor had some sedatives at the ready in case the other woman lashed out. Yet somehow, five minutes into the interview, Alexandra attacked, shedding her restraints as if they were nothing. She proceeded to slap the shit out of Suzanne, knocking her into a daze, enough where she didn’t even feel the sedative being deftly injected into her veins.

	For the acclaimed doctor, the next period of time was a daze. The sedative should have only lasted for a couple hours, but it felt like she went weeks in a stupor, not fully coherent, any events she did take part in passing across her memory without leaving an imprint. When she emerged from this haze, she found herself in Alexandra’s cell, restrained in a straightjacket, Dr. White sitting across from her, waiting calmly.

	Dr. White explained to the other doctor that she had a psychotic break during her interview with Alexandra, and that Dr. White had clocked the signs long before that point. Not only through her interactions with Alexandra, which in Dr. White’s opinion had been woefully insufficient, as to have the younger doctor concerned about Suzanne’s competency. But more concerning to her was Suzanne’s paranoid delusions regarding Dr. White and any so-called ‘schemes’ she may be taking part in through the hospital. Dr. White explained that it had been almost a month since that day in the cell with Alexandra, since Suzanne’s psychotic break, and they’d been caring for her ever since.

	Suzanne claimed she felt fine, and of right mind, confused at what the younger doctor was even talking about, but Dr. White dismissed this all with a handwave, telling the other doctor that she was not yet in a position to be aware of how sick she truly was. Then, realizing where she was, specifically Alexandra’s old cell, she asked about her patient, and if they’d caught her. And at this, Dr. White grinned. She explained that in a mere few interactions, Dr. White had not only signed off on Alexandra’s sanity, ruling that she was of sane mind and body, and perhaps always had been, and that Dr. White had talked the authorities into dropping any added charges related to her breakout, stating that her insufficient treatment under Suzanne’s care justified her behavior.

	Furthermore, Dr. White explained that Suzanne’s assertions to Alexandra’s mental health had been invented from the start, that it was all a fiction the other doctor had created out of nothing, to the degree that perhaps the whole investigation into Alexandra’s crimes might be fruit of the poisonous tree. That Suzanne may have projected the whole thing onto this other woman, perhaps out of jealousy for the younger woman’s intense beauty. Now that Dr. White was in charge, she’d signed off on Alexandra’s competency, and in talking with the patient, they agreed on a scheme to flip the script on Suzanne, so she could get the care she so badly needed, hence the little escape they cooked up together.

	It was all patently ridiculous, Dr. Schulhause stated, as Dr. White’s story had so many holes in it that it was nonsensical. But Dr. White was ready for this, stating that not only did she sign off on Suzanne being committed, but her husband did as well, as well as a second doctor. Suzanne was baffled by this, only to look past the doctor and see her husband Bobby and Alexandra staring through the window. At this, Suzanne was shook. What the fuck… how was this possible? Had she woken up into a whole different world? What was happening?

	Dr. White explained that in the past month, during her ‘psychotic break’, Dr. White introduced Alexandra to Bobby, and sparks really flew. She then explained that when someone’s partner experiences a mental health crisis like this, a man like Bobby will look for some comfort and stability. He will need an outlet for his frustrations… and Alexandra was happy to fill that role. When both of the women explained to him the depth of Suzanne’s psychosis, combined with a little added coaxing, he came around to the idea, eventually agreeing to it. And upon realizing that the woman he married wasn’t the woman who was now in a padded cell, it couldn’t be helped that he’d need the companionship of another, more stable woman, and Alexandra was right there, ready to fit the bill.

	This was madness… insanity. But looking up and seeing Alexandra’s confident smirk as she stood very close to Bobby, and looking across from her and seeing Dr. White’s cold stare, it all clicked into place. She was right about Dr. White… she was into some fucked up shit, and Suzanne had gotten too close. Teaming up with Alexandra, they worked together to conjure up an insane scheme to put her in this cell, calling her crazy and rendering any claims she made moot. And not only had they done that, they’d weaponized Alexandra and turned her against Bobby, letting her work her magic to get him to do whatever she wanted. And poor, sweet Bobby had taken the bait, succumbing to her wiles. How… this couldn’t be real? She had to get out of here. Then she looked up and saw Alexandra and her husband holding hands, and she saw red, futilely leaping at the other doctor. But it was in vain, her straightjackets throwing off her center of balance and sending her tumbling to the floor. Dr. White called in the nurses, and Suzanne felt an injection before returning to that fog.

	It had been almost a year since that point, and the acclaimed Dr. Schulhause remained in that cell, spending most of her time zonked out, completely broken in a padded cell that she was once the gatekeeper to. Alexandra and Bobby would visit her occasionally, parading their pairing, Alexandra playing the part of the domestic wife to a T, hiding her true madness now that she’d found the ultimate bliss in committing the most powerful theft possible, not just stealing someone’s goods, but stealing someone’s man… stealing her life, even stealing a baby, Bobby’s seed now currently growing in her belly. It was the best, and she’d never felt better. This gave her a bigger thrill than any of the shit she’d pulled over the years. And now cleared of her crimes and approved as being competent, she was living a life of unrestrained freedom, all thanks to the brilliant Dr. White who she now considered a dear friend.

	Everyone who worked at St. Lilith’s knew the truth, or at least heavily suspected it, but they simply went along with Dr. White’s orders, treating their former colleague as one of their patients without question, keeping her in the state she was in. Most didn’t approve, at least at first, but they all recognized it as the warning it was. Don’t come after Dr. White, or you’d end up like Suzanne. Dr. Rosen certainly understood this, doing her best to stay on Dr. White’s good side.

	And Suzanne wasn’t even the biggest example of that point. Ending up like Suzanne was almost preferable to that other outcome… things didn’t turn out as bad for Suzanne as it had for the gimp.

	Yes, there was a gimp under the hospital’s care, but few had actually seen her, and even fewer knew much about her. Dr. Rosen had seen her once in passing, in a dark hallway on one of the underground levels, but the image had stuck with her ever since. A fit, hot-bodied woman, clad in black rubber all over, molded to her delicious frame, allowing anyone who saw her to admire the immaculate shape of her ass and every jiggle of her huge breasts. You couldn’t identify her as she wore a mask, leaving only her eyes, nose, and lips visible, as well as a shock of hair hanging out of the back her mask in a ponytail. She couldn’t speak, as her mouth was stuffed with a ball-gag. She couldn’t move much on her own, as the outfit limited her movement, as did the leash tied around her neck, being held by one of the nurses at the time. But she wasn’t trying to escape. She’d accepted her fate. She’d surrendered.

	No one knew who she was, or where she was being kept. There were rumors about her, that she was someone who, like Suzanne, caught on to what was happening in this hospital at the behest of Dr. White. As the rumor had it, she felt the need to right this injustice, to stop what was going on at St. Lilith’s, only to get captured and enslaved, her mind broken as she was reduced to a mindless slave in a rubber gimp suit. No one knew the exact truth of the situation. If anyone asked any questions about her, they were quickly silenced by their fellow coworkers, for their own sake. You weren’t supposed to ask questions, or even know of the gimp’s existence. Whoever she was, no one knew. Whoever had these answers about her true identity and her story, no one could say. Where she was being kept, no one could figure out. But there was no doubt that one person knew the true answer, and Dr. Rosen was standing right next to her. She’d heard rumors connecting the two, one specifically of a nurse catching the gimp being lead somewhere by a group of women, including Dr. White. The rubber-clad woman was being obstinate, so Dr. White gave her ass a spank so loud it echoed down the hallway, the gimps moans muffled by the ball gag. But Dr. White had never mentioned anything about the gimp. And wisely, Dr. Rosen kept her mouth shut about it, hoping to one day prove herself so she could be in that inner circle of women in the hospital that Dr. White could completely trust with that level of information.

	She wanted Dr. White to view her as an extension of herself. As someone who could be trusted to run things just the way she would, as someone who would do these things without being told. That thought extended to the next patient they discussed. On paper, it was a garden variety case, and to be frank, she was the one patient they had who was most qualified to be treated at a mental health facility. Her name was Carlee Brooks, the daughter of rich parents who lacked the patience or ability to handle her admittedly intense personality disorder. Her violent outbursts and sudden mood-shifts required a level of care they weren’t able to give, hence her being committed to a mental health facility. That was all legit. But what got her brought here by Dr. Rosen was the simple fact that she was hot, skinny, and had double F cup tits. Carlee was transferred to this facility not for any specific plot, but to serve a very important role in the ecosystem of the many patients held here. A catalyst. Someone to agitate the status quo. Someone who could rile up the other patients when in common areas. Someone who was hot enough to drive all those other formerly married women crazy with jealousy and further drive home their self-esteem issues. Someone to get all the attention from all the men, employees and patients alike. Despite her often uncontrollably bad behavior towards the other female patients in the psych ward, she was given special treatment, getting better meals, more amenities, more freedoms, all with the express permission of Dr. Rosen. And unlike most of the other women they were treating, Carlee was allowed private visits from outsiders, which she took great advantage of at every opportunity, savoring the fact that even in treatment she had a private place she could go to and have sex with men. Even in her fluctuating mental state, she had plenty of suitors on the outside. But she had a certain charm about her even on the inside, allowing her to seduce men she came across there as well, doctors, caregivers, male patients, even family members of other patients who were allowed the occasional visit. This private room was centrally located in such a way that the other patients always heard her moans.

	Dr. White loved this whole scheme that Dr. Rosen had cooked up, praising her subordinate and joining in the fun, always being friendly towards Carlee despite her bad behavior, encouraging her along whenever she saw her. Giving Carlee a knowing glance as they passed by her well-furnished room, they approached a patient that Dr. White was familiar with.

	“Ah… how’s our little Georgia O’Keefe?” Dr. White asked with a small smirk.

	In the room in front of her sat a homely woman with short hair and glasses, seated at a small desk, painting. Her name was Wanda, and how she ended up here was quite a story.

	In the aftermath of the Alexandra Regis case, where Dr. White’s team was seemingly able to rehabilitate a patient who was criminally dangerous, her hospital had earned the respect of people in some very high places in the criminal justice system, specifically with those who dealt similar patients. That’s why her hospital was offered to take a chance on one of the most dangerous female patients currently in custody. Her name was Zara Cassidy, and there were some people who thought of her as one of the most dangerous women in the world. Was she violent? No, not in any grand way to warrant such fear, although she had certainly left some people worse for wear. What made her dangerous was what she said, and the passion with which she said it.

	She was a political problem.

	She wasn’t directly involved in such matters. But she was someone who higher-ups in those fields had grown to fear. She was a thought leader, an influencer, although that term was far too narrow and loaded for what she did. Her message was a scary one to some: to destroy the patriarchy. To make it crumble beneath the power of women. Some tried to classify her as a militant feminist, but to those that knew the dirty details of what she’d gotten up to, they would know she was no such thing, as she was probably an even more dangerous figure to women as she was to men.

	This wasn’t some loud, abrasive call to arms. This was seductive. A worldview spoken of with a confidence that was so complete that no one could deny it for long. It could slip into your mind like a vapor, enveloping your consciousness until all you could think about was giving her exactly what she wanted.

	Zara could destroy people completely. She could get in your head. She could break you down. She could find your weak spots and break you. She could take one look at you and know whether or not she could break you. And so far, she was undefeated. She just had an innate, off-the-charts charisma, and she spoke with a wild, uncontrolled passion that could win even the skeptical to her side. Her silky-smooth voice, one dripping with sex, combined with her perfect diction and mesmerizing eyes meant she could hypnotize even the strongest wills.

	It didn’t hurt that she was insanely hot. A gorgeous face, plump lips, long silky jet-black hair. Her skin was a perfect golden tan that practically glowed, looking so smooth it would compel you to touch. Long, taut, lithe legs, with firm calves and smooth thighs. Her butt was 10 out of 10, full, and firm and perfectly formed, vaulting out from her body, yearning to be treated roughly. And she had a dynamite pair of massive breasts, bigger than melons, soft and full and firm, jutting out from her fit body like ripe fruit, just BEGGING to be squeezed. God… the things she could make a man do just to get his hands on those perfect, soft, squeezable tits of hers…

	With her passionate words and her intense beauty, she gained a massive following while barely trying, sharing her stories online. Talking about all the men she’d seduced, all the fun she’d had. Turns out, people really loved hearing a confident, gorgeous woman talking about every dirty detail of all the nasty sex she had. How she got men curled around her finger, again and again, doing so with such ease and such confidence that it seemed like a rule of nature. How could men be considered superior citizens when not a single one could resist her?

	This was her gift. She was so charismatic, so perceptive, and so fucking hot… no one could stand up to her. She could make anyone fall beneath her will because she’d been doing it her entire life. She didn’t care about women as a whole destroying the patriarchy. She didn’t give the slightest thought to the women who’d been left heartbroken in her wake after their men chose Zara over them. She was no champion of womankind. She was a champion of herself. What she knew is that every single man who ever tried resisting her always crumbled in the end. Married men, confident men, powerful men, unbreakable men… they all bent to her will, proving to be nothing more than a tool for her pleasure. Not one could resist her. And in a world that seemed to favor men over women, this imbalance just seemed laughable. Big, strong men, smart men, tough men… they all collapsed into dust when faced down with Zara Cassidy.

	People flocked to her, just wanting to be near her. And with this added attention came some of the unwanted variety. People who feared what she had to say, people who wanted to shut her down, fearing that her worldview would catch on. Unlike most, she welcomed opposition without fear, even offering to meet with her opponents privately to discuss their differences. And every time this happened, their opponents would break, completely crumbling when faced down with Zara’s hot body, coming out the other end completely on her side, a passionate follower. Men, women… she could break anyone.

	As her influence grew, so did the fear of her. Undercover agents fell to her charms, and her following kept growing. Finally, with no other recourse, charges were ginned up against Zara, accusing her of being the head of a cult, accusing her of fraud, accusing her of crimes, throwing enough shit at her that some stuck, enough to put her away.

	But if they thought that would stop her, they again underestimated her. Experts interviewed her, and instead of putting her in jail, with charges that were admittedly tenuous, they instead opted to commit her. A narcissist, no doubt, and possibly even a sociopath, as she used people for her own ends without care or empathy, leaving them in the dust when she was done with them. Besides… she was so sexy, and her body so perfect… seriously, her tits were huge! It was probably best not to put someone as pristine as her in a silly old prison. At least… that’s what she was able to convince them to do.

	No matter where she was sent, she had a nasty little habit of completely flipping the power dynamic with ease, asserting control and influence over the people supposedly in charge of guarding her. Security guards, other doctors… they all crumbled just like the rest, succumbing to her charms, getting their brains fucked out by her, and in the process falling under the thrall of the gorgeous, raven-haired young goddess. No matter where she went, the doctors would eventually find themselves arguing on her behalf, trying to convince the authorities that Zara should be freed. The people in charge didn’t want that, so they would keep moving her around to different facilities until they found one equipped enough to contain her. That’s what led them to Dr. White.

	They spoke of Zara as if she had a superpower, a charisma and ability for persuasion that could not be contained. Dr. White was eager to stare down this young woman and see what she was made of personally, but then an opportunity presented itself that couldn’t be denied.

	Enter Dr. Charles Axelrod.

	Charles was a contemporary of Dr. Schulhause, and Suzanne’s downfall never sat right with him. He kept poking around, pushing his nose into Dr. White’s business, and it was clear he was no fan of his new boss. But he was quite accomplished and influential, one of the most highly respected in the country, therefore simply firing him didn’t seem like the best way forward. So, when Zara entered St. Lilith’s, Dr. White came up with a shrewd idea. Instead of personally dealing with Zara, she could watch from afar. She could yield the job to Dr. Axelrod so she could watch the patient in her element, doing her thing and trying to win over another authority figure. Charles was pleased with this development. He had so many questions about how the Alexandra case went down with Suzanne, but now, he could be in charge of this next major case involving a criminal, so he trusted it by done by-the-book.

	Charles was a highly regarded doctor of psychiatry. In his late thirties, the married doctor was knowledgeable, book smart and experienced. He was one of the best. A towering figure, tall and broad-shouldered and masculine, he came from an athletic background, and often had to combat people’s initial intimidation of him. But in truth, he was quite friendly and charming, though he had a steely demeanor, not one to break easily. If you were to pick someone to face down a person like Zara, you’d pick Charles Axelrod.

	He was good at his job, and it was partially that he did it 24 hours a day. His wife, Wanda, had been present at an armed robbery many years ago, and since then, she’d been agoraphobic. This condition is often more complex than its common use, but in this case, it manifested in a classic fashion. Wanda feared being outside, in open spaces. It had been a long time since she’d left the house. But Charles was patient and understanding, catering to her condition, working with her to make her life easier and to not push her beyond her comfort zone. This meant he never got to fully shut down his doctor side, even in his personal life, but he and his wife had settled into a nice groove. They had no kids, because her condition would make such a thing extra complicated, but he worked around her mental health issues without judgment, forming a fully functioning marriage. Some might balk at such an arrangement, but he was truly happy.

	They had a nice big house, so she wasn’t cooped up. She was happy to be at home, and she made a little money there. She was a painter, and sometimes she would sit up on the second floor next to a big window and people watch, painting the people she saw. She made a little money like this online, enough to keep her happy and productive.

	Charles did his homework with Zara, reading all the stories about her, and hearing all the discussion about what she was capable of through his connections at other hospitals. But he was confident in his abilities, and he truly believed he would be the one to get through to her.

	When he finally entered a room with her and sat across from her for the first time, he tried to gauge her reaction. She didn’t seem intimidated by him. If anything, she seemed excited. Pleased to see the imposing, masculine, handsome doctor seated across from her. And even more pleased to see the ring on his finger.

	She was so feared that she was in restraints, her wrists connected to the arms of her chair by leather straps. She was wearing a thin hospital gown, one of the few garments that didn’t flatter her delicious form. This was all the doctor’s call, playing it safe with this one.

	“I’d like to ask…” Charles began, but before he could even finish, she interrupted.

	“You are cute! I like you!” Zara effused, her gorgeous face lit up with excitement.

	“Excuse me?” he replied, caught a little off-guard. Looking him up and down, seemingly approving of his stature, six-foot-four and fit like an athlete, a sizable bulge behind his zipper, she continued speaking.

	“You’re gonna be fun!” she replied, excited about this next chapter of her treatment. She loved challenges. This man didn’t seem to be intimidated by her. Men like that were the most fun to break. And to be honest, through her journey across all these hospitals, it had been a while since she’d come across a man who ticked all her buttons like this.

	“What do you mean, fun?” he asked, humorlessly. “I’ve read your file, Zara. By all accounts, you have a way of getting what you want, even if you hurt people in your wake. That’s not gonna be happening here. I want to get to the bottom of who you are. What made you, you. What happened to you to make you believe the way you act on a daily basis is the appropriate course of action.” He intended to come across firm but fair, communicating that he was not like the others who’d crumbled in front of her. But she was clearly unconvinced, grinning wickedly. Holding up her hands even in her restraints, as if she were no danger, she was ready to reply.

	“How about we make a bet?” she proposed in a knowing tone.

	“Bet?” he replied, unhappy that she had so quickly taken control of this conversation, but nonetheless curious where she was going.

	“We’re going to be talking a lot, I’m sure,” Zara began, her voice liquid and sexy. ‘And by the end of it… yeah, you’re gonna see the real me. And what you see… you’re not gonna hate it. You’re gonna love it! You’re gonna love me! You’re gonna agree with me! You’re going to be totally on my side! And most importantly of all, after you hear every BAD thing I’ve done to people, you’re gonna want to fuck me! More than anything! I’ve seen it all the time,’ she stated, speaking with the experienced confidence of a doctor. But she wasn’t a medical professional… he was. “Right now, you’re in charge. But by the time we’re done, I’ll be in charge of you. I’ll be your queen goddess, and nothing will be more important to you than me. By the time we’re done, I bet I can have you on your knees for me, eagerly eating my ass, and if I do, you have to let me go. If I’m wrong, you can keep me locked up here for however long you want, and I’ll be a good little patient for you. Deal?”

	Completely perplexed by such an offer, he didn’t know what to say.

	“That’s a completely ridiculous thing to suggest,” Charles choked out, a little sweat on his brow due to her aggressive offer.

	“Then why not take the deal?” she asked in a sickeningly sweet tone of voice. “If you’re so sure you’re not gonna end up fucking me, then just take the bet if you know you’re gonna win. Unless… you’re not so sure…” she added, letting the silence hang between them. Looking into her eyes, it felt like she was staring into his soul, already getting to him, the pregnant pause implying that he was unsure if he’d be able to resist fucking her. No! That was stupid! She wasn’t affecting him. At all! Immediately, he’d begun to appreciate why she was so dangerous.

	“What you want will never happen,” he stated firmly, his deep voice conveying a confident finality to that assertion, ignoring the ever-slight tingling coming from his large married cock.

	“Then it’s a deal!” she exclaimed, taking that statement as one announcing that the bet was on. That wasn’t what he meant, but she kept at it. ‘A big fat YES to my offer! I can’t wait! This’ll be such fun! I can’t wait!’ she said excitedly, admiring the sight of the hunky doctor. “We’re gonna have such AMAZING sex! You don’t even understand how good it’ll be!”

	Already slightly taken aback and unnerved, Dr. Axelrod was far more on his back foot five minutes into their discussion than he intended.

	This would become a pattern.

	Over the weeks to come, they got to chatting. She was happy to invite the married doctor into her psyche, as she felt her ideology was so rock-solid based on her experiences that it couldn’t be denied, even by a doctor like the handsome married Dr. Axelrod. For her entire life men had bent to her will, desperate for her approval, desperate to be liked by her, desperate for her body. When it came down to brass tacks, men would choose to make her happy, even at the expense of themselves or their loved ones. So, taking this all in, why was she being penalized for her belief that men should cede their spot to women, when they’d been doing just that for her all her life? Why was she getting silenced for stating the truth?

	She laid it all out from the start. Back when she was in high school, how teachers would get nervous around her, and she found that with the slightest effort on her part, these teachers would bend to her willpower, giving her good grades with no extra work involved. At church, the leaders there would try extra hard to win her over, even as her outfits got more and more sinful during Sunday service. She wasn’t being penalized for well-known bad behavior… she was being rewarded.

	This even extended to her family. She had a rich, older distant cousin who’d made some serious bank through some patents he’d put down, and Zara tested herself against him at a family event. A little bit of flirting, some preening, some teasing looks at her delicious body, including a glimpse at her massive Faultline of cleavage… he crumbled, cutting her in on his fortune just to win her affection. And he was excited to do it.

	If she was constantly getting positive affirmation for her actions… why stop?

	So, she didn’t.

	Over the years, it had only ramped up. She kept pushing, and men kept falling. One time, she was walking home from a college party, sipping a drink openly for the world to see. A cop stopped her, with enough evidence to put her in the drunk tank. Instead, when she was done with him, he was letting her drive his police car home while giving him a hand-job, keeping the cop squirming in the passenger seat the whole time.

	A local politician was trying to ruin her hometown through his restrictive policy and hyper conservative values, and he was about win. Then a video came out with him on his knees, jacking off like his life depended on it, with Zara yelling expletives at him as he stared at her, desperate to be granted release. Let’s just say this display didn’t win him any new voters, costing him the election.

	Authority figures couldn’t stand up to Zara. And neither could the best of men.

	Pushing at people and testing their limits, this soon manifested itself with her breaking up couples, seeing how far she could push men and turn them against both their own best interests and their wives in order to please her. And it was in this realm where she had an extensive history.

	Like the time she crashed a wedding reception, and by the time the night was done, she was riding the groom’s cock in the honeymoon suite, and she made the wife suck his big dick fresh out of her ass. The bride didn’t get a drop of her new husband’s cum that night, but Zara did, getting filled up with the stuff. Zara never saw either of them again, leaving their marriage in flames, dead on arrival. And to this day, the groom still reaches out to her online, desperate for another roll in the hay. He’d spend the rest of his life chasing the excitement that Zara brought him.

	There was the time she was working at this bar and she got a completely sober married man to admit in front of his wife that he wanted to see her tits, and she whispered to him that if he would only get the chance to see them if he took his wife’s drink and spilled it all over her. A few minutes later, as the wife was angrily cleaning her wet top in the bathroom, her husband was in a dark corner sucking on Zara’s nipples.

	Or, when Zara hooked up with this married dude in his car, and she convinced the hunk to still give his wife the bouquet of flowers he bought for her anniversary, even after her ass smashed it. Even though the entire bunch was soaked with her sex-sweat. The wife would put those flowers on display, not knowing what they really signified about the state of their marriage.

	Then there was that night where she was at a party with a lot of her followers, and some of them convinced her to attend this seminar nearby the next night where this man, who had devoted himself fully to the concept of marriage and fidelity, was espousing the sanctity of such things to a large adoring crowd. Zara indeed attended the seminar, even asking a question, proposing in front of a huge crowd to a guy who’d never cheated on his wife: “How about we go to my hotel room and you can cum on my tits?” Obviously taken aback by such a question, he sputtered a reply as his wife rubbed his shoulders comfortingly, doing this as security asked Zara to leave. But she didn’t exactly leave that night, waiting for him to finish his seminar so she could make the same offer again. And later that night, on that famous ‘wife-guy’s’ social media, a picture was posted of him completely naked, his big cock having just coated Zara’s tits with a massive wad of cum. And in the background, his loyal wife was on her knees, sobbing. His little empire ended that day, revealed not as a beacon of fidelity but just another man.

	She started talking about all the crazy shit she could get men to do for her online, and how she gained her following. She was so fucking sexy that this small following soon became a pretty big deal, enough to where she could live off of her social media presence. To prove her point, she gained sponsorship from companies just to peddle their wares. She barely had to lift a finger to make money, and she’d bilked enough money from men over the years that it wasn’t a huge issue for her anyway.

	It was inevitable that certain bad actors would want to weaponize this skill of hers. Certain shadowy organizations paid her a lot of money to act as a honey pot to get access and info on powerful people, and she proved to be ruthlessly effective at it, so effective that not only was she getting intel on her targets, but her handlers as well, bending even the strongest, most trained men to her will. She did this not for any great reason… just for fun. Just to see if she could do it. And she could. She always could. No man could stand up to her.

	Her message took on a harsher tone to her followers, inspiring others to do what she did, and her following only kept growing. There were huge public gatherings, parties, with Zara acting as an inspiration to a bevy of ambitious sluts like her. They were starting to talk about things that really were beginning to make the establishment nervous. And when she started slipping in little bits about some of the work she’d gotten up to, those same people realized something needed to be done. Someone so public couldn’t be merely erased, so they opted to smear her, making untrue accusations, doing anything they could to silence her. Hence… the psychiatric hold.

	But to Charles’s keen eye, it wasn’t entirely without merit. She was a classic narcissist, for sure. Definite signs of sociopathy, as she held most people with very little regard, and spoke of some with a casual dismissal and cruelty that he could see how some could be fearful of her. And she had a talent for manipulation. From what he heard in regard to her treatment, she’d been able to assert control over the doctors treating her at every facility she’d been at. He heard this both from people at these facilities, and from Zara herself, the young woman proudly boasting about her misadventures.

	At one hospital, she was able to convince the famous, acclaimed doctor in charge to dump his wife just for the privilege of seeing her bare breasts. At another, she convinced the doctor to get on his knees and suck on her toes. At an additional hospital, she convinced the female doctor in charge to bend over her lap so Zara could spank her.

	Charles felt like he was holding out far better than those poor souls who fell under her sway. His diagnosis was clear enough to maintain her psych hold, and he noted all his findings in her patient file. He labeled her as a narcissist. A sociopath. A danger to others. She has huge tits. She had no shame about people being left hurt in her wake. She’s sexy. Her bad behavior was only getting worse the longer it remained unchecked. She has an ass that won’t quit. She’s dangerously manipulative. Her stiff nipples always stand out through her gown. She has knowledge of potentially dangerous secrets. Her asshole probably tasted divine. She has no regret about the damages she’d caused. Her boobs are just so fucking big!

	Perhaps it was overconfidence in his own abilities and willpower that prevented Charles from seeing how much Zara was getting to him. At least at first. He granted her a series of small allowances… this was standard procedure to get certain challenging patients to open up. Zara wasn’t exactly shy about talking though, so this didn’t seem entirely necessary, but Charles convinced himself it would be best. At first, these things were no big deal. For her comfort, he allowed her to sit across from him without restraints, which granted her the ability to primp and prod in subtle ways without being too upfront about it. She would pull her gown tightly against herself to really highlight her curvaceous body. She had found a way to add a slit to her neckline, providing a glimpse at her succulent cleavage to the married doctor. But that was okay. She wasn’t getting to him.

	In order to ensure she kept talking, he had to respond in kind, talking about his personal life, his marriage, his wife. Nothing bad or incriminating, but perhaps stuff you don’t want someone like Zara knowing. But Charles was in charge, so he didn’t see any potential danger.

	Then, he started seeing visions of her. Seeing her in public when she wasn’t there. He began dreaming about her, dreams that were very, VERY sexual, imagining himself as the very lucky man in all her crazy stories. Zara had even joked that his wife should be the one in a psych hospital and not her, given Wanda’s agoraphobia. And while he obviously bristled at such a statement at the time, he kept imagining Zara in his wife’s place, in his nice house, in his big house, being his doting wife, fucking his brains out in their marital bed.

	He kept granting more small allowances. Seeing that she was working it even in her thin hospital gown, he provided her some nice outfits to wear. It was all stuff she picked out, as he let her use his phone to pick out what she wanted in just her size, and he even used his credit card to make these purchases. For as high profile of a patient as she was, this seemed justifiable. It was quite defensible to allow Zara to wear thin, tight, figure-hugging clothing that allowed her huge tits to practically spill out of them. She also had a few pair of tight pants that hugged her mouthwatering legs and her delectable ass. He also got her a few slim, tiny skirts to give her some outfit options. She even picked out some sexy underwear sets, as these outfits just wouldn’t work without them. Even though you couldn’t see them, part of what made these outfits work was knowing that she was wearing a sexy, neon pink bra and a tiny thong underneath. She made sure to take selfies of her wearing each one of these outfits on his phone to let him know his money wasn’t being wasted, including a selfie of her standing only in that sexy pink bra and thong underwear set. Somehow, on accident, that sexy selfie ended up as the wallpaper on his phone, replacing a picture of one of his wife’s paintings, and he couldn’t figure out how to change it out.

	He told himself this was all part of the treatment plan, but it felt like the more they talked, it wasn’t her that was being affected. In fact, she hadn’t really changed her tune in the slightest. It was Charles who found his opinions shifting. It was the doctor who found his view of his patient evolving.

	The more he talked to her, the more he listened to her, he had more trouble finding a way to deny her logic in her history of bad behavior. And she knew it, pushing at him until he admitted she was right. That she was completely justified in her actions, and that she’d really done nothing wrong. Her brilliant grin of joy at hearing this coming from him only encouraged him to do it more. As did the fact that she would show a little more of her cleavage the happier he made her. Soon, he was having trouble denying anything she said, any suggestion she made sounding good to him. It might seem insane to agree with her idea that he really should sneak her out of the hospital and replace her in the Psych ward with his wife, but it made a twisted sense. Zara was so right about so many things… why was he in charge of her? Why was he making the decisions for her when she was so… convincing? How could he possibly tell her she was wrong about anything when her tits were just so big? Why was he the one considered superior to her when he wanted nothing more to get on his knees for her…

	By the time she was bent over the table, and he was on his knees behind her eating her ass, tonguing her tasty asshole, it didn’t feel like a final downfall. The battle had felt long lost, and he was simply admitting the obvious, raising the white flag, rimming Zara’s butthole as she squirmed in pleasure.

	It wasn’t too big of a shock that he was soon championing Zara’s release from the hospital. Dr. White had been following his work with Zara from the start, as she had full access to the videos of their sessions, as well as his complete notes and dictations. He didn’t know his boss had this sort of access, specifically every dirty detail of his thought process as he slowly fell under Zara’s spell. Frankly, Dr. White understood this case better than he did.

	As Dr. Axelrod advocated for her freedom to his superiors in one of St. Lilith’s big meeting rooms, this proved to be the only time that Zara and Dr. White were ever in the same room. Zara was dressed to impress in a brand-new outfit, one a little more formal but to her personal taste, her outfit tight and revealing even in a setting where she was supposed to be acting her best. And in a way, she was, as Charles had a problem pulling his eyes from her prodigious bust even as he advocated for her release. But as soon as Zara entered in the room, her eyes went straight to Dr. White, sitting across from her on the opposite side of the room. And in return, Dr. White stared right back at her. Like two sharks in the water, it was as if Zara recognized the other predator right away. Dr. White didn’t back down, neither of the women hearing much of the case Charles was making. Their stare-down only ended when he finished speaking.

	Zara had to advocate for herself, putting on a show as she spoke, explaining that she’d learned so much about herself, and that she needed to grow up a little bit, but it all sounded half-hearted. However, when she started talking about Dr. Axelrod, and saying that having him as a presence in her life might be a great thing, that she’d been subconsciously seeking out a man of such stature and competence for a long time, and that she may have just found him… to Dr. White, this sounded genuine. Like she’d found something real with Charles, that he was a cut above a lot of the men she’d chewed up and spit out in the past.

	Perhaps this course of treatment truly was for the best.

	That was all Dr. White needed to hear. She put on a grin and affirmed Zara’s release; her mind made up before Zara entered the room. As they were leaving, Dr. White held out her hand to Zara, and the other woman took it, clasping it politely. But behind their eyes, was a mutual recognition of the other.

	And what a coincidence it was that a few weeks later, Dr. Axelrod’s wife was brought into St. Lilith’s, having what Charles classified as a complete mental break. She was babbling, telling wild stories, claiming she had witnessed her husband fucking some evil, vicious, crazy woman in their bed. She didn’t recall a lot of specifics, as it felt like she’d been drugged into a wobbly haze, her memory blurry and faded. She claimed she saw her husband fucking a hot, raven-haired woman with massive tits and a perfect ass, and she’d been forced to watch them in action for days, even forced into the action, her face pressed into the woman’s ass by the evil bitch, and later her face was hammered by the woman’s massive bouncing titties.

	Charles brought her in, as did Zara, a woman who conspicuously matched this exact description. Charles obviously denied his wife’s claims, explaining that he’d invited Zara to live with them while she recovered, and that her presence (and her body) caused a mental break in Wanda, causing her to see things. At this weak claim, Dr. White stared Dr. Axelrod down, communicating everything in this silence. That she knew exactly what had happened between the two. Charles thought he had leverage over Dr. White by being suspicious about her handling of the Dr. Schulhause case, among others, but in this moment, he didn’t have a leg to stand on, and she wanted him to know she knew it.

	And he never raised a peep from that point on, becoming a loyal soldier on Dr. White’s team.

	With the full backing of Dr. Axelrod, Dr. White, and St. Lilith’s, they were able to maintain Zara’s freedom. Charles took most of the pressure for this call, leaving Dr. White out of the crossfire, making him the nuisance for these very powerful people who were displeased with this outcome. But he assured them that she was being kept under constant watch, evidenced by the fact that she was staying with him. And to add to that, he admitted that she was pregnant, raising eyebrows from everyone except Dr. White.

	Dr. White did her best to keep tabs on Zara through Dr. Axelrod. It sounded like she had no intention of keeping her head low even given this new lease on life.

	It sounded like she wanted to get into public office.

	As for Wanda, Charles’s discarded wife, she’d been left under watch in St. Lilith’s ever since. Compared to some of the other patients, she was a breeze, keeping her head down and staying quiet, not venturing much beyond her room. At Dr. White’s behest, she was provided painting supplies so she could continue having this creative outlet. In lieu of people-watching strangers, she did so with her fellow patients, painting really well-done portraits of them. But mostly, she chased for clarity of what she saw in that drugged-out haze she’d been put in (by Zara, most likely) which led to her husband putting her here and choosing the other woman over her. She wanted to paint what she saw, to sift through the fog and find answers. She painted what she remembered… the gorgeous, busty, black-haired bitch fucking the living daylights out of her husband. Detailed paintings of that woman’s perfect ass, her huge tits… her slutty cunt.

	Dr. White slipped some of these to Charles and Zara. Seemed like they had them hung up in their house.

	As Dr. White and Dr. Rosen watched Wanda quietly painting to herself, Julia going over the events that had occurred in the time since Dr. White’s last visit. When this was all done, they moved on to one final patient, a patient that Dr. Rosen realized Dr. White might not be aware of.

	“Oh, this is an interesting one,” Dr. Rosen began. ‘Edwin Ortega. He’s 29 years old. Was recommended to us by downtown,’ she said, referring to the main hospital downtown. “His story is, he was seduced away from his wife by this new woman who showed up at his church. He tried to deny her but… well, you know how the story goes. He gave into her, and… it broke his brain.”

	“What do you mean?” Dr. White asked, eyeing the man in his cell. Handsome, with slightly wild hair and a short but unkempt beard, he had a slightly crazed look in his eye as he used a pen to furiously scribble onto a paper.

	“Apparently, from the moment he had sex with this other woman, he began having… visions,” Dr. Rosen said. Dr. White grinned.

	“The power of good pussy, right?” Dr. White joked. Dr. Rosen laughed along with her. Dr. White returned to doctor mode, asking questions. “Are these constant visions or are they spurred by a specific stimulus?”

	“It happens when he’s turned on,” Dr. Rosen explained. “So, in order to study him further, we thought it best to spur these visions by putting in this state medically, using a specific cocktail of drugs to keep him insanely turned on. Luckily, he’s as interested in exploring these visions as we are, so he keeps himself there for as long as he can stand, resisting the urge to relieve that tension. And that comes tough for him, because for him being turned on affects how he views everything around him. Not only does he get visions, but as a whole separate thing, when he looks around him between visions, everything becomes… SEX. Everything. He sees sex wherever he looks. For example, when he’s in this state and we’re talking, he’s said that he looks at me and sees me in a VERY tiny bikini. And I… I confess I’ve actually worn a really slutty bikini for him once or twice, just to really get him losing his grip on reality.” Both women grinned at this.

	“What kind of visions does he have? Ones of a religious type?” Dr. White asked, intrigued.

	“Not exactly,” the other doctor continued. “He’s had visions of what he interprets as an alternate universe. One where there’s a great war. And in these visions, he transposes the people around him into this war. But as I said before, he’s as interested in knowing every detail of these visions as we are. All he needs is a pen and paper to keep him busy, and he just writes and writes and writes. He has an insane amount of detail about these visions, and I confess… it’s pretty interesting stuff. You could publish it, or make a video game or something. But the most interesting part of it is what I mentioned before, that he transposes the people around him into this alternate universe. He says he sees their true nature exposed in this other world. For example, the woman who seduced him… he sees her as a sorceress queen in this other world. An older woman he worked for, someone he always thought highly of… he had a vision of her as brutal, warlike conqueror, stamping out the people around her. And a week later, it came out that she’d seduced the husband of one of his best friends. Another time, he ran into his cousin, and he saw her as a fire goddess looking to burn the world around her. He later found out she’d stolen her own sister’s husband for herself. So… he’s perceiving things at a level he doesn’t fully understand, and his mind translates this into these visions.”

	“This is VERY interesting…” Dr. White said, having never come across a case like this, stepping closer to the window to examine him further.

	“It got too much to bear, and he saw everyone around him transposed into this other world, and that’s how he ended up getting put into professional care,” Dr. Rosen continued. “But that hasn’t stopped the visions. He’s done them for the people around here, too.”

	“Oh yeah?” Dr. White asked, genuinely intrigued.

	“Yeah, he calls me the brutal commander of the outpost,” Dr. Rosen said with a raised eyebrow. Dr. White grinned. “He calls Addison an assassin. He’s even had visions of some of the other patients. He thinks Jenny is a violent mad woman who needs to stay in chains. And he thinks little loser Lizzy is a creature that lives in the dirt, who even the lowest dregs of people are disgusted by. Let me remind you… he’s never talked to them. He’s relatively new here, and in common areas we keep him with the other male patients. He’s only seen Jenny and Lizzy in passing. He’s never met them. He knows nothing of their cases. So… it’s interesting that he’s not so far off, at least with them.”

	“Fascinating,” Dr. White repeated, genuinely intrigued by this. “Wonder what he thinks of me.” At this, Dr. White approached his cell, getting up real close so she couldn’t be missed. It took a few moments for the seated man to look up and notice her. And when he did, the reaction was immediate. Edwin’s eyes went wide as he practically kicked himself away from her furiously, as if terrified by the sight of her. He hid behind his bed, as if trying to escape her gaze. Dr. White saw this reaction and grinned to herself, her eyes flashing with excitement. She turned and walked away, looking back at a confused Dr. Rosen.

	“I guess I have my answer,” Dr. White said with a laugh. Pleased, she turned to look at Dr. Rosen. “I’d very much like a copy of what he’s writing.”

	“We can collate it, type it up, and send it your way,” Dr. Rosen said, eager to please.

	At this, the two women made their way back to the front desk, making small talk. When they got close, and the woman at the central desk of the Psych wing saw Dr. White approaching, she immediately got moving, stepping into a side room before returning with a heavy-duty metal briefcase, setting it on the desk just as Dr. White reached her.

	“Perfect! I was just gonna ask about that,” Dr. White stated, grinning at the woman before eyeing the briefcase. Looking almost armored with a silvery sheen, the lock requiring both a fingerprint and a passcode, Dr. White curled her fingers around the handle.

	“Wasn’t gonna let you leave without it,” Dr. Rosen assured her.

	In the briefcase was very sensitive data from some of their experiments and special projects taking place in their downstairs lab. This is the high clearance shit that most people here weren’t even supposed to talk about. In fact, most that worked here weren’t even aware of the lab’s existence. It was for the best, as some of the work being done down there was not for the squeamish, and the identities and special qualities of the patients central to these experiments were of a very sensitive nature. The people who carried out the work in the lab were vetted by Dr. White herself, people who she could completely trust to do the job with no complaint. People who were like-minded to Dr. White in their pursuit of knowledge and better understanding of human nature, no matter the cost. To be clear, no one was getting physically hurt in any real or permanent way, or being taken advantage of in an abusive way. That being said, they were being tested in a very taxing manner. Pushed to not only test their limits, but to also see what they would or could do when in that state. It was the type of thing that made their treatment of someone like Lizzy look tame in comparison. Rough, demeaning and emotionally demanding treatment that took a certain type of person to do well.

	Dr. White long ago resigned herself well beyond the ethical boundaries she may have had in her younger days. She still had ethical lines, of course, and there were some things she would never do. While her treatment of some of her patients could be considered cruel and callous and challenging, she wasn’t intending to hurt anyone in any real way, and she would never support the abuse of her patients. Beyond regular mental care, she was trying to help people find their true selves, and some people required a harsher push. She knew she had to crack a few eggs to make any real progress, which is why she loved this hospital so much. She had her own self-contained ecosystem, cordoning off a small, select group of already defeated women and really dug in on them. Not hurting them, but breaking them, long ago coming to terms with the fact that the destruction of these otherwise sweet, kind women would be offset by all the knowledge about human nature they could learn by going this far. So much good would far outweigh the bad things she endorsed to get to that point. And the work in the lab was part of that process. Besides… these women had no one, and had long ago reached a stage where no man or woman would ever be able to love or even respect them again in any real way, so why not devote their lost destinies to a truly worthy cause?

	But that wasn’t all they were doing down there. They had sent out feelers to pharmaceutical companies, advertisers, researchers, tech companies, and other major businesses in regard to handling testing of drugs, projects, products, or experiments that would overlap with the types of things that would fall under the hospital’s purview. More specifically, Dr. White made it clear that St. Lilith’s was willing to do what normal facilities like this wouldn’t. If there was something that these companies wanted that was the slightest bit unethical, something that they didn’t want tied to them in any way, St. Lilith’s offered their services. In exchange for very, VERY healthy donations, the hospital was happy to privately carry out experiments and projects of a sensitive and often sexual nature. For example, some researchers bankrolled a study on the use of hypnotic suggestion and other outside factors as a way to influence people’s sexual desires and possibly warp them or even change them. And through a lot of intense treatment, St. Lilith’s proved that they could get the job done on both men and women.

	They also tested ingestible products, both foods and drugs, items that were being marketed as aphrodisiacs, or to aid in fertility and virility, or even items that could possibly cause body enhancements in places where people would really want them. But these were items that couldn’t go through normal channels. In some cases, the sponsoring companies wanted it to stay that way, and for specifically the drug companies, they needed tangible human test data before they could go forwards. There were hiccups, of course. For example, an unproven sex drug proved to be a little too potent, reducing the two volunteers, a young married man and a very sexy college girl, into damn near mindless sex-driven maniacs who could do nothing but fuck, barely taking time to eat or rest or anything else. Due to the drug, they could no longer function as normal people, and after the fallout of the man’s wife finding out the truth, the pharma company silently covered the legal side of things and sprung the cost for the pair to be under long-term observation and care. Once these products were fine-tuned, Dr. White’s facility gave them the okay, giving these pharmaceuticals companies enough peace of mind to proceed to production.

	Additionally, there were very special cases involving very… unique… individuals that were providing such incredible results that it was not only proving to the doctor that the work she was doing was worth it, but it was legitimately blowing her mind and changing her view of the world around her. But this was stuff that most people weren’t ready to hear. This, combined with some of the sharper edges of some of the other cases down in the lab, necessitated a certain level of secrecy and encryption when sharing information. Only those with top-level clearance were able to look upon this information, and the briefcase in Dr. White’s hand was keyed specifically for her, with only her being able to access it when locked. She didn’t have time to look over it now, but she would do so later, once she was in the office.

	Which reminded her…

	“Shit…” she said, glancing down at her phone, eyeing the time. She shook her head and looked at Dr. Rosen. “I have to run. I’m already running late, and my driver’s waiting.”

	“Oh, sorry! By all means, I don’t want to keep you here…” Dr. Rosen replied politely. Dr. White smiled at her subordinate.

	“Keep up the good work. Keep pushing on the issues we discussed. And… I’ll see you in a few weeks. Call me if you need anything,” Dr. White stated. “Have a good day, Julia.”

	“You as well, Jen,” Dr. Rosen replied.

	Minutes later, Dr. White was sauntering out the front of the hospital, briefcase in hand, and her purse hanging from her other shoulder, containing her notes on some of the other patients at St. Lilith’s. As she exited the hospital, she saw Gerald right in place, holding the back door open. Grabbing the briefcase and storing it in the trunk, Gerald got in the driver’s seat as Dr. White got situated in the back.

	“Did Serge get out okay?” she asked, grabbing a yogurt from the small fridge he kept in the backseat floor just for her.

	“Right on time,” Gerald stated proudly.

	“Perfect!” Dr. White replied. Gerald had come to her a year or two prior, a thank you gift from a very satisfied client. Dr. White almost balked at first, finding it a little much to have a personal driver when she could just drive herself. But her client swore by him, and she said Dr. White would come around on the idea. And Dr. White certainly had, not missing having to deal with the stress of driving and traffic. Plus, she enjoyed having the ability to work while in transit, so it became a virtually indispensable part of her life. She was partially nervous about bringing someone new into her ecosystem, especially with her work not always being the most ethical, but her former client was no pure flower, and she was assured that Gerald could be trusted to look the other way and keep his mouth shut. And by this point, she completely trusted him. He was a good, jovial family man who took pride in his work and lived to please. He had enough sense not to ask too many questions, keeping his attention deliberately narrow. He focused on his job, doing everything he could to satisfy his boss’s needs. He made himself available damn near 24/7, and kept a stocked fridge in the car for her every need. Her client had been proven right: he was indispensable. Dr. White now swore by him, having earned her complete trust and affection. If he kept up this level of work, Gerald might just earn himself a newer, better wife, one far superior than the high school sweetheart he married. And it’d be all thanks to Dr. White.

	“So, where to?” he asked, ever deferential even as he knew the answer. Dr. White paused for a moment, replacing her specs with sunglasses before replying.

	“Take me to work.”
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	Dr. White was always amazed by how much faster the drive to her office was when she was not the one driving. She mostly worked as Gerald drove, typing up her notes and making small talk with him as they fought traffic, making their way into the heart of downtown. In fact, she quite enjoyed these drives, and she could be quite productive working in the backseat. And sometimes, she would find herself somewhat disappointed to reach her destination. Alas, they always got there eventually. She didn’t even have to look up to recognize the familiar shadows telling her they’d arrived. Closing her laptop and packing it away, she looked up just in time for their car to pull up in front of their building.

	With Gerald opening the door for her, Dr. White stepped out of the car. As always, she looked up at the building she was about to enter, a 50-story skyscraper nestled in the middle of downtown. She didn’t own the whole building… not yet, anyway… but three entire floors near the top of the building belonged to her. Thanks to the high amount of income she was bringing in, she could afford it. But it wasn’t always about money, it was about connections, and over the years Dr. White had made many. Those connections she’d made not only helped the process along, but it gave her the inside track to make such a sizable investment in her own future. And, in fact, she was able to get a pretty sweet deal for the purchase thanks to the people she knew. She now had a massive office that was all hers. A far cry from where she started, sharing an office with other therapists in an attempt to save costs, she always marveled at how far she’d come in five or so years.

	Once Gerald handed her the heavy silver briefcase before bidding her adieu, she marched into the lobby of the building, having enough security clearance to not have to go through the metal detectors, the woman in charge of security smiling at her as she passed through undisturbed. Stepping in the elevator and hitting the button, she closed her eyes and savored this moment of peace before the next cresting wave of her hectic workday began. Recognizing the distinct muffled noise that came from her office as the elevator doors separated, she opened her eyes and stepped out. Her heels clicking on the stone tile, she passed the security guards at the entrance, one of them pushing open the heavy glass door as he did every morning, smiling at her as he granted her entrance. Once through, the wall of noise hit, the sounds of hurried voices and phones ringing almost overwhelming.

	Dr. White always felt a swell of pride at the sight of the office that had been created from nothing, now a cathedral to aid in the work she was doing. This office was a far cry from the drab banking office it used to be, and it was now something far grander than any of the other businesses working out of this building. Entering her office from where she did, a large stand with three desk workers was to her left in the middle of the floor, resembling the front desk of a hotel. It was where the patients checked in when they arrived, and when that was done, there was a small closed-off waiting room at the far side of the lobby. When not helping patients, the girls at the desk handled phone calls, both for the practice’s outward work of setting up appointments with the therapists, and also directing calls in regard to the matchmaking, usually sending those calls to one of the interns to get the ball rolling. The remainder of this floor was comprised of some large common areas, as well as closed-off areas where they kept the files for their patients.

	In the middle of the floor behind the check-in desk was a large ornate staircase, bridging this floor up to the next, allowing for easy foot traffic up and down. The sides of the staircase were a heavy, firm wood, the hand-rests smooth and strong and ornate, crafted by a highly rated vendor who handled such things. The steps were adorned with a dark green carpeting over the black stone flooring. These were the primary colors of the office, cool black stone, golden wood, and a dark, classy hunter green. The check-in desk was made out of wood, with a stone black wall behind them, the desk adorned with green décor. There were columns built around the existing supports, made to look more like heavy duty Greek columns, as if they were carved from green marble.

	This staircase led up to the second floor of their offices. That’s where Dr. White’s multiple offices were, one, a corner office where she worked in private, and the other was where she met with patients. The other therapists working here also had offices on this floor, although Dr. White’s office was clearly the best of the bunch. The rest of this floor was occupied by small offices for the interns, and a couple conference rooms where she would meet with her interns or other doctors to go over cases.

	And the third floor of this office? Well, that was a secret…

	It used to be three distinct floors, but before they moved in, they hired a contractor to modify the office to their liking. Dr. White had a distinct vision of what she wanted, and she wouldn’t settle for anything less. Even with the financial help she was getting, even with the budget she was working with, the cost began to exceed what even she would be able to pay. It was a testament to how busy her brilliant mind was that the solution didn’t come to her right away, but when inspiration struck her, she marveled at how obvious the solution was. She had an in with one of the best contractors in the city. Not just an in, but they shared a deep, intimate connection.

	His name was Bryce Raynor, and Dr. White had had his baby.

	The circumstances of their pairing were unusual, to say the least. To sum it up quickly, about five years prior, the very studly Bryce and his wife Judy entered Dr. White’s care to help sort out the marital rift caused by their inability to conceive a child. Dr. White urged them towards IVF as a solution, and to have a surrogate carry their child. To raise funds, Bryce signed on for a research study Dr. White was carrying out, a study on the practicality of hypnotism relating the work she was doing. With Bryce being the one test subject who proved susceptible to hypnotic suggestion, Dr. White quickly realized she could knock out two birds with one stone. Or to be more specific, she could use hypnosis as a weapon to allow her to fuck the married stud and be the surrogate to carry his child, getting the job done the natural way with just her and Bryce, not having to involve his wife in any part of the process, and not having to go through any expensive procedures.

	To get the job done, she first put a bug in his ear while in a hypnotic trance to make the stubborn married man finally notice her hot body. And over the next few weeks, that seed bloomed, creating a very obvious desire that he tried his best to bury back into his subconscious. When he confronted her about their supposed lack of progress, it was then that she was able to drop the bomb, using implanted phrases to drop him back into a hypnotic state in a flash, leaving his body frozen but his mind awake… awake but at her mercy, an open book for to both look and write upon. Once this happened, Dr. White revealed her twisted little plan to have him. And in this state, he couldn’t deny his attraction to her, his subconscious overriding his waking mind and consenting for some very nasty sex between the two. Fucking that he would almost completely forget about once brought out of hypnosis. Over the next few weeks, they continued to meet, and they continued to fuck. And very quickly, Dr. White was knocked up with the married man’s baby. Both he and his wife were under the belief that this was achieved through IVF, neither suspecting the baby was made through some hardcore, down-and-dirty, nasty sex between the married man and the wicked doctor now carrying his baby.

	Dr. White was never driven by her biological imperative to have children, although she wasn’t fundamentally against it. But eventually, she found the act of going through pregnancy a necessity for her work, studying the effects of pregnancy not just on her but the people around her. Knowing the results were too fruitful to shy away from, she decided that Bryce should be the one to knock her up, because simply… he was just really, REALLY fucking hot. And once Bryce’s potent seed met her fertile eggs, she got pregnant in a snap, after years and trying and failing with his wife. And even though she got knocked up by him pretty quickly, that didn’t stop them from continuing to fuck… just to make sure.

	The rest of the process played out pretty smoothly, all things considered. Since Bryce was left with no memory of his cheating, and only Dr. White’s guidance at the wheel in his subconscious, there was no obvious revolt on his part to any of Dr. White’s schemes. His wife Judy was understandably hesitant about having Dr. White be their surrogate, but Bryce was able to finally convince her, because frankly, he had to. He’d already knocked the slutty doctor up, and Dr. White had commanded his subconscious to do so, so he had no choice but to try give it his all to win Judy over to the idea. He and Dr. White played out the farce, acting like they were taking part in IVF thanks to some help from of friend of the doctor’s, with Judy donating her eggs for use in the process, leaving the wife in a place where she’d never consider that the child wasn’t hers. Bryce and Dr. White still fucked regularly while he was in hypnosis, even as her belly grew, and he was none the wiser by the time he was lifted from that state.

	For Dr. White, there was nothing she could compare to having a baby growing in her belly. And as time went on, despite the many, MANY unpleasant aspects of being pregnant, she found herself enjoying the whole thing more than she expected she would. And luckily, all the weight gain that comes with pregnancy didn’t hit her as hard as it did some other women. She was one of those girls that stayed relatively skinny, having that volleyball tummy that other women envied. And the weight gain that she did have hit her in all the right places, adding another layer of shapeliness to her already incredible ass. And her tits absolutely blew up in size, looking absolutely fucking huge! She rather loved that part of it!

	Even when pregnant, she continued her work. At that point, she was in the early stages of her matchmaking work, and she was still maintaining an active sex life. There was definitely an affect her pregnant body had on men that she eagerly noted, the acknowledgment of her fertility grabbing many men’s attention, as did her massive heavy milk jugs. Additionally, there was just an aura she’d gained that stayed with her even after she gave birth. Some invisible signal she gave off that she was very, very fertile. A mom. A MILF. Not a classic, older woman MILF, but a prime of her life, smoking hot, fertile as hell MILF. Dr. White was consistently getting laid almost up to the day she gave birth.

	Dr. White was surprised that, despite herself, despite knowing this was all about the science, she found herself truly caring about the baby in her belly. Judy was set to raise this child, and Dr. White was not one to claim that genetics alone made you a parent. Judy would be who this child would consider mom. But as much as Dr. White tried to shake it, as time went on, the kid felt like it was truly hers more than Judy’s. That wasn’t part of the plan, but she couldn’t quite shake it. And when Dr. White gave birth to a little girl, Angelina, Dr. White felt, what could only be described as mom instincts, kicking in, not wanting to give up this child who’d she’d carried for nine months. But she bucked up and did the job, handing off the child to Judy and Bryce. She couldn’t care for a baby. Not now. There was too much work to do. Besides… she couldn’t afford any added distractions.

	Dr. White never fully shook that sensation of disappointment in giving away the baby, which is part of the reason she’d shied away from letting herself get knocked up again. She didn’t know if she could give up another child like that… she promised herself that the next child she had would be hers. One that meant something to her, with the man she was ready to settle down with once the work was done. Until that day, she’d carry those memories with her. And she’d carry other qualities about that pregnancy with her as well. Even after she worked off all that baby weight and even a few pounds beyond that, her ass was a little juicier than it was before. And more importantly, her boobs had gone up a size permanently, giving her a massive pair of firm, smooth double-F cup tits that were better than ever. As appealing as it was to do it all again and see if her body would wear pregnancy so well again, she stayed true to her vow. And besides… she knew plenty of women who would happily get pregnant over and over again, so if there was any added scientific value of studying pregnancy, she had options that didn’t require her to be the one doing it. So yeah, she was all set there.

	That being said, she’d been tempted at times with Serge, the idea of the beautiful child they’d create together such a tantalizing offer that she had trouble talking herself out of. But no… Serge was good for many things, but he was not exactly the best material for being a father. He would be a good provider of DNA in order to make a beautiful child, but he wasn’t the parenting type. So, Dr. White stayed true to her promise, despite these occasional temptations. In the time since, she’d stayed in her kid’s life, as Judy and Bryce had made the doctor her godmother, and that was enough. For a time, all was good. The plan had worked with not even the slightest issue.

	But as Dr. White quickly learned, even if a man doesn’t remember taking part in so much intense fucking, part of him would be forever changed by such actions. His body remembered. His instincts remembered. His soul remembered. The married man had been taught to crave high-end pussy and massively sized breasts; a hunger incited inside of him that would have to eventually be fed.

	Before Dr. White, Judy and Bryce’s marriage was rock-solid, with the only rift between them being not able to have a baby. Now that they had a baby, that rift seemed to be solved. Smooth sailing ahead, right?

	Within a few months, the once unshakably loyal Bryce cheated on his wife for the first time, doing so completely on his own accord, hooking up with a busty bar slut after a long night of work. What became a one-time dalliance became a habit, the tall, masculine stud sowing his rightful oats and taking all the pussy he’d been missing out on while being married. Very quickly, Bryce was drowning in it. And when the time came to make a choice, to continue boring married life, or keep on the path of the stud experiencing elite pussy and women with perfect, fuckable bodies. Naturally, he chose the latter.

	Bryce stayed in his daughter’s life even after leaving his wife, but Judy was the primary caregiver. She stayed close with Dr. White even as Bryce lived a separate life, and Dr. White had the same experience she did, losing touch with Bryce after a while, only remaining in contact with Judy and her daughter as time went on.

	But the sole fact that Bryce was a contractor made Dr. White seek him out again. The thing was, despite being lovers, despite having a baby together, Bryce had never really warmed to the doctor in any personal way. So, when he came in to quote all the work Dr. White wanted done to the office, his estimate was steep. But Dr. White was thrilled to discover that the code-phrases she’d installed in his mind years prior, the phrase she used to instantly put him in a hypnotic state, still held. She’d gotten a lot better at hypnosis over the years than she was when she hypnotized Bryce, becoming an absolute expert at it, but she mostly used it defensively to protect herself and her team from any blowback. However, there were plenty exceptions to that, where she’d mixed hypnosis into certain cases for a bit of added fun, and they had indeed been fun. One of her fellow therapists in the office was masterful at hypnosis, as she’d been utilizing it for a lot longer than Dr. White had, so if any case required it, Dr. White would eagerly bring her into the mix.

	While her colleague could do some really impressive things in terms of how she used hypnotherapy, Dr. White often chose to employ hypnosis in a very understated manner. In Dr. White’s experience, changing someone’s entire worldview was like trying to make a runaway semi-truck reverse course. Yeah, you could do it, but it would require a lot of hard work to take the wheel from the driver and haul it around. Dr. White found that a more subtle approach was just as effective. Instead of trying to make the semi-truck change direction, you could simply do something small to induce the driver to do the rest of the work.

	So, in an effort of trying to convince a man that he never actually loved his wife, you couldn’t just tell him that and hope for a quick change. No, you had to plant a seed, with the knowledge that that when it took root the result would put him exactly where she wanted. For example, she put a man under hypnotic suggestion, and planted the idea that he no longer found his wife sexually satisfying anymore. A few months later, that man found himself balls-deep in the perfect, tight, slippery cunt of a much younger woman that he found far more satisfying.

	There was the case where Dr. White planted the idea in a married man’s mind that he’d always craved fucking a girl up the ass, the doctor knowing that his prudish wife would never go for such a thing. Creating an appetite for something he never knew he wanted, that man eventually ended up locked in heated action with a total anal-whore within a month. That loyal, religious, good-hearted man found himself finding far more fulfillment with his cock buried up a gorgeous slut’s ass than he ever found with his wife, so Dr. White felt little guilt for her nudging him in the right direction.

	Over the years, her talent at using hypnotism only got stronger. There was certainly an art to it, and Dr. White enjoyed fine-tuning her skills at hypnosis, finding a personal challenge in trying to make the smallest possible suggestion to induce a person to cheat. It may seem like a silly set of rules to work by when the full-court press of hypnosis could be quicker and just as effective, but this process allowed Dr. White to fully explore the many small factors that play into a person cheating on the one they love most. It had proven to be a wonderful tool in her research. And Dr. White was a natural at it, as proven by the fact that her work on Bryce was still holding years later.

	Once Bryce was back in that suggestible hypnotic state, not much stopped them from rekindling their old connection and fucking each other’s brains out. And before she brought him back to normal, she also took the opportunity to renegotiate his quote, engineering a very generous deal for herself, getting a far cheaper price than she’d get anywhere else… like, a lot cheaper.

	And Bryce had done good work, cultivating the office into what it now was. Not only in completely upending the original design, opening up the divide between the two floors to allow the desired floorplan, but in fulfilling some very specific requests that were best kept private. Bryce wouldn’t remember a thing as he personally handled some parts of the design, leaving Dr. White very satisfied with his work in so many ways.

	The office’s needs only grew as time went on, and Dr. White always enjoyed getting Bryce to drop whatever project he was working on to serve her needs. Beyond the requirements of a thriving therapist’s office, the nature of their work required some special requests. Several private rooms were put in to allow for some private hanky-panky. Her line of work required sex to happen… why not provide extra space for the magic to take place? Dr. White had her own private room, but for the most part, that was for her own uses. Sometimes, the other doctors or some of the interns required a space to do some dirty dancing, either in the midst of a therapy case, or a matchmaking project, or scouting out potential studs, or if they had a partner who was ready at a moment to come to the office and satisfy their needs. Dr. White had now granted her employees room to work. And frankly, Dr. White’s team was filled with gorgeous, highly sexed women… These were women who needed to be getting laid as often as possible, so them requiring a bit of afternoon delight to get through the day wasn’t a big surprise.

	And when not in use, these rooms provided a perfectly fine place to crash. Her team often worked long hours, so being able to get some rest and clean-up proved to be a vital service. While so many of these amenities served the wicked nature of the job, sometimes they could function in the most pragmatic fashion possible.

	On top of that, they had set up an in-house kitchen and a private executive chef. A former client was a high-end chef at one of the best restaurants in the world, but she came to Dr. White because she was less interested in feeding food to her regular guests, and more interested in feeding him her wet pussy. The chef was so blown away by Dr. White and her team’s incredible help in stealing her favorite hunky guest away from his dull wife that she offered her services, leaving her position at the restaurant to serve Dr. White and her team. It was less demanding than her previous job, only requiring her to work regular business hours, cooking up breakfast and lunch for the office. With the freedom the doctor provided, she was allowed to do her own thing, being creative with what she cooked. She brought in a small group of chefs who wouldn’t blush at the work Dr. White was doing. And she would occasionally provide big, grand dinners for the team. But the chef had a hunk to go home to every night now, so she savored the manageable hours Dr. White allowed her to work. She immediately improved company banquets one-hundred-fold, and she delighted in swapping gossip with the girls on the team and catching a glimpse at the naughtiness they were getting up to on a regular basis.

	That wasn’t all. Dr. White financed the building’s daycare down on the first floor, providing a vital service for all the working mothers at the office and hospital. Plenty of the women on her team had babies, and given their work, that was to be expected. But plenty of patients did so as well, as did other people in the building, so this was a popular decision on her part. But it wasn’t purely a charitable move… providing this service kept the mothers on her team comfortable enough to focus on their jobs in the office with little outside distraction. It was good for business to provide this service.

	Dr. White created a closed ecosystem. On a normal day, unless a case required it, which was admittedly rare, they didn’t need to leave the building. Dr. White provided her team everything they needed, with a level of luxury beyond what they’d ever experienced. In exchange, the team worked harder in order to feel like they deserved such blessings.

	This all gave Dr. White the leeway to be a bit of a hard ass at times. When her work expanded, and she started hiring a team of employees, she had designs to be a great boss, everyone’s friend, a mama bear protecting her team. But she quickly learned that running things like that made her employees feel a bit too comfortable. She learned that her team had to be a little afraid of her. Not to the same degree that some bosses do, where they create excuses so they could be assholes to their underlings. But Dr. White, with a few exceptions, tried to keep a distance from her employees, specifically her interns, to keep them trying to get their approval to induce them into doing their best work. And plus, some employees needed a firmer hand pushing them along,

	Returning to the moment, Dr. White only had a few seconds peace as she entered the office before she was noticed. From the middle of the floor came Ashley, the one woman who’d been there from the beginning with the doctor, handling her calls back when the doctor was struggling to keep the practice afloat. She’d stuck with the doctor through thick and thin. And if she didn’t know what the doctor was doing at first, she eventually caught on, and that didn’t shake her devotion to the doctor. Now fully wizened up to the true nature of what Dr. White was doing, she stayed by her side as her status grew, now working as her personal assistant, making the doctor’s life at work as smooth as possible. Dr. White had a lot of people whose work and judgement she trusted completely, yet there were few she trusted more than Ashley. And the feeling was mutual, as Ash had been rewarded a couple years prior with the man of her dreams, an old crush who Dr. White had sought out and gifted to her in reward for her loyalty. Ash just had her second child a few months prior.

	At the same moment, waiting to her right as Dr. White entered, sitting in one of the chairs facing the front desk, was Deandra, her most experienced intern. She was sitting disobediently with one leg propped up on the chair leg, toying with her phone as she awaited Dr. White’s entrance. As soon as Jennifer stepped into the office, Deandra was on her feet, marching towards the doctor as if she were a teenage girl waiting for her bestie to arrive at school. The two women arrived at the doc at same time, and Dr. White dealt with them deftly.

	“Here,” Dr. White said, handing the heavy briefcase to Ash. She then replaced her sunglasses with her regular spectacles and handed the case over the blonde assistant as well. “Take these to my office please.”

	“Sure thing,” Ash said brightly, dutifully accepting this directive and marching up the stairs. Dr. White turned to face Deandra.

	The young woman was a stunner. Smooth brunette hair, cascading in waves down to her shoulder blades with a little wildness that belied her nature. A gorgeous, youthful face, with sharp eyes and a wicked smile, always full of mischief. Her skin was a shiny golden tan, always glowing and smooth. She had a fit, athletic body, yet she had curves in all the right places to the envy of even the women who liked her. A stupendous ass that grabbed attention no matter what she wore, so firm and juicy that it could stop you in your tracks. And a pair of tits that spilled out of whatever she wore, shockingly large for her otherwise fit, taut frame, but nonetheless perfect. She always kept it professional at work, but she wasn’t shy, constantly wearing skirts that stayed glued to her ass, high heels that made it stand out, and always wearing snug tops unbuttoned just enough to show off a hint of her substantial cleavage. She was currently sticking to the pattern today, wearing a navy-colored skirt, a matching suitcoat, and a smooth white button-up top. She deftly pivoted on her high heels as she turned to fully face Dr. White.

	“Do we have the files I asked for ready?” Dr. White asked. Deandra lifted up a file, handing it over to the doctor. Unfortunately, it was rather light.

	“Just a basic file, really,” Deandra said. “A notable face coming to the area. Someone threw together something basic as a placeholder. I’m sure we’ll be expanding it shortly.” Dr. White nodded.

	“And the other?” Dr. White asked. Deandra nodded.

	“Renee’s file is up in the meeting room, ready to go.” Deandra assured her.

	“Is everyone ready to meet?” Dr. White asked.

	“As soon as they all know you’re here,” the intern stated.

	“Well, feel free to do so,” Dr. White commanded, beginning to move towards the staircase. Deandra followed, sending out a group text to notify the others. Now that the work stuff was out of the way, they were freed up for small talk.

	“Mom texted me,” Deandra stated. “She’s gonna be flying up here next week, and she wanted to see if you are free?” Dr. White grinned and nodded.

	“For her, of course,” Dr. White said, as if there were doubt. Deandra was of course not referring to her actual mother but to her stepmom, Kendall, although the resemblance was so uncanny that you wouldn’t be blamed for thinking they were related. Dr. White and Kendall had met in the midst of the Lizzy/Stacy/Ryan case, and she’d inadvertently was the one responsible for sending Dr. White down this road of matchmaking as a moneymaking venture.

	At the time Dr. White was working on ensuring that Lizzy’s husband’s destiny was for him to end buried in his wife’s boss pussy, Kendall was there, Stacy’s second-in-command and Lizzy’s coworker. It was she who’d clocked Dr. White’s schemes even as Stacy was too lost in her lust for Ryan to notice. Instead of turning Dr. White into the authorities, as she would be completely justified in doing, she enlisted her to develop a plan that would allow Kendall to seduce her dream man in the same way she’d engineered a plot for Stacy to steal Ryan from Lizzy. Dr. White got the job done, of course, as did Kendall, hitting a home run off the pitch the doctor lobbed over the plate, fucking the shit out of her dream hunk, Jake, in an effort to steal him from his wife for good.

	Through this process, a fierce friendship was formed between the two gorgeous women, becoming thick as thieves as they worked together to ensure Kendall would not only finally get fucked by the man of her dreams, but to become his woman permanently. And with Dr. White’s help, she’d done just that. Stepping into a new, better life with the rich, handsome older man, Kendall was forever grateful to Dr. White for her help, becoming a true friend and confidante with the doctor. Kendall provided feedback as Dr. White set up her matchmaking business. Additionally, as a woman with a healthy social life, she recommended Dr. White’s very specific skillset to her friends, helping provide the doctor some of her first matchmaking clients, with the doctor leaving them all effusively satisfied with the results. They all recommended her to other friends, creating one of the doctor’s first cluster of clients, a web that had spread out so fucking wide over the years.

	Additionally, this situation provided Dr. White her very first intern, Kendall’s new stepdaughter Deandra. In the process of scoping out Jake for his planned downfall at the hands of Kendall, she surmised that Deandra, a college student intending to pursue therapy, would have a similar outlook on things as Dr. White. And eventually, she was proven correct. When Kendall first brought the doctor down to her place as a friend to introduce her to her new family, the die was cast. While Jake was ever polite, Dr. White could tell that he was hesitant around her, at least at first, no doubt due to the fact that he’d glanced her way once or twice weeks prior as she scouted him out. And he was probably now trying to figure out why she seemed so damn familiar. (And frankly, Jake and Dr. White got FAR more familiar later that night as they all got a little tipsy and Dr. White joined Kendall and Jake in the bedroom for a long sweaty night of fun, allowing the two women to see each other in action for the first time as they erased any questions about Dr. White out of Jake’s mind through both intense fucking and the sheer size of the gorgeous women’s massive busts, breasts of such size becoming far more worthy of his focus than any pesky alarm bells ringing in the back of his head.)

	But it wasn’t just Jake Dr. White was meeting that weekend, but his daughters as well. And almost immediately, Deandra took to Dr. White, sensing a like mind and a golden opportunity at the same time. A burgeoning therapist meeting a super-cool, real deal therapist… it was too good to be true! By the end of their visit, they were fast friends, and when the doctor was able to steer their conversation in such a way as to get Deandra to ask about an internship, she knew she had the young woman on the hook. A few months later, Deandra was in Dr. White’s office, her very first intern. And when Dr. White brought her into the know, she was pleased to see how brightly Deandra’s eyes lit up with excitement, the doctor clearly speaking the college student’s language, thoughts of extra-wicked, naughty sex a very appealing subject to dig into for the young woman. Deandra was totally on board, idolizing the doctor and excitedly joining her on her mission.

	Dr. White had hired plenty of interns since that moment, mostly older and more experienced than the college student Deandra. But even now, years later, Deandra remained her favorite. They were just so in sync that they forged a bond that had yet to be eclipsed between her and any other intern. She was the best! Even though she was still going through the process of officially becoming a therapist, both school and other more formal instruction, she knew more than most of her peers through her training under the good doctor.

	Deandra was among a very elite group occupying her highest circle of trust within the office. She trusted Deandra more than she did any other woman, even her closest friends, and her coworkers, even more than Kendall, her stepmom. Dr. White tried to maintain a professional, boss/employee dynamic with most of the interns, but Deandra was one of the few who had broken through that and was regarded as a close friend by the doc. Knowing her as she did, knowing that her intern was nearly on level with her in terms of the degree of sinful wickedness they could stomach, the doctor broached a subject with her that not even Kendall was fully aware of. Although, from what Dr. White surmised, Kendall had figured out a little more than she was ready to share with her friend, the doctor, at that point. But as a test, she gave Deandra a blind quiz, going over one of her cases, quizzing her on her thoughts about the subject matter and if she’d come to the same conclusion Dr. White had. And when she dropped a few final details about the man in question at the center of this case, and asked her how best to pursue the hunk, Dr. White wondered if she’d come up with the same plan she had. And indeed she did, even clocking the fact that said man would respond to being called ‘Daddy’, a conclusion that made Dr. White grin with pride. When Dr. White asked why, she reasoned that the subject being a middle-aged man in a marriage with little passion, he’d start developing a buried desire towards his two hot college-aged daughters as an outlet. And it was when she laid it all out like this that it finally clicked to Deandra who they were really talking about, namely her father, that Dr. White smiled and nodded, letting her in on the big secret.

	She took it well, all things considered, as learning that her hot dad harbored an illicit desire for her and her equally sexy older sister could be pretty shocking. But Jake hadn’t done anything about it, and his behavior towards them had never been affected, as some part of him knew to keep such things buried so deep that even he hadn’t fully reckoned with the truth at the heart of it. He didn’t know this desire was there, but it was driving him more than he realized. It was the spark that led him to betray his wife and fuck Kendall, and with him finding an outlet for all his wicked desires, that could be the end of it. He was a good man, all things considered, despite cheating on his wife. And he no doubt understood on some level that this was a line that he could never even think to broach, let alone actually consider crossing. He was too good-hearted to do so on his own accord.

	Deandra still loved her dad, and didn’t know what to do with this new information. She was no shrinking violet, and they’d dealt with some very wicked cases involving incest in the past, so she wasn’t naïve to the idea. But staring down the prospect of incest so close to home was at a different level to dealing with it as an outsider. It was a lot to take in, as incest was a pretty imposing obstacle to reckon with in a real way. In a bubble, purely on a physical level, she wasn’t altogether opposed to the idea of sex with her own father, even if she’d never outright considered it before. He was hot, and so was she and her sister. On an objective level, any sex that transpired between him and either of his daughters would definitely be incredible. There is a certain level of hotness people can eclipse where sex between two such impressively attractive people would almost always be fantastic, even if the parties involved are related by blood. So, on some level, Deandra knew it would be good, and if the opportunity presented itself, she didn’t know if she would be able to stop herself now that she had opened the door to the possibility. And she knew her sister, Porsche, would go for it as well. The biggest obstacle in all honesty was Kendall. Deandra really loved her new stepmom, and she would never want to break them up. Deandra would only go for it if Kendall gave the okay.

	That part was left to the doctor. While Kendall had long ago moved out of the area to be with Jake, her and Dr. White had stayed very close. Kendall didn’t work for a few years after getting married, savoring the life of a trophy wife for a hot older man, but she was too bright to have her talents wasted. Therefore, as Dr. White’s office began to really expand with all this new income, she reached out to Kendall to see if she would be interested to being in charge of handling their money. Kendall wasn’t closed off to it, but when she visited the office and took a look at their books, she quickly surmised that this was far too much work for one person, especially from afar. Kendall recommended her old office. It was nearby, it was fully staffed, and the woman now in charge, a young woman named Marley, was someone of like mind to the two women. Apparently, she’d picked up a lot of tricks from both Stacy and Kendall, and once they both moved on it wasn’t long before Marley had usurped control of the office from her boss. She soon had a woman a few decades her senior with so much more experience waiting on her hand and foot, totally subservient to the young woman. Dr. White met with her afterwards, and she quickly realized that she was the woman for the job, Marley eagerly taking the lead on this very complicated account. And in the time since, her work had been pristine.

	Although Kendall declined that initial offer, the idea of getting back to work did appeal to her, seeking something to keep her busy. Plus, her babies were going through an especially loud phase at that point, so she was looking for a distraction. In lieu of taking on her entire company, Kendall offered to be Dr. White’s personal financial advisor, helping her out with her personal income and how to both best manage it and best increase her quickly growing wealth. And while she could do a lot of this work from afar, this new job meant her and Dr. White met in person a little more often than they used to.

	And it was during a conversation on one of these visits where Dr. White could tell she was dancing around a certain something, namely in regard to Porsche. Jake’s oldest daughter was staying with them as she hunted for a job, and as Kendall mentioned that she was sensing something in how Jake treated her, the doctor guided the conversation along until Kendall finally voiced the same conclusion Dr. White had made years prior. That Jake had a buried desire for his hot daughters, one that he hadn’t fully processed yet. Dr. White nodded along with her as Kendall finally spoke this conclusion out loud and calmly guided the other woman through this. Dr. White let her know that she had always suspected this, and that it didn’t have to be a big deal, and it didn’t supersede the desire he felt for Kendall. But it was a thing that would always be there, and short of him dealing with it under the guidance of Dr. White, it would always linger. Dr. White held her gaze at this final statement, letting Kendall reckon with what had to happen next.

	As Kendall took it all in, Dr. White chipped in, saying that in her educated opinion, the key to holding on to a man and prevent him from ever straying was very simple. To put it bluntly, you had to be the one person who could offer him everything he ever wanted. Even if that meant inviting other women into their bed in order to do that, to slake his many varied hungers. As long as she was the one who could enable that for him in a manner he never could alone, then he’d be hers forever. Placated by this, by the idea she wasn’t in competition with her stepdaughters but in fact could remain on the same side as them, her wicked mind began to get to work. And with Dr. White communicating the fact that Deandra was aware of this too, and that she was willing to bring Porsche into the fold, a plan began to take root.

	Let’s just say, Jake was about to have a very eventful birthday in a few weeks. And Deandra promised to record every second of it so Dr. White could watch at a later date. Dr. White was profoundly fascinated by incest as an area of study. Some of her favorite cases dealt with the subject. There was just something about two family members knowing how wrong it was, but being unable to resist succumbing to their lust for each other… it was amazing! Dr. White had witnessed incest happen right in front of her eyes on multiple occasions, and she had plenty of footage of it she’d personally recorded, but the prospect of having video of Jake and his daughters finally getting down and dirty with each other might have the chance at being the best shit yet!

	But that was in the future. For the here and now, they had a multi-million-dollar match to make.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White sat in her favorite seat in the big meeting room, taking her place at the far end of the big, round, heavy wooden table. Next to her, Deandra set up the visuals they would need as the other interns filed in. Dr. White got her things in order, getting her trademark notepad and ballpoint pen all in place in front of her, as well as a few files relevant to their upcoming discussion.

	The doctor then sat back and calmly watched her team filling up the room. Dr. White was filled with pride at the team she’d assembled. For a few years, she’d done her work on her own, and now, having assembled this group of talented individuals, she couldn’t imagine doing this without them. Did she like all of them? No, of course not. There were people on her team whom she would probably never deal with normally. But for the results they provided, you couldn’t ask for much better. This team was lethally effective at getting the job done.

	First were her fellow therapists. There was Dr. Nadine Quick. A very attractive blonde a couple years younger than Dr. White, she’d discovered the same temptation Dr. White had, namely fucking one of her patients, specifically a hot married man. But unlike Dr. White, Dr. Quick was discovered, namely by the man’s shrill harpy of a wife. In the fallout she lost her job and her accreditations, her reputation was forever tarnished by the illicit act she took part in. But like Dr. White was doing at St. Lilith’s, she made it a point to find women who’d suffered such career setbacks and give them a second chance. Women helping out women. Her talents were too good to let waste away. And here, with Dr. White’s encouragement, she was free to practice again and carry out her work completely unencumbered by the restraints that held her back previously. And so far, her work more than exceeded Dr. White’s expectations, fully exploring her wicked nature and becoming the dangerously sexy therapist she was meant to be.

	The other therapist in the office was an older woman, Dr. Ingrid Bernstrom, a highly qualified and awarded therapist, one of the best in the country. A dirty little secret that most people don’t know about is the fact that most therapists have therapists of their own. People holding such positions saw the value of their work, and often utilized peers as outlets to unwind and sort out their thoughts. And Ingrid was Dr. White’s therapist. It was nothing major, but Dr. White knew the value of talking things out, and Ingrid had always been a wonderful listener. Dr. White had been seeing her for years, and she’d continued to do so even as her career pivoted. Dr. White always respected the older woman. But as time went on, she couldn’t help but silently analyze her as the other woman did the same to her. Dr. Bernstrom was always so calm and cool and unflappable, totally professional and dignified. She had a husband and two college-aged children, and in Dr. White’s interactions with her, either in her office or out when they shared a bottle of wine over dinner… she just screamed class.

	All of this is why Dr. White suddenly felt compelled to see what would happen if someone as classy and professional as her was exposed to the kind of work Dr. White was up to. So, banking on doctor/patient confidentiality, she admitted to Ingrid the kind of work she was doing. Dr. Bernstrom could easily turn her in to the medical board and get her fired, but Dr. White wagered that even if Ingrid was violently opposed to what she was doing, she wouldn’t go as far as to sell Dr. White out. Jennifer trusted her reads enough to know that. In fact, she was betting on the opposite.

	Ingrid was caught off guard by the depths of Dr. White’s sinfulness, and her initial reaction was strong. First, she emphatically tried to warn Jen off the path she was on. Then, explaining firmly and calmly that what she was doing was unethical and that she should stop now before she got in some serious trouble. But Dr. White was undeterred, gleefully sharing stories of some of the wickedness she’d been up to, knowing that doctor/patient confidentiality meant her colleague couldn’t share the secrets she was gleefully sharing. What Dr. White was doing wasn’t a crime… it was just unethical. Dr. Bernstrom was trying to talk her down from the ledge, but Dr. White sensed that the more she talked up her work, and all the fun she was having, the more likely a seed might take hold. And as time went on, Dr. Bernstrom’s pleas for Dr. White to stop what she was doing became increasingly urgent. And nervous. She got a little bit more sweat on her brow as Dr. White described the sinful activities she’d taken part in. Her nipples on her massive, firm breasts got a little stiffer as Dr. White described every dirty detail of all the naughty things she’d been up to. Soon, Ingrid was hanging off Dr. White’s every word, breathing deep, her nipples as hard as diamonds as she regaled her older mentor with her nasty adventures.

	Eventually, the older doctor, admitting to Dr. White that she couldn’t stop thinking about what the younger doctor said, and how easy it would be to do the same and get away with it. Ultimately, Dr. Bernstrom gave in, crossing the line with a very handsome, very hung patient, a college student. And she could not deny the ecstasy that she’d experienced with him, seducing him, fucking him, breaking the rules and throwing all that professionalism away for the sake of euphoric pleasure. Roles reversed, Dr. White listened as her older contemporary let it all out, talking over what happened, how amazing it was, how so very wrong it was… Dr. White had to smile. She had her own therapist on the hook. It wasn’t long before Ingrid was doing it again… and again… and again. She quickly realized how wrong she’d been, and that Dr. White was in fact correct about everything. Not long later, she left her practice, opting to work alongside the woman who’d taught her so much. And she’d almost caught up to Dr. White in the time since… her last case culminating with her getting plowed by a married man who’d claimed to be satisfied by the sexless marriage his asexual wife had requested of him. She’d become quite potent in the skills of the trade.

	They’d been scouting out male therapists for a little while now, but it was a tricky proposition. If Dr. White could find a man who was on her same wavelength, it would open up a whole new avenue of exploration, a doctor who could lead wives astray in the same way Dr. White primarily did with husbands. There were plenty of male therapists out there who crossed that line between doctor and patient eagerly, but Dr. White wasn’t looking for a man who worked like that. They needed to be calibrated just right, and not just some pig abusing vulnerable women. She wanted someone like her, someone who had patience and calm, who could steer his patients willingly and understood the art of the seduction like she did. So far, they hadn’t found the right man, but there were a few promising candidates she currently had her eye on.

	But at the moment, it was just her, Dr. Quick, and Dr. Bernstrom running the therapeutic side of things, splitting up the patient side of things.

	And then there were the interns…

	Deandra had been her first intern, Dr. White bringing her in when she was a sophomore in college. She’d been nervous at first, but she’d acclimated herself well, aiding Dr. White in scouting out targets. Her opinions and reads were trusted implicitly by the doctor. She’d even run full cases on her own from start to finish, matching up men with the women who wanted them. She also aided with patients from time to time, providing a perfect sounding board on cases and adding her wicked opinion to the doctor in terms of developing a plan on how to upend the patient’s treatment to slake their shared desires. Deandra was irreplaceable to Dr. White, and despite her youth compared to the other women in the office, it was well known that Deandra was Dr. White’s second in command.

	The process in acquiring so many other interns, well over 30 by this point, was varied. Some, Dr. White met in the midst of her work either through her patients or in the process of matchmaking, the doctor having developed a keen eye for talent. Some were recruited straight out of college, young women going into this field who had the potential for some wickedness. Some were recruited from other places, these young intrepid women tempted to stray from the straight and narrow in the same manner Dr. White had. The money didn’t hurt, either. Some interns came to her at the recommendation of others, some of her interns seeing a kindred spirit elsewhere.

	It was a difficult process, scouting out people for this job. She couldn’t just come out and say what kind of work they actually do, because not only was it against the rules, most regular people would find it all quite wrong. They didn’t want to spill their secrets to a Betty-by-the-Book and bring any unwanted attention their way. Dr. White had to feel it out, testing her impeccable reads to find the right type of person for the job. It required a very specific temperament and skillset. And once you’re brought in, you’re in. You can’t just get squeamish and flee a couple days in. She needed people she could trust for the long haul. And so far, her hit rate was 100%.

	Dr. White made it a point to make her crew of interns very diverse to allow a diversity of both opinion and approach. Diverse not just of race but of background, education, age, attitude, etc. That being said, most of them had certain qualities in common, as the majority of her team were smart, beautiful confident women with incredible bodies. But Dr. White tried to mix it up as much as she could. She had Ivy League grads whose accomplishments were unmatched, and she had interns who didn’t even graduate high school. She had interns so cleanly beautiful they could model in magazines, and some who were so nasty hot that regular pornography would seem too chaste for them. She had some who claimed to be fascinated by this whole thing for mostly intellectual reasons, and for some, they didn’t hide the fact that they were only doing this job because it got them off.

	It wasn’t all women among her crew, although admittedly women occupied the heavy majority of the people working for her. She had one man who’d been a former patient of hers, a man who used to identify as a gay man. But thanks to Dr. White’s keen reads of people, and her ability to manipulate situations to meet her own ends, she’d provided him the opportunity to discover his true nature. Specifically, she conjured a scenario to test his mettle against a woman, a woman with a perfect body and a cunt that could melt even the hardest resolve. And she had done the job, rocking his world, spinning him in circles till all he could think about was women. Tits and ass and pussy! Tight, wet, boilingly hot cunt. The man who once identified as a gay man realized that he’d been missing out, fully abandoning his previous desires, and devoting himself to pleasuring women. And not only did he now identify as straight, but he was also making up for lost time, parading around very, VERY slutty women on his arm, gorgeous women showing tons of skin, as if publicly declaring to the world his true desires in no uncertain terms.

	There were a few other men on her team of interns, although the rest weren’t based out of the office. Dr. White had people around the country who’d she’d come across in the midst of her work who were happy to aid her in her pursuits even if they continued living their own lives. They would mainly feed her information as it came to them, profiles for men and women that could be used in future matchmakings. Some aided her in other ways. That number of interns she gave earlier, about 30… that was just those who were regularly in the office. If you counted people like this, spread out around the world, then you got numbers into the triple digits.

	But anyways, one of the other men among her interns was a former husband taken from his marriage thanks to Dr. White’s efforts, and he’d become so intellectually interested in what Dr. White was doing that he studied it from that point of view, looking at it from the same technical view Dr. White tried to. He was a good sounding board for that side of things, and she wished he was local so they could work together more regularly.

	They even had a former wife among their group of interns, as crazy as it sounded. Yes, a former patient who, thanks to Dr. White, had had her husband stolen from her, now worked for the doctor, aiding her in her pursuit of ripping apart marriages and replacing inferior wives with superior sluts. Normally, Dr. White did her best to remove those women as far as possible from the fun, but this wife was interesting enough to keep around.

	This intern was named Nona. She was very pretty, a skinny brunette with an olive complexion, and she possessed a bit more spirit and humor than a lot of the wives she’d dealt with. She would be the first one to bring attention to the fact that she had no butt and a flat chest. It was true, so why try to deny it. And she brought it up… a lot… a point Dr. White noted quickly. The actual process of breaking her up from her husband wasn’t particularly intensive, and it didn’t take terribly long, but Nona’s side of it provided an angle Dr. White hadn’t encountered up to that point.

	Nona was a wife who got off to the idea of her husband being stolen from her.

	That was the hook that separated her from the more run-of-the-mill cases Dr. White had worked on. The reason Nona came to the doctor was to figure out how to process this little fetish of hers, but Dr. White’s mind was already reeling with the possibilities. While assuring the doctor every chance she could that she couldn’t handle such a thing actually happening, Nona explained that her ultimate fantasy was to discover her husband, the man she married and loved more than anything, betraying her with a better, sexier woman. Nona both loved and hated the thought, as it turned her on more than anything, but knowing that the idea of actually experiencing such a thing in real life would upend her life so severely that she just knew she couldn’t go through with it. She had a happy, content life and a bright future in front of her… she didn’t want to ruin all that due to these intrusive wicked thoughts that turned her on so much. But the idea of it was so tempting. She claimed that if it did happen, that if the love of her life betrayed her for another woman, then she would never love again. She could never be with another man again after that. The thought of him cheating on her with a better woman would be enough to satisfy for her for eternity. That she would get off every day for the rest of her life to the thought of her husband in the arms of another woman, fucking her harder than he ever fucked her, palming her big titties in such a way that made it clear he could never go back to a flat-chested woman like her. She claimed she wouldn’t even be upset at the woman. If anything, she’d worship that bitch like the goddess she was. Nona said her husband deserved better, and she’d have nothing but respect for the woman who got the job done and stole him. And as crazy as it sounded, she’d love her husband even more if he found that level of happiness, especially if it was with another woman instead of her. Nona knew this whole thing would ruin her future and any chances for a normal life if it were to actually happen. But on the other hand, she would love it more than anything. It would define her life, and it would turn her on like crazy. She would gush all over her fingers every fucking night if it were to actually happen.

	Dr. White was very, VERY intrigued by this new wrinkle. At the point of their meeting, she’d never personally encountered a woman like this, someone in her position that so full-throatedly accepted such a fetish. Who processed their own self-esteem issues in such a manner as to crave such a humiliation of their husband cheating on them, to the point of desiring it more than anything. She knew such fetishes existed, and she’d encountered women who experienced it to a far, far lesser degree. But this woman, Nona… it consumed her more than anything else. The skinny little wife was her white whale, in that respect. This whole thing had to be explored further. This had to be taken to its logical conclusion. Because, very obviously, Nona wanted it to happen, despite her fears and claims to the contrary. She didn’t come here to be talked out of it… she wanted a firm push over the edge. One Dr. White was very willing to provide.

	At the point where Nona came to Dr. White, she already had plenty of interns, and she was well into her matchmaking work, so she could easily have found her husband a perfect-bodied bitch to get the job done. But Dr. White was intrigued enough to handle the job herself. It wasn’t terribly difficult, scouting him out on her own, coming up with a plan of attack, cornering him and making him hers. He was quite handsome, and kind, and good in bed. Very, VERY good in bed. An accomplished, rewarded high school teacher, the passion with which he taught was only exceeded by his passion in the bedroom after the proper amount of teasing. To put it simply, he was destined to fuck!

	When Nona walked in on them in action, Dr. White and her husband fucking in their marital bed, it her like a punch to the gut, hitting her straight in the vagina, simultaneously breaking her heart and making her cum. Dr. White had made sure to face the door for just this moment, to not only witness this delightful moment, but also so Nona could see the doctor’s delicious body in the flesh as she fucked her husband’s brains out, blocking his view so he wouldn’t stop fucking her. Even as Nona fell to her knees, her world collapsing in on itself, her watery eyes stayed focused on the doctor’s heavy, naked breasts wobbling as she continued to bounce on her husband’s lengthy cock. Even in this moment of heartbreak, she was still in the thrall of her fetish. Dr. White had been riding the edge, waiting for this moment, and with her eyes never leaving Nona, she watched the wife crumble to the floor, her clothed crotch getting soaked from within as the wife came in her pants, her face a mask of both ecstasy and heartbreak. And it was at this moment that Dr. White finally came, her pussy spasming around the married man’s swollen pole, moaning in ecstasy as her juices gushed around him. He responded in kind, blowing a massive wad of cum deep into Dr. White’s twat, not even realizing that his wife was watching this unholy betrayal.

	He passed out at that point, but Dr. White didn’t. Rising to her feet, her nude body coated with sex-sweat, she towered over Nona as she stood over her. Breathing deep, eyes glassy with both lust and tears, Nona looked up past the doctor’s mountainous bare tits to her calm, cool face. Looking down at her, the doctor spoke.

	“I’ll see you at your next appointment.”

	As Dr. White expected, Nona did indeed show up to her next appointment, right on time. Nona truly was the type of woman to both meet up and pay the woman who cucked her. With no need for secrets between them at this point, Dr. White prodded at the other woman, right where it hurt, forcing Nona to examine her feelings, wanting to see how she was processing everything. She looked haggard, wearing an old loose shirt and sweatpants, not even staying at her place after the incident. Dr. White expected her to be angry, furious that this woman she trusted had fucked her husband and ruined her marriage. And those feelings were certainly there, hanging over her, a cloud through which everything she said emerged from. But through it all, one thing stood out.

	She was DEEPLY turned on.

	Nona could barely contain herself. Speaking excitedly despite the emotional trauma she’d endured, her voice heavy with emotion, she told the doctor that what she saw was so fucking hot that she couldn’t stop thinking about it, that she couldn’t stop touching herself thinking about it. She was mad at the doctor, but that was way down the list of emotions she was going through at the moment. She was so turned on by what had happened that any negative feelings she felt towards the doctor were almost completely overridden by excitement, her tone to the doctor soon sounding almost… worshipful. She shared every dirty detail of what was going through her head, and in doing so talked up how amazing the doctor was, how good she looked fucking her husband, how he looked so much more excited with Dr. White than he’d ever been with her.

	And with no need for decorum, the doctor dug in on the wife, slipping in slights towards Nona, talking down her inferior body, and how easy it was to poach her husband from her. She then took great joy in talking up how good her husband was in bed, how good he fucked her, etc. And Nona loved it, craving the humiliation, craving being talked down to, craving the feeling of being replaced by another woman, to the point of openly touching herself in front of the doctor.

	And indeed, she did eventually get replaced fully, but not by Dr. White. He was great in bed, of course, but he was not hers to keep. In her scouting out of him, Dr. White had discovered that plenty of female students over his mere few years of teaching had developed passionate crushes on him, and the doctor certainly understood why. So, Dr. White tracked down one of them, a junior in college, and working in concert engineered a moment of ‘coincidence’ where she ran into her favorite former teacher around her hometown. With Dr. White coming up with the exact approach to take, this chance meeting led to a night of drinks, and that night of drinks led to some very hot sex. And from that moment to this very day, they’d been very happy together, having gotten married and had multiple babies, his former wife all but forgotten.

	As for Nona, she’d become fully consumed by her fetish in the immediate aftermath of what happened, as she feared she would. As predicted, she never got over her husband’s betrayal, not moving on, not seeking out other people, losing out on love, friendship… everything. The only thing that mattered was her touching herself to thoughts of her husband plowing another woman every night while she got nothing but her own hand. Dr. White stayed in contact with the young woman who she’d paired the husband off with, enough to get the dirty details, and the doctor in turn shared these with the wife, giving her more fuel to assist in Nona’s downfall.

	Nona was in such a raw state for so long after the big moment that Dr. White saw an opportunity. Hearing every detail about Nona’s conflicting emotions made her one of the doctor’s most fascinating patients, but Dr. White knew she could make more out of her. Over the months and years since, she’d gently molded Nona, finding a way to allow her to function and have a job and have a life while still letting her keep on enjoying her all-consuming fetish. Because if she enjoyed losing her husband in such a manner, wouldn’t it be great to facilitate the same thing for other women? And in doing so, maybe these lesser women like her will discover the same joy Nona had.

	And that’s how Nona ended up joining Dr. White’s team of interns. Her work mainly focused on the wife side of the equation, either with patients or in the matchmaking work. She wasn’t a wilting flower like most of the wives she’d dealt with. In fact, her self-loathing nature led to her having a bit of a mean streak, taking out her internal frustrations on these other poor women who were about to have their lives ruined. Nona took pleasure on making their downfall sting, adding devious twists to their defeats whenever she could. And the best part was that she was still such a glutton for punishment that the doctor or her cohorts could boss her around without complaint, the former broken wife taking it and taking it without fighting it. She loved having all these confident, sexy, superior women bossing her around and treating her like shit. She was the only woman in the office not getting laid regularly, having not had sex since that fateful day where her husband cheated on her, and if it all went to plan, she never would again. Both her and Dr. White savored that idea.

	And how did she treat Dr. White, the woman who fucked her husband and tore apart her marriage? She loved her! Nona loved Dr. White, obsessed with the doctor to an almost uncomfortable degree, to the point where the doc had to chide her when she got either too excited or too clingy. Nona spoke of the doctor as if she were a goddess, an almost religious figure worthy of worship. She was always there to help the doctor, to rub her shoulders or her feet, to do her scut work or anything else the doctor required of her. She loved serving this superior woman, the woman who had a starring role in the memories that consumed her living existence. Just imagine being so subservient to the woman who ruined your marriage. She was a pathetic, messed up, twisted little creature. But Dr. White had built her empire on the broken husks of women like that. And besides, she was quite good at what she does, including rubbing feet. In fact, the doctor might have to take her up on that later…

	Nona wasn’t the only intern who was somewhat the butt of jokes among the interns. There was Ophelia, whose path to this prize internship under Dr. White was different than most. For one, she was far older than the average age of her team, in her early 40s. She wasn’t particularly pretty, nor especially experienced in the ways of seduction, but that wasn’t what the doctor was paying her for.

	Dr. White had picked her up as an employee years ago. She worked in records, and her reputation as being very good at keeping everything in order appealed to Dr. White’s compulsion for organization. This was at the stage where Dr. White’s practice hadn’t quite grown to the size it was today, with so many employees and moving parts. Dr. White’s matchmaking work was still very much on the down low, with only a small group of people in the know. But while Ophelia did her job and kept herself from actually reading the files she was organizing, she quickly sensed something more going on here beneath the surface. She was very sharp, and quite perceptive. She clocked what Dr. White and her team of interns were actually doing, and eventually, she wanted in.

	It was clear to Dr. White what Ophelia’s motivations were. An older woman living a somewhat unexciting existence, she saw this group of confident, beautiful, busty women as a popular clique that she wanted in on. She wanted to be part of the group. She wanted to be one of the cool girls. None of the interns at the time found the prospect of Ophelia joining the team very appealing, but Dr. White did. What was driving Ophelia… it would make her a great member of the team. Her driving need to be part of them would keep her unfailingly loyal, and her desperate desire to prove herself would keep her motivated. That would make her very useful.

	In the time since, Ophelia occupied a unique role among Dr. White’s team of interns. While she was always there in the big discussions, and was a contributing member of the group, her primary responsibility was to act as Dr. White’s deputy, a chaperone over the other girls when Dr. White wasn’t around. She was there to keep them on task and ensure that they behaved themselves during social events. The girls… they could be very cliquey, and with the nature of their jobs, they sometimes felt like they were above regular people. Whether or not that was true was irrelevant. What mattered was that sometimes… these girls felt untouchable. And while at those times this meant they carried themselves as if they were better than normal people, it more often meant that they felt like they weren’t bound to the same rules other people were. And this often translated to them getting really drunk in public, at bars or clubs, sometimes even picking fights with lesser women as they dueled for a juicy man. They did all this so brazenly because, in their minds, they were so fucking hot that they couldn’t possibly get into any real trouble. And for the most part, that was true. But Dr. White couldn’t fully get on board with such recklessness. She would send Ophelia along with the girls when they went out, making sure they didn’t get out of control in a way that could embarrass themselves or Dr. White. Ophelia would be there to keep an eye on them to make sure none let slip what kind of work they got up to.

	Ophelia was the den mom that all the others resented, viewing her more as a narc than a real part of the team. But Dr. White was unwavering in her desire to keep the older woman on board. Not only was she sharp and observant and a good sounding board, but she was so desperate to be liked that she would swallow all the bullshit all the other girls put her through. They sneered at her, called her names, treated her like trash. But in deference to Dr. White, they never pushed her away completely.

	Part of the interns’ jobs would be to dig for information on their subjects, or scout out potential hunks, or to test out certain men’s bona fides. Basically… they were encouraged to take part in as much fucking as possible. The problem with Ophelia was… since she wasn’t all that attractive, nor did she posses the type of delectable body that most of the women on her team did, Dr. White couldn’t put all her faith in her alone to get that part of the job done. When it came down to seducing and fucking a male target, there were dozens of women on her team she could count on lure him into bed without risk of failure. But Ophelia was a good worker, so with men that Ophelia did a lot of legwork for, or had developed a special affection towards, Dr. White insisted that she help seal the deal. Obviously, she trusted the other girls far more with actually accomplishing that goal, but Ophelia was deserving enough due to her good work to get hers once in a while. So, she sent the plain older woman along with a slutty young babe to seduce and fuck a male target, someone hot enough that he’d be willing to include Ophelia just to get to her.

	That all being said, Dr. White understood the pecking order among women more than anyone, and she wasn’t about to discourage the natural order of things. When some of the girls complained about including Ophelia in the fun, Dr. White explained to them that all she wanted was for Ophelia to be part of the action… but once they crossed the threshold, whatever happened, happened. Her meaning was clear. If they didn’t like Ophelia, they could make that fact abundantly clear in the bedroom. All Dr. White was asking was for Ophelia to be let into the room.

	This led to a lot of fun stories at Ophelia’s expense. Some of the time the girls were deferential enough to at least allow Ophelia a sample of the action before taking over. But usually, the older intern never even got the chance, with Ophelia technically being ‘part’ of a three-way, but with her iced out of the action almost completely. Ophelia did all the work to scout out these men, but the other girls would swoop in to seal the deal. Sometimes, one of the girls would force Ophelia to lick her asshole as the younger woman did the work of fucking their chosen hunk’s big cock. Other times, Ophelia would be forced to strum the other girl’s clit as she fucked the man senseless, making the other intern’s pleasure even greater at her own expense. And in one particularly memorable moment, Deandra was riding a man’s cock hard in reverse cowgirl, a man Ophelia really had a special affection for, and the young brunette made Ophelia get between her legs for the grand finish, her orgasm so profound that she squirted, the entirety of her juices landing on the older woman’s face. You might think Ophelia would feel insulted at being treated just way, but Dr. White understood her better than that.

	Ophelia just loved being included in the fun.

	Her loyalty to Dr. White never waned. She never complained about her treatment. She could take it. She was a loyal soldier, doing her job without issue. And frankly, that’s all Dr. White could ask for.

	For some of the more bookish interns, those who were on board with Dr. White’s work yet not quite as outgoing as some of the other others, Dr. White had them doing research. Dr. White picked out a handful of interns who seemed very tapped into the zeitgeist to study burgeoning sexual trends, keeping a finger on the pulse of the evolving nature of sexuality in modern society. This often entailed watching trends in pornography, what was hot and what wasn’t, as well as the evolving beauty standards in both porn and the real world. They also read fiction, listened to music, watched television, paid attention to fashion, anything that contributed to the societal discussion of sex. They kept an eye on social media, following trends, sexual memes, anything sexual in nature. Dr. White had them write reports on their findings, which she’d review with them once a month. Dr. White even had them work on progress, do deep dives into specific subjects, or more active research, such as creating a sexual meme and trying to get it to catch on. Dr. White beamed when they succeeded while also being mentally stimulated by the process they took part in to make it happen.

	On top of this forward-looking progress, Dr. White had some people on her team doing historical studies about sex, tracing sexual trends and mores through history, as well as doing research about mythical figures affiliated with sex, gods and goddesses who historical societies viewed as the deities in charge of all matters sex. These earlier beliefs on the nature of sexual behavior were what led to their current belief system, so tracing those trends could be fruitful. There probably would have been a time where even someone as learned and well-read as Dr. White wouldn’t see the value of such things, finding them dull and irrelevant to modern thought. But the more Dr. White learned about the true nature of the world, the more studying the past and the mythical figures who embodied sex was proving to be very, VERY important.

	Beyond that, Dr. White had her team researching women from the past who revolutionized the world’s current thinking about sex, or embodied modern beliefs about sexual matters. These were some truly amazing women, and Dr. White felt like they were kindred spirits, women who had driven women as a whole forward to the point they were at now.

	You had a nun who was later given sainthood by certain branches of the church, St. Marizia, who advocated for the sluts and tramps who had been shunned by the Church for so long. The jezebels who were viewed as so sexy and desirable that they were treated as beings of pure sin. Marizia identified with those women, arguing that someone needed to champion them, becoming one of the first to fight in their honor. It was centuries later that she was regarded by some as a saint, providing a path to holiness for even the nastiest of sluts to find divinity. Even as her staunchest defenders granted the fact that most of the slutty women they advocated for were unrepentant whores of the highest order who were too far gone to find the light, Marizia was nonetheless honored for defending them, and future women more famously took up that cause thanks to St. Marizia’s advocacy.

	Then, there was the rise of a group of women over 300 years ago who were deemed too dangerous to be left alive, women so attractive and darkly appealing that they had be tapping into something otherworldly. Magic. This was what led to the so-called “Witch” panic, a group of women who offered a temptation that scared people, leading to a literal witch hunt for them and their ilk. Granted, there were too many accounts that all said the same thing to completely discount the idea that these women were indeed tapping into something supernatural. And these women had done some bad things in response to being hunted. But like it or not, these so-called ‘witches’ played an important part in how women are regarded to this day.

	There were others who had less impact but were nonetheless remarkable figures from the past who deserved to be remembered. Someone like Dominique Deveraux, a French woman of such intense appeal that she was able to shift the tides of an invasion in her hometown in World War II, to the point where she was recruited by the Allied forces as a figure so seemingly designed to be appealing to men that she was sent into the warzone to act as the ultimate distraction. It’s a crazy story, but you could argue that her boobs were so big and perfect that they literally saved lives.

	Then there was a far less heroic figure. The famous, beautiful pirate queen Lenora whose fleet of ravenous pirates caused waves in the oceans for years, robbing and pillaging and destroying those who crossed them. But what caused even greater waves in the waters were her famously gigantic tits. Even to those Lenora conquered in battle, even they couldn’t deny her incredible appeal, her fit body undeniably stacked in all the ways that mattered. None of the bad things she did would live on in history… what did live on was her intense beauty and massive tits, each ingrained into history via books, paintings, sculptures… in any manner possible. That lesson in legacy certainly resonated with Dr. White. The pirate queen’s mysterious disappearance only added to her legacy, no one knowing for sure what happened to her. Nonetheless, Lenora lived on, people to this day trying to bring her to life in any manner of art they could. In fact, there was a painting of her in one of the interns’ meeting rooms to inspire the team. Lenora was shown standing on the bow of her ship, her gorgeous face looking confident, her dark hair blowing in the wind, her massive tits exposed without shame as she asserted her place as the queen of the pirates… truly a conquering slut to look up to.

	There were women of all sorts on Dr. White’s staff of interns. Beautiful women. Brilliant women. Cutthroat bitches. Those eager to please. It was a motley crew, her team, but it had been cultivated and fine-tuned through the years. By this point, this group was damn near unstoppable once they had a target in their sights.

	Returning to the moment, she watched as everyone settled into place around the table, eager for this rumored big case. Dr. White gave a gesture to Deandra to kick things off, and the young woman did as directed.

	Suddenly, the lights in the room dimmed, and on the far wall an image was projected, showing photos of two people. On the right side was Renee Fields, their client, the woman whose intervention the previous night kicked things off. The photo was a professional one taken at some event, the hot-bodied older woman in a fantastic, flattering green dress, showcasing enough of the goods without going overboard, a tasteful amount of cleavage on display. And the photo on the left showed a handsome young buck who Dr. White was carefully studying for the first time. The photo seemed to be taken in the midst of practice, football in hand, poised to throw. His upper half was bare and his lower half in football tights. Dr. White was impressed by what she saw. He was very, VERY fit, his arms impressively muscular, his torso shredded, an impressive six-pack on display. His chest was just as impressive, his pecs well-defined. His face was very handsome, the young man possessing a boyishness even as he focused on throwing the ball. He had deep, hazel eyes, looking focused, but on the other hand almost looking slightly bored. As if he was so good at what he was doing that it was unexciting for him. He had an unruly mop of dark brown hair, adding to that boyishness.

	“His name is Chad Bethel,” Deandra explained to the room. “Age 22. Four year starting quarterback down at USC. Runner up for the Heisman Trophy both of his first two years. Number one overall draft pick by the Niners a couple months ago. Got married to his college girlfriend a week after that.”

	“Smart girl…” Dr. White muttered under her breath, his now wife clearly sharp enough to get her claws in him now before the vultures start circling fresh meat. Speaking of…

	“And she is Renee Fields. 48 years old. Divorced. Two daughters. Granddaughter of billionaire oil man Conrad Fields. She inherited his estate but doesn’t run the company. She’s tabloid fodder, and you see her photos all over the place. She is stupid rich, and seems to spend most of her time spending it.” Deandra explained, going off what Dr. White told her and information they already had on file.

	“And she’s just decided to give us fifteen million dollars to pair him with her…” Dr. White added, pointing at the two images. “So, the question is… how do we do it? How do we ensure that those two spend the rest of their lives having hot, sweaty sex with each other?”

	“My sister might know him…” Deandra said, taking her seat. ‘He went to the same school as me and her did. She majored in Sports Medicine and he’s in, uh… sports,’ she explained plainly. “They might have crossed paths.” Dr. White nodded.

	“Did anyone follow his career? Is there a story to him?” Dr. White asked, not the biggest sports fan in the world. A few seats down, Clarice, a tall, black, former college athlete spoke up.

	“Yeah, first two years, he was hot shit. A little bit wild on the field, but he pulled off some magic out there. He was super fun,” Clarice stated. “His last couple years, he was still really good, but not quite the same. But everyone remembers those first two years, so that’s why everyone wanted to draft him, even when he’s now a little more boring on the field.”

	“You know why his performance suffered?” Dr. White inquired. Clarice shrugged.

	“I wouldn’t say it suffered. He was still very good, but he was like…” she paused. Looking around, knowing this wasn’t a very sporty crew she was surrounded by, she had to choose her words wisely. ‘It was like the class-clown stopping with all the joking and focusing on his studies. He stopped messing around and began to fit the mold of a traditional quarterback.’ She paused again, poised to answer the question Dr. White asked. “But anyways, I feel like the rumor was he was kind of a wild guy off the field as well,” the intern said, searching her memories. “I think the thing was he got his shit together in life, and he lost a little bit of what made him awesome on the field.” Dr. White absorbed this new information, the gears already turning.

	“Do we know anything about the guy himself?” another intern, Jordan, asked. A dark-haired, olive-skinned brunette, she’d come to this job through a friend, one of Dr. White’s former clients. Jordan used to be a waitress at one of those ‘breastaurants’, those restaurants where all the waitresses have big boobs and parade them around in skimpy clothing. She was very good at the job, knowing just the right way to primp and prod and showcase her hot body in her tank top and booty shorts, milking men of their money, attention, and sometimes a whole lot more. As skilled as she was at getting tips, she found the game rather boring and easy after a while. Craving a more fulfilling and better paying outlet for her skillset, she was recommended to reach out to Dr. White by a friend. The rest was history, Jordan proving to be a very talented schemer of her own.

	“I watched a few interviews with him this morning,” Deandra began. “Not exactly windows into the soul. He spouted out a lot of cliches about the team, and how excited her was to be in the pros, blah blah blah…”

	“I could have sworn he used to be little more lively in interviews…” Clarice said, again racking her memory but coming up empty.

	“How about her?” asked another intern, Olivia. She’d come across Dr. White in the midst of a matchmaking case. The doc had a client that was, to put it bluntly, a high-end porn star. She’d founded her own porn studio, ‘Sisters of Sin’, a completely female controlled, operated, and produced porn studio. Not that it was anti-man, not in the slightest, but it was a group of top-shelf porn stars recognizing their value and championing themselves and their fellow porn sisters, working together to elevate their status and take their own piece of the pie. The original idea was that the scenes they’d produce for their websites would be female-centric, respectful to the women involved in such content, with the women controlling the pace, shot with more of a female gaze without completely abandoning their male audience. But while that content still existed, the main thrust of their content diverged quickly from that initial concept. Stereotypes would indicate that you’d expect female dictated porn to be softer, gentler, more romantic. But in practice, these female-driven scenes revealed the true depths of female sexuality, revealing themselves to be, in their own way, nastier, rougher and meaner than your standard porn scene. And because female-controlled displays of female sexuality seem to always attract unwanted attention, in this case a conservative religious group led by a very loud, very annoying woman, leading boycotts outside of their studio and demanding that both them and the entire porn industry as a whole shut down.

	The porn star reached out to Dr. White, wanting assistance to not only seduce the husband of the woman who was railing against their studio, but to humiliate the wife in the process by making her an unhappy participant in the action. Of course, Dr. White got the job done, the porn star now paired up with the handsome, rich, formerly prudish husband, and their wife having her reputation ruined by video of her being released online of her being forced to rim the porn star’s ass as her husband fucked the famous porn slut.

	Olivia wasn’t involved directly in that case, but she was a fellow porn star, not only a contract porn star for the studio, but a colleague and friend of Dr. White’s client. And through the case, she had befriended Dr. White and learned of the type of work she did. Looking for a path that would allow her to continue to indulge her wicked nature while not being forced to bang one of the same dozen or so dudes all the time to pay the bills, she reached out to the doctor. She was being paid well, very well by being a porn star, and she’d accrued a healthy nest egg both through her work in porn and stripping, where she was quite popular. But it was starting to get very same-old, same-old. Sensing a new opportunity, she left it all behind, retiring from sex work and accepting a position as one of Dr. White’s interns. Now, she got to her use her wicked mind to affect some real change on the world, while also maintaining her connections in the porno biz, which had proven useful quite a few times in the year or two since. And instead of fucking the same group of male talent on camera, she got her pick of any man she wanted. She loved it! It was what she was meant to do.

	“What do we have on her?” the blonde, former porn star asked, gesturing at Renee. Dr. White exhaled.

	“She’s… she’s a handful,” Dr. White began. “Probably not the greatest mom in the world, based on what I’ve heard about her daughters. I think she’d have preferred to live her life having fun attending these rich, fancy events and spending money rather than being a parent. She’s rich. Aggressive. Doesn’t like being told no. Won’t stop poking at you till she gets wants. But she usually gets what she wants. If we put her in the right place with our man Chad here, I have no doubt she’ll get the job done. But… we need to manage the scenario carefully. Let’s not put her in a situation that requires patience and subtlety. She’s not wired that way. We need to keep in mind that by the time we put Renee into a room with Chad, the battle needs to be mostly done. All we will need her to do is seal the deal. Knock it out of the park.”

	The room was filled with a quick silence, this group of schemers already brainstorming ideas. The only sound that could be heard was from a pen scribbling on a notepad right next to her. The source of that noise was from one of her most unique interns, Priya.

	What made her unique wasn’t some special skill or some crazy previous occupation. What made Priya unique was that, more than anyone on her team, she was the most normal. An Ivy League grad, she came to Dr. White based solely on her professional reputation alone. She was completely unaware of Dr. White’s side hustle. She was a bookish, accomplished young woman freshly out of school looking for a job. She was brilliant and curious, a true knowledge seeker. Her family was from London, giving her a fantastic accent that Dr. White could never get enough of. She was very pretty as well, but in an understated way. She had a good body, but she didn’t seem to know it. The young Indian woman seemed a bit shy and conservative, not of values but in demeanor.

	In other words, she reminded Dr. White of herself.

	Dr. White was exactly the same as Priya at her age, and now look at her. Priya… she was good-hearted, but naive. She was inquisitive, but fearful of new things. She had all the potential in the world, and Dr. White couldn’t help but wonder what she could become under her tutelage. It was a huge risk hiring her, as it would require bringing her into the fold of the nastier nature of Dr. White’s work. That could send the sheltered young woman running and screaming, but Dr. White suspected she’d stick around. Because as wicked as her work was, there was a part of it so intellectually appealing that Priya would no doubt be intrigued by it, despite any initial feelings of shock. And Dr. White knew this because she’d gone through the same exact process. If Dr. White stuck around, then Priya would, too.

	And Dr. White was correct, as usual.

	That’s not to say Priya wasn’t gob smacked upon Dr. White’s darker nature being revealed, because she was, almost hyperventilating in shock upon the grand reveal. But as expected, she stuck it out. She toughed through it despite every fiber of her being urging her to run away screaming. She wasn’t exactly an active part of the team just yet, but she was so sweet and so kind and so eager to please that she was rather well-liked already, even though she was one of the newer members of the team. Dr. White took a special interest in her, having private conversations with her, and it was there Priya opened up a bit, chatting in terms that only her and Dr. White really spoke in. They both felt the same intellectual curiosity about the subject matter, and Dr. White fostered that along. More and more, Dr. White saw the immense potential Priya possessed, sparks that could bloom into an inferno under the right tutelage. If she was eased into this, if she warmed up to the subject matter and really got comfortable with it, she could be dangerous in all the best ways. But all that… it was still a ways away. Priya was still quite shy and reserved. She wasn’t even at the point of suggesting ideas for the team as she was still a bit conservative about sexual things.

	So, until she warmed up to this kind of thing, she was taking notes. Intense, detailed, technical notes, in just the way Dr. White liked. She kept at it for almost a minute as the rest of the room sat in silence, only looking up when she was done, joining the others in silent contemplation.

	Dr. White often enjoyed these long, thoughtful silences, waiting for good ideas to bloom. But being a little exhausted after a long morning, Dr. White opted to just take the wheel and move things along.

	“Okay, we don’t need a plan right now, but we do need to get to work,” Dr. White began, sitting back and examining the group around her. Time to delegate. “Deandra, I want to know everything about him at college. You know the school, the people. Ask around, see what you can dig up. Talk to your sister. Pump your friends for information. If you have to fly down and visit the campus, do it. Clarice… dig into him as an athlete. I don’t care about his 40-yard-dash time, but comb through everything and see if you find any gold. Nona… I want to know everything about his wife. That’s your specialty. Olivia, look through all his social media. See if you can get some contact information. Jordan, see if you can find any contacts among our library that could help be of use to us.” Dr. White assigned a few more tasks to most of the remaining people around the table. About ready to stand up, she was stopped by one of the interns a few seats down the table.

	“What do you want me to do?” Maxine asked. One of her more recent hires, Maxine had quickly acclimated herself to this kind of job quite well. No formal training in anything resembling this field of work, she nonetheless had exactly the right background for it. She was a formerly a bartender. With peoplewatching skills damn near on par with the doctor, she’d been recruited after Dr. White spied her talents when out drinking with friends. A gorgeous, stacked black-haired woman with short, spiked hair, intimidating eyes, and arms covered with sleeves of tattoos, her take-no-shit attitude could scare away even the most brutish of men. But Dr. White was impressed, watching the bartender as she worked, her radar for talented women pinging. Taking a chance on her and chatting her up, she was able to cool her icy demeanor enough to talk shop. Impressed by what she saw, Dr. White offered her a job on the spot.

	For a woman who’d worked behind the bar for years, she took to an office job well. Dressed in a perfectly tailored business suit, a pair of high heels on her feet, slim tight pants adorning her legs, a fashionable suitcoat over a white partially unbuttoned top, hugging her huge, imposing tits, she looked fantastic. On her arms, she had the sleeves of both her top and her suitcoat pulled up ever slightly, exposing her tattooed skin near her wrists. She locked eyes with Dr. White, a stare that could melt most, but Dr. White’s eyes merely twinkled in amusement.

	“You, Maxine, are not on this case,” Dr. White began, pulling out a file from her stack and passing it her way. “I’ve got one picked out just for you.” Maxine glanced at the contents of the file before looking back at Dr. White.

	“General Marvin Irons?” she asked skeptically, giving the doctor a displeased look. Still new and unpolished, she had a harder edge, and she wasn’t exactly afraid to talk back to the doctor. “I tell you, I’m not exactly a fan of the industrial military complex, so I don’t know if I’m your girl.”

	“You are exactly my girl,” Dr. White said decisively, clearly intoning that her mind was made up. She let this sink in for a few moments before grinning wickedly, easing the tension. “Trust me, he’s not what you think. He seems like a decent, upstanding family man. Not some oorah uber soldier. Our current reach within the military is dreadfully small, and General Irons is our key to get in. I only had the slightest bit of intel on him, but it proved accurate. The happily married General Irons has a thing for white girls with tattoos…” she said, glancing at the other woman’s exposed arms, her tattoos evident.

	“You have tattoos too… right?” Maxine asked in response coolly.

	“I got my tramp stamp laser removed years ago…” Dr. White replied, the slightest bit embarrassed, and a little upset about it being brought up, wondering who told Maxine about it. ‘A younger woman’s rash mistake. But trust me… you are exactly his type.’ Maxine still looked a bit skeptical as she glanced at the file. “This is your job. I expect you to do it. Trust me when I say you’re the best one for this task,” Dr. White said this firmly, leaving little argument that Maxine could use to get out of it. “So, look that over. Study it well. When the time comes, I’ll be there with you, but you’re the one I expect to bring him down. Am I correct in assuming you can handle this?” Maxine gave her a long, slightly annoyed glare. But then one of her plump, full lips turned upwards in a small smirk.

	“I can take him down,” Maxine said confidently, leaving little doubt.

	“Okay, all… let’s get to work,” Dr. White announced emphatically, moving to stand. Some of the interns filed out, but some stayed to try to get the doctors attention. Dr. White answered their questions quickly as she marched her way out of the room, only to be met by a few more interns and also Dr. Bernstrom, each having questions or in the other doctor’s case asking to meet to discuss a patient. Dr. White deferred, putting all this off as she moved across the floor. Freed from this crowd, she had a bare few moments to herself before Ashley appeared out of nowhere, giving her a few notes in regard to some missed calls. Dr. White and her talked quickly as they exchanged information, ending up at the door to Dr. White’s office as they continued talking. Sensing the doctor’s impatience, Ashley cut herself off, allowing the doctor to step away. Dr. White pushed open the door to her office and quickly shut it behind her, leaving her blessedly alone. Out of sight, she exhaled.

	Finally… some peace and quiet.

	Dr. White had a busy job that required her to meet with lots of different people. But at her heart, she was still that quiet introvert, that wallflower from high school who was totally satisfied with being alone. Who found social situations exhausting. Who needed time to recharge.

	Today was one of those days. Her meeting at the hospital first thing, and the meeting here with the staff, plus all the events from the night before… she hadn’t had a moment’s solitude in over a day. She needed some alone time. She needed some quiet. She needed to think. Despite becoming an expert in situations where loud screams and moans were commonplace, she still did some of her best work in silence.

	She always took pride in how much better her working conditions had become compared to where it started. Her office was very, VERY impressive, warm and inviting with the slightest tinge of corporate sleekness. A corner office overlooking the city, the opposite side from where she entered was the corner of the building, the two walls mostly comprised of large windows. The windows were tinted slightly, but this specific part of the building didn’t have to deal with the sun shining directly into it at either end of the day. This was a plus for Dr. White, making it easy to do her work unencumbered. Nevertheless, she had large heavy curtains adorning the windows, more decorative than functional. Her impressive desk was along the far wall, window to her back. The near wall had a large flat screen where she could watch video ranging from important case footage to trashy reality shows on late nights. The wall around it was decorated with various items she’d acquired over the years, either gifts or souvenirs from her many adventures. They were lined up and proudly displayed on many shelves, each item a conversation starter that had a deep story to them. A section of bare wall between these shelves and the door was where she hung up her credentials. On the wall to her right as she entered the office were bookshelves with things ranging from educational content relevant to her field to smutty novels. At the far end of this room was a large visible safe, where she would keep files she needed in close proximity without just leaving them out. Overall, it was a warm, professional, and welcoming place that the doctor loved spending time in.

	Undoing the buttons of her blazer and hanging it up, she made her way around her desk and sat down. Spinning away from the silver briefcase Ash had placed on her desk, the one from the hospital, she turned to face the window. The corner office allowed her an excellent view of the city. Dr. White found the sight quite peaceful, and for a few minutes, she basked in the silence.

	Sitting up straight, taking a few deep breaths, she closed her eyes, fully shutting out any outside distractions. She hadn’t been able to take a breath, let alone fully focus her dangerous mind on the multi-million-dollar case she’d just been handed. Her mind was her most powerful weapon, even more than her big, round tits and her perfectly shaped ass. And weapons like her mind had to be kept sharp. They had to be constantly pushed to their limits and tested. It took a few minutes, but the blackness behind her closed eyelids dissipated, and it was soon as if her eyes were wide open, a perfect image of her office appearing before her, every detail a perfect match to the real thing. Inwardly, she smiled.

	Time to get to work.

	Her perfect ass remaining planted to the chair, the image behind her eyelids nonetheless reflected her rising to her feet and turning to face the room, marching over towards a bookshelf on her left with purpose. When she was putting together the blueprints to this office with Bryce, her control over him allowed her to add some special touches. Some were practical, some essential, some were stylistic choices, and some… some were just for flash. Dr. White was a calm, practical, intellectual woman, but not even she was above the occasional bit of flair. Muscle memory carrying her to precisely the right spot, she reached forwards, her nimble fingers coming to a rest on one of the books she’d owned for the longest time. One that seemed relevant at the time she bought it, but now seemed hilariously quaint and outdated.

	“144 Tips for a Successful Marriage”

	A marriage guide written by one of those old love experts, its wisdom didn’t really carry over to modern times, with some of its lessons being quite out of date and… gross. Laughing to herself to that bit of wordplay just as she did every time she regarded this book’s title, she rested a fingertip on top of its spine, the feeling of its worn pages so familiar she could recall the sensation without even touching it. This shitty book started as something useful, but now, it served a much greater purpose. With a deft touch, she tilted the book forward, till a resonant click sounded off from behind the shelf. With a satisfying smoothness, the bookshelf sunk into the wall and slid behind its neighboring shelf, revealing a heavy sealed door set into the wall, and next to it was a key pad and a touch screen.

	Resting her thumb on the screen till a warm beeping noise pinged from it, she then input the five-digit passcode, the chosen code such an immature joke that no one would guess that a dignified woman like her would choose it, and then hit enter. A heavy lock clicked from within the mechanism, allowing her to turn the knob and open the door, revealing a hidden staircase, one that would allow her access to the third floor of her office. Stepping through, Dr. White punched a button on the wall, locking the door and closing the bookshelf behind her, leaving no sign of her presence as she ascended the stairs.

	Dr. White first started out as a regular therapist, before focusing on a specific specialty and becoming a sex therapist. She’d become a blend of the two as time went on, accepting patients from both fields in order to bring in new patients and keep her practice afloat. And then she’d evolved into her current role as a matchmaker, putting her skills to the test with new challenges every week, solving impossible puzzles to pair up two people, people who would never come together without Dr. White’s assistance. But inadvertently, in the process of this journey, she’d become something else. Something far more dangerous, someone worthy of such security measures like secret rooms and hidden doors, fingerprint readers and passcodes.

	Dr. White had become an information collector.

	She hadn’t even realized at first what she was becoming. Her web of clients expanding both deeper and wider, learning information about people from all sorts of backgrounds, developing profiles and histories of all these spectacular people to aid her matchmaking work, Dr. White suddenly had access to many different branches of society. She knew things that she probably wasn’t supposed to know, stuff that no one realized she knew, just through the connections she’d formed. Once she had multiple cases that contained very privileged information, she realized she might have to increase her security measures. If anyone were to ascertain what she knew, she might have bad actors seeking that information out. And she couldn’t have that. The work was too important to put it in jeopardy.

	Arising to the third floor of her office, Dr. Whited admired the layout, a wide expanse of shelves arranged in a circular array around a center point, like sunbeams from a star. These shelves also lined the walls, rows and columns arranged parallel to them, framing the rest of the room. And one wall was all windows, nearly the full length of one side of the building, providing an expansive view of the city below, out all the way to the ocean. And what filled all these shelves?

	Files.

	Not the standard patient files you’d find at any medical facility… those were kept in the file room on the first floor. No, the files on this floor were pretty much all in regard to the matchmaking side of things. And in line with how much that aspect of her work really took precedence over the actual therapy work she did, they had to dedicate an entire floor to these files, keeping them under the highest security they could.

	They essentially had four types of files, each demarcated from the others. They had profiles of potential men, studs of all types, a wide showcase so any slut willing to pay could find what they’re looking for. Secondly, they had files on potential seductresses, women that could be used as a precise tool to use in one of their cases should the need arise. Then, they had profiles for their female clients, women that are waiting for the right man to come along. And finally, they had files on completed matchmaking cases, a detailed record of all the work they’d done over the years. There were other kinds of files, exceptions beyond these four types, but the majority of them fit within the four styles listed.

	It was a badge of honor for the interns to earn the right to come up here. You might think it boring to be granted access to a room full of files, but this was a compendium of some of the nastiest, smuttiest sex adventures you could get your hands on, and they all really happened! Not every intern worked on every case, so they could slip up here, grab a file, and get revved up reading about another amazing case they’d never heard about, a case Dr. White had worked on in the past. In fact, Dr. White encouraged them to do just that, studying what worked previously in order to maybe use the same maneuvers in the future. Whenever an intern earned enough privileges to earn access here, Dr. White would personally give them the grand tour. She found the spiel she typically gave them echoing in her own ears.

	First… there were the files made for potential suitors, men… typically married men… who were primed to be matched up with a first-class slut. These profiles were developed over time, gathered from not just around the country but around the world, potential suitors of all types, a catalogue for horny sluts to look through. Married studs, prominent male figures, or men just aching to be poached by aggressive women.

	They were gained many ways. If Dr. White, or her fellow doctors, or interns, came across a stud that could suit their ends, they’d start a file on him. While working with clients, they often asked them for any men they knew who would fit the bill for the work they were doing, men unaffiliated with the case but in their proximity. This allowed them to add new people into their ecosystem and strengthen their web as they did their work. Even beyond when the case was done, their clients were often so satisfied with the outcome of all the work Dr. White’s team did that they would shoot new potential men’s info their way, just to help out. Women helping women, you know. They had interns all over the place who didn’t work out of the office here but were nonetheless happy do work on the side as they worked at their day job, sending along the profiles of men they came across. This gave them a more diverse pool of clients to sort through. Sometimes, it was just chance meetings that pinged on Dr. White or her interns’ radar. Like one time, a married man simply held a door for an intern well beyond what should be expected, well after his wife and family were already inside, gaining an appreciative smile and glance for the intern, only then noting what a stud he was. For this gesture alone, a profile was started on him, one that got him in the mix. A few months later, a pair of clients picked him out of a list of potentials, and now that kind, polite married man was spending his free time deep dicking a pair of slutty nymphomaniac twins. His entire future changed just because he held a door for a scheming slut.

	Sometimes, files on men were started on a whim. One intern started a file on her childhood crush from over twenty years prior. Another did the same for her studly cousin. Another for her favorite college professor. An intern’s movie star crush? He’d get a file. A famous figure that was gaining public attention? It was inevitable someone would start a file on him. Dr. White’s interns were taught that if someone caught their eye… just start a file on them. That was no doubt how a file on Chad Bethel got started.

	And now, they had this entire magnificent floor with rows upon rows of shelves containing profiles of handsome, studly married men poised to be taken.

	Secondly, they had files on the many talented women who’d entered their ecosystem in one way or another. Sexy, hot-bodied, confident women. Not necessarily women who were in the know about Dr. White’s work, but potential seductresses that could be used for their grand purpose. For example, they’ve had cases where it was less about making a match than it was about getting dirt on a powerful male figure. Then, they could find a seductress that fit their specific taste and send her his way, often without even knowing they were being puppeted in such a manner. Even while their work was mainly in dealing with female clients seeking men, sometimes they had male clients seeking women, or women seeking women. So, keeping a healthy collection of files about women was very important even if it wasn’t the main thrust of the work they did. Even while their work was mainly in dealing with female clients seeking men, sometimes they had male clients seeking women, or women seeking women. So, keeping a healthy collection of files about women was very important even if it wasn’t the main thrust of the work they did. Beyond that, these were the type of women who Dr. White wanted to see succeed, so if she could play cupid from afar and reward these wonderful, hot-bodied sluts for all their spectacular work, she was happy to do so.

	That being said, the number of these files was far exceeded by the number of files they had for men. Her team had more of a focus on potential male suitors, so that’s where most of the effort was devoted. But they had a sizable enough number of files like these to warrant their own specific subsection in the file room.

	Most of the other female files were for potential clients, the third major subsection in this room. These were women like Renee who were aware of Dr. White’s work and were waiting for just the right man to bid for. This is where a lot of the networking Dr. White did paid dividends. She’d gained a lot of powerful female friends through these ritzy events she attended, trusting them enough to share what her side-hustle was, getting them on board. She also had friends like Kayla, Stacy, Kendall, among others who were happy to sing Dr. White’s praises to any other sluts they knew. But what really got the word out were her successful clients, women who were so pleased with the doctor’s work that she was recommended to their friends. This word of mouth among sluts is really what helped grow this side-hustle into what it was now, her shelves lined with eager sluts just waiting for the moment that the stud of their dreams could be poached. Some were waiting for just the right man to become available. Some were waiting for a specific man. And some were saving up funds in order to use the doctor’s full services. Until that time came, Dr. White’s team had files on them ready to go, in their ecosystem until the time things were ready to move forward.

	She kept the files on clients next to the files on possible male suitors. When Dr. White stood between the two, her mind went wild with possibilities. All these potential matches just waiting to be made. Men just gagging to be stolen from their dreary wives and their dull, boring domestic existence. And gorgeous, hot-bodied women who could do just that. People of all types, races, creeds, predilections. Younger people or aged to perfection, married or single, notable figures or hidden gems. All these people on the verge of true happiness and bliss should the doctor deem it so. So many different pairings, so many different possibilities. That feeling always excited Dr. White, and affirmed her belief in what she was doing. Sure, some normal, kind, regular people got caught in the crossfire, but… she was creating something magical here! How could you deny it?

	At this, Dr. White’s eyes were drawn to the remaining files in the room. The fourth kind of file, which comprised the majority of space in this room, were completed matchmaking files. Files compiling all the information they had accrued through their finished matchmaking cases. Thick, heavy files containing loads of juicy info about people gained during their matchmaking and beyond, as information kept getting added to these files even after the lovebirds were together for good.

	This was her history. Her life’s work laid bare. So many connections formed, so much happiness made, so much pleasure experienced. What Dr. White had learned about the nature of sex and what people would be willing to do to achieve the blissful sexual highs they all craved… it was all here in these files. Not only was this the nature of sex, it was the nature of love, and how such a concept, at least in the manner it was popularly regarded as, paled in comparison to what Dr. White was providing them. The bonds forged thanks to Dr. White were a more real type of love than what you see in TV, movies, or romance novels. What she was creating were unbreakable bonds, and the marriages as presented in popular society… they were just so brittle in comparison. But these cases, the ones in these files lining shelf after shelf… they would live forever. Dr. White’s work… it would live on for eternity. She knew it. She felt it in her bones. She was discovering something here, and when the world was ready, they would look upon her life’s work and agree.

	She could write massive case reports about any one of these and blow the public’s mind, but there were just so many of them that it almost seemed too daunting a task. Perhaps there’d be a time in the future where she’d be able to get those cases published and showcase some of the amazing couples she’d been able to bring together.

	Stepping back, Dr. White couldn’t help but marvel at what she’d accomplished. Some might walk up into this room and view it as boring, but Dr. White… she felt a soul-deep satisfaction upon the sight, thanks to all she and her team had accomplished and would accomplish in the future. But also… she got an indescribable satisfaction at the beauty of its layout.

	Dr. White was a slut in a lot of ways, but one of the biggest was that she was a slut for organization. She had a whole system in place to organize all these profiles on the shelves, with different colored folders for each type of case, each type laid out in specific sections… it was a beauty to behold such a wonder of organization. Her full methodology of classifying all her work would be too complicated to explain, but she could find any file she wanted without blinking an eye. It was fully tuned to how her mind ticked. Some of the interns couldn’t quite locate a given file as easily as the doctor could. But they had a couple women working in the office whose sole purpose was to organize and locate files exactly to Dr. White’s liking, and they were quite good at it.

	Dr. White preferred to keep everything analogue, as opposed to digital, due to the sensitive nature of the information they were gathering. If someone for whatever reason wanted to access these files, Dr. White figured it would be for more doable for them to hack into whatever encrypted digital system they put in place than to physically break into this room. They had a very bare-bones digital software in use, but it was solely to locate files, with none of the dirty details within the files ever committed to digital in any way. Better safe than sorry.

	She had good reason to keep all this information tightly wrapped. Some of the stuff they’d learned, some of the stuff they’d taken part in during the course of her work, some of the people they’d encountered… it was genuinely shocking! It was shit that would break the world if it got out. Shit that Dr. White really shouldn’t know, and if certain parties were aware of what she knew, Dr. White would become a target.

	But that wasn’t the only reason for the added security. By their very nature, the matchmaking profiles that stood out were the ones about extraordinary people. Often, these extraordinary people lived extraordinary lives and knew extraordinary things. Or had extraordinary access. Or knew others who were just as extraordinary as they were. All the more reason to keep this information hidden behind lock and key.

	Over the course of the mere few years they’d done this, they’d had satisfied customers in almost all walks of life, including both clients and targets. They’d dealt with people from fortune 500 companies. Rich people. Famous people. The church. Law enforcement. Hollywood. Sports. Government. Damn near every facet of society they’d gained a fair amount of access into. And ones they didn’t, such as the military, they were working on sinking their claws into. These files contained sensitive information about people in notable positions around the world. Some of it was incidental, background material gleaned during the course of the match being made. For example, the work someone was doing, who they worked with, etc… this information could be useful to people in the wrong hands, especially as it comes to people in government and corporate positions. Other times, it was the mere fact that their clients had signed off on such immoral affairs that could be used as a cudgel for blackmail. Protecting all those involved was critical to their success, and so far, no outside party had been able to break through their defenses.

	That’s not to say there weren’t attempts. Not from any wronged wives, no… they were too good at their work to leave such threads dangling. The majority of women who’d lost their husbands in the course of Dr. White’s matchmaking work didn’t even know the doctor existed, let alone being aware of the whole machine she had behind her. The first case where someone began looking into them was from law enforcement, and it was due to the factor that gets even the laziest law enforcement branches off their ass.

	Money.

	Someone somewhere had noticed something amiss with the money coming through the office, to the degree that they sent a female agent undercover as a client, looking to learn what was going on here behind closed doors. She’d learned enough to be able to get an appointment, saying all the right things to do so. But of course, Dr. White and her team did intense investigations about each client that came through their doors for just this reason. And for the first time, the warning signs pinged, her identity as a government agent quickly revealed. Her team wanted Dr. White shoo this bitch out and reject her on the spot, but the doctor thought better than that.

	Dr. White had always prided herself on her reads of people. Even early on in her life’s work of exploring the depths and wickedness of raw, nasty sex, she was pretty good at looking at someone and seeing what makes them tick. What drove them. What they desired. By this point, her reads were impeccable, able to clock someone’s nature within minutes. That was the case here. Her client, the undercover agent, was stunning and sexy, fitting right in among her normal clientele. Very quickly, the doctor surmised that she wouldn’t be fully closed off to the idea of actually going through with what was in essence a fake story, at least if the target was of her liking. Dr. White realized that if she pushed and prodded at this woman just right, she might be willing to throw away her undercover work and actually participate in a process that she was supposed to be stopping.

	And to do so, Dr. White took a mighty risk. She opened up quickly, explaining exactly what they did in great detail, going through some of their matchmaking success stories, giving the undercover agent a clear idea of what miracles she could make happen. Dr. White was banking on the fact they there had to be someone this beautiful, capable woman wanted to make hers, and the doctor wanted to present herself as the one person on the planet who could make that most hidden fantasy a reality. And if she wanted to make that pairing a real thing, then she couldn’t turn in Dr. White. She would need her. Dr. White was the only one who could get the job done. It was indeed a mighty risk to confront danger so aggressively.

	But Dr. White bet correctly.

	As she had learned over and over again, people will throw away damn near everything if it meant they could be having the best sex of their life. Of course, this undercover agent had a married superior back at the office she had a thing for. A man for whom she’s throw away all justice and ethics just to fuck every day for the rest of her life. And of course, Dr. White and her team were able to make her dreams come true, and they got paid incredibly well by the undercover agent to do it, using the government’s own money to pay for it, turning one of their agents and getting her on the doctor’s side. And not only did they have the agent now loyal to the doctor over her agency, they’d also gained access to her new beau. The undercover agent was so satisfied with the doctor’s work that she protected her going forwards, shielding her from the prying eyes of law enforcement while giving the doctor unprecedented access to a major government agency, access which she’d only deepened in the intervening years.

	There was one other person who caught on to what Dr. White and her team was doing, and who tried her best to infiltrate the doctor’s operation. One woman who poked her nose where it didn’t belong.

	Currently, she spent her days in a gimp suit biting down on a ball gag. And even if you took that gag out of her mouth, by this point she’d learned her lesson. She wouldn’t say a thing, and if she did, it would be to beg for more punishment. She’d been broken. Domesticated. A pet brought to heel, seeking nothing but affection from her cruel, callous master.

	The memories of that brought a smirk to Dr. White’s face, the unforgettable sound of a heavy paddle colliding with that woman’s bare waiting ass echoing through the doctor’s ears.

	The point was, security was paramount, and the doctor took it very seriously. Not everyone had access to this floor, only her most trusted employees. There were multiple secured entrances from the lower floor, but you couldn’t access this room from where the elevator let you out. The seemingly closed, unenterable chamber was framed by an open atrium on two sides, with some tables set up for people to take meals and look over the city. If you stumbled upon this floor, you might not even notice that most of it was closed off to outside entrance. There were ways out from within. Even though Dr. White and Dr. Quick had installed hypnotic triggers in Bryce and all of his employees when they built this room to their exact specifications, they couldn’t be talked out of designing it to the rules as much as possible. Even hypnosis couldn’t dissuade them from obeying the fire code, the contractors installing two hidden doors in the file room that you could exit out of to the outer atriums, doors that were near invisible and certainly inaccessible from the outside. And up to this point, those defenses have held true. Her and her team did their work well, leaving no unclosed loops or strings to pull at. She was confident her work remained in the shadows.

	But as stated before, in gaining such access to so many branches of society, Dr. White had learned things that shook even her. Shook her foundations and made her question what she thought she knew. And what she thought was real. Truly, shit that could break the world. She’d learned of other shadow forces at work, some that were gearing up for a conflict that could be world changing. She’d learned of religious movements and forces that were supposed to be hidden to non-believers. Learned that these believers seemed to be working with some sort of concrete knowledge that proved their faith to be true. She’d also learned of their opposition, those who used what could only be described as magic… dark magic, who broke all the rules of man and had already began gathering their forces to wage war. There was so much information to take in that it took even someone as intelligent as Dr. White a while to truly reckon with all of it.

	And for God sakes, Santa Claus seemed to actually be real! And his ex-wife lived in old folks’ home in the Midwest!

	This was all classified or privileged information, and if the wrong people were aware that Dr. White was onto them, she’d end up in the crosshairs. A loose thread to be taken care of. Dr. White understood the gravity of this, and she took additional precautions for this kind of information.

	
The three floors of the building they’d purchased used to belong to a bank. And like all banks, they had a vault, one that was easier to just leave behind rather than take with them. And here, on this floor, that vault remained. And in terms of who had clearance to its contents, it was mainly just Dr. White. It took a key, a passcode, and a retinal scan to enter. If she was being forced to open this vault under duress, she had a decoy passcode that would bring forth additional security measures and lock down the vault completely, rendering it impenetrable for an extended period of time. She was that diligent about protecting her secrets.

	Dr. White went through the familiar procedure, unlocking the vault and yanking back the heavy metal door that protected her most cherished secrets.

	In the vault housed extra, EXTRA classified information, the stuff Dr. White had clocked that she couldn’t let anyone know she knew, even most of her employees. If a matchmaking case infringed or even bordered on territory that could get her in some extremely serious trouble due to its level of privileged information, she kept it safe here. Additionally, she’d acquired certain artifacts through her work that were best kept hidden, items such as books, trinkets, or other objects that exposed Dr. White’s awareness of this secret, high-level information. There was a whole world of information out there that Dr. White was only just becoming aware of… the contents of these items were invaluable to her learning as much as she could.

	Also, it was here she stored her cache of raw case notes. She’d gone through them and written up clean, presentable notes for each case. But these notebooks were unfiltered. The real deal. And some of it contained her thoughts and plans on how to approach certain situations going forward. If you wanted to read the raw, unfiltered “Code of Sluts,” it was housed right here.

	Dr. White had also acquired some valuables in her time through the course of her work, and while she took some of it home with her, some she opted to keep under lock and key right here. Fancy gifts, highly expensive clothing, art pieces and the like. She had a Picasso in there, and a genuine Van Gogh, and even a first edition base set Charizard Pokemon card, PSA 10. She didn’t open the vault too often, but when she did, she always took a moment to admire what was housed there.

	She also kept some trinkets, little trophies or bits of memorabilia she’d acquired over the years, stuff that made her remember especially notable moments. A crown, an irreplaceable relic, reminding her of Dr. White’s brush with royalty. An electric guitar formerly owned by a big deal, long dead rock star, gifted to her by an appreciative client. A large, ornate, fancy wooden box, once owned by a former client, a talented female magician, whose greatest trick involved making a man’s wife disappear… at least for long enough to take her place. And that box was what allowed her to do so. Near that was a creepy clown makeup on a mannequin head, the concept of the design worn by a woman that worked in one of those crazy, legit terrifying haunted houses, the ones that pride themselves in making people piss themselves. It was one of the wilder cases Dr. White had worked on, but to a seduce a man in one of those places while wearing that… it was a reminder that the impossible was possible. Because damn, that seduction left a mark on the husband involved.

	Dr. White’s eyes kept examining the contents of the vault. An encrypted hard drive containing legit, classified information, given to her as a shield, a bargaining chip in case she got in some serious trouble with the wrong people. Some USBs containing some VERY incriminating footage. A massive, heavy, leather-bound book, the cover inlaid with red and green coloring, the acquisition of which proved disproportionately easy compared to the importance it proved to have. And not only that… it’s former owner… that whole thing was a real trip, to say the least.

	And in the back was a tall, expensive refrigeration unit, containing over 100 sperm samples from some of the most prized men on the planet. Out of all the items housed here, those might be the most valuable trophies of all, especially if you knew the names of the men whose seed was in their grasp. Hell, the men themselves didn’t even know these samples were in the wild, let alone in the doctor’s clutches. Some women had paid top dollar for these men’s sperm, making babies with some of the most appealing hunks on the planet, but this type of service was only really feasible with extra special VIPs who had the money to afford it. That fridge full of sperm might be the true trophy case among her many other trophies. But if she wanted to talk trophies, her favorite one wasn’t hidden in the vault. It was displayed proudly back in the center of the room.

	A few years prior, she’d had a client whose eyes were bigger than her mouth, so to speak. She wanted to be matched up with a man a little out of her price range. As a solution to this problem, this client, a young artist whose ethereal nature hid a wicked side as nasty as Dr. White’s, offered an alternative. In exchange for Dr. White hooking her up with her married dream hunk, she would install an art-piece in the office. Dr. White was skeptical at first, but what she’d put together after Dr. White got the job done… it was priceless.

	In the center of the room, the bright star that the nearby rows of shelves were arranged around, was that art-piece. A sculpture of a woman’s hand cradling a globe of the Earth, the piece spanning from the floor almost to the ceiling, about 20 feet tall. But its shape wasn’t what made it special. What made it so powerful was what it was made of.

	Wedding rings. The sculpture was formed almost entirely out of wedding rings, all procured from couples Dr. White and her team had broken up.

	Dr. White always approached it with awe. It was glimmering as the light shone through the wall of windows, sunbeams bouncing off the shiny gold bands and embedded diamonds. Most of the wedding bands were gold, but some were not, simple bands for humble marriages that were nonetheless demolished thanks to Dr. White and her team. Most of the wedding rings were intact, just as they were when they were in use. Some had been bent to form the shape required for the statue. And most still had the diamonds embedded in the bands.

	That was the one personal touch Dr. White added to her matchmaking cases, a calling card. They asked their clients to provide to them one or both of the wedding bands from the couple in question. An added cost beyond the money the clients paid Dr. White’s office, a trophy that cemented a certain finality to the case. Now, not every case allowed for it, and in situations like that, another form of memento was usually asked for. But for 95% of the cases, Dr. White and her team were able to acquire a wedding ring from either the cheating husband, the broken wife or both. Acquiring these garnets were a personal touch at first for Dr. White, but eventually her collection became too large to keep contained in a safe. It was at this point that the artist came into the mix, and she found a way to put them on display. The sculpture was iterative, starting out as a female hand built of wedding rings. Then, a wedding ring was added to the ring finger, made out of smaller rings. When there was nothing more to add, the globe was added in the open palm. Beyond this, they’d just have to wait and see.

	Most of the wedding rings they’d acquired through their matchmaking or therapy ended up in the sculpture. Most, but not all. Dr. White had a handful she kept for herself, ones that had special symbolism to her. Some of her first cases where she broke up a marriage, or cases with special significance, she held onto. Like Jenny’s wedding band. Or Lizzy. Or Emily, the first case on her own where she was able to get a handsome hubby to cheat… these were ones she kept to herself, either on display on her desk, or looped onto a chain and hanging around her neck. Hell, she wore Jenny’s ring when she was interviewing her at the hospital this morning… Did the other woman fully reckon with the fact that her gaslighting therapist literally had her old wedding band lodged between her tits as they were talking?

	The other doctors and interns often did the same, picking out rings of special significance to them, cases they’d worked, marriages they’d taken a strong hand in breaking up. Some just kept the diamonds. Some were able to get the rings reformed into other items. Maxine, the former bartender, had attached some diamonds from her purloined wedding rings onto her nipple piercings. Olivia, the former porn star, had had the wedding ring transformed into a clit piercing. Just imagine… that ring was given to a woman on her most important day. Now… it was dangling off of an ex-pornstar’s clit.

	But mostly, they merely collected them over time, disposing them in a communal container like trash. And every six months or so, the artist would return to the office and add all the newly acquired rings to the grand design, expanding the sculpture more and more. Such a thing deserved to be showcased, and perhaps someday, in a more ready world, they could display it publicly for the world to see. Now, it was just for her and her team.

	Dr. White stared at the sculpture, bathing in their light. Even from the start, when she had just a handful of wedding rings in her clutches, there was a power they exuded that was indescribable. And standing in front of what had to be thousands of wedding rings… it was just incredible. She always felt waves of energy, as if these garnets contained a power that only increased exponentially when they were all together like this. Even when conjuring the image of the sculpture in your mind’s eye, you could still feel it deep in your soul. These wedding bands, these symbols of love and marriage and everything pure, now used to display that love’s destruction. Their intended purpose perverted so severely. Dr. White wasn’t alone in feeling something powerful coming off of this display. The others in the office felt the same sensation, as if a great energy was being exuded from the sculpture. And going by the things she’d read about in some of the books she kept in the vault… she might not be far off.

	Stepping away, she was reminded of her intended purpose for coming up here. To keep her mind sharp, she liked to review older cases. And before major cases like this, she did it to both remind her of some previous lessons she’d learned in similar cases, and to also stir up old memories and bring them back to the forefront. Sometimes, the best lessons could be learned elsewhere in the places you don’t think to look. Sometimes, it didn’t end up helping in the slightest. But her mind was her weapon, and Dr. White liked it sharp.

	Knowing where to look, their locations so perfectly organized that she didn’t need any help, she went to grab the records from some very specific old cases, some of the other big money cases she’d worked on that might prove relevant to this case. Additionally, she picked a few files at random, hoping chance might bring her inspiration, grabbing them as she walked. Once she had a healthy stack in hand, she moved towards the window.

	This was the quietest part of the entire office without question. When unoccupied, the lights in this room were dimmed. But when it sensed motion, the room lit up in a warm inviting glow, and calming classical music began playing over the speakers. Dr. White loved working up here, and she’d had an ornate wooden table and a big comfy chair set up near the window to do some case reviews as she looked out over the city. This floor provided the best view of the breadth of the city beneath her, and at night, the glow of the lights from outside was so warm and comforting.

	Nearby was a liquor cabinet that was well stocked with expensive booze, and next to that was both a fridge and a wine chiller. Far too early to break into the alcohol, she retrieved a bottle of chilled water from the fridge and move towards the table, dropping the files heavily onto it and settling into the heavy chair. Taking a long breath, she got comfortable in her seat for a few moments, admiring the view of the skyline. Finally, her focused mind stirred her into action.

	It was time to get to work.

	On days where she visited St. Lilith’s in the morning, she typically didn’t schedule any appointments with patients, as she was usually kept busy with the fallout from the hospital visit. But with the new case coming to her the night before, she pushed all hospital business to the side for now, eager to start devising ideas. And with nothing on her schedule to interrupt her, she was looking forward to curling up alone and getting to work.

	Grabbing the top file from the stack, she was filled with pride as she opened it, old memories greeting her upon the sight of its contents. This case here was without question the most high-profile case Dr. White had ever worked on. An older woman, Sheila Spencer, the widow of a billionaire industrialist… somehow, Dr. White had pinged on her radar, although the doctor wished she hadn’t. A deeply unpleasant old hag who would just as casually order the most expensive bottle of wine at a restaurant as she would let slip a slur towards whatever minority group had caught her ire that day, it didn’t take very much digging to hear horror stories about her. It seemed she took great pleasure in needling people, gleefully talking politics, religion, whatever topics the people around her were trying to avoid.

	Nonetheless, Dr. White took a dinner with her, as she was quite insistent on meeting with the doctor once she found out what kind of work she did. Dr. White had gotten good at meeting with people she didn’t particular care for, so she kept her personal feelings in check as she watched the older woman talk down the wait staff to their face, using these moments as a jumping off point for her to go on and on about working class and the ungrateful young people of this generation… and a few other things that Dr. White would rather not repeat. Jennifer just sipped from her wine glass, enjoying the insanely expensive drink, her one comfort in the midst of this whole thing.

	When it came down to brass tacks, and the older woman expressed her desire to the doctor to become a client for her matchmaking services, Dr. White was understandably loathe to work with her. And when she expressed the identity of the man she wanted the doctor to help her find a way to have sex with, Dr. White had to resist the urge to laugh in her face. It was such an insane proposition that it seemed impossible. And that, combined with the degree for which she didn’t enjoy being in the older woman’s presence, caused Dr. White to attempt to price her out of this folly. She chose what seemed to be a sky-high quote of twenty million dollars, knowing that one commonality she’d discovered with rich people was that they tended to be quite cheap. She figured this would be more than enough to dissuade the old bitch from taking things further.

	Instead, she accepted the deal on the spot.

	Dr. White tried to laugh this off, trying to conjure up ways to dissuade Sheila from this project. But the old hag was undeterred, stubbornly refusing to budge, taking this small allowance on the doctor’s part as a guarantee that she was willing to go through with it and make her whims a reality. When it became clear that she wasn’t gonna back down, Dr. White had to bite her tongue and swallow her words, realizing that she’d allowed her distaste for the older woman to rush her actions, causing her to underquote this near impossible task. Sheila simply smiled at the doctor knowingly, correctly assessing that she’d outflanked Dr. White.

	But after a few sips of that very expensive wine, sitting in the awkward silence of the insane deal she’d inadvertently agreed to, she found herself thinking over her options. And despite all logic, the prospect of trying to solve such an impossible problem began to appeal to the wicked doctor. It would be her greatest challenge ever, trying to match up a woman like Sheila with a man of that caliber… he was one of the most famous men in the world! Known for his good looks, charm, and all those tasty muscles, he possessed a sex appeal that shown through even in all those movies of his that were about whiz-bang special effects and comic book jargon. Even though he was very notably and very happily married, he could say the word and have sex with any gorgeous woman he wanted, Dr. White included. The idea of matching him up with the nasty, scheming old bitch sitting across from her… it was so crazy that she almost wanted to give it a shot.

	Sheila… let’s just say she wasn’t exactly a looker, but she was far from hideous. She was probably sharply stunning when she was younger, but the signs of aging chipped away at that. Sharp really was the right word for describing her… piercing eyes, a pointed but not unappealing nose, and a smirk where both sides of her mouth curled up into sharp points. There was something rather witch-like about her… not to make any accusations about such matters, as that wasn’t as fantastical of a thing to accuse someone of as Dr. White used to think. But… let’s just say, if it turned out she once had green skin, rode a broomstick, and stirred boiling cauldrons in her free time, it wouldn’t be the biggest surprise in the world.

	That all being said, there was something darkly appealing about her. Sure, she showed her age with some wrinkles on her face, some crow’s feet near her eyes, and a tan that was a bit too dark. But she was very well put-together. Her short, very dark blonde hair was done up nicely on her head. She dressed immaculately, wearing a perfectly tailored red suit, a heavy red blazer and a knee-length red skirt, and on her feet a fantastic pair of red heels. And beyond that, despite her age, she had a pretty fantastic body. Due to the line of work she was now a part of, Dr. White had to do her due diligence, and that meant sizing up her clients physically. And despite her dislike of Sheila, she couldn’t deny that the older woman measured up where it counted. She had a round, full shapely ass that filled out her skirt, standing out proud and firm. And up top, she had a pair of absolutely massive round tits, larger even than the doctor’s melons, vaulting out from her chest, defying her age by being round, full, and impossibly firm. And in addition to that, she was in pretty damn good shape, a trim waist and slim body really emphasizing the curves she had in all the right places. Taken as a whole, she was far more appealing than most women her age… whatever age that was. Sheila had been cagey about that fact, and she’d paid a lot of money to obfuscate that fact to all who sought it out, including Dr. White’s team. There was probably a 20-year age range where someone could reasonably guess her age. But Dr. White thought it best not to ask… at least not at first.

	Despite her initial reservations, Dr. White took the job, going into business with this unpleasant older woman. It wasn’t just her who felt such distaste towards Sheila. All the interns the doctor sent her way were left with the same negative impression of the old bitch, but the money was too good to ignore. Because of that, the doctor took the job head-on, taking the lead in handling the rich older woman as they schemed on how to get her in bed with that Hollywood hunk.

	Dr. White could go through every detail of the miraculous plan they concocted, as from beginning to end it was almost ten months of hard, complicated work. Lots of scheming and seductions to work their way into high-level meetings. Lots of work to merely earn the ability to bring up the hunk’s name in a serious way. Lots of extra money spent on Sheila’s part to earn her a spot at the table during these meetings. But there was so much more to it that would take forever to explain.

	But all this work paid off. Holy fuck, did it ever…

	Even Dr. White wouldn’t have believed it had she not seen it for herself. But Dr. White had watched video footage of this world-famous Hollywood stud, this legit top five renowned hunk, absolutely PLOWING that old slut’s brains out. Of course, Dr. White and her team had done the work, and put Sheila in place to make it happen, but seeing it… it was such a shocking pairing that it almost didn’t seem real. This young, muscular, married man, this famous stud who could literally have his pick of any gorgeous woman he wanted. He was notably a loyal husband to his actress wife, but you would expect that if he did cheat, it would be with some insanely gorgeous model, or some superior actress, or any of a gaggle of high-end babes that were no doubt throwing themselves at him every single day. What you would not expect is for the woman who’d get him to throw away all that famous loyalty would be a nasty old slut easily double his age, and probably well more than that. If you hoped to ever see this muscular stud dicking down a woman on camera, watching all those muscles of his working in concert to pleasure his partner just right, you’d imagine that woman to be some hot-bodied young babe on the receiving end. And indeed, the woman he was on video fucking did indeed have a hot body, possessing gigantic wobbling tits, and a round full ass that could take even the most fearsome of poundings. But the woman that had this body was probably older than his mother.

	Sheila got her money’s worth. The sex she and him had was positively FILTHY! Nasty in all the best ways. She took his best and gave it back to him twice over, the old slut taking him to his limits by the end of it and riding him into the bed. Her round, full ass just driving down into him, her nasty cunt taking every inch of his sizable cock inside of her, her dirty mouth moaning like a whore. His body surrendered to hers, his big manly palms squeezing her mammoth breasts as if his life depended on it, his hips driving up into her as hard as he could. Later, when fully consumed by lust for her, you could see his ass flexing as he drove down into the old bitch roughly, her hands gripping his naked butt firmly as her ankles rested on his shoulders.

	It was an unholy sight to see their lips locked, tongues in each other’s mouths, really going at it, each driven by the same lust that threatened to consume them. The image of someone like him, a man in their absolute prime, giving such energy to a wicked vulture like her. Dr. White had seen it play out like this so many times before… but it was nonetheless a stirring sight to witness, especially with a movie star being the one doing it. Seeing his body against hers, both covered in sweat, her huge breasts against his fit chest, his hard muscles and her aged flesh in constant contact, skin rubbing on skin, sweat mixing, their bodies experiencing each other in the most complete manner possible… it was almost art, it was so striking an image.

	They were so different in so many ways, in age, personality, worldview, fame. But here, on this video, watching them having sex, they were no different. On the same level. Sex was the great equalizer, as even the purest souls could journey into the darkness to slake their hunger. No matter how much esteem and high regard you were held in, the truth was revealed during sex. Sheila… she was not a good person in the slightest, in fact quite an evil, unpleasant, wicked woman, even at her best. The fact that he surrendered himself to a woman of such low character due solely to an unshakeable sexual attraction to the old bitch… perhaps in truth, despite all the good things he did, all the happiness he brought his fans, he was no better than her.

	The sex itself was incredible, of course. He, with a body carved from granite, and a cock that held up its end of the bargain in terms of length… you could make an argument that he was the epitome of man. And her, all sinful curves and wicked nature… how could there be any doubt that she could use a body like his to its peak potential. And she did just that, riling him up enough where he couldn’t stop himself from fucking the evil old bitch like his life depended on it. Railing her from behind with her on all fours, her lips turned up wickedly as he drove into her hard, making her massive hanging tits jiggle lewdly, her ass withstanding the forceful thrusts. And even when her ass ‘surrendered’ to his young, beefy, nine-and-a-half-inch cock, the younger man fucking the older woman up the ass, it was her that seemed to be in control, driving back into him even more forcefully than the muscular hunk’s full-bodied thrusts.

	There was a hunger for each other that was put on display as they 69’d each other, his square jaw lodged between her thighs, feasting on her cunt. And with her on top, her boobs squashed against his abs, she absolutely inhaled his thick, meaty prick, taking it smoothly down her throat, coating his weapon with her spit. She seemed to revel in taking the whole thing in her mouth, choking on it as it lodged in her throat, her lips stretched around the thick base, her nose resting against his heavy, manly balls. She would stay in this position for agonizingly long periods of time until she finally needed air, releasing his swollen prick from her grasp, reappearing absolutely drenched with her saliva. As soon as she refilled her lungs with air, she’d do the same thing again, unwilling to stop feeding on his massive beefy cock.

	Her obsession with his cock was only paralleled with his obsession for her tits. His hands practically never stopped squeezing them throughout the whole ordeal, only releasing her G cups from his grasp either when the position didn’t allow for it, or so he could do other things to them. Suck them. Rub his face against them. Even push them together and fuck them. At one point, the sight of him in the act of tit-fucking her, that deep-V of his near his crotch guiding your eyes to the throbbing weapon between his legs, eagerly driving it between her gigantic, fleshy breasts, his cock throbbing from the incredible sensation he was feeling… it was like art.

	They truly were opposite in all ways. Him, a young, vibrant, fit male, in the prime of his life, muscular and full of vigor. And beyond that, his image to the public was spotless, an actor beloved to damn near all who watched him, popular and likeable and one whose strength of character lined up with his large fanbase. And she, this older, evil woman, one who would eagerly say things that would make most people squeamish, who was unpopular even among her friends, and positively hated by the majority of people who had gotten to know her. Yet, in this moment, these two were on the same level. No different. They weren’t opposites. When the young stud pumped a massive wad of cum out of his big thick cock into the wicked older woman’s hungry cunt, they were one.

	Both Dr. White and Sheila were realistic enough to know that he wasn’t about to leave his wife for her, even if he thoroughly enjoyed the sex, which he clearly did. Thus, getting a ring off of him or his wife was unlikely. So, in lieu of that, the memento Dr. White asked of her was the video recording of the action. Dr. White knew people who could handle the technical side of it, it was just up to Sheila sealing the deal, which she had. The old bitch wasn’t bothered by this caveat, even requesting a copy of it for her own uses. The doctor kept her copy of the recording in the vault. Having footage of one of the most famous hunks in the world going to town on an old slut… it might be useful to have that stowed away, just in case. Not that she loved resorting to blackmail, but if the need arose where she needed to use that pressure point on him to aid in some future plan, she needed to be ready. She would sometimes put on a showing of the footage to her team. He was a formative figure to some of the younger interns, so they were always eager to watch him having sex, even if it was with an old, nasty slut. And even for the women who didn’t hold him in such rapturous regard, he was still crazy hot. And the sex… it was some really good shit. But Dr. White restricted these viewings to special occasions, not sharing the video files with anyone, wanting to maintain total control over the footage.

	The star of the show didn’t outwardly betray any regrets or that he’d taken part in something bad. In interviews and social media, he acted as if all was normal. Sheila told the doctor that after the action was done, and he stared upon the naked older woman’s sweat-covered naked body… with his balls empty, he was filled with the weight of his actions, guilt and regret guiding him as he quickly extricated himself from her presence, promising that they shouldn’t have done it, and that it could never happen again.

	That vow lasted about six months.

	They ended up doing it again when he was back in the area next. He was embarrassed at first, but as soon as the heat turned up, he regained the same vigor that possessed him the first time they hooked up. This stud who could have any woman… spending his free time getting nasty with an old slut… one could only imagine how good the sex must be for him to come crawling. Sheila certainly enjoyed herself. And he did too, having far fewer objections to this whole arrangement after taking part in it once again. Sheila told Dr. White they had tentative plans to meet up again in a few months.

	As Dr. White closed up the file, her review of it complete, she shook her head and grinned. God help her, Sheila Spencer considered the doctor a friend after the miracle she’d pulled. The wicked old vulture had been happy to donate to the doctor beyond the case being done, supporting her work and her further studies going forward. In cases like this, with such satisfied, deep-pocketed customers, Dr. White had to keep things on good terms, hiding her dislike for the older woman behind a polite smile as she continued taking her cash.

	Sheila wasn’t the only case she’d worked on involving major Hollywood names. It being another high-profile case, it was next in the stack of files to review, although she remembered it well. The previous summer, who had called up her office but one of the most famous female black rappers in the world. She’d heard of the doctor’s work through the grapevine, a friend of a friend of a friend, and she was intrigued enough by the doctor’s reputation to request a meeting. With her crew in tow, they visited the office, forgoing any sense of secrecy, making her presence known. Once she was done taking photos with the interns, her and a few members of her group entered Dr. White’s office, with her bodyguards waiting outside.

	The rapper, Shaya Himalayas… just taking one look at her, you could tell she didn’t need much help being appealing to men. She was gorgeous. A tall, curvaceous black woman in her late twenties, she was walking sex. Fit, yet with curves in all the right places, she was poured into a pair of skin-tight neon purple pants. The material was glued to firm legs, hugging her taut calves and meaty thighs. She had a pair of matching, severely slanted purple high heels on her feet, but she walked in them like she’d been doing it all her life. Up top, she had on a flashy, matching purple coat over an extremely tight black tank top, leaving both her taut midriff and heaping amounts of cleavage exposed. Seriously, she had giant tits, just mountainous black melons stuffed in her tight top, the fleshy orbs barely being contained, a canyon of cleavage on display, the brown flesh looking so smooth to the touch that even Dr. White had trouble focusing on the task at hand.

	The task at hand wasn’t so different than the Sheila case. Specifically, Shaya had had a crush on a famous actor for almost her entire life. Even though she had become incredibly famous as a rapper, that sphere of fame was a different one than the one the actor resided in. She requested the doctor’s help in finding a way to bridge that gap. Compared to Sheila, she charged far less to take this on, a simple two million, merely due to the high-profile nature of the parties involved. Unlike that previous case, where one party was one of the hottest men alive, and the other was a nasty old whore, in this case both of the two were incredibly hot and sexy people. It wasn’t about engineering some incredibly specific scenario that would put the man in a headspace to be open to fucking their client… for this, it was merely about finding a way to put these two people in the same room. She was this incredibly sexy, hot-bodied black woman whose songs were primarily about how amazing she was at fucking, and he, although currently married, was a renowned ladies’ man and known among the women of Hollywood to be both great in bed and very well hung. All you needed to do was to find a way to put those two alone in a room together. Beyond that, nature would take its course.

	Dr. White and her made it happen. They’d already gained a solid footing in Hollywood branching out from the Sheila case, which had expanded into a few other small but important cases that had established further connections in the business. Dr. White used them, working it all to her advantage till some magic was made, finding a way to get the two future lovers in a room together for a ginned up ‘meeting’ involving a future movie project. The famous actor clearly hadn’t fully evolved past his lover boy ways, his eyes struggling to leave her cleavage until she offered to give him an even better view. As with the previous case, Dr. White requested footage of the act going down, which Shaya provided for her. And damn… not only had the famous actor not lost a step from his days plowing the hottest starlets in Hollywood, but Shaya backed up all her boasting by riding the avowed stud into the bed, blowing his mind, making him surrender everything when faced against her hot black body.

	Headlines of their pairing were the talk of all the gossip sites when the truth came out. Often in these scenarios, the man involved gets a lot of shit for cheating on his spouse. But in this case, where the pairing is such a shocking one between two famous stars, and the wife is non-famous, people are too interested in the juicy details to really hold him accountable, the media discussing the affair casually without even considering that his wife was in the process of having her life destroyed. Through it all, as everyone shared pictures and details about this new, scintillating pairing, no one really cared about the wife he left behind.

	Funnily enough, one of the major lasting impacts of this case was the fact that through it, Dr. White had gained an extremely popular reputation among black female rappers. Shaya was happy to speak out to her friends and give them Dr. White’s number, recommending the doctor’s services for them, telling them that she worked wonders. Dr. White had worked with a few of them in the time since, not just with other rappers but people in their group, friends and assistants, and in one case, a member of the group’s mom. And in each case, Dr. White successfully played cupid, forging these new relationships from nothing. Her reputation grew to a degree that Shaya even shouted out Dr. White in a song. Not by name, of course, referring to her in one of her songs as the “Hook-Up Lady”, a name which caught on among the others who Dr. White had worked with. This was a brand-new sphere of society Dr. White had injected her influence into, and the fact that she had been so accepted into this community was affirming to the effectiveness of the work Dr. White was doing. Not bad for a basic white girl from the Midwest.

	Closing this file and moving onto the next one, Dr. White reflected on that self-assessment. She’d once been a wallflower, a bookworm, not the popular girl but not unpopular either. Well-liked by most, but not close with a lot of people. As she described herself before, basic. But now… she had famous friends. She was beloved both by those who worked with her but also among her clientele. She’d earned her way into dozens of ritzy, high society events. Wealthy, influential people sought her out in a crowd. She was well-connected, rich, successful, and had an incredibly active sex life. She had everything that her younger self would have dreamed of. And to be honest… it was pretty amazing! She had a fucking incredible life! But now that she had it all, she did see the appeal of settling down with one man. A quieter life. Bringing that happiness to others was deeply satisfying… it was truly her life’s calling. But it did make her pine for the day where she could experience the same thing. She had the gift of seeing that potential spark between other people, even if they’d never met. So many marriages, so many babies made, all thanks to Dr. White’s work. But she’d never found that same thing with herself. She’d been deeply satisfied with the men she’d been with, either patients, or patient’s husbands, or friends, or husbands of friends, or men like Serge she’d met along the way. But as fantastic as all of them were, none provided her that spark of something deeper. That undeniable bond forged between two people that compelled them to spend the rest of their lives with each other needing no one else, spending the remainder of their lives having sex and making babies. Perhaps she wasn’t wired that way, and that she wasn’t meant to settle down. And if that was the case, she’d be okay with it. She had so much work to do, work that had to be done, and no one could do it quite as well as Dr. White did. She didn’t have time to slow down. She couldn’t afford to put herself and her own needs above the important work she was doing.

	Unless someone really, REALLY special crossed her path…

	Dr. White thumbed through the next couple files. They’d worked on plenty of sports-related cases, but none involving such a prominent athlete as Chad Bethel. They’d actually wrapped up a case a few months back, a case Dr. White had gotten through Stacy. Stacy was a huge Warriors fan, and had friends both on the team and in the organization. One of these friends, Cordelia, a low-level exec on the team, had dark designs for the handsome son of the team owner, a billionaire who owned multiple teams in the areas. The doctor and her team brought the two together, breaking up the son from his starlet girlfriend and replacing her with their client, ensuring that she’d be the one cumming on his big, lengthy, millionaire cock for the rest of her days.

	They’d also handled a case involving an athlete and a woman who’d been accused and convicted of being his stalker. The judge went lenient on her, probably because the baseball player was this tall, handsome, famous pro athlete and she was an attractive young woman with huge boobs, a tacit acknowledgment by the courts that not only should he be able to deal with it himself, but that he shouldn’t be so bothered by being stalked by someone as attractive as her. Of course, when you examine the details of the case, he was absolutely right to be concerned, as she had a very unstable obsession with him that included some very serious threats towards his wife. The courts hoped this slap on the wrist from such a powerful body would convince her of the seriousness of her actions without subjecting someone as pretty as her to any serious punishment. It seemed to be effective, as she kept her distance from the object of her affection from that point on. The baseball player seemed to be in the clear.

	Then the stalker came into Dr. White’s office. Immediately, the doctor surmised that she wasn’t of the healthiest mind, at least with how she talked about the man she had a crush on. Her obsession hadn’t been dissuaded, and she was clearly just biding her time and acting like she had learned her lesson till she could come up with a plan that would help her seal the deal. Dr. White preferred to have matchmaking clients that were of sane mind, and rarely went into business with women who weren’t stable in this way. Things got too messy when trying to handle such sensitive work with people like that. That being said, through the majority of their discussions, she seemed competent and clear-minded. It was only when she talked about the object of her obsession that the madness within seemed to expose itself, so she wasn’t that far gone. Plus, she came from a family with deep pockets, so Dr. White charged her a little extra as hazard pay for the risk of taking her on. Additionally, she justified it to herself as her helping a mentally unhealthy person find stability. She told herself that if she helped her client land her obsession, that perhaps she would reach a place of inner peace, the storm inside her dissipating. Her fixation with the athlete seemed pointedly sexual, so perhaps the baseball player’s big, meaty dick was the missing piece to her mental health. Perhaps if she were getting regularly drilled by the handsome baseball player, her mental chemistry would level out. This was how the doctor justified taking such a risky person on as a client. In this case, where the line between client and patient blurred together, Dr. White took it as her duty to help her out no matter what.

	In talking with her, it became clear her client’s obsession with the baseball player was all-consuming, to the point where it made her almost physically ill to even consider the idea of not being with him, becoming nearly inconsolably depressed. Working on this case, the doctor really had to manage her interactions with her in order to manage her mood and keep her in good spirits.

	On one hand, her fantasies were often quite romantic, with her claiming that she would be a devoted wife like no woman had ever been before. She would cook his meals, clean his clothes, take care of him, go to all of his games, worship the ground he walked on, just be the ball of light her husband’s world revolves around. But the majority of her fantasies involving him were aggressively sexual, dreaming up all the nasty things she’d do for him in the course of being that dutiful wife, offering up her hot body for anything he needed of her. If he needed a blowjob, her lips would be around the root of his cock before he finished asking. That if he had a bad day, she’d provide her grade-A cunt to him without question. If he needed to really vent his frustrations, she would offer up her ass eagerly for fucking as rough and as brutal as necessary. If he wanted to throw her down and fuck her tits until he exploded all over her, she would let him, even if she were wearing her favorite outfit. She would do ANYTHING for him…

	But on the other hand, where her fantasies became an issue were the violent, bloody promises she made in regard to what she’d do to any girl that stands in the way of all that. More specifically, the baseball player’s wife. That precisely was the breaking point where the athlete had gone from blowing off his stalker’s advances to seeking out law enforcement. Now, with Dr. White involved, she didn’t want nor need that kinda shit happening under her watch. Dr. White’s brand of callous cruelty was more emotional rather than physical. In addition, from a purely practical stance, she didn’t need anything like that attracting unwanted attention to what she was doing. The doctor had to put her training to good use by talking her client down from her violent urges while still working on a plan to ensure she got the man she wanted. And they had to do it in such a manner as to protect the baseball wife from the crazy stalker bitch who wanted blood.

	It was one of Dr. White’s most challenging cases, really testing her skills as both a sex therapist and a matchmaker. The doctor would readily admit that she didn’t always savor working with the slightly crazy young woman, as she proved to be one of the most exhausting clients she’d ever dealt with. But after months working together, all that hard work finally paid off.

	From the point where the pro athlete’s big meaty baseball bat ended up stuffed inside the cunt of the young woman who’d spent years stalking him, there was a fair amount of smoke publicly, and a lot of fallout. The stalking case years prior had been a matter of public discourse, and when it came out (thanks to a very calculated social media post that showed the two in action in a hotel room) that he cheated on his wife with his supposedly violent, crazy stalker… the public demanded answers. Knowing the sensitivity of the situation, and that her client might not be trusted to share such delicate information, the doctor stepped in herself, under the true guise as her client’s therapist, and took control of the situation. She acted more as a mob cleaner than a therapist, giving him the bullet points of what he needed to do to escape this mess unscathed.

	He was certainly nervous by the time he called a press conference to explain himself, but the doctor’s playbook, combined with the absolute pleasure being brought to him by his former stalker, convinced him to do what was necessary. It was a Hail Mary, a lie so huge that no one would ever consider it to be anything but the truth, but it worked. He had to come out and say that he had been in an abusive relationship with his wife for years, and the woman that had been accused of being his stalker was in fact a friend who’d been trying to get him out of that bad relationship. The whole ‘stalking’ claim was really a plot conceived by his wife to keep her away.

	His wife had a reasonably positive reputation up to this point, as she did charity work off the back of her husband’s success. She was a willowy blonde who had a reputation of being very type-A and demanding, someone who wore the pants compared to her more chill husband, and at times she rankled a few feathers. But people knew her heart was in the right place, doing good work for people in need. But when a story like this comes out that erases the benefit of the doubt, suddenly those small unlikeable moments she inspired in her peers took on a different tenor. With her husband going public and making these claims, these moments seemed like the points where her true nature emerged.

	As crazy as this whole plan was, the salacious story took hold. The media was sympathetic to the beloved athlete and the busty young babe, and perhaps not so sympathetic towards the confident, assertive, successful, flat-chested blonde who’d had her world turned upside down. The general public perception was almost completely on his side. And in a flash, this successful, rich baseball wife lost everything, her public reputation in ruins despite her rightful protests. Words that were once perceived as shrewd and confident now were perceived as shrill and unpleasant. As there was no actual proof of her former husband’s claims against her, no court filings were brought against her, and her advisors warned her that pursuing litigation against him would only make her come across as even more unlikeable than she was already perceived as.

	As bad as this sounded for the baseball player’s wife, Dr. White found it to be the most merciful of the possible outcomes. Dr. White tried to talk her client down from her violent urges towards the wife, but Dr. White did not trust her enough to put those two in the same room. That’s why the final seduction took place in a hotel room on the road, with the baseball player’s wife at home. Sure, her reputation was in ruins, her marriage was destroyed, and the life of luxury she’d lived in for years was out of reach. But it was better than the alternative… better than unleashing her client on her.

	As for her client, getting regularly deep-dicked by the man she’d been obsessed with for years had seemed to tone down her darker qualities. While his former wife devoted herself to charity work, she devoted herself to him, satisfying his every need, attaching herself to his hip and practically never letting him out of her sight. She would go on the road with him, demanding his attention every night. She seemed to have chilled out thanks to finally living out her dream, spending every waking moment with the man she was obsessed with. That being said, Dr. White certainly clocked that nervous look in the baseball player’s eye whenever he and his new love were photographed in public together. Even though he spent his nights pumping cum into her hungry cunt, and having her eager mouth slavishly inhaling his thick cock at every opportunity, he still didn’t entirely trust her. Even after convincing the world she was sane, even after having two babies with her, he was still scared of her. That thought always made Dr. White smile. After what she’d seen these last few years, and seeing what a certain tier of women was capable of, and the health and devotion present in the relationships those women were in, perhaps a man should have a healthy fear of the woman that sleeps next to him every night. That seemed to be the state that brought them the most satisfaction.

	This point happened to carry over to the next case file Dr. White was reviewing. This one was a patient file, a handsome, well put-together older man. He’d been married for over twenty years to his high school sweetheart. He’d had success in his career, giving them a comfortable life together. But, due to a medical issue, his wife was unable to bear children. He accepted that, because he loved her more than anything. But as he entered middle-age, he’d found himself with a little bit of the blues, feeling a sense of dissatisfaction and lack of fulfillment with his current life. As happy as he was with his wife, he was starting to reckon with the fact that he wouldn’t be leaving much of a legacy behind. But Dr. White had the perfect solution ready to go for just such a situation.

	Dr. White had started a mentorship program a year or so prior, a way to champion young women who’d fallen through the cracks. Women who’d dropped out of school, had gotten in trouble with the law, gotten into drugs or alcohol, or were viewed as out of control by both family and their peers. Dr. White, ever a champion of women, sought to create a program to help them out, to show them that they could still have a successful life despite the bad things they’ve done. They’d been doubted by those close to them for so long… Dr. White sought to give them a bit of stability and support that they so badly needed. To give these women a chance for success after so many doubted them. To put them in a stable home with a strong, proven, reliable male presence. It just so happened that these men tended to be married. And it was also a coincidence that the young women the doctor took special interest through this program were the incredibly hot, busty ones with a bad attitude who would happily blow up a marriage with the brutality of a grenade blast.

	Dr. White was an admired figure among the women in this program. Working with the courts to help provide these young women a second chance, she provided mentorship to all, even the ones she didn’t involve with her extracurricular activities. But the ones she did pick out from this crowd… they were among the most dangerous sluts she had at her beck and call. Old enough to be adults, but still having that certain ruthlessness and lack of empathy that only younger women can possess. And with these girls being the baddest of the bad… they were practically shock troops in the war against boring marriages everywhere, their enemy being dull flat-chested women who married way above their level. When these young women were brought into the know by the slutty therapist, and they learned that this bright, intelligent, successful doctor could be just as nasty as them… they were on board to the degree of almost being zealots to the cause. These women were being given a purpose that was utilizing all their talents to their peak potential. They were meant for this.

	So, when this rich older client found himself unfulfilled due to never having had a family of his own, Dr. White knew what he needed more than anything was a surrogate daughter to sponsor. Not really doubting the doctor’s judgment as she brought this idea up to him, he didn’t raise any questions even when Dr. White urged him to keep this whole thing a secret from his loving wife, as to not make his wife feel inadequate due to her fertility issues.

	She brought one of her best girls into the case, a spoiled brat named Morgan who’d gotten in lots of trouble in her younger years for drinking, drugs, and partying, getting into fights, etc. She came from a rich family, but instead of using that wealth to better herself or the world, she blew that money up her nose, developing a nasty drug habit that had to be dealt with. Completing rehab not because she wanted to but because she had to, she nonetheless gained little in the way of personal growth, still acting like a spoiled brat, expecting everything to be just given to her. She’d never worked a day in her life, and she seemingly didn’t plan to, expecting men to give her whatever she wanted just because she was nuclear hot. And honestly, it had worked for her up to this point. She’d gotten away with so much every step of the way, gaining leniency at each stage, flirting and fucking her way through life, both in school and throughout her treatment. She rehabbed just enough to pull her out of the worst of her issues and then gaining permission to leave the best way she knew how. She gained her freedom having not learned her lesson, and cut off from her family’s deep pockets, she simply did what she knew best, continuing to flirt and fuck her way through life, getting into enough bad situations where she got in trouble all over again. It was at this point where Dr. White entered the picture, promising that she could work miracles. And the doctor had done just that.

	Dr. White gave her exactly the treatment she needed. The doctor provided her enough guidance and mentorship to help her gain a reasonable grip on her vices, instilling enough of a discipline over them that she could still indulge in them while maintaining control over them, because this little bitch was never gonna fully straighten out and become little Suzy homemaker. Dr. White’s treatment plan was effective because it wasn’t pushing for the final goal to be her shedding all her bad habits completely. Like it or not, some things just become ingrained in your character, and Dr. White understood that. Making this fact clear from the start was enough for Morgan to give Dr. White a chance, and Jen took advantage, turning an inch into a mile and making some real progress with her. But it was when Dr. White opened up to her about the work she was doing that she gained Morgan’s trust and respect. And once that point was crossed… that was when Morgan became truly dangerous, a powerful weapon waiting for Dr. White to deploy, fully trained and ready to do just that.

	Dr. White had molded Morgan into something special. Her body was fucking taut and fit, infuriatingly skinny in a way that only a 19-year-old woman could be. But she had curves where it mattered most, the skinny little bitch sporting a pair of gigantic tits that defied gravity, firm round and standing proud as they vaulted from her chest, each perfect breast capped with a perennially stiff nipple that always made their presence known in the tight outfits she constantly wore. Additionally, she had an ass that almost attracted as much attention as her huge tits. Full, firm and shapely, the tight-bodied slut had an ass so perfect and juicy that it could not escape even the most disciplined men’s gaze. She always wore outfits to highlight her delicious frame, showing off as much skin as possible, her long legs, her toned midriff, and her daunting expanse of delectable cleavage. She was gorgeous, stunning enough to be a model, but the piercings adorning her ears, eyebrow and nose, and the scattered tattoos adorning her flesh, that some would view as marring perfection, probably took her out of the running for such things. But for Dr. White… she was perfect.

	That wasn’t to say the doctor particularly liked her. She was an obnoxious spoiled brat who lived on her phone and spoke with the type of snotty tone that could drive the impatient into a quick fury. But despite doing poorly in school, she was an incredible student to Dr. White, taking to her lessons like she was meant for it. So, when the client came into Dr. White’s office feeling a sense of unfulfillment, the doctor knew exactly who to use to give that rich married stud’s life real meaning.

	She was still slightly nervous that Morgan might lack the patience to handle such a delicate job, but she shouldn’t have doubted her. By all accounts, their first meeting went well, meeting up in a public place, just her and him, with the client nervous but optimistic about the whole thing, and Morgan successfully underplaying her hand, not coming on to him too strong. She kept things innocent for as long as she could manage, meeting under the guise of mentorship, with him providing wisdom, advice, and support, eventually developing enough of a trust to toss a few bucks her way to help her out. He was starting to feel a genuine bond with this young woman as she occupied a role in his life that had never been occupied before, the daughter he never had.

	That’s when Morgan made her move. This was the point where they fully cemented their growing bond by finally having sex.

	He probably didn’t realize that sex between them was on the table from the beginning, at least not consciously. Somewhere, deep down, his body knew it, but he didn’t fully reckon with that fact until it was too late for him. He didn’t realize that it was attraction to Morgan driving him into further appointments with her. And once he surrendered to his darker urges, there was no going back.

	A few months prior, he was a rich married man who came into Dr. White’s office feeling a little blue, as if there was some missing piece to his life that he feared he’d lost out on. He came to Dr. White in hopes of being able to talk out his feelings. Now, every day after work, he would head directly to Morgan’s posh downtown apartment and spend hours plowing her senseless. Every fucking day, he’d make that little slut moan, drilling her with his massive married dick and pumping her full of thick potent cum. With no more reason to hide anymore, her true nature was on display for him, his surrogate daughter revealed as what she truly was, a slutty spoiled brat. Spoiled indeed, as he now was on a mission to give her everything she wanted. Her apartment… he footed the bill. Her nice car… he’d bought it for her. Her full bank account… he was giving her nearly a third of his salary every month, the salary that he and his wife lived on. But he had money to spare, and all that spare money was going to Morgan, spoiling her like a good daddy should. And in exchange, he got full access to her delicious body. His big mature cock got to plunder her tight, nasty cunt. His hands got to squeeze her big titties whenever he liked. And those big palms of his also got to spank her juicy, full ass whenever she was being especially obnoxious.

	She fully showcased her worst qualities for him, but she did it with no fear because she knew he loved it. She would let herself be the spoiled brat she was, and in exchange, he would spoil her rotten. She would fully admit to some of the downright awful things she’d done to past rivals, but he was too enamored with her to dissuade such behavior, treating it as sexy pillow talk on her part. She would sometimes not look up from her phone when they were talking, and when they chatted it would be about such inane things. She would invite her friends over even when she knew he was coming over, and push his buttons whenever she could. And in exchange, he would give her whatever she wanted, reward her bad behavior by giving her the type of filthy sex her body needed, and overall, just be the best sugar daddy possible. And in return, she made herself the best daughter possible for her new daddy.

	He went to her apartment every day after work for sex, and also on weekends whenever he could. His wife believed him when he said he was working on a major project that required long hours away from home. She didn’t suspect a thing, having never once met Morgan, not even aware of her existence.

	Dr. White’s client never fully admitted to her what he was getting up to with Morgan with the doctor, dancing around that point. But the doc was fully aware of what he’d been doing, as Morgan kept her fully in the loop every step of the way. Nonetheless, he could not hide the bliss coursing through him, fully admitting that he was finally experiencing true happiness and fulfilment by having this proxy daughter in his life. He thanked the doctor for guiding him to exactly what he needed.

	This mentorship program had given Dr. White a position to connect with a group of wicked, ambitious young sluts who were down to do ANYTHING to achieve their goal. And thanks to the doctor’s guidance, what they wanted is what Dr. White wanted. They’d proven invaluable in Dr. White’s work, a band of extra-wicked young sluts on call just waiting to seduce high-value clients just like Morgan had. Men in positions of power and wealth and connections. Putting these girls with men like that gave Dr. White stronger access to all sorts of different parts of society. Most of the women in this program were young minxes who’d ended up on the wrong side of the tracks, but there were exceptions. There were some older women in this crew, women who were equally wicked but more experienced, having lived in the darkness for as long as some of the younger women had been alive. And in a world where the appeal of cougars and MILFs was only growing, women like this were exceedingly useful to the scheming doc.

	It was how Dr. White gained information on a young, up and coming tech CEO, dressing up a 42-year-old, smoking-hot stripper in the finest corporate ware and sending her into the young CEO’s office, where she proceeded to get hired. And she took the doctor’s lessons to heart as she sank her claws in him, pulling him away from his supportive happy wife and into her experienced cunt, winning him over to her side, and by proxy, Dr. White’s side.

	There were exceptions to be found throughout her work. While their matchmaking arm mainly worked to help out female clients find the partner of their dreams, they did occasionally have male clients seeking a female partner. Dr. White had found that, typically, the type of men that would be on the hunt for a specific woman at all costs had too much of an ego to request help, especially from a woman. And that, combined with Dr. White marketing her work towards women, meant that they didn’t have a lot of male clients. But they did have some.

	One case came to the doctor’s mind, a young man who was about 20 when he arrived at her office. Coming from a rich family, he’d heard whispers of the services Dr. White offered, and opted to seek her out. A young man used to not having to lift a finger to get what he wanted, his request was in line with that mindset. In a blind request, as opposed to seeking out a specific target, he wanted the doctor’s help to provide him, as he stated to her with a smug arrogance as if ordering off of a menu: “A premium, grade-A, top shelf, perfectly-aged MILF.” Gorgeous, fit, sexually confident, preferably with huge tits and a round ass. He wanted the works, a dream MILF. No doubt he was a young man who’d come of age stroking it to MILF porn, and in the bubble in which he lived, he’d found his real-world MILF options to not live up to the high bar porn had instilled within him. But Dr. White traveled in far more plentiful and varied circles than he did, so she knew of plenty of available options who’d be happy to procure a handsome young hunk for an indefinite future filled with filthy sex. But put off with the rich young man’s annoying level of unearned confidence, and knowing he’d be very willing to pay top dollar for the best, Dr. White chose an option that would wipe that smug grin off his face while parting him from a healthy amount of his money.

	Dr. White chose malicious compliance, giving the young man even better than he could have asked for and far more than he could ever hope to handle. An older woman who almost exceeded the high bar he’d set for what he was looking for, gorgeous… confident… busty. An older woman who could also give him the nasty MILF sex he’d been waiting for… but also a woman unwilling to put up with any of his bullshit. An uncaring older slut who would take him to his limits, break him down, wear him out, bring him to heel. To not just make him her lover but her sex slave, to not give one iota about his wants and needs, and only use him as a piece of meat built solely to fuck her. To ask everything of him in exchange for her body, to require his complete devotion in order to live out his dreams.

	And that’s exactly what he got.

	This was a guy who’d had a comfortable life, raised in wealth, who could have had an easy, relaxed future with himself in the driver’s seat. Instead, he traded it all in to be a gorgeous MILF’s sex slave, broken and obedient, serving an older woman. She made all his decisions for him, separating him from his family, his friends, even his hefty account, giving up control of his wealth to the MILF who dominated him so thoroughly. He didn’t have a dime to his name anymore, but that was okay… she deserved all of it. He was happy to do it. She deserved everything. She deserved to control his life. She deserved to get endless pleasure thanks to his youthful stamina and skills at deep-dicking even the tightest of pussies, giving every drop of sperm he’d ever produce to her to prove his devotion. Instead of finding a beautiful young wife and starting a family, he’d be arm candy for a dominant older woman, paraded around as a trophy. And the funniest thing about it was that he’d paid the doctor for this. He paid the doctor to lose everything. The MILF had given a percentage of his life savings to the doctor as a tip for her extraordinary service, and whenever they ran into each other, she availed the doctor in all sorts of stories about all the fun adventures her and her lover boy had gotten up to together.

	Not all cases involving male clients took such a vicious turn. For example, she’d had a young man come to her office at the demand of his mother. Both of his parents were very religious and prudish, the country they’d immigrated from having a narrow view of sexuality. His mother sought out the doctor claiming their 18-year-old son was being led away from his purity by shameless American women with big boobs. She feared her son had succumbed to temptation already, as he seemed obsessed with women with big tits, the mom repeatedly catching him staring at women in real life and on the internet, having caught him indulging in this “sickness” multiple times. She complained about how there seemed to be nasty sluts everywhere, parading around their “big, evil boobs” like they were from the most wicked of hells, sent to lure impressionable young men into sin, luring him away from both his beliefs and his studies. She urged the doctor to set him on the right track.

	For his part, the son rolled his eyes at his mom’s religious shrieking, embarrassed that things had gotten so out of hand. But within seconds, he gave away that his mother’s fears were true, apologizing to the doctor for his mother’s slurs against large-breasted women, telling the doctor to take “no offense.” By doing so, he’d given away the fact that he’s clocked the doctor’s cup size within seconds of meeting her. Immediately pushing back on that fact, it didn’t take a whole lot of effort for Dr. White to break him down and open up his mind to her, getting him to admit that he indeed loved big tits more than anything, he thought about them all the time, and that he was absolutely obsessed with busty women. Using a phrase that stuck in Dr. White’s memory from the very first case where she stole a patient’s husband on her own, she was dealing with a young man who was obsessed with “big-titty girls.”

	Taking a shine to him, Dr. White worked with him pro-bono to match him up with the exact type of girl he wanted, taking any required funds from the money his mother was spending on his ‘treatment.’ As stated before, they kept a fair amount of profiles of desirable women at hand, either women who could become future clients, women who volunteered to put themselves in the mix without having a set man in mind, women who could prove useful in the midst of a case as weapons to tear apart marriages, or just high-powered women she wanted to keep an eye on. Many women had mentioned to the doctor that they’d be open to be matched up with a hunk if it could be worked out, but they lacked the funds to afford anything official. They were nonetheless putting themselves out there as an option should the opportunity arise. These were the women Dr. White and the young man scanned through, looking for potential women to be paired up with. He was a handsome, well-built, highly intelligent young man with a bright future ahead of him. He might not be the finished product quite yet, but an early investment in him just before he was to leave home for college could pay off thousand-fold if they played their cards right.

	Together, they chose just the right girl for him, a gorgeous, tatted-up young woman a couple years older than him who could be quite demanding, whose attitude could be rotten, but whose bust met his exact specifications, and that’s all that really mattered to him. As long as he could get his hands on those perfect melons of hers… he’d be satisfied at a soul-deep level, no matter what it would cost him.

	It had been a few years since that point. His mother was furious that Dr. White’s treatment had failed to dissuade him from his disgusting, lustful urges. Dr. White remembered her screeching and screaming about that bitch and her evil pair of tits that had led her bright, handsome son astray. Indeed, his life was now separate from his family’s, cut off from their funds, but he’d chosen something far more important. And it had paid off in spades. Working hard, riding a scholarship through college as his girlfriend rode him, he’d started his first company at 20, soon earning him millions. By the time he graduated, that company’s net worth provided him enough success where he could live comfortably on that money for the rest of his life. He had reached these heights thanks to Dr. White, enough so that he both invited her to his wedding and provided yearly donations to her cause. Because the only way he’d gained the focus necessary to reach these heights was thanks to the woman next to him, the woman whose giant, perfect breasts motivated his success and practically controlled his life. Putting his hands on her perfect chest allowed him to vent all his needs and give him the clarity of mind to succeed, her wicked voice in his ear imparting the motivation needed to do what was necessary, betraying friends and allies to succeed at all costs. It didn’t matter that it had cost him his friends and family, or that most of the money he made was kept nestled safely in her bank accounts. The fact that he got to dig his big hands into her perfect, fleshy tits every night made it all worth it.

	Dr. White still laughed at the terminology his mother used when talking about her son’s now wife, specifically in reference to her “huge, evil breasts.” That phrasing always stuck with her. Always seemed like a strange way to describe a pair of breasts… evil. That being said, putting that young woman’s tits in the doctor’s mind’s eye, and recalling their absolutely massive size and utter perfection… the description was apt. That woman had some positively sinful, EVIL breasts!

	But anyways, in totality, their number of male clients was rather small in comparison to the women she normally worked with. And that was partly by design. Society was weighed in favor of men, giving them power over women in so many ways. What Dr. White was doing was in some sense taking that power back, flipping the script, giving power to these confident, vivacious sluts who just wanted to be getting some good hard dick from successful, handsome, and decent men. Men had so many other avenues to get what they wanted in the same manner.

	That being said, as of now, Dr. White hadn’t come across anyone that did similar work to what she was doing but the opposite, with men seeking an outside service to help them get women… at least nothing that compared to the reach Dr. White and her team had. Sure, she’d brushed against some organizations comprised of small groups of successful men looking to lure gorgeous, hot-bodied women into their clutches through the promises of fame, money, and success. In truth, it was almost about these men slaking their own nasty desires, getting off on humiliating these proud women by conquering them, using their delicious bodies for their own greedy pleasure and making them love it in the process. But typically, organizations like this were localized around major metropolitan cities. The largest group like this that pinged on her radar was similar to the ones described but on a nationwide scale, composed mostly of powerful and connected men poaching the absolutely hottest married women who were so unlucky to end up crossing their path. The organization was seemingly mostly about trophy hunting, these men seeking out women who could provide the toughest challenges they could find and pursuing them, using their talents to seduce and fuck these insanely sexy women, giving it to them so good that these confident, smoking hot wives went absolutely starry-eyed towards these powerful brutes. The network of powerful, wife-stealing men existed mostly for the purpose of providing their members access to the highest end pussy they could find, having married women at the ready to step out on their men at a moment’s notice. Additionally, the men in this group did it for clout, so they could swap stories and women and brag about their prowess. If these women had connections that were usable to their work, they would use it to aid in their under-the-table business dealings, or provide them top-shelf arm candy for events involving their brethren. But mostly, it was about these men working together with the goal of fucking the hottest pussy imaginable. No grander purpose or higher design. These men had a wide reach and deep pockets, well-connected members of society from all different spheres, business, sports, law enforcement, government, Hollywood, organized crime, etc. They were wise enough to keep everything above board and legal, attracting little attention other than the broken husbands left in their wake. But, unlike Dr. White, they weren’t motivated by a magnanimous desire to help their fellow men. It was about indulging their own desires. As crass as Dr. White’s work could sometimes get, she found her intentions slightly more noble than these piggish men.

	Dr. White leaned back in her chair and stretched her legs. Going through so many old cases always sent her down the path of reminiscence, and she found herself thinking back to some of the more unusual cases she’d worked on. While most cases involved matching up two people at the expense of another at the behest of one of the parties, some didn’t quite line up with that basic case structure.

	She had one case involving a young woman coming in to discuss her parents. Dr. White’s mind went straight to the idea that this case would end with incest. She loved working on cases like that, either through patients or matchmaking. She’d done all sorts of cases involving incest, mother/son, father/daughter, aunt/nephew, grandmother/grandson, and damn near any combination of relatives you could find, with either party being the one driving the action. She’d had mothers requiring a little coaxing to indulge their buried desires and have sweaty sex with their handsome sons, and horny moms came in seeking help in convincing their sons into fucking them. She’d had sons come in desperate to fuck their mother’s brains out, and sons requiring a little push to do just that. She’d had daughters or stepdaughters seeking out a little action with their daddy, or fathers trying their best to resist the temptations their daughters were putting on display for them.

	The point was, Dr. White assumed that’s where this case was going, but she was wrong. In fact, when Dr. White started steering the conversation in that direction, the young woman had to stop the wicked doctor before the conversation went too far down that road.

	Basically, her father was rich and successful, providing the young woman a great life. But over time, her mother had gotten cheaper and cheaper to an almost crazed degree, bending over backwards to save a few bucks when they had so much money saved up that they shouldn’t be screeching about prices for bundles of fruit at the farmer’s market, and doing a heavy amount of their grocery shopping at the thrift store when they could easily afford some higher quality food. It almost felt condescending to people who could only afford to shop at such places when her father had worked so hard to give them a good life. Whenever she’d bring her mother’s cheapness up to her dad, he would dismiss the severity of it. Say what you will about him, but he was hopelessly loyal to her, even as she strangled the fun out of their daughter’s life. She only sought outside help from Dr. White when her mom threatened to revoke her college fund for the smallest of reasons. Having heard of what the doctor could do through friends, she was able to get an appointment.

	What she wanted was simple. She wanted Dr. White to find a woman to break through her father’s naïve loyalty to his wife and steal him from her. She needed it to be someone who was enough of a gold digger to loosen up her dad’s bank accounts and encourage him to spend, while also being chill enough to cut her in on the deal. The client merely wanted what was owed to her, plus a little extra for her troubles. Her father had told her multiple times that he did all this work to provide for her… but her mom never seemed to get the memo. Cutting her mom out of the picture would give the young woman access to all that money being kept from her, while forcing the mom to live in the poverty she seemed so dead set on living within. The client couldn’t afford to pay her up front, but if the job got done, she would happily cut the doctor in on some of the windfall.

	It was a matter of finding just the right money-hungry slut for the job. Dr. White had plenty of women like that just waiting for the call, but she needed one who was calm enough to live up to the terms the client set. Luckily, she found just the one, to the degree that she brought her client in for a meeting with all three of them, where they became fast friends. The rest of it was clockwork, a matter of inserting the gold digger into the path of the father and letting her do what she does best. By the time it was over, the gold digger was the father’s new wife, his previous wife was out of the picture, and the daughter had access to her chunk of the family fortune, enough to for her to live the life of easy luxury she so badly craved. And the gold digger took a quick dislike for the mother as well, so with her and the daughter working together, their revenge was vicious. The mom was cut out of the will, cut off from the money her husband had earned for his family, and with the help of some very callous divorce lawyers, she pretty much lost everything. Last she was seen, she was living in a homeless shelter, spending her days scrounging for soda cans in garbage cans. A pretty rough outcome, for sure. But fitting, all things considered.

	And Dr. White received a quite sizable chunk of the monetary windfall once the father’s bank accounts were opened up, so she didn’t feel too bad about the whole thing.

	There was another case involving rich, high-powered third parties that Dr. White inserted her influence into. And this one came to her in an unusual way, specifically a referral from another doctor, Dr. Zebel. A young therapist in a small town who had been born into the profession, her grandfather and father both being into mental health work, passing the practice down to her. It was a very small, close-knit town she was based out of, in a location you might not expect a therapeutic practice would thrive. But the family name gave her trust from the townsfolk, leading her to gain access to a pretty complete cross-section of the town. She’d heard of Dr. White through the grapevine, and sought her out in regard to a case only the good doctor could help her crack.

	The tenor of the once small, humble town had become tense as a major company built an eyesore of a plant that was forcing its way upon the town, threatening to swallow it whole. The businessman who owned the company was a total prick, merciless as his plant threatened to consume the city, buying up land in a manner that made it seem as if the walls were closing in on this small little burg. Farms were getting bought out, the land razed, businesses closing, and schools were being shut down.

	The city was doing its best to resist this seemingly unstoppable, merciless company infringing upon their lives and homes. People from different backgrounds, creeds, and belief systems came together for this united goal. People who had long left the town but with roots there did what they could to help, donating their time, funds, and services, with some lawyers trying to tie the company up in litigation. It seemed like an unwinnable fight, but they weren’t dissuaded from their battle.

	They were inspired by the town sweetheart, a young woman named Julia. The daughter of the mayor, she’d been the most notable figure in town for years thanks to her generous good nature, her incredible levels of beauty, and her mouthwatering body. But she was so beloved among the townsfolk that people didn’t let their minds go anywhere untoward with her, the beauty queen being so far above them that it was hard to imagine being lucky enough to earn her affections. Her kind, sweet demeanor had earned the affection of the entire town. She was also highly intelligent, and sensing she was too good for this small, nothing town, the townsfolk worked together to raise funds to send her away to college, to kickstart her journey to the incredible heights she deserved.

	But when the town was in trouble, she came back to help. Bringing her boyfriend from college with her, she joined the town that had been so kind of her in order to resist the oncoming wave of big business. Her presence inspired the town, and for a time they started to gain some real footing against the company.

	That’s where Dr. Zebel came in. Talking to people on both sides, she’d gotten the clearest picture of the entire conflict. On one side, she got to talk to the townsfolk, Julia, her dad the mayor, her mom and even her boyfriend. On the other, she talked to people who’d surrendered to the inevitable force of capitalism, people who’d surrendered to the business, people who now worked at the plant. She even had a quick discussion with the misogynistic, cigar-chomping man who ran the company, Mr. Clayton Roberts, but it was mostly for show on his part to earn positive feelings among the townsfolk. But that was for the best, as Dr. Zebel could feel the older brash businessman’s eyes leering at her the whole time. And in talking with the major parties involved, she’d gained a crystal-clear view of what had to happen to make every single party involved happy, or at the very least satisfied with the outcome. And once she ascertained this solution, Dr. Zebel couldn’t shake it, to the point of going to Dr. White and seeking out her advice as to how to make it happen.

	Dr. Zebel knew exactly what she needed to do: she needed to sell out the town. The town couldn’t win, and they all knew it deep down. And that feeling of an inevitable defeat had infected everyone, to the point where the solution was so obvious that she couldn’t ignore it.

	Julia and Mr. Clayton Roberts needed to fuck.

	It was perfect! It would solve every problem and make everyone involved happy. That sounded so crazy, but it was the truth. Everyone in the town held Julia in such high regard, but with their own fate at stake, they would sacrifice her to the ravenous capitalist threatening the town. They knew he would conquer her, ruin her, defile her, and deep down, they wanted it to happen. As much as they valued her wonderful nature and beautiful spirit, if they were gonna lose anyways, they figured that someone should finally get to get their hands on that hot body of hers. Someone should get to grope those perfect, massive, blimp-like tits. Someone should get to spank her ass and make her moan. And seeing their conqueror on the horizon, they’d internalized that he should be the one that gets to reap the spoils of their town. The mayor, Julia’s father, would cave to this outcome. And so would her boyfriend, because as much as Dr. Zebel wanted to sugarcoat it… those two were textbook cucks, destined to lose and lose hard to a man like Clayton.

	The women of the town wanted to see themselves in her, and deep down they were responding to the brutal conqueror making such easy work of the town’s defenses that it made him darkly appealing to them. Julia’s mom stopped short of talking ill of Clayton despite having every reason to do so, which read to Dr. Zebel as her being uncomfortably attracted to Mr. Roberts. So, when her daughter would go through with what she didn’t have the guts to do, her and the women of the town… they would understand.

	As for Clayton? He was a ravenous old beast who no doubt craved the flesh of hot, sexy young women. He’d probably had his eye on Julia since first seeing her, and if he had the chance with her, he would do his best to seal the deal. Hell, he’d palmed Dr. Zebel’s ass during their photo-op… lord knows what he’d do when someone as desirable as the beauty queen was in his clutches.

	But what about Julia? She was so sweet, and so kind, and so unbelievably good and virtuous… people like that didn’t exist. Dr. Zebel went over it again and again, and concluded that such a person could only exist to succumb to the evil of the world. Women like Julia fit perfectly against men like Clayton. Julia had never given Dr. Zebel any indication of a darker nature, but nonetheless, Dr. Zebel knew she’d respond to a man like Clayton. She had all the advantages of the world except one… it was inevitable that she’d come into power at some point in her life. And women like that, when put on display the level of power and superiority they have over their peers… they would take to power as if they’d been waiting for it their entire lives.

	An endlessly fascinating case, Dr. White was happy to jump in and exert some influence, even if Dr. Zebel and her small practice couldn’t exactly provide a major amount of payment for the work required. Agreeing with the other doctor’s conclusion, they worked together to make it a reality.

	A month or so of work was all that was needed, with the rest being nature taking its course. Engineering a scenario to put Julie and Clayton in the same room, they put their faith in the old dinosaur to follow his instincts. To be the rutting animal the two doctors viewed him as.

	From what came out after the fact, the battle between them was a true force of wills, unchecked capitalism versus the optimism of someone who naively thought they saw a better way. But even someone as positive and awesome as her couldn’t shield themselves from the dark appeal his way of life offered. And by the end, the master negotiator ran circles around the young, beautiful woman, convincing her that he was correct, and she was wrong. And the aftermath of this negotiation… it was loud, hot, and sweaty. The college student surrendered to the evil bastard’s wiles, the talented prick using his mighty weapon to make the young woman moan like a cheap fucking slut. So many men had desired the young woman’s hot body and giant, firm boobs… and in the end, the evil old capitalist was the one to finally get his hands on them, even before her current boyfriend. He was the first man to cum all over those perfect tits of hers, coating them with thick fucking cum. And by the end, that beautiful smile of hers was tinged with a satisfied, confident glint of evil, one that could only be imparted upon her by a real bastard like Clayton.

	Now won over to his side, Julia was the perfect person to convince the town to accept Clayton’s generous offer, to take the payment he was proposing and to take the work he was willing to provide. That if they accepted his terms and sold off their land to him, they could trust that he wouldn’t pave over their hometown for the sake of unchecked progress. They believed Julia, because they trusted her. But deep down, they all knew the truth. Seeing her standing next to him, seeing that smug grin on his face, watching his hands get a little too touchy feely with her juicy body… they all knew the score. But they still felt that there was enough good still there in her to shield the town from the worst of it.

	Even when the rumors came out that she and Clayton were a pair, people still believed in her. Even when photos came out of her at his place, sitting on his lap in a jacuzzi, wearing a sinfully tiny bikini that barely contained her enormous breasts… people still trusted her to do the right thing. But at this point, the women of the town were consumed with jealousy, and the men of the city were consuming every new detail of Julia’s downfall with hungry delight, even her boyfriend. Even her father. And when the time came, and nice, sweet Julie was the one to coldly inform the town that Clayton was planning to expand his plant and they all had 30 days to leave, they couldn’t be that shocked. But even though they’d gotten paid for their troubles, even though many had taken work at the plant, even though they’d all surrendered to this fate in so many ways, seeing the evil glint on this gorgeous young woman’s face as she announced that their hometown had been conquered… that was enough to finally make their hearts sink. It didn’t help seeing Clayton’s smug face as his large palm rested shamelessly on Julia’s juicy, firm ass, a statement of victory if there ever was one.

	And as the final bow to this case, Dr. Zebel herself eventually surrendered to Clayton’s influence just as everyone else did. Dr. White assumed correctly that Dr. Zebel was going through the same inner turmoil that she was ascribing to the women of the town, an urge to surrender to the undeniable, as opposed to resisting and failing. And while Dr. Zebel’s reads seemed to make sense, it all could have been projected, the doctor’s own desires being reflected upon those she saw. Perhaps Julia and the town did have a chance, if not for Dr. Zebel’s twisting everything to suit her wicked desires. But it was too late… the town had lost. Julia had surrendered. Everyone had surrendered to Clayton. Dr. Zebel got a job at the plant, a mental health consultant to the employees, as Dr. White suggested she do. After giving Dr. White half her new expanded salary as payment for handling this case, she proceeded to almost immediately give in to her evil boss as so many other had, opting to tongue his sizable balls rather than dare try to resist him. That crooked pig’s life was so much better thanks to Dr. White, and he didn’t even know it.

	That was one of the wilder cases Dr. White had worked on, but her mind soon went to one of her most unusual. A young woman who had been visiting Dr. White as a regular patient posed a complaint that got the doctor’s attention. The patient came across an influencer on Instagram that got her rankles up. This influencer, a woman with an insanely hot body, would post pictures of her naked tits and ass online. Nothing too unusual about that, of course, some good dirty fun. But the angle she took that made her stand out was that this influencer would have other women join her in these photos, lesser women, women who could not measure up, and she would have them pose nude next to her in order to fully display the contrast between them and her. The influencer, her page titled ‘Worship the Goddess’, would have these women display their inferiority, either by showing their smaller breasts compared to the Goddess, or their less shapely asses. Sometimes, she would have them write in marker on themselves to highlight their inferiority, writing things like ‘Flat’ on their bare chest or above their shapeless ass, or ‘Ugly’ with an arrow pointing up at her face. Sometimes, the Goddess would have the other women do things to her, making them worship and highlight her body, sometimes having them rub oil on her delicious frame. The reason these girls would submit to this treatment was, on its surface, to gain followers by announcing their deference to the Goddess. And also, part of it seemed to be an avenue to accept their place on the ladder of women, that they couldn’t measure up to women like the Goddess. In that sense, it was almost therapeutic for them. At least that’s how Dr. White viewed it, but her patient felt differently.

	Dr. White treated this whole thing far more lightly than her patient did, the young woman almost choking on her words on how demeaning this whole thing was, how insane it was that women would subject themselves to this treatment, seemingly offended that such a thing would even exist. Dr. White heard her out patiently, but she pretty quickly surmised the truth of the matter. And a couple months later, thanks to some gentle nudging by the doctor, that brutal truth finally expressed itself.

	Dr. White’s patient finally accepted her place and appeared on the ‘Worship the Goddess’ Insta page, showing her inferior face and body to the world, a body that could not compare in the slightest to the Goddess. Her tiny little tits and bony ass did not match up in any way compared to the Goddess’s massive tits and perfectly shaped ass. And the comment section let her know it, laughing at how pathetic she was, and how disgusting her body looked compared to perfection. There was one picture with her face next to the Goddess’s ass, and every single comment made sure to tell her that they all found the Goddess’s ass far more attractive. Dr. White even slipped in a few especially vicious comments of her own, but there were so many comments that her patient didn’t even notice she’d done so. Her patient was in tears after subjecting herself to this, but more importantly, she was so, SO happy. She felt so freed by this rough yet bracing treatment, feeling a sense of stability in finally knowing her place. Freedom through humiliation.

	She’d spent years trying to meet the societal standards of beauty, and through this brutal treatment she finally accepted that she was lesser, and that some women would always be better than her. Always prettier. Always sexier. Always more appealing to men. Some women would get to spend their lives having incredible sex with handsome, hung men. And some women would only be able to fantasize about such a thing. That was the difference between a goddess and a mere mortal.

	Exposing herself to the world and enduring the bracing, vicious truth ended up being the best therapy possible, just as Dr. White stated it would be. She finally learned her place, and that her best life would involve embracing this truth, and to cede her personal needs for the sake of someone better. A goddess. Worshipping the Goddess would give her real purpose.

	She’d been badmouthing the Goddess in all her previous discussions, but after meeting her, and being in her presence, worshipping the Goddess’s perfect naked body and accepting her inferiority in all respects, she found herself speaking of her in an almost deferential tone, as if she truly was a goddess among mere mortals. She told the doctor she’d already scheduled a follow-up visit.

	Dr. White contacted the Goddess during the process of this whole thing, and she too was impressed by what she saw. Meeting her on more of an even level compared to her patient, they were quickly speaking openly about their chosen fields, the Goddess was very interested in the work Dr. White was doing. Dr. White even flew out so they could talk in person at the Goddess’s invitation. The doctor was impressed enough to bring her on as an outside consultant to aid her social media team in their work, and beyond payment, Dr. White assured her she’d send some broken wives the Goddess’s way to experience her brand of therapy. And to make this deal official, the Goddess welcomed the doctor to join her in the fun on her end, Dr. White posing next to the Goddess, her face hidden from the camera to protect her privacy, standing on an equal plane, on level with the Goddess. And on her knees beneath them was the next woman in line for the Goddess’s humiliation, accepting her place beneath not just one but two goddesses. This experience had Dr. White bouncing around ideas for some alternative treatments of her own… she was just as much of a goddess as the other woman was. Perhaps other women will start treating her that way in the future…

	The last file on Dr. White stack was one from about six months prior. A mom came in concerned about how much sex her son was having, and how recklessly he was just giving it away to these girls. She’d dealt with dozens of cases exactly like this, often enough that she got bored taking the same old approach again and again, opting to mix it up from time-to-time. On this occasion, she found the mom rather interesting, a woman with potential despite her complaints. And on the opposite end, she found the son a rather obnoxious presence… handsome, and a fucking stud… but too cocky for her liking. Opting to take a creative solution to the matter, she utilized hypnotism, getting the son under her hypnotic holds without him even sensing it, installing triggers that would allow her to completely gain power over both his subconscious, and his very big, very powerful cock. That’s right, Dr. White assumed control of the young man’s cock, not allowing him to get any pleasure without her express permission. And again, he didn’t even know it. But she didn’t maintain this control for too long. She had other plans. Explaining to the mom what she’d done, she did so in a fake panic, saying that her hold over him wouldn’t hold for long, and that this was the only chance they had. But the only way for this treatment to really work was if the mom took control over his cock and expressed control over it at all times. Initially shocked by this, she nonetheless responded to the panic in Dr. White’s voice by reluctantly agreeing. It was all bullshit, of course… the hypnotic triggers were rock solid, but the point was to convince the mom to take control over her son’s cock, which she agreed to do. Incest wasn’t in the cards between them at first, but when she took the reigns over her hunky son’s meaty prick, and started naturally testing the limits of that power… things descended to incest very quickly. Through it, the son learned a harsh lesson in discipline, and how reckless he’d been before. And the mom stopped complaining about all the sex her son was having… now that it was her he was having sex with. If she hadn’t said it before, she’ll say it again… Dr. White loved dealing with incest cases. Each one stood out to her, and she could spend all day thinking about them.

	But she didn’t have all day.

	The doctor would often get carried away like this as she reminisced and reviewed old cases, but she was stirred from her crystal-clear memories of all these events by her phone buzzing. Regaining her bearings, a warm fuzzy feeling inside her, she returned to the present. Blinking away the image of her sitting on the file floor looking out the window to the big city, her eyes opened, revealing the fact that she was still sitting at her desk in her office.

	She’d never left.

	Dr. White always knew she had a strong memory. In school, whenever a teacher allowed for a notecard during a test, condensing all the relevant info into one place was enough to etch it into memory, enough so that she never needed to consult the card during the test. As the years went on, and her professional work only got more detailed, her work requiring more and more extensive notetaking, this skill of hers only sharpened. It was only until a few years prior that she realized she didn’t need to consult her notes any more to recall details of her past cases, remembering everything with pretty much crystal clarity. Once she came to terms with this skill, she further honed it, reading about others with similar abilities, learning how to cultivate it and maximize what she could do with it.

	Now… she had a mind palace.

	A perfect recreation of her office, each big and small detail, the files, the notes therein, constructed in her mind. She could access it whenever she wanted. All she needed to do was close her eyes, and it was like she was there. It was so real she could practically feel it.

	Every case she’d worked on, she could recall every vivid detail. If she’d ever looked into a file that was currently upstairs, it was filed into her memory. In fact, the files were probably better organized in her mind than they were in the room above, where her employees were bound to the occasional human error that Dr. White’s mind rarely experienced.

	The file room, its entrances, its specs, the statue constructed of wedding rings, and the vault… it was an exact match to how she just experienced them in her mind palace. She didn’t need to go up there that often, but she liked to, finding the room rather calming. Plus, there were plenty of profiles that end up there without her knowing, so she liked to familiarize herself with all those new faces, committing them to memory.

	It was the ultimate security precaution. The perfect alternative to a digital backup. If a catastrophic event happened to her offices… sure, some irreplaceable items would be lost, but the information… that would live on with her. As long as she was around, so too would her life’s work, until the point it would be ready to be shared with the world. Then… it would live on forever.

	But that’s the forever… then there’s the now.

	She was reminded of the reason she was pulled out of her mind palace. A phone call. She was momentarily annoyed, but it was probably for the best.

	She had work to do.

	Knowing what the message would be regarding without even having to check it, she cleaned up, put her blazer back on, and grabbed her things. Feeling the cases she’d just reviewed slip back onto the well-organized shelves in her mind, she let thoughts of them linger on, hoping these memories would stir up some good ideas as to how to handle the Chad Bethel case.

	And she hoped her team was working as hard as she was.

	 

	 

	 

	(Two Weeks Later)

	Dr. White was the one running late for the big meeting this time, as a patient kept her for a little longer than her allotted time. The patient, a sweet, gorgeous young woman from a conservative family trying to reckon with her sexuality despite everyone in her life trying to convince her to suppress them, was a bit of a challenge. 18 years old, and bursting with need, so kind and so sweet but so HORNY! This was the type of classic patient Dr. White went into this field to help. Based on her descriptions, the doctor diagnosed her pretty quickly as a young woman coming to terms with the fact that she was a lesbian. With the way she looked at some of the women around the office… the hunger in her eyes was obvious. Dr. White planned to keep things on the level and treat her as a good doctor would, guiding her slowly but surely to a place where she could fully admit to herself what her feelings were. But one of her interns, Kenzie, a gorgeous, confident, young woman who also happened to be an aggressive lesbian, had taken quite a shine towards the doc’s patient. Hardworking and good at her job, Dr. White had been really impressed with Kenzie’s work, so the doctor changed course and decided to gift her young patient to her very sexy, girl-loving intern. This would be a mutually beneficial scenario, as Kenzie would show her the ropes, and the patient would gain lots of much needed experience. And she wasn’t gonna force her into anything she didn’t want… she’d simply recommend Kenzie as a mentor for regular advice. Putting them together, she knew nature would take its course. Sparks would fly, no doubt, and the two women would inevitably end up in bed with each other. But this added wrinkle to the case meant more delicate care was required, hence her running a bit late. However, for a night that was truly going to be a long one, a few minutes wouldn’t be a big deal.

	For cases like the Renee/Chad case, ones that involved deep-pocketed clients, they would have all-hands-on-deck meetings about them. Due to the time required to hash out every detail of what would often be intricate schemes to pair two people off, these meetings would take place after the end of the working day. Dr. White often worked long hours, and her interns would try to keep up by following suit. But beyond closing up notes on patients of the day, the majority of after-hours work was devoted to their matchmaking work. With civilians out of the way, it was easier to get shit done by no longer keeping up the facade. With a bunch of sharp, wicked minds working out in the open with no restraints, some beautiful work could be done together. Usually, people would pick out their corners of the office to work, the office a bubble wherein they could bounce ideas around in an open, encouraging environment. But for meetings like this, they would be all together in the big meeting room. Most would start around the table, but eventually, things got less formal, people bouncing around ideas, pacing around the room, having side conversations, tossing a bouncy ball around, brainstorming in whatever way worked for them. With the kitchen typically closed for the night once the 9 to 5 workday was complete, Dr. White would order in food, like Chinese, or Pizza, or sushi. Getting the group to agree on any one thing was a nightmare, so Dr. White would be the sole vote to decide on group meals. The doctor was feeling like Chinese tonight, and she already had one of the newer interns set to take everyone’s order when the time came.

	As she walked into the meeting area, her interns and fellow doctors were all seated in place, awaiting her entrance. And as she moved around the table and settled into her seat, she looked up at the first page of the presentation the interns had cooked up, a PowerPoint compiling all their separate research. One of the younger interns took a sick pleasure out of making the best PowerPoints possible, so she was always the one collecting all the other interns’ information for meetings like this. And Dr. White was already pleased by what she saw. The title slide was adorned with a picture of Chad, probably from a few years prior, a photo clearly taken at a party given the slightly dazed, drunken grin on his face. He had a handsome, boyish face, his mouth turned up in an impetuous grin. His smoothly shorn face added to his youthful appearance, as did his head of shaggy brown hair. Despite that, his hazel eyes possessed a level of depth and soulfulness that implied there might be more going on there beneath the surface.

	But what a surface it was, so it was understandable for any woman to take a look at him and get… distracted. To not really give much mind to the depths of his character and think more about the things a young man like him could do to you. This picture showed him shirtless, putting himself on display. He was tall and lean. His chest was deliciously fit, his arms well-defined and muscular, and his neck had those muscles between it and his shoulders that indicated some real strength. Plus, his torso was shredded with abs so obscenely hot that the doctor just knew that at the stage this picture was taken, he probably relished any excuse to put them on display. That, and the deep-V pointing towards his crotch, drawing your eye to the only part of him covered with clothing in the picture, a pair of thin basketball shorts hanging from his waist, doing a poor job of hiding the fact that his cock was quite stiff when this photo was taken, putting on clear display that his manhood was very, VERY lengthy. Dr. White had the same reaction all the other women in the room did upon seeing this photo, specifically letting themselves admire what they were seeing for far longer than they should before proceeding to business.

	There was a girl next to him in the photo, partially cropped out, a gorgeous young Asian woman dressed in very little. She grinned with devious intent, her fingers digging into his bare shoulder possessively in a manner that indicated she didn’t intend to let him go until she got what she wanted. And given the shiny glittery coating on her large, fleshy breasts, and the fact that some of it had smeared onto Chad’s bare chest communicated the fact that these two had already had a lot of close, intimate contact already. Dr. White surmised this was often the case. Girls, especially at that stage, probably were just throwing themselves at him. He didn’t need to work to get sex. Sex came to him. And if all went well, Dr. White hoped that trend would continue.

	The doctor smiled as she saw the text next to the picture on the first slide. His name, his social media handles, his email address, and even his phone number. This was a good start, having procured this information. Dr. White grinned as she gave a glance at Deandra, a silent gesture to proceed. Rising from her seat, her most trusted intern stood next to the projected presentation, ready to give the run down on their target.

	“Okay, as we all know by now, this is obviously Chad Bethel,” Deandra began, pointing at the picture. ‘By the way, this picture’s from his sophomore year, at some frat party. Just keep that in mind for later.’ She paused and advanced to the next slide, showing a slightly younger Chad, in his high school graduation cap and gown, standing next to his parents. “He was born and raised in a small town just outside Des Moines, Iowa. His dad’s a contractor, and his mother answers phones at a doctor’s office. By all accounts, a quiet and humble upbringing. He was raised in the church, but neither him nor his family were exactly zealots. He had lots of friends. Was well known around town. And, of course, he was the high school quarterback. And even though he played for a small school, his play attracted enough attention to be recruited to USC as a 5-star recruit.” Deandra advanced the presentation to the next slide, showing him in uniform on the football field, poised to throw the ball.

	“His freshman year, he was supposed to be the backup to the fourth-year starter. They started 2-2, and then the starter got injured, so Chad came in to play. And the team took off!” Deandra stated. ‘Nine straight wins to win the conference. Led the team to a Rose Bowl victory over Ohio State. And he was the one who spurred this run. While he was extremely good, his play was, by all accounts, pretty wild.’ She advanced to the next slide, which contained a video of him on the field. She began to describe his style of play as the video illustrated it. “He was athletic, and instead of just hanging back and making the pass, he would run around and dodge tackles until he could make a play. He had a big arm, so he could throw way down the field with shocking precision. Only a few guys were ahead of him in terms of stats, but he was just incredibly exciting to watch on the field, so he got very popular nationwide, leading him to be the runner-up for the Heisman trophy, the award for the best college football player in the country.”

	“The next year, he did just as well, if not better,” she continued. “Even with all the expectations weighing against him, he still succeeded. The defense couldn’t stop him, his numbers were the best in the country, and he was a fluke loss to Oregon away from going undefeated. He was the best QB in college football. But again… he ended up the runner-up for the Heisman. The quarterback for the eventual champs ended up winning over him. It was a bit of a controversy, to be honest. The other QB was the classic pro-style quarterback, playing in the way you’d imagine a quarterback would play. Not the way Chad did, who improvised and shot from the hip and made things happen. This guy was the straight arrow, and Chad was the wild card. Additionally, he said all the right things, but our Chad… he would speak his mind. Refreshingly honest, refreshingly proud of himself, and willing to be brash. Most fans found this quality appealing, but the old fuddy-duddies bristled at this. This is the reason most suspect he didn’t win the Heisman, that he just rubbed the old school football guys the wrong way. But what would come out afterwards was… he was starting to rub his own coaches the wrong way as well.”

	The next slide showed that same photo of Chad as the title slide did, shirtless and grinning at a party.

	“There were interviews that came out about this before the draft, and Chad admitted that the coaches reached a point where they got concerned about him,” Deandra stated. “He was wild on the field… and off. He developed a reputation as a major partier. He had joined a frat, and him and his buddies would drink all the time, and he’d chase girls. This makes sense. A handsome, kind, sweet young man from the Midwest, coming all the way out to a major school, where he suddenly became the most popular guy on campus? It makes sense that he would cut loose. And by all accounts, he did.” She advanced to the next slide, showing a picture of Chad standing next to a gorgeous blonde, one that Dr. White recognized. Deandra’s sister, Porsche.

	“I flew down to campus, to not only poke around for some stories, but to also talk with my sister, Porsche,” Deandra said, nodding at the screen. “Now, they never hooked up, but she’s in Sports Medicine, so they crossed paths. And she knows girls that he did hook up with, so she had some good dirt. By all accounts, he REALLY cut loose those first two years. Partied like crazy. Drank like he couldn’t get enough. And it was an open secret that he was having lots and lots of sex. Coming to this big school, and having girls just throwing themselves at him… he didn’t have it in him to say no. He carved a swath through the female student body, and by most accounts, as good as he was in the football field, he was even better in bed. Porsche had some friends that fucked him, and they all spoke rather glowingly about the experience. They said he had the talent and the equipment to do the job, and due to his humble backgrounds, he was happy enough to sit back and let the girls do whatever the hell they wanted with him. They said his stamina was unreal, he could fuck like a freight train, and his loads were massive! And if you doubt my sources…”

	She flipped to the next slide, showing a selfie a college girl took late at night, lying in bed next to a sleeping Chad Bethel. Taking this photo both as proof of this encounter, she had flipped the sheet off of the naked young man next to her, revealing his throbbingly hard cock to the camera. She gripped the base of it, her fingers barely able to get around it as she hefted It, pointing it upwards, the smooth underside exposed to the camera. His dick was huge, easily nine inches and perhaps even longer, as thick as her wrist, and ready for action. The perfectly shaped head of his beefy dick was an angry red… as soon as that poor young man woke up, the pressure built up in his system would be so intense that he would have to fuck again almost immediately. As her hand gripped his massive member, her palm pressed against his smooth, heavy sack and swollen balls, showing that he always had some ammo in the chamber. The reaction among the women in the boardroom to this photo was audible, some envious that they were passing off this prime hunk of man to a woman double his age. But that was the job.

	“Chad never was in any committed relationship… just enjoying the ride,” Deandra said with a grin. “He was happy to just fuck and fuck and FUCK! And as he got wilder on the field, his behavior escalated off of it, and his coaches were worried about him. He was partying harder. He was drinking more. He was fucking two girls at a time. And not just that… he was on the verge of progressing beyond easy college girls… progressing to women. The rumor was that some girls caught him having a flirty conversation with one of his hot professors… some even said they saw them having dinner together, and she was wearing a very low-cut dress… They left separately, but she was clearly working up to fucking him. But, before anything happened, the coaching staff staged an intervention.”

	The next slide showed Chad standing next to the coaching staff, the photo taken from some article.

	“They were worried about him. That he was getting out of control. That he would get himself in trouble, not just all the hooking up with girls, but the drinking and partying. He had shown up to some team event not in the best condition, and they felt they needed to intervene for his sake. For his future.” Deandra stated. “It took some work to convince him, but they got through to him. They encouraged him to enter a rehabilitation program, a religious-based one. And that’s where he met his future wife, Jeanie. She worked as part of the program.”

	The next slide showed him and Jeanie standing next to each other. Taking a look at Jeanie, the story checked out. A pretty young woman, maybe a year or two older than Chad, she had eyes that belied her caring nature and kind heart. She had long, platinum blond hair hanging down past her shoulders, a pale but smooth complexion, and a warm smile. She was dressed conservatively, a blue pullover sweater over a matching top, a long skirt down to her knees and plain but nice flats on her feet. Around her neck dangled a necklace with a cross, the glimmering bauble standing out against the dark material of her top. Physically, she seemed in good shape. That being said, she was slim where it counted, specifically a rather flat chest.

	Dr. White sat back and studied her image. This girl… she was no wilting flower. Despite the kindness in her eyes, there was a certain knowing sharpness there. Dr. White sensed that she wasn’t stupid. She stood next to Chad in this photo, standing close in a manner that appeared as if she was guarding him. Shielding him from anyone that might lead him astray. She would be an obstacle that would have to be dealt with. A major part of getting to Chad would be getting around her. And that would be a challenge.

	“What does she do now?” Dr. White asked, interjecting. Caught a bit off guard, Deandra was nonetheless ready with a response.

	“She’s a nurse. An ICU nurse. A good one, from the sounds of it,” Deandra began. “She started taking classes while still in high school, and has been working regularly in busy hospitals for years now. She just transferred up to one of the big hospitals here in town.” Dr. White nodded at this, jotting it down in her notes.

	“Continue,” Dr. White urged her, not even looking up as she continued scribbling in her notes.

	“Okay, so anyways…” Deandra resumed. “The rehab program worked hard on him. From what it sounds like, he did his best to reject the lessons they were trying to impart on him. But they eventually got through to him. He got clean of booze, he stopped partying, stopped hooking up with any girl he could find, and got on the straight and narrow.”

	“Wait… that rehab program,” Dr. White stated. “Tracy… you looked into that, right?”

	“I did,” replied Tracy crisply, a young ambitious Asian woman who Dr. White personally recruited to her team a year or two prior. The gorgeous young woman was working as a personal assistant to a woman Dr. White met during the course of a case. Impressed by Tracy’s work ethic, Dr. White offered her a job. Tracy didn’t give any outward indication that she would be open-minded to the type of work Dr. White plied in, but she took to it like a fish, applying the same dedication to this job as she did her last. She was one of Dr. White’s fastest rising recruits. “I’ve already put in a few calls to some other people who’ve been through the program. And I found every bit of public-facing information about them, both through the press and what they put out there. I put together a file, actually, with everything we need to know…” Tracy said, holding up a thick manilla folder.

	“Perfect,” Dr. White replied, impressed. “We’ll definitely get more into that later.” Turning back to Deandra, she gestured for her to continue.

	“So, in the process of working together through his treatment in this rehab program, Chad and Jeanie here fell in love. That kind of treatment can be rather… intimate. You expose yourself completely to someone… that leaves you vulnerable, if you’re not aware.” Deandra gave Dr. White a knowing glimpse as the interns around the table grinned knowingly. “It’s not encouraged to let a relationship form in this program, especially between one of the patients and one of the people who worked for them. But no one was complaining because it worked for him. There was a lot of pressure to get Chad on the straight and narrow, from the team and the university. At Jeanie’s encouragement, Chad rediscovered the church, and started going every week with her. And the results showed…”

	Standing next to Jeanie in the photo, the contrast between the first picture and this one was striking. The first one was an image of unchecked hedonism. This one… he was cleaned up. Dressed in a nice pair of pants, a tucked in blue polo shirt, his hair cleaned up and well-groomed, he looked the image of the clean-cut athlete the school wanted him to be. But the smile on his face looked a little less happy… a little more reserved.

	“The difference on the field was noticeable,” Deandra resumed. “Instead of running around and playing wild, he inhabited the traditional quarterback role, trying to play like a pro QB would. His numbers were down, he had less highlights, but by all projections, he was becoming a better pro prospect. His future was brighter. He even cooled it with speaking his mind in post-game interviews, falling back into the old cliches that you hear a million times from every other athlete. The school, the coaches, and Jeanie… they’d all gotten him to fit in the mold they wanted for him, one of a classic quarterback. And it seemingly paid off. Even though his stats weren’t quite as impressive as they once were, he finally fit the image they wanted of him, so he became the number one draft pick in the draft. But some football experts are skeptical… they say he could be a solid quarterback, but that a little of that wild streak he used to have is exactly what he needs to stand out. But he should be fine… he’s got it all, right? Famous. Highly regarded. Number one draft pick. Married to a pretty girl…” she began, flipping to the next slide. It showed video of him at the draft, getting a handshake and a team hat from the commissioner before posing next to him. “But he just doesn’t seem quite as satisfied as he should be.” It was true. He had that same half-grin as he did in that photo with Jeanie, lacking the unfettered excitement as that very first one. A pause fell in the conversation. The slideshow was at an end, and the doctor was wondering if there was anything else to bring up.

	“Did we end up finding any previous clients that might be able to help us out?” Dr. White inquired. Deandra’s eyes went slightly wide, realizing they’d glossed over that fact. But Jordan, the former ‘breastaurant’ waitress, the one Dr. White assigned to look into this fact, jumped in.

	“Actually, yes!” she volunteered, flipping through her notes. Finding the pertinent information, she spoke up. “The woman who worked for the Warriors, the friend of your friend, Stacy?”

	“Cordelia?” Dr. White replied. Jordan nodded.

	“Yes. She took an office job with the Niners about a month ago. I think she works in HR,” Jordan told her.

	“Anyone else?” Dr. White asked.

	“Afraid not,” Jordan replied. “Nothing relevant enough to help us out.” Dr. White sighed and nodded.

	“Anything else we didn’t already discuss before we start brainstorming?” Dr. White asked. A long heavy silence in the room, this group searching their notes for anything they’d missed. After a minute of this, Dr. White took the wheel.

	“Alright…” Dr. White stated loudly and firmly. “Let’s get to work.”

	 

	 

	 

	It was just past 11 at night when the meeting wrapped up. The table was strewn with empty Chinese food containers, empty craft beers, and a few empty wine bottles. The main white board in the room started off clean, but it was scuffed up with the remnants of failed ideas lost in the storm of creativity. But a detailed plan had finally been agreed upon. Not everyone loved the plan, but it was the best one they could put together given what they knew. Everyone knew their part to play, some whose jobs were far more important than others. And as they each packed up to leave, some still had questions. Dr. White was interrupted from sending out a text on her phone by an intern’s inquisition.

	“I’m sorry, but I really don’t think Cordelia will be able to do this…” Jordan pointed out. Dr. White, exhausted, her clothes slightly askew after a long evening, didn’t have the patience to discuss this.

	“Just… just make it happen,” the doctor replied, rubbing her forehead. She knew the way to get all this shit done herself, but she had to delegate some of these smaller tasks as opposed to stretching herself too thin. In lieu of having 50 clones of herself to achieve some of the high-level of work that only someone as brilliant as her could, a prospect that sounded very appealing in times like this, she had to remind herself to not take it out on her employees. Taking a pause, she spoke quickly, trying to explain the right way to get the job done. “She’s good at her job, but she is smart enough not to take risks unless she is sure she could achieve the right outcome. She’ll be willing to help, but you might need to lean on her to actually get her to do what we need of her. Remind her of all we did for her, and all the happiness we helped bring her. And if you try all that and it still doesn’t work, then bring me in.” Jordan smiled, nodded, and thanked the doctor. Dr. White took about three more steps before Olivia got her attention.

	“Dr. White, should I wait till the plan is really going before reaching out to ‘Sisters of Sin’, or should I..” the ex-porn star stopped speaking, the doctor shaking her head visibly before she could finish.

	“No, contact them now,” Dr. White stated firmly. “I want the seed planted as soon as possible, so when the time comes, it’s already taken root.” Olivia nodded before smiling.

	“Joanie’s gonna want something in return,” Olivia said, knowing her former employer well. Dr. White grinned.

	“Well, I doubt he’ll be wearing a ‘Sisters of Sin’ patch on his jersey, but we might be able to arrange a shout-out. That’s of course if we get the job done, which is predicated on them helping us out, so get right on it,” Dr. White explained, calmly but with authority. Oliva nodded and stepped aside.

	Dr. White was able to finally get out of the meeting room, only barraged by simple conversation and kind wishes for a good night as she did so. Ashley was her final obstacle remaining. She’d waited in the office for Dr. White’s meeting to end, taking the opportunity to match the doctor’s stride, handing off a couple files that were in dire need of Dr. White’s signature. Once that was done, she was in the clear. Finally, Dr. White reached her office again, shutting out all the noise behind her and cherishing a few moments of silence. Placing her notes on her desk and closing up things for the night, she took a pause to close her eyes, exhale, and take a brief moment to herself. She glanced out the window, the city now shrouded in darkness, the lights shining in the inky black night. Her eyes caught a glimpse of a church off in the distance, the cross lit up by spotlights. An idea hit the doctor.

	Turning back around to face her desk, she unlocked a side drawer, revealing its contents, trinkets she’d gathered over the years that had proved useful in the course of her work. Digging her nimble fingers through the morass of items, she hooked her fingers around a thin chain and pulled it, revealing a shining silver necklace adorned with a cross. She studied it for a few moments before placing it back on top where she could easily find it. She doubted Renee had one of her own, and she’d need it to sell the plan they had in mind. Dr. White was sure Renee would hate wearing such a thing, but if she wanted to land a guy like Chad, she needed to put in the work.

	That’s what made Dr. White nervous about this plan. It was the best idea they had, but it would put a lot of the weight on Renee to carry it out, more than Dr. White would prefer. The doc had hoped that her team would come up with a plan that would get Chad right up to the goal-line, requiring only the slightest push by Renee to get him over it. This way, they were handing Renee the ball with a lot of yardage to go… Dr. White didn’t love that aspect of it, but they didn’t have any better ideas. Opportunities with Chad were limited… the only way to do it was to put a lot of the pressure on the older woman. Dr. White would be getting Renee in the office in a day or two to explain the plan… she was certain that the older woman would balk at the work required of her… The doctor could only hope she had what it took to put up an act and keep it up for as long as it took to sack the quarterback.

	The other docs and a sizable number of the interns had already left by the time Dr. White reemerged, the sounds of her heels clicking on the floor echoing in the silence. But she wasn’t alone, as some like Ashley refused to leave until the doctor did. Plenty of the interns were sticking around, already working on the assignments the doctor had given them. Some liked working late into the evening, preferring the silence, sometimes even crashing here for the night. Dr. White couldn’t blame them for seeking out the peace and quiet, and part of her didn’t want to leave until every little detail was hashed out and finalized, but she had to maintain a certain distance from her employees to maintain her authority as the boss. She’d learned over the years that she had to be the authority figure, and accept the privileges that came with that position. She had to always go home at night, to her incredible house, her nice big bed… and often a hunk to join her. She had to delegate and trust her employees, leaving them behind in the office to work, despite knowing that she could easily do the work they were doing far more effectively.

	Due to the sensitive nature of her job, they’d hired a few security guards, big strong bouncers to dissuade any unwanted visitors. They were massive mountains of men, but they weren’t stupid, and they’d probably been able to glean that something off-the-books was going on here. But they never questioned a thing, quickly offering up the kind of loyalty you would want from men in that position. As Dr. White descended the stairs to the first floor of the office, her favorite security guard, Roderick, made sure to catch her gaze. A gigantic, muscular, barrel-chested black man, he was in truth a total softie, always there with a smile and a charming line. Only a year or two older than Dr. White, he’d taken on an almost older brotherly role to the doctor, keeping an eye on her, doing his best to do the job right, and sometimes volunteering for some private protection work on the side, accompanying the doctor to some very sensitive meetings.

	“Late night, doc?” he asked, opening the door for the doctor. She grinned and nodded.

	“You could say that,” she replied, exhausted.

	“Done for the night, I hope?” he asked. Dr. White nodded again.

	“I’ll walk you down,” he offered. Leaving his fellow guard behind at the door, he accompanied Dr. White into the elevator as they rode down to the first floor. He didn’t like her being on her own this late at night in this big building, so he stayed by her side all the way out the front of the building till he could hand her off to an equally trusted figure.

	“Goodnight!” she told Roderick, leaning up to hug him, giving him an extra tight one as a reward so he could really feel her big tits against his chest. Parting ways for the night, she turned to face Gerald, her driver, ready at all hours, another man fully devoted to his job and to Dr. White.

	“Long night?” he asked. Letting a little more exhaustion show in front of him, her heavy lids struggled to stay fully open as she looked up at him, handing off her stuff to him to pack in the trunk.

	“You have no idea,” she replied.

	“Big case?” he asked.

	“Spent all night working on it?” he asked as they settled into the car. She nodded as he looked back. “Think it’ll work?” he followed up. Exhaling and shrugging her shoulders, she betrayed a little doubt.

	“We’ll see…” she replied, her head falling back as he began driving. The plan would work. It was a good one.

	It would just be up to Renee to get the job done.
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	It had been an eventful past five years for Chad Bethel, and lying back in his hotel room, after a long day at training camp, he had reason to feel reflective as he looked back. The fame, the glory, the wars on the football field. The attention of the sports world both on and off of the field. Going from being a no name farm boy from Iowa to the biggest college football star in the nation, then the top pick in the draft, and then a week later getting married to the girl he loved… it had been a busy few years for the young athlete.

	But the more things changed, the more they stayed the same.

	Five years prior, he’d often be camped out in his dark, quiet bedroom till all hours of the night, ending his evening with a nice relaxing wank while watching porn on his laptop. That’s not to say he didn’t have an active social life back then. He had had a ton of friends, and he would go to parties, but his hometown in Iowa didn’t exactly have the most active social scene in the world. So, most nights would end this way, at home, alone, his eyes glued to the delightful pornographic filth the internet could provide. And now, five years later, after all the glitz and glamour, here he was, all alone, cock in hand, ending his night doing the exact same thing.

	Training camp was pretty intense, even for someone in as good of shape as Chad. The camp was a healthy distance outside of town, free of distractions so the players could only focus on football, just as the coaches liked. They housed the players at a nearby hotel, each athlete with their own room. They had curfews, and they really didn’t encourage people to leave the area. They fed you at the hotel, and gave you enough supplies to get by. They wanted you focused entirely on football. When you were on the field, you were focused on football. When you were at the hotel, they wanted you to focus on football, using your free time to study the playbook and memorize it. It was all football, all the time, and they weren’t there to make it comfortable for you.

	That being said, the hotel room wasn’t bad. The rumor was that a few years prior, the old-fashioned coaches made the players stay in sparse dorm rooms. No TV. No internet. No phones. Nothing. If they had their way, you wouldn’t have a single thing to distract you from what this was all about: Football. Compared to that, the comfy hotel room, with a nice big bed, a large TV, and speedy internet wasn’t bad. You got to have your phone, but you had to leave it in the room during the day. That was nice in comparison to how it used to be, but it didn’t line exactly up with Chad’s schedule. His wife, Jeanie, just transferred to the local hospital, so she was working nights. This meant that when he was free, she wasn’t, and vice versa, reducing their communications to a few stray texts back and forth whenever either could manage to do so. Because of this, when his brain had enough football for one day, he had nothing to distract him other than shitty summer television shows and the internet. And with nothing on television worth paying attention to, he would lay back and revert back to his old ways, scrolling through the internet until it was well past dark. And he would inevitably end his nights the same way he would back in high school.

	With a nice, relaxing wank.

	Chad used to be a bit of a porn fiend in his younger years. Living in a relatively conservative area, sex was heavily discouraged, so even someone like him who was one of the most popular guys in school wasn’t exactly getting a ton of action. He was no virgin, having a few tentative moments at a party with his high school girlfriend, but that wasn’t enough for a young man bursting with need. So, for the most part, he found refuge in porn, getting his rocks off just so he could think straight. He got really into it, knowing the places to find the best stuff, knowing the porn stars’ names, and developing a wide swath of favorites, the women who were especially effective at getting him off. For a few years, this was his nightly ritual.

	But then he went to college and found himself surrounded by girls who were very eager to have sex with the popular young athlete, and he suddenly didn’t need the outlet that porn provided him. His habit fell by the wayside as he found himself drowning in coed pussy, and when he moved beyond that stuff and met Jeanie… let’s just say porn was discouraged by both her and the church-based rehab program he took part of that steered him away from his parting ways. And as his relationship with Jeanie became serious, looking at porn felt so unseemly to the lovestruck young man. The church had successful tainted porn for him, and he didn’t really have the urge to dive back into it, the whole thing feeling like a hobby best left to his teenage self. And plus, if Jeanie ever caught him looking at that shit, she would freak out.

	But then a lot of things happened at once. Away from Jeanie for training camp, he found himself without an outlet for his desires for the first time in years. And with his newfound fame, he had a lot of companies reaching out to him on social media for sweetheart deals to hype their brands. He left most of that stuff to his agent, but in the condition he was in, one offer caught his eye.

	A porn studio named “Sisters of Sin” privately DM’d him, offering him a free, no strings attached, secret, lifetime account to their most popular website. No stranger to the internet game, he was not one to be duped easily by an offer like this, figuring it was some phishing attempt. But looking into it, the offer seemed legit, coming from the studio’s official account. Under normal circumstances, he never would have pursued it. But with him being away from home, away from his new wife, his heavy nuts filled to the brim… let’s just say his judgement was a bit clouded. Replying to their message, he worked out the details in private, and with barely any work at all, he’d gained free unencumbered access to one of the most popular porn websites on the planet.

	Even in his most fervent porn watching days, he found the concept of signing up for porn unnecessary, as there were just heaping amounts of free stuff out there to watch with no issue. But having easy access to a treasure trove of pure, undistilled, ultra-high-def porn starring the best of the best pornstars, a site that he could access with little effort whatsoever… it was quite nice compared to risking getting infected with spyware watching potato footage of a really good scene with watermarks pasted all over it. When he gained access to the site and saw all the high-end footage available to him at one click… his eyes went wide at the possibilities just as they did five years prior when he was first exploring this world.

	As strange as it sounded, it was oddly nice seeing a bunch of familiar faces again, even if they were porn stars. With how crazy the world was, it was nice to see these women still at it. The site he had been granted access to was a MILF themed site, so the younger women who he used to watch had now graduated to MILF scenes, and the women who were already MILFs five years ago had all somehow gotten even hotter in the interim.

	He still remembered his early days traversing into the world of porn. Growing up where he did, he was surrounded by girls who dressed conservatively, who went to church, who saw sex as a thing to be scared of. And the adult women in his community, for the most part, were not exactly paragons of sexual vitality. So, staring into this online world that seemed so foreign, filled with women dressed in little to nothing, who had excessive curves in all the right places and were so confident with sex as to not just take it but demand it from men… it was thrilling! It was exciting! He couldn’t get enough, becoming an avid watcher for years until he cleaned up his life. But, like a reformed alcoholic taking his first drink in years, that relapse tasted extra sweet. And it was extra potent. Out on his own, away from home, dipping his toe back into it after years away… the porn just hit harder.

	It wasn’t just that it was enough to get him off and clear his head… this shit was high end, high quality extra nasty shit that scratched an itch in just the right way. It had been five years since he last dove into porn… maybe it was just because he was returning to this old vice of his, but it seemed far nastier and far more wicked than it used to be. The women were hotter, the sex filthier, and their bodies… they were absolutely obscene! It was incredible.

	Maybe it was just because they were MILFs…

	It was a hunger that had been stirred to life within him in those formative younger years thanks to porn. In his narrow, conservative upbringing, he’d never looked beyond the girls his age for the longest time. But it wasn’t until he got in porn, and saw how MILFs were treated as the ultimate, the absolute best… that’s when his tastes began to evolve. He quickly realized the pedestal these older women were put on was fitting. The MILF scenes were better. Their tits, bigger and fleshier. Their asses, rounder and juicier. The sex they took part in… hotter, sweatier, and just so fucking nasty in all the best ways. Early on, he spread the wealth, watching scenes with all types of women as well as MILFs, but he couldn’t deny the extra thrill these older women added to the scenes they were in.

	There was just something about them. Older women were supposed to be more composed, more mature, evolved past the immature all-consuming need for sex. To see them being so nasty, so slutty, so horny… it was extra thrilling. And for these older women, these moms, to have tits that were even more massive and better than their younger peers, and to have perfect firm asses that could take even more intense action than just standard fucking… it just clicked with Chad. But at that point in his slightly younger days, it was merely a ripple in the lake of his desires, only making noise around the edges of it. These MILFs… you don’t meet women like that in real life. They were something of fantasy… and that was all that they’d remain. He wasn’t thinking about MILFs after he was done and his browser was closed. He wasn’t weighing one type of women above another, and he wasn’t thinking about MILFs any more than any other type of woman. At that point, being so bursting with need, just about any reputable porn with hot women would get the job done.

	But as he went to college, and he finally gained an outlet for his desires and started hooking up with lots of girls, he gained the confidence to start trying new things, specializing his tastes, exploring the waters of lust that he’d finally dipped his toes in. He wanted to swim around a bit, and possibly explore those far off edges that he hadn’t drilled into. Dabbling with all sorts of girls, his tastes were expanding. He did all sorts of different things, multiple girls at a time, different types of fucking, his skills getting better the more he went at it, only causing him to want to seek out the next big thrill. New itches began rising to the surface that needed to be scratched. He needed something different. Something new. Something beyond these sexy, hotter than hot coeds who were throwing themselves at him. His eyes began to wander past college girls.

	And onto older women.

	He had this one professor… God, she did it for him in the worst way. Professor Albright… fuck, she was so fucking hot! A tightly wound brunette whose stern, withering gaze was just as nut-busting as her massive rack. She taught a business class he took, and he just couldn’t get over how sexy she was to the point of struggling to pay attention to her in class. Even though her outfits were professional in terms of coverage… they were also quite snug, the older woman often wearing tight skirts and figure-hugging cotton tops. They covered her up, but in another sense, they let you see everything. You got to appraise her full, shapely ass. You got to admire the delicious shape of her massive, firm boobs. She kept her dark hair pulled back tightly, and her glasses only highlighted her stern, fiery eyes. So many professors in college were deferential to Chad, the star quarterback. But Professor Albright didn’t seem terribly impressed by him, one of the few who didn’t tolerate any of his bullshit, not letting him get away with anything. She pushed back at him in a way few had the nerve to do, and he frankly admired that fact. She didn’t seem intimidated by him in the slightest, and that made her infinitely hotter in his mind.

	Professor Albright didn’t dominate his focus, as he was hooking up with plenty of girls during the time he was taking her course. But unlike most of those girls, this professor that was 20 years older than him stuck in his mind. He wanted to get her in pants more than anything. Her treatment of him in class only motivated him to win her affection, forcing him to put in the work that a lot of his other classes didn’t require of him. That came with great effort, as her no-bullshit attitude made her seem impossible to win over. Even as his grades improved, her gaze at him in class remained unimpressed. His efforts to chat her up in any manner were met with deaf ears, the professor staring at him coldly until he gave up. He feared her more than any coach, and that made her even more of a tempting figure. The brash young athlete wanted to make the ice queen moan.

	With the boldness that only the star quarterback could ever possess, Chad shot his shot. Visiting her during office hours the week before finals, her took the opportunity not to ask her any questions about the class but instead ask her on a date, explaining what he would treat her to, flirting with her in a very boyish manner and promising her that she would have an amazing time if she said yes. The stare she gave him in return would make most men crumble, but not Chad, confident enough to not second-guess himself. He wagered that there was a fire to her, something beneath the surface that you had to work to get at. And he was doing the work, banking on the fact that hidden behind her tightly wound exterior was a sex-kitten waiting to be tamed. She said nothing in response, prompting him to propose a deal, that if he got an A on the final, she would then agree to a date. She shook her head and betrayed the smallest smirk at the gall of this young man, but he took that as a yes, not even waiting for an answer.

	Studying his ass off, he torched through the final, a hail Mary attempt to get in Professor Albright’s pants. An A on the final would give him a B in her class, but he hoped that B would give him a shot at her A.

	The thing he didn’t account for was that they had no reason to see each other once the final was done, so he had no way to press the issue short of chasing after her during office hours, which even he knew would come across as desperate in a manner that would be unappealing to the icy older woman. No, he had to play it cool. He checked his grades once they were posted, and the A he saw as the grade on his final confirmed he’d lived up to his part of the deal.

	And Professor Albright lived up to hers, sending him an email with a time, a place, and nothing else.

	It was a date.

	Dressed to impress his MILF teacher, he had to drive well outside of town to meet her at the restaurant she’d dictated they meet at, an attempt to escape any prying eyes. It was a somewhat ritzy place, the type you’d only hear about on the food channel. For as confident as he was by this point, perhaps overconfident considering just how many girls he’d hooked up with in the last few years, even he was nervous to face down with Professor Albright.

	And he had good reason to be.

	His youthful bravado caught in his throat when he first laid eyes upon her. His hot MILF professor was dressed to kill. Her conservative clothing was left behind, and in its place a figure-hugging black dress that left nothing to the imagination. The neckline was PLUNGING, diving down to below her breasts, showcasing practically the full expanse of her sizable cleavage. Her boobs had never looked more gigantic, stuffed into the tight dress, bursting out from within. Chad still remembered every detail about the inner hemispheres of her massive globes, pressed against each other in a mouthwatering fashion, the smooth flesh jiggling ever so slightly every time she moved. With a dress like that, she was clearly not wearing a bra, as further evidenced by the indents from her nipples, stiff but not rock hard. Tentatively stiff, and any further progress in that regard would be dictated by how the date went. She wore a dangly necklace, the shiny bauble resting at the upper delta of her cleavage, ensuring that your attention would be drawn to her chest. Her arms were bare, the dress held by up black straps digging into the creamy pale skin at her shoulders. Her perennially pulled back hair was let down, and she’d replaced her bookish glasses with a more stylish pair.

	As she stood up to welcome Chad, he got to admire her lower half. Unlike the conservative hemline her dresses stuck to in class, this dress ended halfway down her thighs, leaving her long, smooth legs exposed and her firm calves on display. On her feet were an expensive looking pair of black high heels. The material of the dress clung to her firm, juicy ass, highlighting its immaculate shape.

	The one thing about her that didn’t change one iota was her attitude. Even as they sat across from each other for what was undeniably a date, she gave him the same withering attitude and dismissive, unimpressed glare as he tried to turn the charm on. It was enough to shake his confidence. He couldn’t get beyond the most surface level conversation with her. She didn’t seem the least bit interested in small talk.

	He didn’t know what to make of her. Was she toying with him? Was this a game for her or something? But if she was just messing with him… why go as far as to accept the date? Why dress up like this in a manner as if sex was very much on the table if she continued to treat him with this same cold disinterest? You wouldn’t do all that unless… unless sex was a definite possibility. Perhaps that’s what she was in this for. Not for any personal connection. Not for any particular affection she had for Chad. Perhaps his reputation as one of the biggest studs at the school proceeded him, reaching the faculty.

	Perhaps she was just in this for sex.

	With all else failing, he steered the conversation in that direction. With how much experience he’d gained with girls, he knew when they had intentions of taking him to the bedroom, and he knew how to expedite proceedings to reach that point. So, he did the same here, being more blatant about his hopes for the night. And it was here that she finally perked up, betraying a small grin and responding with the same spirit. Here she was, this otherwise classy older woman across from him, sipping her wine with her boobs practically hanging out, going back and forth with some heavy flirting. If he doubted that she wasn’t responding, he could see her nipples getting noticeably stiffer as the night went on. Also as noticeable was her bare foot jammed firmly against his cock, her toes teasing him to full stiffness through his pants. When he laid it all out in the open, and questioned whether it was okay for a professor to have sex with one of their students, she replied.

	“As long as you’re not my student anymore, I don’t see any issue with us taking part in some casual fucking.”

	That line had stuck with him in the years since, the memory of it always getting him to full hardness. It did the same that night, too, and it seemed like things between them could only end up one way.

	Alas, fate was against him that night.

	People began noticing him, recognizing the famous star college quarterback, and eyeing his date with intrigue. Some people took pictures from afar, unknowingly catching evidence of this illicit professor/student date. And as fun as it was to imagine there being no issue to this dalliance between the two, the older woman’s practical side couldn’t be ignored. Her foot left his throbbing crotch. The lusty tenor of the conversation toned down. She shielded her exposed chest from outside observers.

	The moment was lost.

	They left separately that night, too many eyes on them to take things any further. He almost changed her mind, as the darkness of the parking lot afforded them an opportunity for a steamy make out session, their lips locked, trading spit, tongues mashed against each other, his hands on her ass as one of hers greedily felt up his bulging crotch. But a nearby presence soon ruined the moment, and she gained enough self-control to put a stop to it for the night, stepping into her own car and zooming off before she changed her mind. He was steamed at the date ending this way. Her fingers were literally on his zipper when someone made that noise. They were that close to taking things to the next level. He was so damn close to getting that smoking hot MILF out of her clothes and onto his dick, and circumstances had worked against that. It was so much worse getting a taste of it, knowing sex was on the table before having it pulled away. It wasn’t all for naught, as she sent him a text later that night saying they should do it again and soon. In fact, her words were:

	“Our next date should be more private… perhaps at my place. And instead of it being another dinner date, it should be a hot, sweaty, rip off our clothes kind of date.”

	Chad stroked himself stupid to the prospect, that he was so close to getting full access to that body of hers, her text enough to stop him from texting a booty-call from a hookup. The idea of Professor Albright ended up being far more appealing to him that night. In the week or two afterward, he really threw himself into the party scene, fucking more than his fair share of girls in the meantime, going wild. And each time, it was Professor Albright in his mind that he was fucking. He couldn’t wait for the day to make that fantasy a reality.

	Unfortunately, that dream hookup never happened.

	This extra surge of partying and MILF-fueled mindless sex was the straw that broke the camel’s back. His coaches had been concerned about his behavior, and they staged an intervention. Once that happened, the partying stopped, and the private time with random girls ceased. From there, he met Jeanie and committed himself to her, he got reformed, he rededicated himself to the church. And he was a whole new man. He was happy with all that, of course. This series of events allowed him to see the mark his behavior was leaving on his character, and once freed from it he appreciated the clarity.

	That being said, he wished all that would have happened like a week later, after he sealed the deal with Professor Albright, just so he could have just scratched that itch back then and just have been done with it.

	He never saw the professor in person again. One of the rules for the early part of the program he entered was to surrender his phone while he was in treatment. It was in those few weeks that she texted him a few times, seeking out the lusty sex she wanted from him. But he never replied… because he simply couldn’t while in treatment. Eventually, word got out that he was in a rehab program, and she backed off, sensing she’d missed her opportunity to get to him. There were too many people between them now, people who were too invested in his success to let him slip into bed with a MILF like her and throw all his progress away for one night of lusty passion. By the time he saw her messages, he was too far down a different path to engage with her. Due to his lack of response, she backed off. At least she did for a couple years, until a few months prior, right after he got drafted to the pros, congratulating him on his success, which he replied with a simple, succinct, “Thanks.” And that alone would have been nice, a measured, mature discussion between two adults who’d almost made a silly mistake years prior.

	But then she followed it up with a selfie of her wearing a very low-cut sweater, showcasing a fault line of tender cleavage, before stating that her previous offer from years ago for a second date still stood, and that if he ever ended up around campus again, he should seek her out. He examined the photo she sent, his eyes locked in her cleavage for far too long before opting to delete the message, removing any trace of his former teacher’s lusty treatise towards him.

	Because if Jeanie found it, she would freak out.

	Through his period of growth in the program, he and Jeanie developed a relationship built on complete trust, and part of that was having no secrets from each other. And a big part of that was that she knew the passcode for his phone, and he knew hers. He never really felt the need to check out her phone, but she would use his on occasion. And sometimes, due to his history, she would clearly be inspecting his phone to make sure he wasn’t trying to hide something from her. So… he couldn’t leave any tracks for her to find. Even the tiniest little hint of him doing something untoward would cause her to get upset. Some of his former hookups would reach out to him on occasion, and he’d learned to erase any instance of that before Jeanie noticed. So, that photo of Professor Albright would just have to live in his memory, like so many other teasing photos that had been sent to him over the last couple years.

	Chad would have probably to do the same with this MILF porn website eventually, as Jeanie would hop on some of his other devices as well from time to time, but he really didn’t want to. He loved his wife, and he appreciated her dedication to ensuring he didn’t stray from the path. But… everyone needed their own secrets. Their own private secluded spot, out of view from even your spouse. Nothing bad would happen there, nothing damaging, nothing that would change your nature or lead you down the wrong road… but someplace of your own to scratch certain itches.

	And his private alcove would be this paradise of gorgeous naked MILFs.

	This shit was too damn good to just ignore. Too damn effective at getting him off to just toss aside. All those MILFy bodies… all those older women doing such filthy things… he knew he shouldn’t be looking at this stuff anymore, but once he dipped his toe back into it, he couldn’t stop himself. And besides… a football player would be away from home most of the season… a site like this might help keep his head clear and protect him from the type of temptations being away from home and on his own may force upon him. So, in that sense, it might be a healthy outlet.

	He’d never been able to fully shake this fascination with older women. It had first pinged onto his radar back in high school, enough to plant a seed. And that seed had bloomed in college, leading him to a full-on brush against a confident, sexy older woman, a missed connection that came very, VERY close to happening. And that moment remained buried for years, far from the top of his mind as moved on from it and grew as a person, only for this oasis of older women to appear unbidden in front of him, causing that long lost itch within him to appear again. This fascination just kept reoccurring, over and over again, as if calling out to him.

	He wondered what that meant.

	But he was not one to self-analyze in that manner. And even if there was a deeper meaning, it didn’t really matter. Everyone had their fetishes, their kinks… his wife surely had her own, and he had his. That didn’t change anything about his actual real life. Just because the rare breed of hyper-sexy older women made him bust so hard his cum nearly hit the ceiling didn’t change the fact that he loved his wife more than anything. But that was far from the only thing that turned his crank… it was just this recent brush with sexy older women reminded him of how satisfying that itch was to scratch.

	And it was really fucking satisfying, he thought to himself as he lied back on the bed in his hotel room, his hand furiously stroking his lengthy shaft, watching a pair of busty, horny brunette MILFs fucking the living hell of a guy. Even the trained male porn star struggled to match their voracious sexual appetites. God help him, with the vigor they were fucking his brains out with, the rough demands they were making of his sizable dick… who could hope to keep up with them? But God, what an experience it would be to try…

	If he hadn’t been ready with the Kleenex, when he came so hard it truly felt like his wad would have hit the ceiling.

	Once he cleaned up and he was able to think more clearly, a wave of guilt hit him. It always did whenever he spoiled himself in that sinful website. He knew he shouldn’t be indulging in such things… his program didn’t advise it… Jeanie would hate it. He should be behaving better than this.

	It was similar to some of his guilty moments he experienced in his younger days. Look… he had a lot of fun, but there were some extra filthy encounters where he got really drunk and hooked up with some especially slutty women that had him feeling a little dirty afterwards. He felt similarly now. It was part of the reason he didn’t fight it too much when his coaches staged an intervention, as some part of him deep in his soul recognized he was going down the wrong path.

	The rehab program was small, based out of the campus church, put together by a pastor and a few other church-folks, while also utilizing student advisors who could relate to some of the young people in the program. They sought to help people like him who’d gotten a little too overwhelmed by the vices of college life, steering them towards a better path. The program was acclaimed, and the coaches vouched for it, having sent a few players through it before and being satisfied at the changes it imparted upon them. Part of Chad still fought against the idea that he had a problem, and that the fun could end, but it didn’t last too long, as he took his coaches advice and signed up for this rehab program.

	And once he went through it and gave himself over to the idea of improving himself, he truly did feel like a better person coming out of it. He cut out the booze, the partying, the girls… cleaner living in all ways. He went back to the church for the first time since leaving home… not that he wasn’t a believer, he was. But… he always preferred the social aspect of the church community and found the procedural aspects of it rather dull. Back home, church was the social hub of the town, but at school… there were far more interesting social circles to spend your time in. But in going back to the church, he found that community again, a support group that would keep his progress on track, as opposed to his friend groups and teammates who were perhaps not the best influences. This was a far healthier structure to build his life around.

	And, of course, through the program, he met his now wife, Jeanie. Pretty, smart, determined, he was intimated by her upon their first meeting. She worked for the program, and she was one of the student advisors who helped him work past his vices to find his best self. It wasn’t exactly recommended for a relationship to bloom in such a circumstance, but no one was complaining since it helped him out so much. He admired Jeanie at first before falling for her, and the fact that she was so invested in his care, so supportive even through his worst admissions… that created an intimacy that couldn’t be replicated. Their love felt clean, pure… a beacon of light that he should have been seeking out this entire time, not finding such sinful pleasures in the darkness.

	Since that point, he’d committed to improving himself. He cleaned up not only his behavior but his image, getting his shit together. It paid dividends both in life and on the football field. Even though his win/loss record wasn’t quite as sparkling as it was his first two years of college, his pro prospects improved. He might have been a risky pick a few years ago, but after improving himself, he became the type of man a franchise could feel comfortable building their team around. This earned his spot as the number one pick in the draft. Everyone spoke so highly of him, of the progress he’d made. His coaches, the pastor at his church, the football analysts, his teammates, his wife… they all were so happy for his self-improvement that it made him feel better about himself.

	Part of him was slightly disappointed to end up on a team in the same state where he went to school, hoping that an environment change would help on his road to improvement, but fate clearly wanted him in California for whatever reason. He tried to look at the positives, though. He had a support system out here that had his back, and they would be able to continue to work with him going forward.

	He couldn’t let any of them in on the wayward thoughts he occasionally had. They would lose so much faith in him. He wanted to remain an inspiration, someone that could be pointed to as a good example of a person overcoming their vices. He liked the person he was, and he saw the value in the restraints that he’d incorporated into his life to keep him on the right track. But… was it wrong to kinda miss his earlier days? The partying, the girls… he missed the fun. The excitement. He still felt those urges all the time. Everyone thought he’d completely reformed… he couldn’t disappoint them by letting them in on the truth. That he, on some level, pined for those reckless moments of only a few years before. That his dreams were not as chaste as his waking mind might have you believe. That after all the hard work, all the character improvement… he hadn’t changed an iota, still stroking it to hot, naked older women in the same manner he did back when he lived at home. That didn’t stop him from doing it every night for the past week… he just felt really guilty about it.

	But he might be getting lucky. The team had informed all the rookies that they were bringing in an outside expert to meet with each of them one-on-one at the end of the week to talk about the dangers they were facing as young men with sudden success and lots of disposable cash. They said she’d be talking about obstacles they may face in terms of managing money, friends, family, and the temptations they may face. That might be the added level of help he would need given the state he was in.

	They’d told him the expert’s name… she was some doctor, but he couldn’t remember her name. It was… a color.

	Dr. Green? Dr. Pink? Dr. Black…

	 

	 

	 

	“Hi, Chad, I’m Dr. White!” the doctor greeted the quarterback as he stepped into the small room the team had allowed her to set up in, a small unoccupied office near the training camp facility. A slightly frustrated, exhausted Chad put on a polite face, smiling at the doctor as he shook her hand.

	There were multiple reasons for his current state. It was the last day of training camp, and it hadn’t gone as well as he’d liked. He’d worked for years to fit himself into a box as the type of quarterback pro coaches wanted, even as it went against his instincts. They wanted him to be classic pocket passer, staying back and throwing the ball. His instincts were to run around and take off when the line in front of him collapsed, but the coaches screamed at him to hang back and use his arm to make a play. Let’s just say the adjustment period had been rocky at best, and his progress wasn’t where he wanted it to be, which frustrated him immensely.

	And the hard work and broiling summer days only added to his frustrations, wearing him down and beating him up. The trainers did their best to ease his soreness, but it wasn’t enough to relax him completely. Frankly, the only thing that he’d accomplished these last few weeks was beating his meat to naked, horny MILFs each night. But honestly, he was finding himself enjoying that stuff way too much. It was SO good! And the MILFs were so incredibly hot! After tempering that side of him for so long, diving back in those waters again had sent him down a spiral of indulgence. Being on his own, away from home, frustrated and tired, he wasn’t in a state to stop himself. He could see the trouble it could cause, but he kept doing it anyway.

	He needed to get back home. He needed his support system around him again. The church, his friends, and most importantly, his wife Jeanie. Having her around him again would provide a structure and a steadying force in his life that he lacked at the moment. His solitude had allowed his worst instincts to bubble back to the surface, and being back home around his wife would distract him from the temptations of the flesh. With the guiding force of his wife’s presence keeping him in check, lustful thoughts were often secondary to more pure pursuits, to the point where it was often difficult to shift into sexy-time mode when Jeanie was in the mood for it.

	His wife had come up to the training camp to take him back home, so he was able to see her in passing in the team facility as he made his way to his final appointment before leaving, meeting with that psychiatrist or therapist or whatever who was going to go over the pitfalls of fame. This was just for the rookies, and due to him being busier as the quarterback, he had the final appointment with the doctor even after most of his teammates had departed. He was impatient to leave, impatient to go home, impatient to just be around his wife again. His heart lifted upon seeing her, and he could feel the clouds of turmoil in his mind parting to allow her light to refresh his spirit. But this moment was fleeting, and as soon as he stepped into the side room to meet with this doctor and the door clicked behind him, those clouds returned within him, bathing his spirit in shadow, a portent of doom, warning him of the many dangers awaiting him if he didn’t recapture that light inside him soon. However, he was quickly distracted by the sight of the doctor in front of him.

	Shaking her hand and greeting her, he realized that this was not the type of doctor he expected. He expected some boring, stuffy middle-aged lady. But no, this Dr. White…

	She was really sexy!

	She was younger than he expected, maybe in her mid to late 30’s. She was absolutely gorgeous, her stunning, tanned face having sharp intelligent eyes, plump lips, and a knowing smile. She had her hair pulled back in a ponytail, and her eyes were hidden behind a pair of stylish, expensive glasses.

	His mind flashed to Professor Albright, shocked at the similarity between the two. His former professor could be Dr. White’s older sister, or even her mom… if her mom had her at a young age.

	The similarities didn’t end there.

	Dressed professionally in a lady’s business suit that appeared to be perfectly tailored to highlight her delicious frame, it was clear that the outfit was doing its job. Her body was incredible. Her coal-colored blazer was unbuttoned, revealing a silky, shiny pink top that struggled to contain a pair of what could only be described as absolutely massive tits. Gigantic, blimp-like breasts. Perhaps if he wasn’t in such a state he wouldn’t be thinking in such terms, but he couldn’t help but notice them. They were huge, even larger than some of the pairs of jugs he’d spent the last few weeks stroking it to, but those were porn-boobs, and this was real life. They were thankfully covered up completely, but the button-up top looked like it would explode if she made the wrong move.

	Her lower half was somehow equally impressive. Wearing a pair of matching dark pants that clung to her long, firm legs, he was able to admire her juicy, perfectly shaped rear-end as she led him into the room. The dark material clung to the firm, smooth cheeks, highlighting their immaculate shape while pulling in ever-so-slightly in the middle to give a perfect hint of her ass crack. She swayed her hips ever so slightly as she walked, drawing his eyes to her ass as she moved. And the high heels on her feet only made her ass stand out more.

	It was shocking how attractive this woman was. She was dressed professionally, but her body couldn’t be denied. She seemed friendly and welcoming enough, but he was in such a state that a small thrill went through him at the sight of her. He’d been able to withstand being around attractive women since his rehabilitation, but there was something beyond her pure attractiveness that was affecting him so strongly. Something that resonated with her that didn’t with a lot of the women he came across. The answer might not have hit him so quickly even a few weeks earlier, but given his recent behavior, the solution hit him fast.

	She was a MILF.

	Not the standard porn MILF, as they were mostly older than this Dr. White. She was one of those younger hot moms. Slim waist, her body fit and taut in a manner only a younger women could be, with curves where they counted like only a MILF could possess. This woman had taken part in some baby-making, no doubt. He had no way to confirm this, but deep in his soul he just knew.

	Through his exhaustion, he was now slightly on edge.

	Eyeing her as she led him into the room, he only looked away when she turned back to face him, pointing at an office chair across from hers. Both sitting down at the same time, she smiled warmly at him.

	“It’s nice to finally meet you, Chad!” she said, her smile stunning. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

	“Uh… hopefully good things,” he replied with a half-smile. She nodded in response.

	“I confess I’ve done a lot of research about you,” she began. “And your other teammates I met, of course. But your story definitely stood out.”

	“Why’s that?”

	“Someone who recognized some personal bad habits and did some self-examination, sought treatment, and did the work to improve themselves… that’s a therapist’s MO.” Dr. White replied with a grin. She shifted in her seat, this small movement making her heavy breasts wobble. Shaking his head and looking away, a wave of impatience filled him.

	“So, what’s this about?” he asked, strumming his fingers on the arm of the chair, not meeting her eyeline, examining the room. It was a small office. To his left was a desk where the office’s normal occupant usually worked, some local football coach. Behind it was a bookshelf lined with binders. The walls were decorated with football paraphernalia, as well as a few photos of the guy’s family. But Dr. White wasn’t sitting behind the desk, choosing to sit across from him, leaving no obstacles between them.

	“The team brought me in to talk to you and your fellow rookies,” she began, settling back into her comfy chair. “They just wanted me to give you guys a quick rundown of some of the dangers you might encounter. It’s a pretty standard lecture, nothing to worry about,” she said, attempting to soothe the clearly nervous young athlete.

	The main thrust of their discussion covered ground that Chad had heard all about before. It was as if she was reciting some seminar that all those other advisors used as a reference. The dangers of sudden wealth, warnings of people that will come out of the woodwork to ask something of him. Warnings about how to deal with the fame, how to reckon with social media, etc. He’d been present for multiple seminars like this over the years, so Chad found himself rather bored by it for the most part, the only salvation being the attractive woman giving the lecture. He kept stealing glances at her body, specifically her chest, and he kept beating himself up over that fact. He’d been alone, cooped up, frustrated and horny, and it was manifesting itself in ways he should know better than. It was only when the conversation went in a new direction that he was able to pay attention to what she was saying.

	“So…” Dr. White began, pausing, about to change the subject. ‘I don’t know if you know this about me, but my background isn’t just normal therapy. It’s in sex therapy.’ Chad’s breath caught in his throat. Staring into his scared eyes, her own gaze twinkling in amusement ever so slightly, she continued. “I’m sure everything I’ve already mentioned is stuff you’ve heard before. But in this specific field… that’s where I can give young men like you some real wisdom.”

	“What do you mean?” he croaked out.

	“I, more than anyone, know EXACTLY what you’re going through,” she stated, looking straight into his eyes, and for a moment, it felt like she was reading his innermost thoughts like a book. He shifted in his seat, looking away from her. “I’ve dealt with young men just like you before, and reading about what you’ve been through these last few years… it all but confirms it.”

	“A guy your age, of your status, of your level of… appeal…” she paused, giving him the most subtle of smirks, so imperceptible that he wondered if he even saw it correctly. “I could have told you that sex would come easy to you even before reading all those lovely glowing articles.” Chad gulped to himself.

	Even though he was proud of overcoming his vices… he didn’t always love describing these details to people he didn’t know. He practically had to be dragged into the interviews for those articles she was referring to, but Jeanie and the members of his rehab program always insisted. Even though he eventually would agree to these interviews, there were awkward moments. During one of them, Jeanie and some of his management team were talking to the author of the big article they were putting together that was highlighting his recovery and the program who’d helped him achieve it. Led outside to take some pictures of him tossing the football around casually, he remembered the photographer, this good-looking middle-aged woman, urging him to take off his shirt, as it would play better for the pictures. Not questioning it, he did just that, only for the attractive older woman to tell him, “That’s perfect!” before even raising the camera, eyeing the sight being presented to her appreciatively for a few long moments before posing him for her pictures. He hadn’t thought twice about that moment until now… wait, was there something going on there that he was only now aware of? No, couldn’t be.

	Shaking himself out of his memories, he listened to the doctor as she continued speaking.

	“I’m familiar with the program you signed up with to rehab yourself, and by all accounts, they do very good work,” she began. “But I fear there is one aspect of it that they perhaps mishandle, and that’s the sexual aspect of it. I look at you, after reading all these stories, and I fear they’ve instilled a great shame about your sexual history, one I feel is unwarranted.” Chad gulped deeply, a nervous sweat forming on his brow.

	“What do you mean?” he asked again.

	“These faith-based rehabilitation programs are great for many things. They provide a set structure and guidance when someone like you is adrift,” she began. “But some churches have a very limited view on matters of sex. Because in my experience… sex is a wonderful thing! Sex is something biologically encoded within us… Everyone wants it. Most will have it at some point in their lives. It’s a great equalizer. So, to put shackles on that, and to force someone to feel shame for not only having had sex, but for wanting more sex… to me, that is foolhardy. It’s like shaming people for breathing too much. This is something everyone wants… why shame them for that? It is not a point of regret to have had sex, Chad. Trust me, no one who looks like you should be shocked by that fact!” she added with a laugh.

	“I… it’s, uh… it’s not that I feel ashamed by it,” Chad began. “It’s just… I was living life with a lack of discipline.” He recalled that wording being used to describe him, and he was reciting it to the doctor. She seemed unimpressed, as if she could feel him reading from the literature the program had given him.

	“Chad… you shouldn’t feel ashamed for following your biological imperative. You had sex! Big deal! We’ve all done it! I’ve had sex too! It’s not something to be ashamed of.” Dr. White stated. Chad’s mind flooded with images of this hot doctor naked in bed, going at it with some faceless dude with vigor and passion. He shook his head to clear these images from his mind as she continued speaking. ‘Being in your absolute prime, with girls throwing themselves at you… no one can really blame you for indulging yourself in their charms,’ Dr. White explained. “And anyone that does try to shame you would trade places with you in a second. Don’t beat yourself up over it, or for still having desires.” Chad looked away nervously.

	“I guess I don’t see what you’re fully getting at,” he replied. “I’m married now, so I’m not looking to repeat all that.” She held up her hands to stop him in his tracks.

	“That’s not what I’m saying at all,” she replied. ‘This rehab program you took part in did a lot of great things, but they instilled a fear of sex that can be truly damaging, especially for someone in your position.’ She paused before continuing. “In my experience, trying to deny your sexual urges is the most dangerous approach possible. Look at it this way… if you just lock the door and turn away… you won’t recognize the danger. And plus… that danger will seek other ways to get to you. But if you answer the door to stare down what you try to deny, and you send it away… then you’ve confronted it. You recognize it. You know what to look for if it tries again in a different way. The church… the program… even your wife… they will all try to shut you off from any temptations that might lead you astray. But you need to develop your defenses… strengthen your immune system against sexual temptation if you hope to endure the life you’re about to lead.”

	“You need to face facts, Chad. You’re a handsome, athletic, rich young man, who by all accounts will have a life of great success. For the rest of your life, if you’re ever in a room with a woman, that woman will probably want to have sex with you,” Dr. White explained bluntly, and for a moment Chad wondered if she was implying that she herself was included in that mix. She held his gaze for a moment before pushing forwards. “Women will be doing their best to get to you. And you need to reckon with that fact as opposed to running from it, you need to make peace with your sexual nature, your desires, so you can live a happy, healthy life with your wife. If you don’t, it upsets the balance within you. In my experience, the more you try to deny your desires, the more they will take hold of you. The more they will seek you out. And if you learn anything from our talk today, this is it. Let yourself think about sex. Let your mind drift to your desires. Accept your sexual side instead of trying to deny it. Only then can you make peace with it.”

	Chad took it all in. It made a twisted sort of sense. The program had tried to instill a sense of regret and shame for all the sex he’d taken part of. It did make sense to just accept and recognize it instead of trying to deny its existence. In an otherwise generic discussion, this lesson did indeed hit home.

	“Okay,” he replied genuinely, with a nod. Dr. White checked her watch, seeing how much time had passed.

	“Oh!” she replied, surprised.

	“Time’s up?” he asked, eager to be done and out of here.

	“Looks like it, haha,” she replied, starting to stand, causing him to do the same. But as she did, one last thought hit her. “Oh yeah, one more thing. With all that being said about sex and accepting your desires, there are exceptions. I’m sure you’re aware, and it probably doesn’t even need to be said, but you might want to keep your distance from MILFs.” She said this with a relaxed smile, as if this last piece of advice was obvious, but it hit Chad in the heart, stopping him in his tracks, his smile dying as his face suddenly wore a mask of fear.

	“What do you mean?” he asked nervously, settling back into his seat.

	“Oh, I just mean that when we’re talking about women, I’m just talking about women your own age. Older women are a far different matter, a whole different animal. The same rules don’t apply,” she explained with a relaxed grin, as if this was well-known information. But seeing the fearful look on Chad’s face made her stop in her tracks and sit back down in her seat. Taking a small, heavy pause, she continued. ‘You do know this, right, Chad?’ Nervously, he shook his head. “Oh… okay… well… let’s just say, every lesson I’ve imparted about how to embrace your desires and your sexuality… you might want to do the opposite in regard to older women.”

	“What do you mean?’ Chad croaked out.

	“I’m surprised that you don’t know about it, because in my work… young men hooking up with older women, or MILFs, as you probably hear them referred to… it’s easily the most popular fetish there is, and I’ve watched it grow more popular over the years,” Dr. White explained. “I’ve seen a lot of promising, intelligent, handsome young men who’ve easily weathered the desires of their female peers only to finally get led astray by MILFs. I’ve seen the brightest, top-end young men who could have any girl they wanted end up going down the path that leads them to MILFs… and they never come back from that. Either they’ve done it all and are looking for the next challenge…” Chad gulped at this. “Or it starts small, a seed of desire… and they let the thought fester in their mind for so long they become obsessed…” Chad looked away, this explanation applying to him as well. “I can’t fully explain it, but young men in their prime and sexy older women seem to fit together uncommonly well. As soon as they come together… you really can’t get them apart. Some of you younger guys are just obsessed! The normal rules don’t apply to MILFs. If you lock the door, they’ll just kick it down. If you open the door to confront them, to tell them to stop, they’ll just convince you to surrender to them. You can’t run from it. You can’t fight it. Your best bet is to just stay away.”

	Chad was taken aback. She made it sound like he was infected with some incurable affliction, and that he himself had let it into his system the first time he’d fantasized about older women. An affliction that had only further taken root during his flirtation with Professor Albright, and now rose back to the surface after being gifted that MILF porn subscription. There was a poison within his veins that had changed him, and Dr. White made it sound like the damage was irreparable.

	“I can’t explain it,” she said, exhaling and sitting back, shaking her head. ‘I mean, I’ve had a baby, so technically, I’m a MILF too. But I still can’t fully define it, and I should know more than anyone.’ Chad’s mind suddenly flashed to images of the hot doctor occupying the role of some of the porno MILFs on that website he’d been obsessed with and… fuck… she fit right in. His cock jumped in his pants, and he tried to pivot in his seat to hide it. Luckily, Dr. White was too busy thinking it all over to notice his current predicament. “It just keeps happening again and again and again. The ones that want it… they get it. And the ones that try to deny it… it comes to them as well. It always ends in MILF sex. It’s crazy, but there has to be something there, because like I said before… the men that choose MILFs… they never come back from it. Nothing could ever compare. But luckily for you, it sounded like your poison was girls your own age, so…” Dr. White paused as she spoke, seeing the young athlete withdrawing into himself the more she kept speaking. It didn’t take an expert to read his thoughts.

	“You…” Dr. White began, pausing in recognition. “I assume MILFs aren’t exactly a foreign subject to you, then?” Chad nodded his head, confirming her suspicion.

	“I… I opened the door,” he replied, using her phrasing. “When I was younger, I came across MILFs, you know… online… in porn…” he clarified. She nodded in understanding.

	“Did fantasy ever become reality?” Dr. White tentatively asked.

	“No… it came close though. I almost hooked up with one of my professors in college,” Chad admitted out loud for the first time. Dr. White’s eyes blazed with interest.

	“Please… tell me everything,” she asked him eagerly.

	Chad exhaled, sat back and fessed up, exposing that part of his history to another person for the first time. He went over the flirtation between them, the date, and the aftermath. He detailed how close of a call it was to him getting Professor Albright naked for him, and why fate worked against them. He also detailed the text she sent months prior reaching out to him again, still clearly interested in sex with the now even more famous young athlete. He went over how that missed opportunity stuck with him far more than some of the girls he had gone all the way with.

	“So, you feel like if you did have sex with this older woman back then, you would have just… gotten it all out of our system?” Dr. White asked.

	“I think so,” Chad admitted. “It was just one of those nagging things, an experience I came so close to having but just missed out on. Coming so close just makes it a little harder to take, you know?”

	Dr. White jotted a few notes before responding.

	“Well, if it makes you feel better, whether or not you went through with it probably wouldn’t have made a difference in terms of this desire you feel,” Dr. White stated, not looking up at him, assuaging his regrets as she continued writing. “If anything, you made the right call. Because I expect that in the alternate universe where you did go through with it, you would probably be in bed with her right now, fucking her brains out.”

	The thought of such a thing sent a lightning jolt of excitement through the hunky athlete, his cock jumping in his pants. His mind flashed with an image of him and Professor Albright in bed together, naked, skin sliding on skin, her body completely exposed to him… his dick was throbbing at the idea of it.

	“Because clearly, this almost-encounter left its mark,” she replied with a warm knowing smile, and for a moment Chad wondered if she could see his erection from across the room. “Because you speak of her so reverentially, even though she was clearly violating your school’s ethics code to even flirt with the idea of having sex with you! But that doesn’t seem to bother you…” Chad laughed.

	“Yeah, I never really thought about that,” he admitted.

	“But I assume that’s it, which is good,” Dr. White began. “You moved past that missed encounter. I read that you met someone and just got married. Congratulations! So, I think if all the MILF stuff is contained to that moment years prior, you should be as in-the-clear as possible.”

	“Well…” he began, looking away, ashamed. She looked at him pointedly. “A few weeks ago, this porn website… ‘Sisters of Sin’… they reached out to me to congratulate me for getting drafted number one, and they offered me free lifetime membership to one of their websites. If it was normal circumstances, I would have blown it off. But I was here at camp, away from Jeanie… I was weak. I took the offer, and the site they gave me access to… it was all MILF stuff.”

	“Oh dear…” Dr. White said, her smile disappearing.

	“So… it’s been back on top of my mind lately…” Chad admitted. “I mean, I hadn’t even thought of Professor Albright all that much since I’d gone to rehab, other than her text, but with that site… it kinda stirred it all back up.”

	“How often are you looking at this website?” she asked.

	“Uh… every night…” he stated, unable to meet her eyeline, embarrassed at his behavior. He looked at her, searching for an explanation. “It’s been a long, lonely few weeks…”

	“What’s your favorite aspect about these older women? These… MILFs?” Dr. White inquired, saying that last word as if she rarely said it.

	“I… I don’t know…” he stammered, not seeing a reason to get into dirty details like this. But she insisted.

	“No, please, it’s gotta be something,” Dr. White stated. “Is it their big tits? Their full, shapely asses? The ferocity with which they have sex? Or is the fact that it’s women twice your age getting down and dirty that really turns your crank?” Chad blushed, having never spoken about any of this stuff with anyone.

	“I guess it’s… all of the above…” he croaked out. She nodded in understanding. “So, I suppose I should cut out that porn site, then?” he asked grudgingly. Surprisingly, her answer wasn’t immediate.

	“Well…” she began, shrugging her shoulders. “I mean, you’ve already opened the door…” she paused, thinking it over, considering the options. “Okay, so in general, I’d advise to cut that shit out, but you’ve let those wicked MILFs carve out a nice home in your sexuality… so my recommendation would be to only use that site if you’ve got MILFs on the brain, and just need to get it out of your system for a little while. Just see how that works, and if it only encourages you to do it more and more and it becomes a self-fulfilling cycle… then you might need to quit cold turkey. It will be tough to get out of your system fully, and it will be a devilish temptation to relapse, but if things go that far, then that’s what you’ll have to do.”

	“But in general, my best recommendation is just to stay busy. It sounds like being cooped up on your own isn’t the best for your sexual well-being. By my understanding, you’re going home shortly, so you’ll be around your wife, which is good. Plus, you have practice, so you’ll be around your team. And you have your church, of course. But you’ll be on the road a lot, so I would recommend being on your best behavior at those times, and to remain vigilant. Don’t put yourself in vulnerable positions. MILFs like the delightful Professor Albright are gonna be coming out of the woodwork looking to sink their claws into you. Unfortunately, men like you…” Dr. White began, looking him up and down. “…are exactly the type MILFs prefer. And the fact that you have a desire for women like them… MILFs can smell that on you. That makes you an extra potent target. If you’re ever around an attractive older woman, be aware that she probably wants to have really dirty sex with you.”

	This all sounded insane. This doctor was stating that MILFs were some overpowered, hyper dangerous type of woman, extra wicked and seductive. And not only did they prefer men like him, he in particularly was especially vulnerable to their wiles due to his own MILF-related mistakes. It seemed crazy, but the fact that MILF porn always hit a little harder had this idea make a twisted sort of sense. Sensing his apprehension, she smiled at him reassuringly.

	“I know this all sounds crazy, but if you just behave yourself, if you cut out any extraneous temptations, and stick to clean living and clean pursuits, you should be fine,” Dr. White stated, grinning warmly. “Actually, I have a suggestion in that regard…” she said, reaching down to her purse, grabbing a card and handing it over to him. “This is a charity organization I’ve come across during my work. It’s right up your alley. It’s faith-based, and the woman who runs it has had very similar experiences as you. She’s wonderful. She’s had a blessed life in most respects, and she’s decided to give back, providing and organizing food rallies for the underprivileged. It’s really wonderful stuff. Have your people set something up with them, because this is exactly the type of thing that you should be doing to distract you from any wayward desires.”

	“Okay,” he said, pocketing the card. As he did, he found a second card… one for Dr. White’s office.

	“And call my office if you ever need anyone to talk to about… this…” she said, indicating the subject of their talk. He nodded. ‘Well… I think that about does it! It was nice to meet you, Chad, and I hope we get to talk again sometime!’ They both stood up at the same moment, and they shook hands. “And, uh… good luck on the field. I’m not the biggest football fan in the world, but… you’ve got me rooting for you!” Chad smiled and nodded at these warm wishes, but it spoke to his state of mind that all he noticed was the way the MILF doctor’s boobs wobbled when she stood up.

	Despite this therapeutic conversation, Chad’s mind was in greater turmoil than it was when he entered. He came in only feeling slightly guilty about the whole MILF thing, and now… Dr. White had him genuinely worried that he’d started digging into a world of sexuality he didn’t fully understand and didn’t know the dangers of. He’d been on his best behavior since his rehabilitation, and it seemed like he’d have to be extra vigilant going forwards, cause women would be on the hunt for a man like him. Being well behaved the last few years… it had taken a lot of hard work, but he’d done it. So, the idea of having to continue that vigilance to an even greater degree… it just sounded exhausting. He wished life could be easy. That he could just live and be himself and not have every little thing require so much work. A guy like him who’d been granted such blessings should not have to live with so much stress.

	His heart swelled when he exited the office, seeing Jeanie across the room waiting patiently for him. As soon as he appeared, she stood up excitedly, skipping over to him and practically jumping into his arms and locking lips with him. As soon as they were together, his problems melted away. This was comfort. This was home. This was love. He could feel happy and comfortable. He didn’t have to worry about so many things.

	Jeanie could take some of the weight off his shoulders.

	Chad had always been an easygoing guy, not one to ever get too down or think too deeply on heavy subjects. Coasting by on his talents on the field, that had been enough to give him a free pass through a lot of complicated matters. But there was a breaking point where he had to become an adult and shoulder some adult responsibilities. Not being the best at things like that, it was probably an inevitability that he’d end up with a girl who could offset some of his weaknesses. And he found that in Jeanie.

	His wife was a studious, responsible, and organized person. She did great in school, and she was always on top of her shit. She worked hard, and despite being involved in several student organizations, she was able to keep it all straight in her head. Jeanie was also a big-time church girl, having gone there for her entire life. She was a complete believer in the message of the church.

	These were some of the reasons she ended up working with the faith-based rehabilitation program that Chad ended up in. A student worker as opposed to a full-time employee, her medical background helped her in talking with new clients in the program, and her natural kindness and empathy made her stand out from her peers. She was the junior advisor for Chad when he ended up there, someone about his own age (Jeanie was about a year older than him) who could relate to him on the same level.

	Chad was not Jeanie’s type in so many ways, as she’d always dated studious, religious boys her entire life. Chad was a jock, not the best student, a big partier, and a lapsed church-goer. But in his rehabilitation a friendship formed, her heart extending to this handsome athlete who was trying his best to better himself and resist the temptations of sin. An intimacy grew between them, quickly leading to a relationship. For a chronic rule-follower herself, this was her first taste of something even the slightest bit forbidden, but she couldn’t deny the calling of her heart. Entering a relationship with Chad eventually cost her the position in the program, but no one there or on Chad’s team were that upset about it. They saw her as a good influence on him, keeping him on the right path. His progress had increased exponentially in their time working together. And she kept her place as a stabilizing presence in his life as love bloomed between them. The rest was history. They dated for two years, and got married a few months ago.

	Her nature served Chad well, as she was responsible enough to handle a lot of his big decisions. She always did her research on everything, so she acted as an advisor on a lot of his major choices. As athletes about to go pro had to do, he had hired an agent and other people equipped to be a part of a young athlete’s behind-the-scenes team. But while she didn’t occupy an official role, Jeanie played her part, and her opinion was always a major factor on the big decisions Chad had to make off the field. And through her, the program kept tabs on him, and she would speak to the leadership team often for advice about how to proceed with various inquiries. She was always there by his side from the point they met, through his last few years in college, and up to the draft into the pros. And even though that wouldn’t be the case once the season began, everyone knew she’d be the biggest voice in his ear. Chad… he was too easygoing and trusting, often taking people at face value even when they wanted to lead him down the wrong path. Jeanie… she had a keener eye. She could sniff out bad actors in his proximity from a mile away.

	Which is why that, even as she excitedly greeted her handsome hubby, she couldn’t help but notice the woman he’d just spoken to leave the room they were in. This doctor… this therapist… she was stunning. Uncommonly beautiful for a woman in her position. Dressed professionally enough, but with enough deliberateness to draw attention to her ridiculous body. Even from afar, Jeanie could see the massive melons on her chest. Those tits… no therapist alive had tits like that. Having a woman like that just coincidentally ending up in a room alone with Chad… that was no accident. Something was afoot.

	“Hey! Bethel!” a coach called out to Chad from behind Jeanie.

	“Oh… sorry. It’ll be five minutes, then we can go. I swear!” he said, reassuring her, kissing her lovingly on the lips again before running to the other side of the room to discuss some football thing with his coach. Not one to back down, Jeanie saw an opportunity, striding across the room to talk to this supposed therapist.

	“Hi!” Jeanie greeted this other woman with a friendly but somewhat forced smile, keeping things polite for now through her suspicions. The older woman turned to look at her, and up close, she was even more magnetically appealing. Gorgeous hair… a beautiful face… a friendly smile… she was a babe. But despite that, her eyes screamed intelligence, and she carried herself with a confidence and wisdom that was obvious. “My name’s Jeanie. I’m Chad’s wife. And you are?”

	“Oh… I’m sorry, I’m Dr. Jennifer White!” the other woman replied in a friendly tone, shaking Jeanie’s hand, grinning brilliantly. “I’m the therapist the team brought in to talk to the rookies about the issues they may face.” Despite the young woman’s skepticism… that name rang a bell. But why?

	“What kind of issues?” Jeanie asked.

	“Well, I can’t betray their trust and get into specifics,” she replied. “But in a general sense, the team wanted me to talk to them about issues like money, and the impact of sudden fame, and the temptations they may face due to that. Nothing too major,” Dr. White assured her.

	Suddenly, Jeanie remembered who Dr. White was.

	“Oh… wait, don’t you run that big practice downtown? Isn’t it one of the biggest ones in the nation?” Jeanie asked. Dr. White nodded proudly. “Didn’t you win some reward, like… ‘Woman of the Year’ for the city or something?” Dr. White again nodded, somewhat sheepishly at this.

	Wow… this was a woman with some deep accreditations.

	“What do you do?” Dr. White asked the younger woman.

	“I’m a nurse at San Francisco General… just started a couple months ago,” she replied. Dr. White nodded, impressed.

	“Well, if we’re going over resumes, I also run St. Lilith’s, the private hospital. What kind of nurse are you?” Dr. White asked.

	“I work in the ICU,” Jeanie answered.

	“Well… my hospital has a heavy focus on psychiatric care, because… obviously, I love that stuff!” she stated. “But under my watch, we’ve expanded and modernized our other departments. We can handle emergencies, intensive care, we have surgical suites and some of the best surgeons on the planet. We’re always looking for rising stars… I’m surprised your resume didn’t come across my desk!”

	“I’ve been working professionally for only a year now…” Jeanie replied, recognizing that Dr. White was trying to flatter her a bit. “So, I’m not exactly a rockstar nurse.” Dr. White grinned.

	“Well, I know Susan, the nurse manager over there. She’s sent a few nurses my way over the years,” Dr. White replied. “She doesn’t just hire anyone. You must be something special.”

	At this, Jeanie grinned and blushed a little bit. This went beyond mere flattery. She knew Jeanie’s boss, and knew her reputation. Beyond that, Dr. White was not just a mere therapist but an incredibly powerful, highly regarded and influential woman. She, no doubt, had power and a lot of influence. Perhaps Jeanie shouldn’t be coming at this discussion from such a skeptical starting point. The young wife had to play it cool… this doctor was no fraud. In fact, her reputation was the opposite, highly respected and accredited. But why did those alarms go off in the back of her head upon the sight of her? Jeanie’s senses were usually on point…

	Nonetheless, they settled into an easy conversation, talking shop. Those alarms dulled in the back of Jeanie’s head as she found herself charmed by this older woman, asking intelligent, probing questions that she could tell impressed the acclaimed older woman. That being said, she could sense a bit of impatience coming from the doctor the longer the conversation went on. Jeanie kept asking specific, pointed questions about the doctor’s work at the private hospital, as the young blonde always found the workings of the mind fascinating. And even though Dr. White answered everything with a smile, Jeanie could sense that the doctor didn’t like going into such intense detail about her work. Finally, Dr. White interjected.

	“You know…” she began, stopping the younger woman in her tracks. ‘You should come by the hospital sometime when I’m there. I can show you around, see if you like it. Maybe you want to transfer over. I’m sure we can offer a more than competitive wage… “She paused for a moment, her voice shifting into one with a firmer tone as she stared directly at the younger woman.” Because I’d love to carve out a place for you in my Psych ward.’ There was a moment where she let this offer hang before smiling in a friendly manner. “But I do have to go, Jeanie. It was very nice to meet you, and I hope I get to see you again!”

	“Oh! Of course,” Jeanie said, shaking the doctor’s hand and smiling at her before they parted ways. But once they were apart, Jeanie was left disoriented.

	She didn’t fully know what to make of the doctor. She was bright, effervescent, beautiful, and charming, quelling the young wife’s skepticism. Yes, the doctor was a total babe, but she had the qualifications to back it up. She was the real deal, and that warped Jeanie’s initial skepticism into respect. But when she tried to get to know the older doctor better, inquiring into her work, the older woman seemed to get annoyed, as if she were asking questions she wasn’t supposed to be asking. Jeanie had gone through such a whirlwind of emotions regarding her impressions of the experienced therapist, but now that they had parted, she was left unsure about her. Perhaps that came with the job, Dr. White trying to keep her distance from others to appear unknowable.

	But her initial nerves about her were assuaged enough to quell her doubts, and they were practically forgotten by the time she reunited with her husband. Back together again, they settled into stride next to each other, heading towards the exit. Towards their car. Towards home.

	Towards what would be a long life together.

	And if he had any doubts about that, his wife almost immediately took his mind off everything that was worrying him. Sitting in their car, firing it up and poised to leave, Jeanie stopped him before he shifted into drive, an excited grin on her face.

	“So… I know you’ve been hard at work, away from home…” she began, reaching down to grab a grocery bag. Acting fast, she lifted something out. “I brought you some goodies!”

	His eyes twinkled upon seeing this. In one hand was a bag of licorice vines, one of his favorite kinds of candy since he was a kid. It was always the treat he earned as a reward, and his heart was warmed at seeing the tradition continue.

	“Oh my Gosh, thanks!” he said, retrieving the bag, ripping it open, and taking a big bite out of one of the candy vines. Its taste reminded him of simpler times.

	“Also…” Jeanie began, pulling out another bag. ‘I know you said they have you on a strict diet, but a little cheat won’t hurt. I know you love my chocolate chip cookies, so I made you a batch!’ She held up a Ziploc bag with a handful of cookies. “I mean, the whole batch is at home, but I brought you some so you wouldn’t have to wait!”

	“Oh,” he began, grinning, opening the bag to take a cookie between his fingers. “I really shouldn’t, but…” he said, before taking an animated chomp out of the cookie. This hit the spot, not just in his belly, but in his soul. This cookie reminded him of home, of all the good things his wayward thoughts were leading him away from, and what he could lose if he kept playing with fire. Jeanie gave him a warm, amused grin. Leaning over, he gave his wife a long, loving kiss, and suddenly his stress was melting away.

	Things were going to be okay.

	 

	 

	 

	Unfortunately for Chad, this feeling was temporary.

	Chad Bethel seemingly had it all. Married to a woman who was the best thing that had ever happened to him. His rookie contract had allowed him to buy a nice big house. He was a quarterback in the pros, first overall pick in the draft by San Francisco, and he had the eyes of the world on him. He was married to a loving, supportive wife, way more than a guy like him deserved. For a farm boy from the Midwest whose one great talent was his ability to throw a football, it was a dream come true. The most he could have ever asked for.

	But why was he in so much fucking turmoil?

	Why couldn’t he think straight? Why couldn’t he just enjoy all these blessings? Why couldn’t this just be easy for him? He thought he’d be okay once he was back home with his wife, and for a short period of time, it was. But once things settled into a comfortable groove, those wayward thoughts began to reappear.

	It was still the fucking MILF thing. He couldn’t shake it. He tried everything Dr. White told him, and it didn’t work. Frankly, the danger she tried to warn him of only served to get in his head, and it made his struggle even harder. He tried to distract himself from those desires, and only use the MILF porn to vent his needs on a limited basis, but it soon became a daily thing. He found himself shamefully pleasuring himself in the bathroom, phone in hand, the act feeling more and more dirty the more often he did it. Realizing that it was becoming a problem, he tried to cut that all out cold turkey, just as the doctor recommended. But that only made it worse. The more he tried to push it out of mind, the harder it dug its claws into him, eventually causing all that lust for older women to burst out. The more he tried to convince himself he was finally past it, the harder the inevitable relapse would be.

	The doctor said it could be like that. Although she said that trying to push his desires for MILF completely out of his mind might be his last resort, she also said before that such an approach never worked, for the exact reasons he experienced. A lot of what she said was like that, where she seemingly gave conflicting advice. He wondered if he’d misunderstood what she said, which seemed likely given how spun in circles he felt throughout their conversation. But part of him couldn’t help but wonder if the perceptive doctor sensed that he was a hopeless cause, that he didn’t have a chance to rid himself of these wicked desires for older women, and she didn’t want him to know it. He was half-tempted to call her to seek clarity, but he thought twice, as last time they talked he came out of it feeling worse off. And frankly… it had never felt like a big deal before. It only felt like an existential threat once Dr. White treated it as such, and it was only from that point did he pay any mind to the symptoms and reconsider how much trouble he was in.

	He almost wondered if he’d be better off if she’d never warned him about the dangers of MILF lust.

	It was starting to affect him even in those moments his mind was supposed to be on other things. At practice, when he was supposed to focus on learning the playbook forwards and backwards and convert these plays to muscle memory, he found his eyes drifting towards the cheerleaders taking part in their own practice. Or more specifically, his eyes kept following the one cheerleader on the squad who was over 40, a stunning blonde who was fit as a fiddle who could work it just as good if not better than her younger peers. She always made it a point to speak to Chad whenever they passed by each other, and he could feel the electricity between them, going both ways. His mind immediately flashed with the image of the busty, fit MILFy blonde naked, and he had to get away from her for fear of betraying the fact that his cock would get very stiff every time she was in his presence. He’d stayed clear of her in the time since.

	He’d had other passing moments with older women, where it just felt there was heat between them. A hot older waitress when he and Jeanie went out for dinner. A busty, flirty older football reporter who couldn’t hide the hunger in her eyes when she was interviewing him. The team paraded him for a group of advertisers, and one of them was this wicked old bat who was nonetheless very, VERY hot, and this young buff athlete found himself drawn to her despite knowing better.

	He wondered if moments like this had always been happening, where there had been electricity between him and an older woman, and he was only now aware of it. It seemed silly, but then he recalled Professor Albright, and that incident with the photographer for one of the articles about his recovery who convinced him to pop off his shirt, and very hungrily approved of the sight, eagerly taking photos of the young athlete’s sculpted form. Did she want him, too? Did she save some photos for herself? Looking back, it certainly seemed like more than what originally met the eye. He wondered if there were other times he’d been too naïve to register as heated moments between him and older women.

	It culminated in an incident when he was in bed with his wife. Their love life was very good. Early on in their relationship, Chad selfishly feared she might be somewhat conservative in the bedroom. That was fine, of course, everyone had their own limits, but after years spent hooking up with college girls who would do ANYTHING, he feared that a woman with far less capacity for fun in the bedroom might not be enough for him. Luckily, she wasn’t quite as conservative as he feared, and she was not so religious as to be a wilting flower in the bedroom. She more than held up her end of the bargain in bed, getting the job done. Of course, it wasn’t quite the hardcore, athletic, aggressive and sweaty fucking he took part in with all those nameless party girls, but it was fun. One of the lessons they imparted to him during his rehab was that all the nights of blind, loveless fucking paled in comparison to making love to someone you truly love and care for. And there certainly was a noticeable difference with Jeanie compared to all those other girls he didn’t feel anything for beyond lust. Then again, this gentle, loving, intimate sex didn’t exactly get his rocks off in the same way he was used to.

	But one night, him and Jeanie were in bed together, making love. After a particularly MILF-addled day, he found himself giving it to her with a little extra oomph than usual. His wayward, almost feverish with lust mind was at the wheel despite his best efforts to rein it in. As he tried his best to pace himself while he hovered above his slim, blonde wife, giving it to her at the gentle pace she liked, her gently rippling petite boobies were suddenly replaced by a pair of gigantic MILF tits! His pace picked up, despite himself. He tried to meet her gaze, but her appearance changed. Gone was his cute, sunny, pretty wife. In her place, one of those smoking hot porn MILFs that he’d become so obsessed with. Soon, she was replaced with another MILF porn goddess… then another! Then, it started cycling through women he’d met. The blonde MILF cheerleader. That waitress. The advertiser lady. The therapist, Dr. White. Then, in front of him appeared Professor Albright, her body finally exposed to him, the missed opportunity that had haunted him for years now a reality, right in front of him.

	“Ugh!” Chad groaned loudly, his muscles working in concert, his hips driving his cock at a pace he hadn’t done so in years. This was good… really good…

	Then he felt a hand on his chest, the touch reaching him through the lust-addled fog. Blinking his eyes, he looked down and saw his wife’s concerned gaze meeting his.

	“Are you okay?” she said, staring into his soul, seeing the turmoil behind his eyes. His hips slowing to a standstill, realizing he was giving it to his wife at too vigorous a pace, he pulled back, horrified at himself for losing control like that.

	“I’m… sorry…” he replied, pulling himself out of her despite being throbbing with desire, ashamed with himself for getting so carried away. He couldn’t look at her, pulling on some clothes and walking out of the room.

	Being the good wife, she immediately followed him, not letting him go through whatever he was going through alone. Sitting next to him, she comforted him till he was ready to speak. Knowing that any good relationship had to be based on honesty, he voiced his inner turmoil, admitting that in their time apart, he’d fallen victim to lust again. He admitted to his wayward fantasies, without getting specifically into the whole MILF aspect of things. That felt like an unnecessary detail to share, one that would only upset her. He admitted to the pornography use, a desperate outlet for his lust-consumed mind in these many weak moments.

	Some women might shrink in a moment like this, their husband admitting some wayward thoughts, but seeing the regret and shame he was clearly feeling only strengthened her love for him. She was his wife. His partner. His soulmate. She wasn’t going anywhere.

	She had him meet with members of the rehab program to help him through this, Jeanie flying them up on her dime. Together, they developed a treatment plan to help shake him from his current predicament. First, they requested he attend church more, to help reaffirm the pure, clean lessons they imparted. Secondly, he was firmly asked to cut out any of the vices that led him astray. That meant, he had to proverbially give back the keys to that porn paradise he’d been granted access to, denying the filth that inspired such wicked desires in him. He was advised to cut back on the internet as well, his computer, his phone, social media, etc, anything that could lead him back to such sinful pursuits. Third, he had to keep himself busy to distract himself from his desires. Already quite busy due to his football responsibilities, they nonetheless requested he take part in various church-based events, doing good, honest work while also boosting eyes towards both their church and the wonderful charities they worked with.

	Not for the first time, he let his mind consider the thought that this group might be using him, ever so slightly, to draw attention towards their program and their church. They were the ones that spearheaded the many articles discussing his rehabilitation through their program. They were the ones always asking him to promote their work on social media. They were the ones always requesting he give praise to the lord during every interview he gives. But… he never let himself go too far down this road. They were all just so kind, and they’d done so much good for him. Plus, he’d met Jeanie through this program, so he could never get too mad at them. Also, he just couldn’t imagine a group of people like them working together just to manipulate him on such a grand scale…

	The main person they’d invited up to meet with them from the program was a guy they called Pastor Rob. A lively, handsome energetic guy who was about 40, he always spoke with a passion that made him magnetic to listen to. He was the one guiding him through this new treatment plan, and he did so with a confidence that helped Chad feel like he had a chance to escape this trap he’d found himself in. The only time that confidence waned and he looked a bit nervous was near the end. When giving him suggestions as to the type of charity work he could be doing to distract him from his wicked lusts, he handed over a flyer with some very familiar information.

	It was the same charity Dr. White had suggested he work with.

	Chad had given the information about this charity to Jeanie a few weeks earlier, but she mentioned being a bit unsure about Dr. White, so she kinda dismissed the suggestion. Pastor Rob making the same suggestion made them take it a little more seriously, even though Rob seemed a bit nervous and shaky as he did so, sweat on his brow as he handed over this flyer. But they trusted Pastor Rob, so they decided to look into it as a part of Chad’s treatment.

	It all looked legit. Jeanie was his first defense against people trying to take advantage of him, and even she was pacified. Their website was legit and impressive, detailing all the work they’d done and recommendations from some very notable women. Jeanie was always a champion of women, so reading these endorsements from them rang a little truer than ones from your typical John J. Businessman. Plus, the website made clear their faith in their Lord was what was driving their charitable beliefs, as was their unshakeable commitment to the church. The social media for this charity group checked out as well, posts going years back detailing the work they had done.

	That being said, Jeanie was still seemed a bit uncertain about that Dr. White character, and her involvement in this charity was the only thing that made her question it. But Chad needed to get right to doing some good, clean work, and this seemed to be as good of an option to do that as anything. Plus, Pastor Rob was vouching for it, and Jeanie trusted him as much as anyone. Her doubts not enough to stop her, she made first contact with the group, working with Chad to set up a time where he could work with them and do some real good.

	And Jeanie was confident that through such work he would find the salvation he so badly needed.

	 

	 

	 

	For the next few weeks, Chad showed improvement. He hadn’t once relapsed with the pornography. He’d successfully kept those wicked, tempting MILFs out of his head when making love to his wife. And he’d done a damn good job of shutting out those wayward thoughts just before they passed across his mind’s eye. He kept his system clear of that oh so potent MILF poison.

	And he felt so tense that he thought he would die.

	He was a nervous wreck. Imagine the difficulty of trying to keep a thought out of your mind for fear it would consume you, when the mere act of considering the task at hand made you want to think about it. He felt catatonic, his mind shredded. He had trouble sleeping. He had trouble on the field. He could still make love to his wife, but it wasn’t exactly satisfying.

	His wife was not blind to his current state. Chad was always such a sunny, laughing, life-of-the-party type guy. He was always so happy, and so funny, and so carefree. It hurt her heart to see him so withdrawn. So zonked out and troubled. In talking with Pastor Rob, he explained that kicking this specific bad habit was like overcoming an addiction to booze or drugs or whatever. There will be some dark moments, some times where it seemed like the treatment will seem worse than the addiction. But if he works hard, he will get there. He will find the peace he needs. Just give it time, and he’ll eventually reach a point where he didn’t even think about his vice anymore. He spoke with such a passion that it was clear how much he was rooting for Chad to get better. And that passion encouraged both Chad and Jeanie.

	Chad did rise above the worst of it, as his day-to-day life was getting a little easier to endure as time went on. He started to relax… somewhat. But he wasn’t at his baseline. He wasn’t normal. It did feel like he was on the upswing, but not fast enough.

	It was affecting his play on the football field. He regressed significantly in practice, struggling to focus. The coaches would yell at him. His teammates were unimpressed by the high-profile rookie stud. It felt like if he didn’t get his shit together, his life’s dream could be vanquished before it started. His livelihood could be in doubt. His future was at stake, and if he didn’t sort himself out, his world could crumble around him. The gravity of it truly hit him after a bad loss in the first game of the season, an embarrassing defeat at the hands of the fucking Lions.

	He began putting a lot of weight on this highly recommended charity event that he hoped would help him get on the right path.

	They’d scheduled the time for him to join them for an event, taking place between Week 1 and Week 2 of the season. It was gonna be on Tuesday, his day off. Jeanie had planned to join him for this event, supporting him in every way she could. But, as if on cue, as soon as they finalized a time for Chad to attend, her nursing schedule changed, meaning she was working during the time of the event. Feeling a little better than he did at his worst, he assured his wife he’d be alright on his own. He’d told the team about this event in order to clear it with them, and they did just that. However, he was surprised that they didn’t send anyone from the organization along with him, leaving him to his own devices. So, if he needed to take this road to recovery, he was going to be doing it on his own. Somehow… it felt fitting. On some level, he understood this was his own journey to endure, and while the support of his wife, the program, the team, everyone… it was all appreciated, but at the end of the day it was on him to overcome his personal struggles.

	He was given his instructions as to when and where to show up for this event, and he felt strengthened by the fact that it was taking place at a park next to a church. It filled him with an added level of strength, and he felt as good as he had in weeks as he pulled up to the parking area and got out of his car. This was a food drive, where people would be pulling up all day to drop off food for the underprivileged. This charity group had used his presence as a selling point to encourage people to swing by. There were a lot of people from the charity here, already at work. And while it did seem to be comprised all different types of people, it was a group that nonetheless skewed younger and female, so his pure muscular strength would no doubt be appreciated. They were all dressed practically, everyone wearing matching green t-shirts with the charity’s logo on the front, printed in white. Other than that, people wore whatever worked, jeans or shorts, practical tennis shoes, whatever allowed them to get the job done best.

	Approaching the main group, a gorgeous young woman began coming up to him upon witnessing his arrival. Extending her hand, she welcomed him.

	“You Chad?” she asked. He nodded as they shook hands.

	“Indeed, I am,” he replied, feeling a bit of the smoothness he employed when chatting up hot girls back in college.

	“Nice to meet you, I’m Deandra!” The brunette said, some pep in her voice and friendly grin on her face.

	“Yeah, I’m supposed to ask for someone…” he pulled a slip of paper out of his pocket that had a name on it. “I’m supposed to meet with a woman named… Renee.” Deandra grinned, her eyes locked on him.

	“Sure! Let me introduce you,” she said, spinning on her heel to lead him across the park. And as she did, she continued speaking, her peppy tone lowering into a far vaguer one.

	“I’m sure she’ll be VERY excited to meet you…”

	 

	 

	 

	Chad was feeling about as good as he could, his soul already strengthened by the charity work going on around him, all while bathing in the light of a warm, sunny, clear day in the shadow of a church. It already had the makings of the best day he’d had in weeks, and he was already sensing that the recommendation to help out this charity was an apt one by everyone who made it.

	He made easy conversation with Deandra as they walked, mentioning that he’d had this group recommended to him by multiple people, specifically naming both Dr. White and Pastor Rob. Deandra replied that while she’d never heard of Dr. White, she had met Pastor Rob about a month ago, adding that he seemed very impressed by what her and some of their girls could do.

	They kept chatting as they made easy conversation, weaving nimbly through the people working around them. Chad found Deandra quite easy to talk with. In his mind, he thought all the people in this group would be more professional and mature than him, so he was surprised to be chatting with someone around his age. She was very, very attractive, fit and in great shape with a gorgeous face and a body that could match up with damn near any girl he used to hook up with in school. Her boobs were huge and perfect, making their presence known even as she wore her generic top, and her shapely ass was evident even through her work jeans. But he was so far in his head by this point that she didn’t even ping on his radar, despite how insanely attractive she was. A few years ago, he would have gotten her number, and subsequently her ass. Now… she barely registered to him.

	They moved closer to the main table, their destination. And as they did, his heartbeat quickened, and a sense of dread seemed to fill his chest out of nowhere. Some part of him sensed the danger before his mind reckoned with it. A dull staticky noise filled his head.

	As they got close, a conversation hit his ears, but the buzzing in his mind prevented him from really registering it. The conversation was between two women at the main table, a brunette with her back to him, and a clearly overwhelmed young blonde next to her.

	“Where is he?” the brunette’s voice called out, impatient.

	“He’ll be here soon, it’ll just be…” the young blonde replied, attempting to assuage the other woman. But the other woman just bulldozed past her reassurances.

	“I paid a lot of money for this!” the angry woman interrupted. “You make me come out to a place like this and dress in this cheap t-shirt… I did the best I could with it… but I swear to God, if I don’t see that beautiful hunk of man in five minutes, I’m gonna call up Dr. Whi…”

	“Renee!” Deandra suddenly interrupted, stopping the angry woman in her tracks. Smiling through clenched teeth, the woman turned to glance back at the source of the voice. Deandra gave her a pointed look as she nodded towards Chad. The brunette noticing his presence, she turned to face her guest, letting her eyes gaze upon him for the first time.

	But he was already gazing upon her.

	He didn’t hear a word she’d said. The blood pumping in his ears drowned out all other extraneous noise. The only sense that seemed to be working was his sight, and it was hard at work. She was stunning. Gorgeous, sexy, she was one of the hottest women he’d ever seen. And she was the last person he needed to see.

	Because she was, without a doubt, a stone-cold MILF of the highest order.

	He couldn’t place her age specifically, as she possessed an intense level of beauty that made her look younger than she probably was, even as her general vibe exuded a level of confidence and authority that could only come from an older woman. But she was probably in her mid to late 40’s, even though she could pass looks wise for a woman younger than that. She had long, dark brunette hair, cascading in waves down her back, perfectly styled and sexy. Her complexion was creamy and smooth. Her lips were pouty and full, her nose thin and regal, and her hazel eyes were sharp and lively. She stared straight back at him, holding his gaze as he stared at her. But he didn’t have the strength to stop himself from checking out the rest of her.

	Ostensibly, she was dressed in the same outfit as the rest of the people here, a green t-shirt and a pair of pants. But she stood out from the crowd as she put her own distinct spin on it. Instead of wearing comfortable tennis shoes like the rest of the people here, she wore a pair of black, high-heeled sandals, her feet bare within them, her blood-red polished toenails catching his attention for a second. Instead of wearing a pair of practical work pants, she wore dark, stylish, skin-tight jeans, clinging to her long, firm legs, showcasing them in a setting where most chose something more functional. They looked so tight he couldn’t imagine her being able to bend over in jeans that tight.

	As he’d approached her seconds prior, he’d gotten an eyeful of her shapely ass while she faced away from him. In fact, it was the first place his eyes had gone to as soon as he saw her. The tight denim clung to the firm juicy cheeks of her immaculate ass, highlight its impressive shape and impossible perkiness. And the fact that she had heels on meant that her ass was being projected outwards, put on display for all to see. And Chad had appreciated the view, his mind making sure to consume the sight before he realized what he was doing.

	And on her upper half, she wore the same shirt as the rest. But on her, it was different. For one, while it was baggy and comfortable on all the rest, to allow them to move around with ease, on this woman… it seemed that she had chosen a top sized extra-small, as it clung to her fit, slim torso and flat belly, leaving a portion of her midriff exposed. But not all of her upper half was slim, as it was revealed upon spinning around to face him that she had absolutely mammoth breasts. Her massive, round melons strained to escape the green material of the top, testing its strength, the logo of this charity adorning her giant boobs. They looked like overfilled water balloons stuffed in that tight top, packed together, wobbling with every subtle movement she made. They were incredible!

	She made a modification to her top that no one else had done, cutting a split at the neckline to give her succulent cleavage a little room to breathe. It was the most divine tease, the upper cleft of the deep dark fault line between her big MILF tits on display, the smooth skin of her fleshy breasts threatening to ooze out of her neckline. And dangling from her neck was a thin chain, the bauble at the end a silver cross, glimmering in the afternoon light as it was stuck in place, lodged in her cleavage. He found his eyes drawn to it, unable to look away from it and the exposed flesh nearby.

	Given the tightness of the top, and how it left nothing to the imagination, clinging to every graceful curve of her enormous, smooth breasts, one fact registered within Chad before his mind fully recognized it.

	She wasn’t wearing a bra.

	Holy shit! How could a woman with such big boobs not wear a bra when out in public, especially given the event they were at, in the shadow of the church and God and everyone? But there was no mistaking it. There was nothing between that shirt and her bare flesh. Chad could even see the slightest indents caused by her nipples. And yet, it made this display even more impressive, given how firm and perky her breasts seemed to be, vaulting out proudly from her chest, barely able to be contained.

	“Renee, this is Chad Bethel,” Deandra said, introducing the hunky athlete to the older woman. Deandra turned to Chad. “And Chad… this is Renee Fields. She’s in charge here.”

	“Hi Chad…” Renee said softly with a knowing smirk, her eyes never leaving his as she reached out with her hand. Renee was reasonably tall for a woman, and her heels only added to that. But Chad was far taller, causing her to look up into his eyes as they greeted each other.

	“Hi Renee…” Chad croaked out, returning the gesture, his eyes on her, too consumed by the sight to notice her finger lovingly rubbing against his palm.

	“Well,” Deandra stated. “I’ll leave you to it, then.” At this, she stepped aside, but not before glancing back at Renee, rolling her eyes and shaking her head at the brazen display she was putting on. But neither Chad nor Renee noticed this slight bit of disobedience. At the moment, their eyes were only on each other.

	“Here,” Renee said, pulling her hand from his only to take a step towards him and spreading her arms. ‘Let me give you a hug!’ Before he could say anything, she stepped into his arms, wrapping hers around his frame and pulling herself against him. Both of them let out a small groan as their bodies pressed together. “Mmm… I think you’ll find I like to touch…” she added, rubbing his broad, muscular back.

	Chad barely heard her. All he could reckon with was the sensation of the older woman’s giant boobs pressing into his fit chest, ballooning outwards as she held herself tight against him. They were so soft and firm, and the pressure they exerted against him was unreal. They felt incredible, and as she kept herself pressed against him, they also felt inescapable. Unavoidable. His cock stiffened in his jeans at the feel of her MILF tits against his chest, and it was lucky she finally took a step back or she would have no doubt noticed.

	“Oh, look at this…” she said, stepping back to admire the young athlete, rubbing her hands on his arms, feeling his firm biceps, her fingers squeezing them ever so slightly. He’d worked out earlier this morning, so they stood out a little more than usual. “You will do quite nicely…” Renee said to herself, stealing one last squeeze of his arms before stepping back, the MILF looking the tall young athlete up and down appreciatively. He couldn’t help but do the same, checking her out, only for his eyes to keep landing on her impressive chest. Screaming internally, reminding himself that he needed to be better than this, he met her twinkling gaze, seeking any distraction that would stop him from checking her out.

	“So, what do you need me to do?” Chad croaked out. She looked up at him, the MILF smirking as she looked right in his eyes for a moment.

	“Well, you’re gonna stick by me all day,” Renee responded, placing her hand on his shoulder. It was only now that he noticed her long nails, which seemed a bit impractical given the task at hand, but he nonetheless shivered as he felt them ever so slightly dig into his shoulder. “We’ve put your pretty face on all our advertising for this food drive, so people are coming here to see you. So, we’re gonna put you front and center for everyone to see when they pull up. They will probably want pictures when they arrive, and we’ll make you available for that. And I will be right next to you the whole time…”

	He could take issue with being paraded around like a show pony for the sake of charity. Frankly, this wasn’t the first time he’d endured something like that. But he was more nervous about the last part. Renee would be by his side the entire day. He would have a super sexy, hot-bodied MILF right beside him driving him crazy all fucking day. Those tits would be right there next to him no matter what he did. There’d be no escape. It was the last thing he needed. He needed to figure out a way to endure this.

	He was struck by a desperate idea. He had to change his mindset for this to work. MILF meant “Mother I’d Like to Fuck.” He just had to convince himself that he didn’t want to fuck her. He had to change the image in his mind that she was this older, fuckable babe and convince himself that he wasn’t attracted to her at all.

	“How long have you been running this charity?” he asked. This could work. Someone being charitable is a lovely quality to have. It makes you a great, top-quality person. Jeanie had an incredible, charitable nature. A lot of the people he worked with in the rehab program had that same nature. Charitability makes you a good person, but for Chad, it didn’t exactly inspire him to want to fuck. And that’s why he broached this topic. Make this Renee a good, nice, charitable person… make her image in his mind squeaky clean, so clean that sex would be the last thing on his mind.

	“Oh, um…” she paused, slightly taken aback, searching for an answer. ‘Let’s just say five years?’ she answered, as if asking him. Her reply was so casual and weightless, as if her charitable nature didn’t seem to matter in the slightest to her. “Long enough where I’ve earned the right not to do any more heavy lifting, haha!” she replied, turning her fingers and wiggling them, displaying her blood-red nail polish and perfectly manicured nails as a point of pride, as if excited that she’d graduated beyond such menial work. Those hands were not gonna be getting dirty any time soon. The only way those hands end up dirty would be if they ended up covered in cum after stroking his dick to a monster orgasm… fuck! It didn’t work… his mind kept flashing to images of sex with her. Her viewing herself as above the people around her, being that confident… fuck, it was really sexy. Somehow, this whole effort on his part to make her seem less attractive only ended up making her hotter to him!

	“You have a family?” he asked politely, trying another tact. If she were a devoted family woman… again admirable, but not boner inducing. Immediately upon being asked this, her face transformed into an expression of displeasure.

	“Oh, let’s not talk about that…” she replied before continuing to talk about her family. ‘I try not to think about my ex-husbands, yet they think so much about me.’ But at this talk of family, she seemed to look at the young man in front of her with new eyes. “My goodness… you are young enough to be my son! What I would have given to have had an obedient young man around the house. But I wasn’t so lucky. I was stuck with a pair of trash-bag, slut daughters. They are a total fucking nightmare!”

	Fuck! Her personal life was a mess, not some flowery picture of domestic bliss. He couldn’t fully explain why, the fact that her private life wasn’t such a pretty picture didn’t detract from her appeal. It only added to it. But why? In his past, he’d been with plenty of girls whose personal lives were a total disaster, as if their sole focus was to go out and party and hook up with guys, leaving the more important things by the wayside. The girls that had it together weren’t the type to be out there like that. Women like Jeanie… they had their lives in order. They didn’t have that wild, lawless streak that those other, much more sexually appealing women had. Perhaps he’d developed a soft spot for such a thing.

	However, the way Renee spoke of her daughters pinged as odd to Chad, hearing such language from a churchgoing woman, but he didn’t want to question her personal life too much. Following that line of thought, he inquired about her religious nature.

	“So… you’re big into the church?” he asked, again seeking something that would diminish her appeal. But even as he asked this in an attempt to distract himself from her overwhelming appeal, he couldn’t stop himself from stealing a glimpse at the silver cross lodged in her cleavage, the sight making his body shudder.

	“Oh, yeah, big time,” she replied almost dismissively, in a casual way that again struck Chad as strange. As if realizing she missed her cue, she continued with a bit more focus. ‘I mean, YES!’ she said emphatically, staring right at him. “I was, like… lost… for so long,” she began with a knowing smile, even as she looked for the words to say. “I confess, I behaved very badly for years… decades… most of my life, haha! I admit, I was having a lot of sex! I mean, A LOT of sex! Like full-out, unholy fucking! I was a total slut!” Jesus… he did not expect that this unbelievably sexy MILF would come out and shamelessly admit that she was a stone-cold slut until she found the church, and the knowledge sent a rush of excitement through him. She glowed proudly as she said this, looking up at the tall athlete before slapping his chest playfully. “And from what I’ve read about you, it sounds like we have that in common, you stud!” Chad almost choked at her saying this. He did not expect this woman he’d just met to bring up his sordid past so bluntly. Seeing that he didn’t take this with the humor she intended, she continued, regathering herself and adjusting her tone. “What I mean is, I read all those wonderful articles about you, about your path to salvation, and I just knew I had to meet you! I just knew we’d be really close friends, because we have so much in common! We both had our fun… a lot of it! We were both, no doubt, very good at it, haha!” she added, looking him up and down. “And when the time came, and we were all done with all that misbehaving, we settled down, found the church, got absolved of our sins, and got our spots set in Heaven!”

	Chad was baffled by damn near everything she just said to the degree that her odd, somewhat cynical description of spiritual salvation was lost on him. He was more struck by how ruefully she talked about the time before that salvation, that she seemingly took such pride in how much sex she had had and how he should be able to relate to that. The bad thing about that was… he could totally relate! That was his exact journey, and it was the biggest thing on his mind recently, pining for the days where he could be so relaxed and carefree and not have to shoulder so many responsibilities. But he didn’t necessarily want to be confronted about such things by a gorgeous MILF he’d just met who was already inspiring such complicated feelings within him.

	But she clearly didn’t sense his displeasure.

	“I read those interviews you did so many times! Especially when I knew we were finally going to meet,” Renee said excitedly. ‘I confess, I’m not much of a football fan, but I am a fan of you! You’re number 1 fan!’ She eyed him up excitedly, admiring the sight of the fit, tall, handsome football player standing right in front of her. “It’s a shame we didn’t meet before all this. Then we could have had some real fun, am I right?” she joked, and his eyes practically bugged out at the implication she was making. That if they had met at any time before this, that they would have definitely ripped off their clothes and fucked each other’s brains out. All he could do was take a nervous gulp and try to hold back the wonderful images of her and him in the heat of passion. Practically seeing this painted across his face, Renee was spurred into action, ready to take her shot.

	“You know, we can blow this all off right now and I can bl…” she began, before a voice from behind Chad interrupted.

	“Renee!” that voice called out firmly. Chad was so distracted by the illicit thoughts playing across his mind’s eye that he wasn’t able to fill in the blanks in regard to what she was about to say, but someone else clearly could. Turning around, the football player looked upon Deandra, who’d stayed nearby as he and Renee conversed. He caught a stern expression on her face for a moment before she noticed he was looking, replacing it with a smile as she spoke to the older woman. “I think we have some work to do,” she reminded her boss pointedly.

	Renee’s eyes narrowed in annoyance at the younger woman for interrupting her, but she nonetheless listened to what she had to say. Clearly stifling what she was about to say, she glanced at the tall young athlete in front of her and grinned at him.

	“Deandra’s right… we have some work to do,” Renee stated, putting one hand on his back as she guided him with her other hand in the direction they were about to go. As they walked away, Renee gave Deandra a poisonous look for stopping her, but the young woman did not back down. There was a lot of time and money invested in this day. She was not about to let that older bitch ruin it by trying to make a hail-Mary pass on the first play of the game. No… they had a gameplan, and Renee had to do her part.

	As for the event itself, it ended up going pretty straightforwardly. The idea was that people would pull up and drop off food for the drive. And the added incentive was the presence of the hot new quarterback to encourage that feeling of charitability. But with sports fans being as negative and fatalistic as ever, the loss in his first full game seemed to affect the turnout, as a lot of the men who pulled up seemed kinda skeptical of the hotshot young quarterback but were nonetheless there to be charitable. The kids who showed up with their folks were as excited as could be to meet the famous athlete, and that filled his heart with warmth.

	Maybe it was due to the headspace he was in lately, but he took note of the fact that the demographic that seemed most excited to meet him were mature women. There wasn’t a huge turnout from girls his own age, but the moms picked up the slack. Everything from sporty young moms, to divorced babes, to classic MILFS, or middle-aged women, and some who were probably older than his mother. He was in such a state that they all held a certain unexplainable appeal to him. He could feel a buzz in the air whenever he was around any of these women, and he could sense they felt it, too.

	Even though he was a rookie, he’d gotten a good feel of these photo-ops, so he knew how to handle himself professionally, putting on a smiling face and putting his best foot forward. But having sexy soccer moms clad in team colors grinning brilliantly as they sidled right up next to him for their photo wore at him. He was almost happy whenever some dude who was a big fan of the team would show up and regard him skeptically, keeping things quick and painless. He found distraction in the physical exertion, but it wasn’t that taxing, mostly involving him carrying packages of bottled water or trays of canned goods from cars to the denoted areas for each kind of item. It was a busy, well-oiled operation, as a lot of the girls there seemed to know what to do, carrying out this whole thing in a very professional manner. There were other stations where some of the girls were ready to receive donations, but as he was the star of the show, most wanted to interact with him. He smiled, kept his head down, and did the job.

	But at every point of the day, Renee stood out.

	Of all the people he was working with as part of this food drive, he couldn’t help but think she just didn’t fit into the operation. She didn’t lift a finger in terms of handling any of the food getting donated, and all the work seemed to be happening around her. Maybe it was the blessing of being the one in charge, but it appeared as if she was playing no part in the operation. If she had a job, it appeared to be staying near Chad and making sure the VIP was happy with how the whole thing was playing out. That meant she was by Chad’s side all day. In every photo-op with the people donating, they would be on one side of him, and Renee would be on the other, pressing herself right up next to him, making sure she was in every picture taken. She was always there. Always in his presence.

	It was… intoxicating.

	It was the last thing he needed, but it was all he wanted. She was just so FUCKING HOT that being around her just drove him crazy, keeping his blood pumping all day, and his cock perpetually at half-mast. Maybe she wouldn’t have affected him so strongly a few months prior when he had his shit together, but in the mindset he was currently in, every little thing she did oozed sex appeal. Her whole attitude, her vibe, her demeanor… it turned his crank just right.

	Knowing people were watching, and people were taking pictures of him, he did his best to stay well-behaved, to keep his eyes forward and not let them wander in the slightest. With the visitors eager for a photo, this was less of a problem, but with Renee, this came at a struggle. It would be hard to take your eyes off such a gorgeous older woman even on the best of days, but with her flitting around him all day long, he struggled not to stare. Her smooth, creamy skin. Her mesmerizing gaze. Her girly, sexy scent. Her lustrous, long brunette hair. The way her smooth, plump lips always seemed to curl up in a knowing smirk that made it feel like she could see his wayward thoughts.

	But these were about as pure as it got.

	Chad found himself downright obsessed with the older woman’s hot body as the day went on. He found himself stealing glimpses at her mammoth rack whenever he could get away with it. They were just so big! And round… and jiggly. The fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra seemed obvious to him, but no one else seemed to notice, save for the occasional judgmental stare from some of the women pulling up to donate food. Chad’s stare was not judgmental in the slightest, his eyes hungry and desperate as he stared at the perfect pair of MILF tits being paraded right under his nose. In his relapse in porn, he’d eyed up many pairs of massive round boobs sported by those filthy MILF porn stars. But Renee’s delightful pair might be the best he’d ever seen. They were THAT amazing! Certainly, the best pair he’d ever come across in real life. They were fucking blimps… it’d be impossible not to notice them. It was lucky she wasn’t doing that much heavy lifting, cause those suckers would probably blow out her top if she really got moving…

	Fuck… the thought of that made the addled married quarterback shiver.

	It wasn’t just that their size that arrested his attention. His eyes kept falling into her cleavage despite his best efforts. She was the only woman on the charity team whose top was the slightest bit low-cut, and that might be by necessity as stress relief due to the sheer size of the jugs her top was trying to contain. And that glimmering silver cross dangling in her cleavage only added to his struggle, the shiny bauble repeatedly catching his attention and drawing his gaze into the succulent cleavage between her big MILF breasts. He even noticed the indents caused by her nipples through the green material, that’s how consumed by the sight of her chest he was.

	He couldn’t escape her massive tits. Even when his eyes were well-behaved, they made their presence known. When she posed next to Chad for a picture, she had a habit of angling herself in such a manner as to press the side of her breasts against his side as they posed together. Every time she did this, he winced inwardly. The size and weight of her enormous melons would be imparted to the married athlete in this unintentional gesture, causing him to struggle to maintain his focus. He could feel just a hint of their immaculate softness, and his deep dark lizard brain wanted to turn to face her, rip off her top, and dig his big hands into those giant fleshy jugs and fully experience their perfection in his palms.

	That wasn’t all. When he was lifting heavy items back and forth, getting all those muscles of his a little sore, she’d be there to ease his stress by digging her talented fingers into the married man’s shoulders, rubbing his impressive musculature. Compared to stuff he did on the football field, the soreness was nothing, but he was in such a state that he didn’t stop her. And as her eager hands dug into his shoulders, and she couldn’t stop the satisfied groan from rising from her throat as she soothed the fit athlete, happy to get her hands on his impressive body. But as she did this, she seemed to inadvertently allow her boobs to graze against his broad back. She could feel him shudder as she did this, and she didn’t hide her hungry grin as she incited this reaction.

	It wasn’t just her tits that slowly drove him crazy over the course of the day. Her ass was unreal, almost as impressive as her giant rack. Full and firm and perfectly formed, it was barely contained by the stylish, dark jeans she was wearing. The denim was glued to the round cheeks, highlighting their immaculate shape perfectly, even pulling in ever-so-slightly in the middle to give a hint of her ass-crack. It was a premium MILF ass, standing out from her slim body, so perfect it couldn’t be denied.

	So even when she wasn’t facing Chad, giving him a temporary respite from her perfect chest, he was forced to reckon with her shapely ass. She knew how to showcase it perfectly, swinging her hips, parading it around, posing in just the right way to show it off. Her high heels helped in that effect. They were totally impractical in regard to the work they were doing, but totally practical for one purpose, which was to highlight her amazing rear end, putting her perfect fucking ass on display so it could be admired. It was as if the charitable work she was doing didn’t really matter to her, and what was far more important was making sure everyone knew what a great ass she had.

	And Chad had certainly noticed.

	It was like her nature couldn’t be denied. She said she was in the same boat as he, that she had an unhealthy predilection for having lots and lots of sex, and that the church helped steer her on the right path. But it was in her nature to look good, to show herself off, to be sex-crazed and crave action, and no matter how it got dressed up or buried, it was still there. It was a part of her that would always be there. To use the word she described herself as… some part would always be that total slut she used to be. And if to further prove that point, he couldn’t help but notice on the occasions that she bent over, and her shirt raised up on her back, he could see the whale-tail caused by the thong she was wearing, clearly on display above the hem of those designer jeans of hers.

	Fuck… she was driving him crazy. Renee had his cock throbbing…

	It was almost unfair. It was like she was plucked out of his mind, stolen from his MILFiest fantasies and made real. Put right in front of him, all-MILF, all tits and ass, gorgeous and sexy, the most delicious temptation. It was like a test from God, a pass or fail judgement with his soul on the line. Would he be able to resist this ultimate temptation? Or was it that the man he used to be, the guy who partied and fucked girls without abandon… was that his true nature? Was all this so-called salvation a fool’s errand? Was he truly a lost cause?

	Chad was a man who’d been in some of the highest-pressure situations in football, the opposition chasing him down, almost a hundred-thousand fans in the stands screaming for his head. The game on the line, the season on the line… sometimes it was all on him. But damn did it feel like he was feeling more pressure now than he ever did on the field.

	It was a lot of weight he was putting on his own shoulders. This happy-go-lucky young man was full of guilt, conflict, and inner turmoil. He should be better than this. He should be above all this. He was a married man. He loved his wife. He admired her like crazy. The fact that he was drooling over this older woman made it feel like all the great growth he’d shown under Jeanie and the church’s tutelage meant nothing in the grand scheme of things. Combined that with his struggles on the field, this athlete who used to be somewhat wild and cocky had never felt like such a failure. What he would give to just release all this weight, cut loose all this tension, and just feel like himself again.

	He tried to keep it together outwardly. He was all smiles for the cameras. Friendly as could be for all people who showed up, who were excited as could be to meet him. They didn’t see the failure he truly was. They saw the best in him… he did his best not to disappoint them with the truth. And for all his many recent failures, he felt like he was doing a decent enough job of keeping it together so no one would notice his unrest or wandering eyes.

	But even here, he failed.

	From afar, Deandra watched Chad at work with Renee ever by his side. Everyone here had their job to do, and hers was to make sure everything stuck to the plan, keeping guardrails on everything long enough to ensure that by the time Renee made her move, Chad would not say no.

	And so far, it was going right to plan. Mostly.

	With so much money on the line here, and with this being such a high-profile case, it went without saying that the boss lady would eventually check in. And sure enough, as the young woman observed from afar, her phone began to ring.

	“Hey, Jen,” Deandra said with a grin as she answered her phone, one of the only interns bold enough to refer to Dr. White by her first name. And she was one of the few who Dr. White allowed the privilege.

	“How’s it coming along?” Dr. White asked, looking for a status report. Deandra smirked as she watched Chad and Renee at work.

	“Right to plan,” Deandra assured her. “Had to keep Renee in line, as she was ready to jump his bones after five minutes…”

	“Of course, she would,” Dr. White replied with a knowing laugh. Deandra smirked along with her.

	“But it’s all coming together,” Deandra reported. “Chad is… haha… don’t think he knows how obvious he’s being with how he keeps staring at Renee. He wants it bad!” she added with a laugh.

	“So, it’s happening, then?” Dr. White asked.

	“Oh, yeah! They’re definitely gonna fuck! No doubt! Poor guy’s drooling!” Deandra replied.

	“Are the cameras in place?” Dr. White asked.

	“Yes, ma’am. Checked and re-checked. It should be some pretty good shit!” Deandra assured her. “Renee knows what to do, and I’ll make sure she does it. Poor boy’s practically on her leash by this point. He will follow her anywhere…” Confident with her favorite intern’s assessment, Dr. White soon ended the call. As Deandra pocketed her phone, one of the other interns there pretending to be a charity worker approached Deandra.

	“Damn…” Clarice said, checking out Chad from afar. Clarice was a former college athlete herself, and the athletic young black woman clearly had some admiration for the hunky young quarterback. Deandra couldn’t help but empathize… Chad was clearly hard as a brick, a fact obvious to the two sexually confident and experienced young women. His VERY impressive bulge was evident from even this far away, and to the older women who were taking pictures with him, it would no doubt be an added bonus to their starstruck moments, a happy memory that would carry over to their fantasies.

	“I know, right,” Deandra replied, agreeing about the quarterback’s obvious appeal. Clarice began shaking her head.

	“You know, it’s a damn shame we’re setting him up for that skanky old bitch!” Clarice stated. “He should be with someone his own age, someone who can keep up with him.”

	“She might surprise you,” Deandra replied quietly. She didn’t particularly like Renee, but she was confident that the older woman could more than hold up her end of the bargain. Nonetheless, Clarice was unconvinced.

	“Don’t you ever just want to grab one these men for yourself?” Clarice asked. “It’s just… damn. I want to march over there now and run a marathon on that boy. I want to climb that fucking mountain, you know?” she added with a laugh, eyeing up the tall young quarterback with hungry eyes. Deandra smiled and shook her head.

	“Can’t. That’s the job. That’s what we get paid for,” Deandra replied sadly.

	“I know,” Clarice replied, assuring her colleague she wasn’t about to go into her business for herself. Deandra had worked with Clarice for a few years now, so she had complete faith that she wasn’t about to break the rules. And they were close enough that she allowed herself to empathize.

	“But I know what you mean. It’s just… damn,” Deandra stated, shaking her head and grinning warmly as she looked at the stud at the center of this whole scheme.

	“Damn…” Clarice repeated with a similar grin.

	 

	 

	 

	After a few hours of this, of being around the gorgeous older woman Renee, in the presence of that body, that ass and those tits… Chad could barely keep it together. The inner chaos was bleeding outwards, leaving him looking slightly worn down and haggard. He was doing his best to keep himself in control, but she was wearing him down. Not even counting her amazing body, every little thing she did was dripping with sex. Every smirk. Every look. Every gesture. Her long, lustrous brunette hair was sex. Her piercing eyes were sex. Her smooth, full lips were sex. Even the sexy girly scent of whatever perfume or lotion she had on made his nervous system go crazy with thoughts of fucking.

	And then there was her body. Jesus Christ… that body… she knew how to parade it in just the right way. She knew how to highlight her perfect ass and massive tits with every little move she made, and the addled young married man could barely keep it together.

	He didn’t know if she knew what she was doing to him. Everything she did could be explained away as innocent, but it all only added to his sexual frustration. Every time she’d brush her tits against him oh so innocently, it made his knees weak. Every time she stood next to him and put one hand on his shoulder, her nails digging into him ever-so-slightly, as if possessively… it made him see lights behind his eyes he got so excited. God, to be possessed by such a woman, such an incredible MILF… nothing would be more exciting for him.

	At one point, she convinced him it would be best if they traded phone numbers. They had to separate for a few minutes as he had to do some heavy lifting, and she said that if he needed anything from her, he could just text her. But in trading numbers, she did so by sending him not just a text, but a photo-text. And of course, it was a photo where she looked absolutely incredible. In the picture, which seemed to be taken at some event, she was dressed in an incredible white dress, the material clinging to her delicious form, showing off every immaculate curve. The thin straps of her dress left her arms and a lot of her chest exposed, showing off the mountainous slopes of her massive breasts in a manner she could never get away with at a church event like this. His eyes got lost as she showed off even more cleavage in this photo than she was here. The silky white material clung to her giant boobs, showcasing their full shape. The rest of the dress seemed fitted to her, showcasing her trim torso, her pronounced hips, and her long, firm legs, ending at her knees, leaving her taut calves on display. Her feet were clad in expensive looking white high heels. And her arms were clad in long white matching gloves, going all the way up to her elbows. Her hair was done up nicely, and her makeup was immaculate. This whole look just screamed wealth, and he wondered for the first time if she had some money. Dr. White had mentioned offhand that she had a life of many blessings, but he didn’t realize until now that those blessings might include wealth and not just her incredible good looks and fantastic body.

	So, even as they separated for a few minutes, he was granted no respite, as he kept checking out that picture of her she sent him. And when she returned, the relief he felt at being in her presence again was palpable. His body was growing addicted to just being in her presence.

	If you chronicled the pictures he took during this photo-op as the day went on, you could see how much Renee affected him, the MILF wearing down his psyche, leaving him more and more worn down as time passed. And, of course, she looked more and more excited, seeing how clearly she was weakening his resolve without even having to do anything. Dr. White assured her it would play out like this, but she didn’t believe it till she saw it. If she had any doubts of the doctor’s skill, they were erased, and she committed herself more fully to Dr. White’s scheme instead of trying to rush to the grand finale.

	Eventually, Chad was happy to realize that his scheduled time at this event had ended. But being ever polite, he waited for the folks still lined up to meet him, taking picture after picture with them. Finally, the young woman, Deandra, came by and announced to everyone that Chad had to step away, that his time was done. He tried to assuage his fans and take a few more pictures, but then Renee stepped in, asking him to step back, or he would never be able to get away. But then she added that if he wanted to help, he could lug some of the donations they’d collected into the church where they were storing some of the goods until the trucks could arrive to take them. Obeying what Renee told him, he stepped back. Being given a dolly, he scooped up a stack of canned goods and began wheeling them towards the church, doing this back and forth a few times. For a few minutes, he was able to clear his head. Stacking them in a side room of the church, he moved to head back to grab more when he walked past the entrance of the well-lit chapel.

	Stopping in his tracks, pausing as he looked in, he was reminded of all the good the Church had done for him, and how it had helped pull him out from his lowest moments. Feeling pretty low at the moment, he found himself stepping into the chapel without a second thought, leaving the dolly in place behind him as he felt the warm embrace of the church welcoming him. Light was shining through the stained-glass windows, giving the church an almost holy glow. The various religious figures depicted in the colorful glass presented an added sense of welcoming, as if salvation would be found if he were to just step within the chapel and embrace the light. Walking between the pews towards the cross at the front, seeking guidance, he faced the cross and readied himself to pray, only to be startled by a noise behind him. Turning away from the cross, he looked back to see Renee standing there at the back of the chapel, grinning warmly.

	“There you are!” Renee said, as if she’d been looking for him. “I was afraid you’d left me without saying goodbye!”

	“I wouldn’t do that,” he replied with a half-smile, not sure why he said it. He didn’t really owe this woman anything more, and frankly, he wanted nothing more than to remove himself from the temptations she offered. But honestly, he didn’t know he had permission to leave, and if he had, he might have already done so. Instead, he was alone in a church with her. Stepping into the chapel, she shut the door behind her, leaving her and him in their own little world. Looking at her as she stepped closer, he began to feel a little nervous. She was just so HOT! She pushed all his buttons, and being in her presence again was enough to put him on edge. But with the protection of the Church, he felt strengthened, hoping that it would help protect him against the many temptations this MILF offered.

	“Before you left, I wanted to talk to you about something…” she said, seemingly nervous around him for the first time. He gulped, not knowing where this was going.

	“Yeah?” he replied, not knowing what else to say. As she approached him down the aisle, she began speaking.

	“You know, like I told you, I read all the stories about your recovery. That’s why I’ve become such a fan of yours, and it’s also why I really wanted to meet you,” she began, still appearing nervous, playing her part to a T. “Because I’ve endured the same journey you have, and there are things I’ve been bursting to talk about that I can’t with anyone else… except you.”

	Chad stepped back, not knowing what she wanted to discuss, but understandably a bit worried. She sounded genuine, and he couldn’t justify not hearing her out.

	“Uh… okay. What do you want to discuss?” he asked. She grinned happily at this, and before speaking, she guided him to one of the church pews. He sat down, and she followed suit, sitting right next to him, blocking him in slightly so the side of the pew was to his right, with her to his left. As she turned to face him, he couldn’t help but notice she angled her chest in such a manner that it put her cleavage right at the edge of his vision, he struggled not to stare down that smooth, succulent valley between her round, firm breasts. Instead of looking at the cross at the front of the chapel, he was looking at the one dangling between her tits. Catching himself, he shook his head and looked into her eyes as she began talking.

	“We both went through this whole process with the church to… repair us. Get us on the right path. Make our intentions pure,” she started. “This was all hammered into my head again and again, that what I was doing was wrong, that it was sinful, and the only path I had to salvation was with them. The Church. But… I never thought what I was doing was wrong. I was having fun. I was happy. I was free. And ever since, I’m saying all the right things, helping people, living by all the tenants they recommended. But deep down, I don’t feel any different. I think the same way. I want the same things. I’m the same person. Being this fine, upstanding member of society, living within the rules that the church imposes on me… it’s like I can’t breathe. I’m not that person, not really… and the longer this goes on, the more I feel like I’m going to explode. The more I almost want it to. So, all this, this do-gooding, this pretending and going along with these self-improvement programs… am I alone in feeling that it’s all a lie? That it’s all bullshit?”

	Chad looked away as he listened. He wanted to deny what she was saying, but she literally put into words things that he’d been feeling for months, if not years. From the start, when he entered the faith-based organization that led to his recovery from his sex-addled, partying ways, he always knew it wasn’t a decision from within himself. It was due to outside forces telling him to get his shit together, that he had to, because he had to fit within the rules as they’d always been. He eventually agreed to it, recognizing their arguments as valid, but he never would have done it on his own accord. If that had never happened, he would have kept on like he had been. Partying, having fun, fucking girls and having the time of his life. Yeah, perhaps he’d have chilled out a bit over time, but left alone to his own devices, that’s what he’d ended up deciding to do. With no outside intervention, that was his natural state. And ever since, all these other people… the church, his coaches, even his wife to a certain extent… they’d been trying to change him. Mold him into a person that resembled himself, but wasn’t really him. It was a version of himself, a facsimile, but not the true him.

	He could play pretend for a while, but deep down, that nagging notion that he hadn’t really changed in the slightest was always there. And when faced with true temptation, that type of shit he used to avail himself in his younger days, or in a case like Renee, someone who far exceeded anything he’d ever encountered… that feeling only grew within himself. The walls that had been built up around him would form a crack, and the shackled beast within him would begin to stir to life. It took every fiber in his being to keep those safeguards up around him, and yet… it felt like an increasingly hollow existence.

	“Renee, I…” he croaked out and paused, not knowing what to say. But that was answer enough. Grabbing his arm excitedly, she responded.

	“Oh my God, you agree, don’t you!?” she asked, grinning excitedly, sensing correctly that he was in the same boat. “Thank goodness! I thought I was crazy, surrounded by fucking zombies who actually believe this shit!”

	Chad wasn’t quite ready to sign off on such a sacrilegious statement, especially while sitting in a church. To say such a thing, to admit that he didn’t truly believe in the lessons imparted to him through this faith-based recovery, but nonetheless played along to make others happy… it felt like such a fiery thing to even voice that he could almost feel it’s sinful spice on his tongue. That wouldn’t even be the truth of the matter for the young man from the Midwest. It wasn’t a question of faith, or belief in a higher power. It was a matter of what held greater importance to him. Would he rather live by the tenants of the Church, or did the salvation he found in the arms of those countless women matter so much more? Shackles that never fit right, or unrestrained freedom?

	“I’m just glad I’m not alone in this!” Renee stated, a wave of relief clearly going through her. Sitting back, and tugging at her tight, low-cut top, she continued talking. “It just feels like I’m all bound up in this, and not in the fun way!”

	Images of the MILF tied to a bed, clad in fetish gear, just like the older women in those wonderful porn scenes, filled his mind. Living up to those unreachable goals of behavior, being shunned and shamed for his desires… he could empathize in feeling so restrained.

	He had been unable to look at her since she made her admission, so Chad didn’t see it coming when she grabbed him by the arms and spun his upper half so he was facing her. Before he could react, she pulled him into a tight hug, wrapping her arms around him and pulling herself into him. This in effect forced her massive rack right against his fit, unyielding chest, making them squash against him in just the right way. He groaned as she did this, and he unconsciously returned the hug, wrapping his arms around her.

	“Mmm… fuck…” Renee sighed lightly directly next to his ear as she pressed herself even more firmly against him, sending a jolt of lust through him. It was enough for him to release his hands from around her, and a few seconds later, she did the same. “Isn’t it nice to meet someone who feels the EXACT same way you do!? Isn’t it nice that we’re not alone in this? That we’re in this together?”

	“I… uh…” Chad stammered, not knowing what to say. Him and the MILF were still in close proximity even though their hug had ended, her voluminous chest jutting outwards, the fronts of her big round breasts still grazing against him.

	“I could see it painted all over you!” she stated, grinning. “That you are just like me. That you are acting, and just going along with everyone, and trying to hide it behind smiles and friendliness. But I see you. I see the truth inside of you. I can see that fire! You’re not like them… you’re like me! You don’t want to be all boring and well-behaved and tied down. You want to cut loose and have fun!”

	This was all happening so fast… Chad was overwhelmed. He had to stand up, get some space from this MILF and clear his head. He did just that, standing up and freeing himself from her grasp, putting his head in his hands, rubbing his eyes, hoping to find the guidance to figure out what to do.

	“Renee…” he choked out, stepping towards the cross at the front of the chapel again. “I don’t know… I… maybe you’re a little right, but that doesn’t change anything. I have people that are counting on me… my wife, the team… even if I’m not as in line with the church, they’ve been kind to me, and they believe in me too. I can’t stop this train…”

	“Babe…” Renee began, standing up behind him. “I bet you’ve been looking for a safe place to park that big engine of yours for years.” Chad took these words in, searching for meaning, but his confused mind could only hear it one way. Turning to face her, he responded.

	“What are you talking about?” he asked. She gave him a knowing look as she smiled, as if he were being naïve. Seeing that he wasn’t about to give an inch just yet, she had to spell it out for him.

	“Hon, you’ve been checking me out all day. From the second we met…” she explained, smirking at him. Panicking, he began to stammer.

	“I… I did not… uh… maybe a few times… no. No!” he replied weakly, sweat on the athlete’s brow. She smiled warmly.

	“Chad… I’ve been doing this a long time… I know when I’m being checked out. I could feel your eyes on my body. Babe, you’ve been staring at my tits all day!” she stated with a naughty grin.

	“I didn’t even notice your big tits…” he replied, eyes firmly locked on her breasts. She grinned in amusement before replying.

	“Chad, I know when a man is hot for me. And babe… I haven’t met a man in years who is as hot for me as you are!” she announced proudly. Chad shook his head.

	“No. You’re misunderstanding… if it came across that way, I didn’t mean it to. I’m married!” he replied, still panicking, knowing it sounded weak. Knowing he had indeed been checking her out. But she simply smiled knowingly, not backing down.

	“Who would have thought that Mr. Star Quarterback had a thing for older women?” she stated firmly, her plump lips smirking. Hearing the object of his lust call him out like this, seeing through his bullshit and seeing the root of his lusts with such precision… he felt naked under her gaze, an idea which only turned him on more.

	“I… I… I…” Chad stammered. This was a guy who’d faced down some of the most fearsome players on the football field, but he’d never felt this intimidated as he did under the amused gaze of this smoking-hot MILF. She simply stared at him expectantly, waiting for him to own up to it.

	“It’s okay…” she said tenderly, like a mother to a son, before saying something decidedly unmotherly. “If it makes you feel better, I’ve kinda been checking you out too…” His eyes went wide. He thought this was a one-way street. To hear her admit to this sent a rush through him despite knowing better. Holy shit! This total fox, this MILF of the highest order… she wanted him, too. She wanted him in the same way he wanted her. He was a married man, but it was always a thrill to hear that someone you found attractive felt the same way about you.

	Still taken aback by this admission, he said nothing as she continued speaking. “I’ve been checking you out since the first time I saw you. I couldn’t help myself. You made it really, REALLY hard not to. It’s not only your story that made me such a fan. A young hunk like you… tall, and fit… I mean, those fucking muscles, my goodness. The best part of those articles is that they always just happened to show pictures of you without a shirt, haha! And hon, I have to say, you look even better in person!” The older woman shamelessly looked the young hunk up and down, making her appreciation obvious. She grinned wide as a new idea hit her. “Although I can’t really compare unless you take off your shirt right now so I can see all those tasty muscles of yours…” she stated. Slightly panicking, unsure if she was serious, he nonetheless was ready to put his foot down before things got way out of control.

	“Uh… that’s not gonna happen,” he said nervously, hopeful that she wasn’t gonna push it. Luckily, she seemed to accept his reply, nodding and looking away.

	“Shame… maybe later…” she said, adding that last part mostly to herself as she continued talking. “But my point is… if all those same thoughts are still there, if you still have those same desires, then are you any different at all? Is any of this bullshit worth it? Or are we just torturing ourselves? Are we bound to relapse into our old ways as soon as we encounter the right temptation…?” A loaded pause filled the air between them in this silent chapel. His nervous stare met her knowing gaze, staring into each other’s souls. She saw fear of that destiny in his eyes… he saw a distinct excitement in hers.

	He was the first to break their locked stare. He suddenly realized he might be in over his head here with someone he had no idea how to defend himself against. All Chad could do was step back and try to make an exit.

	“I think I need to leave…” he croaked out, the athlete announcing his intentions to not confront what the older woman could so clearly foresee. But she was not about to let him get away so easily.

	“Chad, I have a better idea,” Renee began. “I can’t live another day like this. My body needs sex, and I’m tired of acting like I’m above that. I can’t even remember the last time I had a good fucking. For years, I’ve pretended to swallow down all this bull the Church is force feeding me, but I’ve never really believed it. For years, I’ve been trying to be someone I’m not to make everyone think I’m a good, healthy person. And all its accomplished is letting me know how much more fun it was being a slut.” Renee was fully in character now, after starting the day inhabiting this role half-heartedly. Little of what she said was true, but it was true for the person she was pretending to be. And with the target in sight, she was fully committing to the person she needed to be to make Chad break. And the passion with which she was speaking did the job.

	Chad hated how much every word she said resonated with him. For years, he’d played nice, played along with everyone’s plan for him, but at his core, some part of him never believed in it. Never saw the purpose of it. He’d been a tightened knot for months now as he tried to suppress the lusts that filthy MILF pornography had incited in his system. Years prior, when he was having amazing sex on the regular, such sights would have barely raised an eyebrow. It was only years of suppressing his desires that made him extra vulnerable to this kind of thing, a sight into the world of gorgeous, lusty, hot-bodied older women driving him into a whirlwind of sin he could not extricate himself from. All that training and recovery and church lessons had done was leave him increasingly vulnerable to such potent sins. Much like Renee, all this salvation had done was leave him pining for his younger days, for the fun he wasn’t allowed to have.

	Seeing her words hitting home, Renee tentatively took a step towards the younger man. He didn’t move away.

	“You feel the same, don’t you?” the older woman asked. He said nothing, but his silence was answer enough. “I knew it, I could see it in your eyes in all those pictures. That’s why I’ve wanted to meet you for years, cause I feel the exact same way! I saw that same look in the mirror every day for years. An animal on a leash, yearning to be set free.” His eyes met hers, and she could see a fire coming to life behind them. She knew she was speaking his language.

	“I’ve been trying to work up the nerve to break out for years now,” she began. Again… total bullshit, but he was lapping it up. Renee never went to church, never went through a recovery program like Chad had. And in fact, her earlier claims at not even remembering the last time she got a good fucking was a lie. She remembered it very clearly… it was about a week prior, getting double-teamed by a pair of handsome young bucks who worked at the resort she was staying in. They were a nice distraction, but she knew they wouldn’t be able to compete with what Chad could do to her once properly unleashed. Realizing that moment was at hand, she kept up the attack. “I can’t do it alone, and you can’t either. So… let’s do it together!” His eyes flashed at her wording, wondering if she was saying what he thought she was saying.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, seeking clarification.

	“Let’s take off those leashes!” she said excitedly. “Let’s burn them all! They’ve been hammering it into our heads that our sexual needs are wrong, that we should be ashamed for having them. Let’s show them exactly how wrong they are! We both know how impossible it is to reject the allure of sin, especially when we’re both built for it! So, let’s do what we’ve both been wanting to do to each other all day… let’s fuck each other’s brains out! Right here, right now!” she offered, breathing deep, eyes wide with hunger. This was it. She was making her move!

	“Renee…” he warned her weakly, stepping back. But she followed.

	“I mean it!” she began, her gaze intense as she got closer to him. As she moved, Chad’s eyes flicked to her bra-less breasts, barely contained by her green top, her very stiff nipples evident. “Hon, you’ve been drooling over my body all day. You want me so bad. And babe… I want you too. More than anything. I want your body. I want to see it in action! I want to feel you inside me! I want to give you all the nasty sex you’ll ever need. All the shit they don’t want us to do… let’s do it together! Let’s get really fucking nasty right here in this fucking church, right under their noses! Let’s fucking show them! We both want this… we both need this! We’re not built for salvation, Chad… we were never meant for it. We’re built for sin. Let’s show them that. Let’s do something so unholy that the church will never let us back!”

	Chad was completely taken aback. This was all so much, and he could barely wrap his head around it. She was making her intentions clear if they weren’t obvious already. She wanted to fuck him. And deep down, he wanted nothing more than to fuck her, too. She was so fucking hot, and she was pushing all his buttons. But even as everything she said resonated with him on a soul-deep level, and as much as damn near every fiber in his being wanted this, he still felt like he couldn’t follow her.

	“I can’t, Renee… it’s too late for me. I’m married… I love my wife… I have commitments,” he replied. At this, she grinned.

	“Hon, I’m probably double your age,” she began. “Trust me, it’s never too late.”

	“But… Jeanie… my wife… I can’t do that to her. I can’t betray her… I can’t betray the church… I just can’t, Renee,” he said, trying to put his foot down, but it was admittedly weak. He couldn’t stop staring at her chest, he was very obviously stiff as a brick, and his tone was not exactly one of firm commitment. It was apparent that he wanted this, but all the lessons that had been hammered into him were still holding firm despite the MILF’s best efforts. Undaunted, Renee kept pushing at him.

	“Chad… I saw pictures of her too, in all those articles,” she stated, moving closer to him. ‘I know her type well. If she was the kind of girl who could get the job done, you wouldn’t be in this position. Because we both know the truth… she’s not your type of girl. I am.’ She said this with such conviction that it sent an added shudder of lust through him. “You prefer older women, don’t you?”

	“Renee…” he replied weakly, staring directly at her jutting rack, her huge full breasts looking even more huge as she moved closer to him.

	“You don’t want slim, bony, shrill young women like her… you want hot, sexy, confident older women like me, don’t you?” she asked, her voice silky with sin.

	“Oh…” he groaned, hating that her words made his cock throb. He stepped back slowly, part of him wanting to escape her, but a larger part wanting her to catch him.

	“You don’t want a boring little church girl… you want a slutty older woman!” she said with some oomph, making a jolt go through him. “You don’t want a girl who you only get to make love to once a month… you want a real woman who will fuck you three times a day! You want a confident slut who will do all the nasty shit you could ever dream of!”

	“Renee…” he said again, still staring at her breasts as she approached him. He continued to back away slowly, but her pace would soon eclipse his.

	“You’d rather have an older woman with big tits versus a boring young thing who still can’t fill a training bra, don’t you?” Renee asked knowingly, the married man unable to look away from her chest.

	“Fuck…” he sighed, her boobs wobbling in just the right way as she kept moving towards him. They were perfect. So fucking perfect. But despite the perfection of her giant tits, he still couldn’t fully give in. She kept pushing at him, trying to get him to see reason.

	“Chad… we both know what you’re gonna have to deal with as a famous face traveling around the country,” she began. “If you’re like this now, we both you won’t be able to hold out forever. You’re gonna give in at some point. Hell… you’re probably not gonna last a week! Chad… you’re going to cheat on your wife! We both know it. Women like me are just gonna keep throwing themselves at you. Even if you say no now, you’ll get worn down eventually. You know that now, don’t you?”

	At this, in the state he was in, he couldn’t help but say what was obvious.

	“I know,” he agreed. He was on the fucking edge right then. These lusts inside him weren’t going away, and his will wouldn’t hold on like this forever. He was barely holding it together now. It was undeniable.

	Pleased at this admission, she continued.

	“Then why don’t you just get it done with now?” she asked. “Just cut loose, go crazy, and fuck until you can’t see straight. That’s what I want to do. It’s what we should do. If you don’t, it’ll happen anyway, you will cheat on her, and it will be with someone far less deserving of it than me. You’ll never get another opportunity like this with someone as hot as me. Accept your fate, let go, and just do it!”

	Despite her energetic encouragement, Chad wasn’t ready to give in just yet. Her points all made sense. He knew he probably couldn’t hold these desires back forever. And when the time came where he couldn’t hold back his needs any longer, he’d be lucky if the recipient of all his pent-up lust was anywhere near as hot-bodied and sexy as Renee was. But still, he couldn’t find what it took to make the leap.

	Seeing she hadn’t won him over fully, but that he was right on the edge, she stayed on the attack.

	“Look… it’s obvious you want me. At least show me the respect of admitting that,” she requested. He was so worn down, he couldn’t help but do just that. Nodding, he spoke up.

	“Yeah,” he relented. Grinning, she kept at it.

	“You really want to have sex with me, don’t you Chad?” she asked, her tone warm and understanding with just a hint of sin. And as she said this, she closed the gap between them, the fronts of her massive breasts, grazing against his chest ever so slightly.

	“Oh…” he groaned at this sensation, and her words. With this slight amount of added pressure, the words rose out of him. ‘Yes… I really want to have sex with you, Renee,’ he admitted. But upon this, he looked into her eyes pleadingly. “But I can’t… my wife!” he begged. She was undaunted.

	“I understand that. I really do, but… what do you think of my tits?” she asked, grinning naughtily as she looked up at him, keeping him focused on what actually mattered. Practically giving him permission, he stared right at them, looking straight down into her smooth, luscious cleavage, the depth and expanse of it overwhelming him, the sight of the dangling cross nestled there almost in the expanse of smooth succulent flesh. And with his focus lost in the sight of her juicy cleavage, the unshakeable truth rose out of him before he could stop it.

	“Ugh… they’re amazing!” he admitted. Even while standing up for his wife, those tits of Renee’s could not be denied. It was now a matter of which held more importance in the grand scheme of things.

	“They’re G cups, Chad…” she sighed, raising her hands up to cup her own tits, bouncing them in her palms. Chad’s eyes bugged out at the sight. “I wanted to make sure you knew that before you make any rash, foolish decisions. Can you at least admit your wife doesn’t have tits like these?” she asked, knowing the answer.

	“No… not even close,” he answered. Again, it was just undeniable. Jeanie had many great qualities, her kindness, her beauty, her faith… but among those many admirable qualities, her petite breasts were not among them. Even thinking that felt cruel, but in the position he was in, his system flooded with lust, he didn’t have the strength to pretend otherwise. It was just… he’d been with girls with big boobs, and girls with flat chests, and he knew from experience which he preferred. Bigger tits were just better.

	“That’s right, babe. You don’t get tits this size with normal girls. Only older women like me have big, perfect tits like this…” she purred. God, it always felt that way whenever Chad perused all that porn. The MILF tits were just bigger and better, something about them were superior in a way that couldn’t be put into words even discounting their size. But Chad could never discount their size. With him enraptured by the sight of her giant breasts, she began bouncing them in her palms again. The smooth, creamy flesh juggled hypnotically, the low-cut top allowing him to see the soft flesh in motion. Fuck! What a sight! “I could tell you liked them. I caught you staring at them SO many times!” She kept jiggling her breasts in his palms, and he was absolutely enraptured by the sight, her big boobs slowly wearing down his will to resist.

	“Chad…” she eventually said, getting his attention. His reactions sluggish due to being so enthralled by her jiggling breasts, it took a moment for him to meet her eyeline, and when he did, she continued. “Do you, perhaps… want to see them?” His eyes scrunched up, still recognizing how wrong it was.

	“Renee…” he warned, even as damn near every fiber of his being was begging him to just say yes.

	“I’m not asking for anything else,” she assured him, even as her hands slid down to the lower hem of her shirt near her belly, toying with it. ‘I won’t push you for sex. I won’t MAKE you betray your vows. I just feel like you REALLY need to see them. I’m afraid about what will happen if you don’t. I’m afraid you’re gonna be chasing another pair like them, but baby… no woman has a pair of tits as perfect as mine!’ She boasted proudly. He was still not fully convinced, so she kept pushing at him. “Hon… seeing another woman’s tits isn’t cheating. It’s not a sin. You’ll regret it for the rest of your life if you don’t see them now. And babe, if you blow this opportunity now… that’s it. That’s your only chance. I will never give you another chance. Some other young hunk will be the lucky one to get to bask in their perfection every day for the rest of his life. But Chad… I want that man to be you. I want you to see them. I’ve been wanting to show you my tits for so long! I really think you need to see them. Please! Let me show you!”

	He wanted to say no, because he knew on some level it would be a slippery slope between gazing upon Renee’s bare melons in the flesh and burying his cock in her eager pussy, but he was struggling to find a reason to deny her. All her points made sense. This wasn’t cheating. This wasn’t a betrayal. Sure, it didn’t exactly feel like a thing his wife would fully support him doing. But he’d done it before, looking at women naked, and she’d understood that failure and still accepted him. This wasn’t particularly worse than that. It was just… Renee was right. He really needed to see her massive tits. He’d been obsessed with them all day, and he wouldn’t be able to forgive himself if he didn’t accept this offer. If anything, he might be unable to stop thinking about the MILF’s enormous breasts if he didn’t get to see them here and now. Like with Professor Albright, if he’d been able to seal the deal with her, it wouldn’t have lingered with him, leading him to this moment. If he didn’t let himself see Renee’s big, round breasts now… it would be like making the same mistake, and God knows what would happen if he denied himself this sight.

	For any hope of improvement from his current state, he had to be able to move on from this. He had to see them so he wouldn’t be so obsessed with what he’d missed out on. For the sake of his sanity, and his marriage, he had to let himself see them.

	He had to let himself gaze upon Renee’s enormous MILF tits.

	Looking into her eyes, he gave her the slightest of nods, all that his will would allow. But it was enough, as Renee immediately yanked her top up like a girl on spring break, allowing her enormous tits to bound out from underneath, revealing themselves to the married man for the very first time.

	Chad’s eyes went wide, and his breathing stopped.

	Renee’s tits were incredible! Through her shirt, they seemed massive and perfect, but after having them finally exposed for him, they truly appeared even larger than he suspected, and somehow even more perfect. Round and full and impossibly smooth and fleshy, Renee’s enormous boobs vaulted off her chest, shockingly perky given their massive size. They were so full they rode close together, forming a succulent crevasse of cleavage even when they weren’t packed into her clothing, and their sheer size made the sides of them spill outwards, meaning her tits were truly so big they could be seen from behind her. And her otherwise slim, fit form made them look even more massive. They were fucking blimps!

	The transcendently smooth slopes of those massive breasts were an arresting sight, and the artful curves of the undersides of those massive jugs were equally transfixing. There was just so much creamy, smooth flesh there to consume his vision as he gazed upon them hungrily. And each massive breast was capped with a dusky pink nipple, the areolas perfectly sized, the nubs hard as diamonds, yearning for a hungry mouth to suck on them.

	Her top was now resting near her neck as the older woman left her tits on display. With the size of her jugs preventing her top from covering literally anything up, she used her freed up arms to press into her massive tits from the sides, making the fleshy udders ballooning outwards. Chad’s eyes bugged out as she did this, the smooth flesh of her enormous breasts looking more squeezable as she did this.

	Chad gazed at them without shame. They were perfect! Absolutely fucking perfect! Massive and round and firm, perfectly shaped, each udder capped with immaculate nipples. He’d seen plenty of tits in his time, but none this huge. None this fleshy. None this perfect. They were without question the greatest set of tits he’d ever seen, even including all that spectacular porn he’d watched. They were that good! But it had been a long time since he’d seen a big pair of tits in the flesh, and he was now reminded how incredible they truly were.

	“What do you think?” Renee finally asked, her voice still a lusty purr. As she asked this, she moved ever so slightly, making her heavy round breasts wobble in the most mesmerizing fashion.

	“Renee…” he said simply, grinning slightly, his voice amazed. “They’re incredible!” She smirked at this admission. And the rush he got from saying it felt like the first release of tension he’d had in weeks. After trying for so long to suppress his desires, confessing to them felt great for the soul.

	“So, you like them?” she asked impishly, eager for an answer.

	
“Yeah,” he answered, shaking his head in sheer awe.

	“Do you LOVE them?” she inquired, grinning hungrily. As much he tried to deny it, he couldn’t hide the truth.

	“Yeah… fuck… I think so,” he admitted, smiling as he said it.

	“Oh, my goodness,” Renee began, her smile wide, so pleased with his confession. ‘The young, hunky quarterback for the Niners is in love with my big tits!’ Looking up at him, she continued. “I mean, I kinda could tell, but it’s always good to hear it.” Every word she said made her boobs jiggle just right. He couldn’t look away. “How do they compare to your flat-chested wife’s? I wanna hear you say it now that you’ve seen mine in the flesh…” she teased, poking at Jeanie ever so slightly. Maybe if he was in a clearer headspace, he’d reject her upon hearing this insult. But the boob-hound was staring at perfection, and he had to make sure she knew that.

	“Yes, Renee… they are so much bigger. Better in every way,” Chad admitted. “They’re perfect!” He loved his wife, and her flat chest didn’t take away from that in the slightest. But damn, Renee’s tits blew his wife out of the water in every conceivable way. Renee bit her lip in excitement upon hearing this. Her pussy was a dripping mess as the hunky athlete stared at her big bare tits. They were so close to finally doing it! She just had to keep stringing him along just right, exactly as Dr. White advised her to.

	As Chad hungrily stared at her exposed tits, she added to the delicious sight, reaching up to cup her breasts, this time with them fully on display. With no pesky top in the way, she was able to dig her nimble fingers into the silky-smooth titty-flesh. The soft skin poured between her fingers in a delightful manner as she kneaded her delicious tits. His eyes went wide as she did this, not breathing as he consumed the sight. At one point, she reached up with her fingers on both hands to toy with her stiff nipples. Chad could only watch and drool at the display.

	Chad was so arrested by this incredible display that he failed to even notice what else was being showcased. With her top pulled up, she was now exposing her firm, trim belly and sexy navel, if he were to just look and notice them. And with no shirt in the way, he could see the straps of her thong peeking up from beneath her stylish jeans, riding up along her hips. But his eyes were solely on her incredible tits, unable to look away from them, and her toying with her huge boobs only added to the sight.

	“Chad…” the MILF sighed, voice heavy with lust, still squeezing her own boobs. “I know you’re not gonna cheat on your wife, but do you want to maybe… touch them? Just a little squeeze?”

	“Renee…” he croaked out, his voice clearly resistant to the idea, but not that resistant. He just needed a little push.

	“What’s one little squeeze among friends?” she needled. ‘Is it really any worse than seeing them?’ Still showing some resistance to the idea even as he kept staring at her rack, she kept pushing. “Chad… if you don’t do this, you’re gonna go the rest of your life wishing you had. Just do it! Just squeeze my tits and get it all out of your system.” Seeing the resistance still in his eyes, she kept squeezing her tits slowly, further enticing him to the sight. She could see the longing in his eyes, his desperation, his full-bodied need to touch her perfect, firm, massive tits. Her fingers kept digging into her doughy tits, kneading the smooth flesh, waiting for him to act.

	As she toyed with her own boobs, his eyes momentarily locked on the silver cross hanging from her neck, still lodged between her breasts. As she pressed her boobs together, the cross would get somewhat obscured by her excessive titty-flesh. He kept watching it as she toyed with her breasts, watching as it became more and more overwhelmed by her big boobs. The dangly symbol got further lodged in her cleavage, and he watched as it slowly got smothered by her tits. When the shiny cross disappeared completely by her jiggling breast-flesh, he finally acted.

	Almost on instinct, his hands reached forward, and before he could stop himself, his palms made contact with her massive jutting melons, planting themselves on the front of her huge boobs. For the slightest of moments, they rested there, but the sheer size and immaculate softness of her incredible tits spurred his hands into action. Fingers flexing, the handsome young quarterback dug his hands into the older woman’s giant tits. Almost immediately, the softness was overwhelming.

	“Fuck!” Chad sighed, the soft flesh pouring between his fingers. They were amazing! So indescribably soft and smooth and warm. It was heaven between his fingers, and he couldn’t help himself, squeezing her giant udders again and again and again.

	“Oh my God…” Renee sighed, her head rolling back in pleasure. Finally! Finally, she had the man of her affection squeezing her tits. Fuck… she’d paid a lot of money for just this moment. This, and a whole lot more! And for the first time, it really felt like there was no doubt where this was gonna end. He’d been trying to escape her clutches. Now, he was squeezing her tits on his own accord. He wanted this to happen as much as she did.

	“Holy shit!” the tall athlete sighed, the sight of his hands squeezing the MILF’s big tits was one of the most arresting tableaus he’d ever encountered. They were so delightfully massive! And the softness… fuck! It truly was indescribable. He’d felt up some big breasts in his past. But none like this. More than any other pair he’d gotten his hands on, these weren’t merely breasts. These were TITS! Big FUCKING TITS! The difference was indefinable, yet undeniable. This immaculate pair of tits were in a league of their own. No other woman could compare. Jeanie, despite her strength of character, didn’t have anything close to resembling a pair of tits like these. Staring at these perfect melons on display in front of him, with his hands embracing their fleshy perfection, it only cemented the fact that his wife barely had boobs at all. And in that sense, Jeanie was far less of a woman compared to this perfect older woman.

	Taking advantage of the fact that his attention was completely consumed by her bare tits, she deftly removed her green top fully and tossed it to the side, leaving her topless in front of him. But he kept squeezing her massive jugs, gazing at them rapturously, not even noticing the MILF had fully discarded her top, doing so without even the slightest objection. He was too consumed by the sensation of her enormous titties in his hands.

	They were amazing! And the feel, the softness, their smoothness… nothing was as good as this. Renee’s big MILF tits were the greatest things he’d ever gotten his hands on. Chad squeezed them more gleefully, unable to stop himself.

	Like many quarterbacks, Chad had remarkably large hands, so large he could palm a basketball easily. But his hands had never seemed so overwhelmed, struggling to contain such massive melons, his lengthy fingers digging into them again and again and again. His fingertips eventually found her nipples, toying with them lightly, causing her to up the pressure.

	“Do you want to suck my tits, Chad?” Renee sighed. “I think you do!”

	“Oh…” Chad sighed, his face almost pained at the offer. As soon as she made the offer, he wanted it so bad. He was practically drooling at the idea of finally getting his mouth on those amazing tits of hers. He knew it would be a bad idea to cross this line, but the idea of not doing it after getting her big tits in his grasp sounded so much worse.

	“Babe, I want it so bad, and I know you do too!” Renee urged. As she did so, she raised one of her hands, reached up, and rested it on the back of his neck. She wasn’t exerting any force, but she was letting him know she was ready to do so. “Chad, are you gonna be able to go the rest of your life without sucking on a pair of perfect MILF tits? Is that even a life worth living?”

	“Uh… Renee…” he begged softly, trying to resist, fingers toying with her stiff nipples, practically licking his lips.

	“C’mon, hon. No one has to know,” she whispered hotly. “It’ll be our little secret… just me and you. Don’t you want to suck on my big, perfect tits? Don’t you want to taste my stiff, suckable nipples… just once?” she teased softly. Her seductive voice was transfixing. He knew it was wrong. He knew he shouldn’t. But he just couldn’t stop himself. Those nipples looked too tasty to resist.

	His face began to fall towards her chest, and she guided him home, pulling him down till his mouth collided with a stiff, eager nipple. As soon as he made contact, instinct took over. His lips formed a tight seal around the stiff nub, his tongue extended, and his cheeks hollowed as he began to finally suck on the older woman’s tits.

	Almost immediately, the rush of satisfaction that filled the young married hunk upon doing this made it all worth it. For the first time in his life, he was sucking on a MILF’s massive breast, and a sigh of contentment escaped his throat as soon he felt her nipple on his tongue. Immediately flicking the nub with his nimble tongue, he kept his lips sealed around it as he sucked on it. His lips pressing into the succulent, soft flesh, the sensation of sucking on her massive breast was pure heaven. His tongue toying with her rubbery nipple, coating it with his spit, he couldn’t deny that the flavor of the stiff nub was exactly what he was hungry for. It was so good!

	“That’s it, baby, that’s it…” Renee sighed her head falling back in pleasure as she patted the back of his head lovingly. She then rested her hand there to keep him in place, but he didn’t need the help. He was hungrily sucking at the MILF’s massive melons, tugging at her nipples with his mouth, trying to take as much of her stiff nub into his mouth as possible. He raised one of his hands up to her breasts, squeezing it eagerly as he guided more nipple into his desperate mouth. She did her part, arching her back to really push her tits against his handsome face, squashing the soft flesh against his features. “You do this so well. That mouth was made for my tits…”

	It certainly felt that way to Chad. He couldn’t stop himself, this felt so right. Hungrily attacking her diamond-hard nipple, curling his tongue around it, sucking on it, even biting at it ever so slightly, he was a natural at sucking on the busty older woman’s tits. And feeling the pillowy flesh against his face as he did so only added to the excitement. As he did this, his hands had fallen to her hips, resting there as he kept the older woman in place, allowing him to feast on her massive jugs to his heart’s content. He eventually switched nipples, dragging his face across the smooth expanse of her jutting rack so he could give the other hard nub the same treatment as the first. A hungry growl rose from his throat.

	“Fuck, Chad…” Renee sighed, his talented mouth felt so perfect on her breasts. She couldn’t wait to really see what it could do on other parts of her, but that would come later. She didn’t need any help to get more excited. She was so ready for the young athlete who’d been served up to her on a platter.

	Reaching up, she fully wrapped both arms around his head, resting them there as he hungrily sucked her nipple. He didn’t offer the slightest bit of resistance as she pulled his face forcefully into her tits, squashing her huge breasts against the young quarterback’s handsome features. Suddenly, Chad was drowning in softness, his face pressed firmly against her warm, fleshy, heavy tits. The tall, fit young man was in paradise, experiencing a breast-induced bliss that he didn’t know was possible. He’d never felt more comfortable. He’d never felt more satisfaction. He’d never felt this level of complete bliss. It felt like he was floating, the only thing tying him to reality was the sensation of immaculate softness pressing into his face. He closed his eyes and scrubbed his face against them… this was his Heaven. More than any spiritual prognostication, more than anything the church offered, this was the only true salvation he’d ever found within the walls of a chapel.

	With her keeping a firm grip on the back of his scalp, she scrubbed her massive, heavy tits against the addled young man’s blissed-out face. He wore the most satisfied smile possible, but you couldn’t see it, as his mouth was smothered by her titty-flesh. He rubbed his face against her enormous rack, feeling her nipples dragging across his cheeks, feeling the overwhelming blissful softness of her fleshy tits molding against his face. He could go on like this forever.

	He didn’t even realize that his hands had taken on a life of their own, sliding from her hips down to her juicy ass. He palmed her ripe, MILFy ass, gripping the large, firm cheeks in his big hands, squeezing them through the tight denim. He did this enthusiastically, his hands eagerly squeezing the older woman’s perfect butt, his wedding band glimmering in the dim light against the dark material. She certainly didn’t mind, arching her butt out ever so slightly to push her rear into his hands. She wanted his touch. She wanted to feel the married man cut loose and avail himself in her body.

	And she was certainly returning the favor.

	With him so consumed after diving face-first into her tits, willingly drowning himself in their softness, she took advantage, reaching forward with one hand to grab his crotch. Through his pants, the older woman finally got her hands on the young stud’s sizable bulge. Her talented fingers curled around his throbbing weapon, and even through the material of his pants, she could easily tell that he was very, VERY big.

	“Fuck… you’re huge,” the MILF sighed, her fingers squeezing at his straining prick. She grabbed along its length, really getting a feel for his endowment for the first time. She could feel how fucking hard he was, how turned on he was by her and her hot body. She could feel the power of his blood pumping through that unholy weapon practically bursting out of his pants. “Oh honey… that cock needs a real woman. Not some young, religious twit. Fuck… this cock deserves someone who can handle it! A slut like me that really knows how to take a big dick! Oh… a bitch who is built to take every fucking inch! Yeah!” she sighed, her hands feeling up his length, squeezing at his steel-hard cock, teasing it.

	“Ugh…” Chad groaned in pleasure, his sigh muffled by her fleshy tits. She still held him in place with one hand as she groped his bulging prick, still scrubbing her huge, heavy boobs against his face. He was desperately worshipping these enormous boobs the best he could, trying to capture one of her stiff nipples again, licking along the silky-smooth flesh, even pressing his lips into the ripe melons. And her nimble touch against his dick through his pants only spurred him onwards, scrubbing his face against her massive blimps, a growl rising from his throat. This caused her to only clutch him to her rack even more firmly, moving her lips to his ear.

	“It’s okay, baby…” she whispered. “I’ve got you. I know how badly you need this. I’m gonna give you what you want…” At this, her nimble fingers left the head of his cock through his pants and deftly slid beneath the hem of his pants and into his boxer-briefs, making skin-on-skin contact with his rock-hard dick for the very first time.

	“HMMMM!” He groaned, his body jumping at this sensation. She held him close, keeping his jaw lodged in her cleavage as he rode out the waves of excitement coursing through him. She curled her slim fingers around his thick shaft, feeling it’s lustful need. Feeling it’s power. She couldn’t fully encircle his beefy weapon with her grip, but she did her best, clutching it tight, her nails ever-so-slightly pressing into his unyielding meat. Like a serpent encircling its prey, it felt like by grabbing his manhood like this, she was asserting her total control over him.

	“Mmmmm…” Renee sighed, feeling his racing pulse through his shaft. “It’s so big, Chad! You’re so fucking huge! Fuck… I could just tell from the start! Oh! I just knew it would be massive! Yes! This cock is built for older women!” she eagerly slid her hand along his length, feeling the trimmed pubic hair at the base of his cock all the way up to the angry, dripping head, coating her palm with his juices.

	His confused mind was so overwhelmed he could barely think straight. Her guiding presence was the only thing he could latch onto. Her talented hand was teasing him just right. Her massive tits provided comfort among so much inner turmoil. And her sultry voice drove him through the fog of lust, guiding him like the hand of the back of his neck to an increasingly unavoidable destiny. The lingering parts of him uncorrupted by Renee and her hot body wanted to cry out in his own defense, but instead, his mouth fully latched onto her nipple again. And instead of fighting for the fate of his soul, he devoted that energy to sucking on her massive breast again.

	“Ughh…” Renee sighed, feeling his mouth tugging at her sensitive nipple once more. She gripped his cock tightly, but her increasingly horny body was growing impatient. She needed to move this along. “Baby… you’re not gonna be able to go out like this…” she began, gripping his rod for emphasis. “You’re in no condition to walk away… or drive… or do anything… or go on another day without this! Oh…” she sighed as his mouth hungrily sucked her stiff nipple, her voice rising to a panic. “Chad… you have no choice anymore! Ah! Yeah! The only thing you can do now is fuck! We HAVE to do it now!”

	“HGNNN!” Chad groaned, a small part of his mind objecting, but not enough to stop him from sucking at her massive breast, or stop rubbing his face against her succulent rack, or stop groping her ass, or stop humping against her hand. The needs of his body outweighed all the reasons not to do this. He did everything he could to avoid ending up in such a situation, and it would take an even greater effort to pull him away.

	“It’s okay, baby… you’ll have a great time,” Renee sighed. As she did this, not releasing her grip on his rock-hard prick, she slid her other hand from the back of his neck down between them to pop open his fly and tug down his zipper. This freed up her other hand for some room to work, scooping his cock out from his underwear so it was out in the air between them, allowing her to begin teasingly stroking him. He groaned into her pillowy breasts again. “I’m really, REALLY good at sex! You’re gonna love fucking me! My pussy’s gonna make your head spin! I mean it… I know things that your church-girl wife would never dream of!”

	Chad heard every word, but it felt so far away, like in another world. He was too busy sucking on her tasty nipple, hungrily worshipping the hardened nub to his heart’s content, drowning out any other concerns. His face rested against her fleshy udder, causing it to mold against his face as his mouth remained attached to the rubbery nipple. The softness was like heaven, and everything else seemed to pale in comparison, even the fate of his own soul.

	“Fuck…” Renee sighed, the pleasure of his mouth exquisite on her massive breast, causing her hand to speed up in its stroking of his cock. It was so great that her other hand returned to the back of his neck, scratching at it lovingly as his mouth worked magic on her nipple. They were pressed so close together that she couldn’t look down and see his big dick. Her body was shivering with excitement, and she was ready for this to get even more passionate. Moving her hand from the back of his neck to his forehead, she gently pushed back at his head. He was loathe to release his hold on her nipple, the stiff nub remaining in his mouth as she pushed him back, pulling her breast along with it. Finally, his hungry mouth wasn’t able to support the heft of her massive udder, and the nipple eventually fell from his mouth, stiff as a diamond, coated with his saliva. His panting mouth gasped for air, his lips swollen as they remained parted.

	And Renee took advantage.

	The older woman leaned down and moved her mouth to meet his, slipping her tongue into his mouth before he knew what was happening.

	Chad was taken aback by this new sensation, the older woman’s lips suddenly pressed against his, her serpentine tongue mashing against his own. He was in such a state that he couldn’t stop himself from melting into the illicit lip-lock. A man in his prime like this probably shouldn’t be kissing a woman double his age. It seemed extra wrong, extra obscene. But that only drew him deeper into the nasty kiss, opening his mouth further to allow the older woman total access. Her slick, talented tongue made a new home in his mouth, completely overwhelming his own tongue as they swapped spit for the very first time. Her smooth, plump lips were pressed against his own as their open mouths sealed together fully, cheeks hollowing as their mouths went at it. He could taste her divine saliva as they made out, a sinful flavor that just felt right. This was amazing! He hadn’t been kissed like this in a long time, certainly not since he got with Jeanie, and experiencing it again was like relapsing into a bad habit. And as he did just that, he found himself craving the full experience. Chad soon found himself tentatively coaxed into returning the favor, meeting her tongue with his own, mashing together lewdly as they made out like teenagers, breathing each other’s breath, taking each other’s spit, battling for control.

	But it was a battle he was destined to lose, and knowing that almost made it better.

	The tall quarterback had been forced to bend over to worship the MILF’s gigantic melons. Renee was by no means short, but the athlete almost had a pronounced height advantage over her. Despite this, she was the one driving the action, one arm curled back around his neck, keeping him against her as her hungry kiss forced him to stand up closer to his full height as she leaned up and attacked his mouth with her own. He groaned into her mouth from the pleasure of both the kiss and her talented hand still stroking his lengthy prick. Her gifted hand was soon covered with his juices as she worked his cock over just right. It had been years since he’d kissed a woman who was not his wife, and this illicit kiss with a woman who was double his age had his blood pumping in a way few kisses ever had.

	He felt alive.

	Impatient for the action to ramp up, and eager to finally lay eyes upon that cock of his, Renee was ready to move things along to the next step. Pulling her lips from his, both panted for breath as they recovered. For a moment, his head fell onto her shoulder, so overwhelmed was he as sinful lust pumped through his veins. But he wasn’t allowed to recover for long.

	“Here… step back, hon. I need you to sit down,” she urged him impatiently, putting one hand on his chest to force him back. He tentatively took a few steps back, which came somewhat at a struggle, as both his pants and boxer-briefs had fallen down slightly, now stretched across his thighs. And as he stepped back, she roughly grabbed his shirt and moved tugged the garment off. He didn’t have any will to stop her, simply going along with her, raising his arms to allow the older woman to pull off his top, leaving him shirtless in front of her. It was a sight she’d made clear she’d enjoyed seeing in all those articles about him, but her eyes merely glanced past his impressive pecs and his well-defined abs. Her attention was elsewhere, specifically the enormous slab of manhood she was still toying with. She only released it when the back of his knees hit a pew, causing him to fall back into the seat, leaving her standing over him, with his massive prick now fully exposed for her to look upon.

	“Holy shit!” Renee called out with baffled laughter, her eyes finally able to appraise what he was working with. In her experience, a lot of men worked out to this level or was driven for a certain degree of success to compensate for certain… shortcomings. But Chad… he wasn’t compensating for anything.

	He was huge!

	Obviously, she knew that, considering she’d already gotten his hands on that loaded weapon of his, and also from her continued spying of his bulge throughout the day. But it wasn’t until she was able to finally lay eyes upon it in the flesh that she could fully reckon with how fucking HUGE he was! That thing was a fucking python! It had to be 10 inches at least… and probably a little longer than that. And not only was it long, it was also really fucking thick, too. As thick as her wrist and hard as steel, so hard it was visibly throbbing. It was pointed upwards to the heavens, exposing the smooth unblemished underside of it, the tube running along its length impressive in its size. At the upper end of his massive cock was an impressively sized head, the angry mushroom tip flared out in just the right way. And down at the base, resting over the hem of his boxer-briefs, were his impressively sized balls, huge and swollen.

	“God damn!” Renee marveled blasphemously, shaking her head and grinning as she eyed up the athlete’s incredible manhood. “How did you ever keep that fucker contained!? Fuck! Show that beast off to the world!” she called out, spreading her arms as if to invite others to lay eyes upon such perfection as it stood out proudly from his crotch in the middle of the church. Luckily for him, they were alone.

	Little did he know about the cameras…

	It was only now, with his cock hanging out of his pants, his pants around his thighs, his bare ass resting on the wooden pew, that he was able to look up at Renee fully. It was only now that he realized that she had completely shed her top at some point. Her creamy, smooth pale skin glowed in the dim light of the church. Her massive, round, smooth tits again stole his attention, looking even more huge as she stood over him, unescapable obstacles he couldn’t see past. The glimmering of light off the cross around her neck was obscured by the flesh of her giant udders. But his eyes were able to appreciate the rest of her even as her bare breasts never fully left his focus. Her torso was bare, leaving him able to gaze upon her trim, fit belly, the sight of her navel making his mouth water. Still with her pants on, he was able to see the straps of her thong rising above her waistline, a sight which made his eyes go wide. He looked up at her gorgeous face, her hair looking messy and sexy, her lips turned up in a naughty grin.

	With a slightly clearer head thanks to the slight distance now separating them, he called out to her desperately.

	“Renee…” he panted out, recognizing this had gone way too far already, the heated fires of sin practically burning in his lungs. “Please… we can’t do this…” he begged, even with his cock hanging out, not having gone down in the slightest. He knew it wouldn’t stop her, but he had to at least try.

	“Chad, I’m sorry, but we HAVE to do this!” she said, undaunted, her eyes solely focused on his manhood, gazing at it hungrily. And it clearly was loving the attention, his shaft having tipped forwards to point right at her, as if calling out to her, begging for her touch. A drop of his juices dripped out of the head, falling to the floor of the sacred chapel. “Frankly, I think we both knew this was how things would end between us…”

	“Renee…” he sighed again, still making no effort to cover himself up, allowing the MILF to stare at his cock unencumbered. As much as he hated to admit it, he suspected that she might be right. It wasn’t even upon him first laying eyes upon her that he knew it… it was when he first sensed her presence. His body sensed her before his eyes did, and from that moment on their connection had been forged. Their shared destiny etched into stone, despite him knowing better every step of the way. He knew this was so wrong, so bad… but then again, he kinda wanted this more than anything.

	He needed this.

	“Hon…” Renee began, taking a few steps towards him, a move which made her massive tits jiggle. As she did this, she casually undid the button at the front of her tight denim jeans. “You can’t avoid this forever! You’ve been gagging for it for some time, I bet. I’ve met so many young bucks who are just like you… adrift, listless, perhaps shackled down with some brainless young girl because they don’t know any better. They don’t know what they’re missing out on till they get it. And the diagnosis is always the same. Pussy! Wet, tight, pussy! Real pussy! Nasty fucking with a real woman like me! That always sets you straight. That’s always the cure!” She said this confidently, the zipper of her pants yawing open, exposing her barely concealed pussy, hidden only behind her tiny black thong.

	Chad’s head fell back, knowing how messed up her words were even as his cock throbbed upon hearing them. He could see it as clearly as she could, that his fate was unavoidable, and that only further incited his inner conflict. But his disobedient cock was savoring every wicked word.

	“But, you know what? That’s just gonna have to wait…” she said, her eyes never leaving his stone pillar, grinning as she did so. She stopped right in front of him, breathing deep, clearly excited, kicking off her heels. “Because I have been thinking about swallowing your massive dick from the second I first saw you, and after looking at it, and how fucking tasty it looks… I can’t wait another moment!”

	The MILF then got on her knees in front of him, moving between his spread legs. Before he could react, her fingers curled around his shaft again, her gorgeous face quickly hovering over it. Staring down at it hungrily, she was practically drooling. What she said was true. From the first moment she saw photos of Chad, some part of her just knew that at some point in the very near future she’d end up sucking his dick. She just knew it, and her near obsession with the young athlete had driven her to make this moment a reality. It didn’t matter that he was half her age. It didn’t matter that he was poised to become a world-famous athlete. It didn’t matter he was married. His cock would end up in her mouth. Their bodies were destined to become one, and the first step of that would be her on her knees for him, worshipping that beautiful cock of his with her mouth. Glancing up at him, their eyes met, her excited gaze meeting his nervous glare.

	He was about to once again beg her to stop, but immediately upon meeting her gaze, he knew it would be a wasted effort. Nothing was gonna deter her now that he was in her clutches. He saw no mercy in her sexy, playful eyes.

	He only saw hunger.

	At the moment of truth, the moment where he was supposed to plea to save his soul, the young husband didn’t even say a word as he watched the MILF in front of him lower her open mouth and immediately take over half of his impressive length into her mouth.

	“Oh…” Chad groaned out, the pleasure almost instantly hitting him upon contact. The intense warmth of her mouth. The feeling of her soft, smooth lips sliding down the circumference of his shaft. The sensation of her talented tongue sliding along the underside of his weapon. The tingling of her heated spit making contact with his straining member. And the irreplaceable sensation of feeling a tight throat squeezing at his beefy cock. It was all so overwhelming.

	“Mmm…” Renee moaned in complete satisfaction, her eyes closed as she savored finally having the famous quarterback’s huge cock in her mouth. She loved it… its size, its thickness, it’s power. And it was completely at her mercy. She was in control of it… of his pleasure. Fully closing her lips around it, her cheeks hallowing as she formed a tight seal around his bloated prick, she began to bob her head up and down, commencing this long-awaited sloppy blowjob.

	“Fuck! Jesus Christ…” Chad sighed, seeking salvation, but such a thing wasn’t coming from anywhere else from the older woman’s mouth. Squirming in the pew, his overstimulated cock tingling even now as the illicit blowjob just got started, he could barely handle this level of pleasure, especially after so long.

	In getting married to a lovely, church-going girl like Jeanie, he knew enough to manage his expectations. He knew he was giving up a lot of the extra fun stuff he’d enjoyed for years with other girls in order to have a more mature, grounded relationship. He accepted that, because he was convinced he needed to settle down. One of the things he knew he would never get with Jeanie were blowjobs, and he accepted that because the reasons he loved her outweighed that loss.

	That all being said, feeling his cock buried inside a talented mouth after years of not experiencing it… it made him realize what he was missing out on. And it was perhaps because of that years-long blowjob drought that he realized how fucking good blowjobs truly were! Holy shit! They were the best! It was almost enough to momentarily wonder if anything he’d had in the meantime since committing to his wife actually measured up to what he was missing out on, specifically getting sucked off by a hungry, eager mouth that wanted it more than anything. But he was too lust-addled to consider that thought fully. There was nothing comparable to this, truly. He didn’t know how he’d ever be able to go without after this. Because truly, without exaggeration, this was the best blowjob he’d ever gotten, and it was just getting started. Renee was attacking his cock with her mouth savagely, taking more and more of it down her throat every time, not slowing down, not showing any hesitance.

	She wanted to inhale his cock, and she was well on her way. She was bobbing on it hungrily, progressively taking more and more dick in her mouth. It was beyond satisfying to the older woman that, after years of wanting this, she now had her mouth wrapped around the young athlete’s massive cock. And now that she did, she was going to get her money’s worth. Renee kept her lips wrapped around his thick shaft as she sucked him off, the softness of them sliding along his post as she blew him. He could feel the insides of her cheeks as she really attacked his swollen prick, and the manner which more and more of his dick went down her throat made him squirm with delight. Her focus was on the task at hand, staring straight down at his crotch as she inhaled his massive cock. As she attacked it eagerly, he watched with wide eyes, his eyes following as a bead of her spit escaped her lips and slowly slid down the remaining length of his dick, settling at the base of it. Moments later, he felt her hand reach up between his legs and take his swollen nuts in her palm, massaging them gently and perfectly. His wife was certainly not one to handle his balls like this, and the sensation of it made his head roll.

	“Oh my God…” he sighed, his cock throbbing in the older woman’s mouth.

	Renee was not holding back in the slightest, hungrily attacking the young hunk’s big thick dong with her mouth. It was shocking how easily she could take most of his lengthy cock into her mouth, her experienced throat taking his impressive length smoothly like the whore she was. His thick shaft was coated with her saliva, making the task easier as she throat-fucked the married man’s cock. As she did this, her lips stayed wrapped around his thickness, and her tongue kept toying with the underside of it, teasing just under the head when she would rise up to the tip, and almost tongue his balls as she took most of it down her throat.

	Finally, she came up for air, gasping for breath as she replaced her mouth with her hand, eagerly stroking his spit-soaked weapon tightly with her hand. Her swollen lips were parted as she caught her breath, but her lusty gaze remained focused on the younger man’s big prick. Gripping the base of it and holding it straight up, she leaned forward, extended her tongue, and lewdly licked along the underside, going from the base to the tip, capping it off by flicking her tongue against the underside of the head, making him shiver.

	“Fuck!” Chad groaned, his bare chest rising and falling rapidly, the pleasure near overwhelming. After years of trying to hold back his lustful needs, feeling them flowing through his system so thoroughly… it felt like he’d fully relapsed into his old self again. He hadn’t felt like this in years, and all he could do was wonder how the hell he’d ever given this up.

	Renee lowered her face to his crotch again, planting gooey kisses along his spit-soaked length, her lips smacking as her mouth moved from the root to the tip. Once she did, she took his manhood back into her mouth, sucking him off again.

	“Oh my God, Renee…” Chad groaned, practically panting he was so overwhelmed. Looking down at her, she looked amazing. As her face attacked his crotch ravenously, her hair cascaded over her face, adding to the savageness of the blowjob she was inflicting upon him. He got a glimpse of her massive jugs as they swayed beneath her, and he could feel them wobbling against his thighs as she sucked him off. Her taut, smooth back was completely bare as she knelt between his legs. The older woman was so hot that even her bare back was enough to make his cock pulse with delight. But the best part was that as she bent over to suck him off, her undone pants had been forced slightly downward, enough so that almost half of her large, firm, thong-clad ass was now exposed, no longer able to be contained by the tight denim pants.

	The MILF looked absolutely incredible, and the sight of her sucking him off was perhaps the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

	Renee kept blowing him hungrily, like a succubus from hell, sighing contentedly as she did so. She took damn near his entire length between her lips, her throat opening up to allow the married man’s cock entrance. As she did this, she resumed toying with his balls, cradling his sack with her nimble fingers, adding to the pleasure he was feeling. She was sucking his cock perfectly, and he could feel his cock almost vibrating with need it was so excited. If she kept at it like this, his dick would explode straight down her fucking throat. That would be a line he could never come back from. How could he go back to his wife knowing he’d blown a massive load of cum down a MILF’s throat? He didn’t want to do it, but he wasn’t helped by the fact that she was sucking his cock better than any other woman ever had, and it wasn’t even close. This was the best blowjob he’d ever gotten!

	It reinforced everything that filthy MILF pornography had told him. That MILFs were the best. That MILFs were better at every form of sex than regular women. That once you crossed that line with a MILF, you would never be able to go back.

	His system was so flushed with pleasure that he couldn’t help but add to the moment. He moved to rest his hand on the back of her head, pulling her down gently as she bobbed her head on his dick. He also humped up into her ever so slightly as she inhaled his meat. Anyone watching would not be able to deny that he was taking a more active hand in the action, but no one could mistake who was the one driving the action. Not the tall, well-built athlete, but the horny aggressive MILF fucking the young man’s cock with her mouth.

	“Oh my God, Renee! Fuck! Like that…” Chad groaned, a bit more fire in his voice as he matched her nasty blowjob with his slight thrusts. The pleasure was too intense for him to deny, the cum boiling in his balls. She really went at it without stopping, sucking his cock so fucking well, taking a little more than she did before, damn near taking the whole thing. His shaft was literally coated with her spit, the sloppy blowjob leaving its mark on the young stud’s perfect penis.

	“Mmm!” the older woman groaned, still inhaling the large rod lewdly. Her gorgeous face was going slightly red from lack of air, but still… she didn’t stop, preferring to breathe the married man’s cock instead of oxygen.

	“Fuck! Renee! Holy shit!” Chad groaned, his cock shaking with need, fucking up into her with a little more force as he gripped her scalp more firmly. It was all so fucking wrong, but he couldn’t resist the power of this sinful blowjob for much longer. He was getting close. Very close.

	Renee could tell this before he voiced it. She’d been doing this long enough where such things were second nature. The way his cock behaved in her mouth was enough for her. And while there was little she wanted more than to swallow a gallon of this young buck’s cum straight from the source, she knew she couldn’t give him such immediate satisfaction. They’d barely gotten started, and she already had him on the hook due to how desperate he was to cum. If she dragged this out and really drove him crazy, there’s no telling what he would do to get that pleasure he so badly needed. No… she needed to take this to the next step.

	But the older woman was enjoying sucking his dick so much that she couldn’t stop herself even as she took her first steps towards the next stage of her seduction. Moving her hands down, she grabbed his pants and underwear and tugged them down roughly, the young man on instinct cooperating as she disrobed him fully, throwing his shoes and socks aside, freeing his legs from his pants and leaving him naked. As she did this, she could feel his cock swelling up, almost ready to burst. She could feel him applying more force to the back of her head, wanting to keep her in place until he came, but she was in charge here. He couldn’t cum until he had permission. And it was far too soon for that.

	Sliding her hand back up to the base of his diamond-hard weapon, gripping it tightly, she finally released his cock from the warm confines of her mouth, almost all of his thick cock slowly reappearing from between her lips.

	“Ugh! No…” Chad sighed, trying to keep her in place, so desperate to cum was he. He was right there! But she was in control, and he found himself wanting to allow her to drive, letting her fully extricate herself from his swollen cock even as he still rested his palm on the back of her head, the appeal of the aggressive MILF overpowering all those muscles he could have used to keep her there. Taking a deep breath of air into her oxygen-starved lungs as she let the entirety of his dick fall from her mouth, she maintained her tight grip around the base of his cock, holding any oncoming pleasure back.

	“No, no, no, babe! Not yet!” she panted, compelling him to hold that onrushing load back as she did her part, gripping the base of his cock so tightly that nothing could get through, her thumb pressed firmly against that tube under his dick just to ensure that not even a drop of cum would leave his balls.

	“Oh! Fuck…” Chad sighed, humping up into her hand, but she gave him nothing, even as a feather-touch would be enough to make him blow his top. She rested her other hand on his bare thigh soothingly, trying to keep him in place and coax him to ride this out.

	“You need to hold it back, babe!” the MILF urged him, the young hunk clearly struggling to overcome the desperate need to cum. But with the older woman not giving him a single iota of more pleasure, he finally settled back into the pew, his head falling back with an almost pained expression on his handsome face. His dazed eyes found the older woman’s playful gaze.

	“Good, baby, good,” Renee sighed. Feeling the tension leaving his body as the urge to cum simmered, she knew she was safe to progress. Looking back down at his big, angry cock, the perfect slab of meat dripping with her heated spit, she moved her face forward, diving back towards his crotch to his big dick again, kissing along it’s lengthy girth as she nuzzled her face against it. “This cock is perfection, baby,” the older woman gasped, her own saliva covering her face as it transferred from his shaft to her gorgeous features. But as she reached the top of his cock, she kept going, kissing up along his sculpted abs, up across his pecs, her lips sliding along his neck, along his jaw, and back up to his ear.

	“I’m sorry to drive you crazy like this, hon,” she whispered, her heavy breasts pressing into his bare chest. Still maintaining her grip on the base of his shaft, she lightened her hold enough to give his full length an agonizingly long, teasing stroke. He groaned, and his head fell to the side, resting against hers. “But it’ll be so much better this way. And besides…” she said, her talented fingers giving his bloated prick another teasing caress, her fist stopping at the head, her long fingernails lightly contacting the underside of the tip, right at that sweet spot. Even though the driving need to cum had simmered away, she was doing a damn good job of getting him worked back up. “I want you at your best when we’re fucking for real! I don’t want you relaxed and calm. I want you on that fucking edge! I want you angry! I want you to fuck my cunt like it’s the only thing that matters in this world! I want you to murder my pussy until I can’t stop screaming! I want you to earn the right to cum! I want you to fuck me as if you’ve been waiting for it your entire life! Chad… if you do that, you will cum so hard! You will cum so hard you won’t be the same man after… You know my pussy will be better than anything you’ve ever experienced, and you haven’t even been inside me yet. But that changes… right now.”

	At this, Renee pushed herself up to her feet. Her hair wild, lips swollen, her tight jeans stretched between her thighs exposing her tiny black thong, her massive tits jiggling lewdly as she stood up straight, she looked like a picture of illicit sex. She stood between him and the cross at the front of the church, and all he could focus on were her massive tits. She reached down to grab his hand, and he allowed her to pull him up to his feet. He couldn’t fight this. This had gone too far. He needed to cum more than anything… it was too late to back out now. And frankly… at this point, he wanted this more anything else, consequences be damned. He needed this.

	Still naked, the older woman eyed his swaying dick as she led him up to his feet, only to guide him down to the floor, lying on his back before her. With him in place, the MILF stood up straight. Reaching down to the hem of her pants, she began to pull it down, wiggling her body as she slowly removed the tight denim, exposing her long firm legs until she could finally step out of them, tossing her jeans away and leaving the older woman standing only in a thong in front of him.

	Chad stared at this vision rapturously. It could not be overemphasized how fucking sexy this older woman was. An undeniable MILF, the ultimate kryptonite for a young married man trying desperately to deny his attraction to older women. His massive cock was standing straight up like a tower, a monument to his lustful desires for MILFs like her. But in that moment, there was no MILF like her. She was the ultimate, the MILF of his greatest dreams and most wicked fantasies. He was letting her guide him along without question, and in that moment, staring up at her insane body, part of him wondered if he could resist the urge to follow her wherever she wanted.

	Seeing the young married athlete staring at her so hungrily, she gave him a little pose, spinning on her heel to show him her backside fully. His eyes went wide, staring at her thong-clad ass now on complete display. The full, round, firm cheeks stood out from her slim body in a mesmerizing manner. The tiny black thong framed her shapely ass perfectly, highlighting their faultless shape as the string of the thong bisected the ripe cheeks, disappearing into her ass crack fully. He couldn’t help but contrast this with the sight of his wife in a similar pose. His wife’s idea of dressing in a wicked manner was wearing lacy boy-short style panties. And while those were nice, in his heart of hearts, they didn’t compare to something like this. And his wife certainly didn’t have an ass like hers, so it was no wonder his wife didn’t feel the need to put it on display like this. But Renee knew her ass was spectacular, and Chad knew it, too.

	But Renee wasn’t gonna drag this out anymore. She literally had this young hunk laid out below her, practically on a silver platter, and she wasn’t gonna waste any time. Facing the married athlete, she reached down, hooked her fingers in the straps of her thong, and tugged it down quickly, revealing her pussy to Chad for the first time. His eyes went wide at the sight of seeing this older woman completely naked. As with the rest of her, her pussy was just perfect, the plump smooth lips looking incredibly sexy, and the thin strip of hair above it only adding to its appeal. It was a perfect, optimized MILF cunt he was staring at, and upon looking at it, he realized this was what he wanted more than anything right then.

	Letting the thong fall to her feet, she kicked it away, the tiny, soaked thong landing on the dais. But neither were paying much mind to it. They only had eyes for each other.

	Falling to her knees next to Chad, she quickly moved to straddle him. Hovering above him, she reached down to grab the base of his cock again, moving it so that his rock-hard dick was pointed directly towards her waiting pussy.

	Chad was silent, so overwhelmed, his heart nearly beating out of his chest. This was it. This was the moment. He was about to fuck a MILF for the very first time. All the turmoil, all the advice, all his resistance… everything in his life had led him to this moment. This moment of truth that almost felt predestined. And now that it was here, he knew there was no point trying to stop it. This was going to happen.

	And deep down, he knew this was ALWAYS going to happen.

	That doctor lady, Dr. White. She knew it. She’d treated him like he had a terminal diagnosis, that he was too far gone to rescue, and despite taking every word of her advice, despite trying his best to deny it, they both knew it would only end one way.

	His fate was long decided, it would seem.

	Excited beyond belief, Renee could wait no longer. She lowered herself down till the head of his cock made contact with her eager, soaking wet pussy. Dropping some of her weight down onto his post, the flared head of his wrist-thick cock began to push into her.

	“Oh my God…” the MILF sighed, the tip forcing the lips of gushing cunt to part. She was wetter than she’d ever been in her life, but her pussy was really fucking tight, and his cock was VERY big, so she knew this wasn’t gonna be easy. “UGH!” she groaned loudly, forcing herself down more, willing her cunt to yield and take the younger man’s impressive manhood inside of her. Finally, the older woman’s pussy did just that, spreading around the head of his rock-hard, angry prick, allowing the sizable head of his big penis to slide into her.

	“Fuck!” Renee screamed out, the walls of her cunt stretched to the brim around the tip of his big married cock.

	“OH!” Chad groaned out, the feeling making him shudder. Already, the warmth, the tightness, the way it squeezed at him… it felt incredible.

	But Renee wasn’t about to stop now. No, despite its size, she wanted every inch of that beautiful cock stuffed inside her. She’d been dreaming of this moment for a long time. She wanted what she paid for. Pushing herself down further, her body trembled as a few inches of good, thick cock slowly entered her warm, tight, mature cunt.

	“FUCK!” Chad cried, every muscle in his body flexing as he tried to endure what he was feeling. It was so overwhelming. He always knew it would be good. He always knew it would likely be among the best things he’d ever felt. But he was not prepared for it to feel THIS good. His cock was only a few inches deep into her silky, warm, insanely tight pussy, but it might already be the greatest thing he’d ever felt. It gripped him so snugly and so perfectly… it was unlike any other pussy he’d ever experienced. This was at a different level. It just felt right. Like where he was always meant to be. This was MILF pussy, and he was already becoming obsessed.

	With enough dick lodged inside her to release her grip of it, she leaned forward, resting both of her long-nailed hands on the young athlete’s fit chest. Her lower half was hovering above his torso, her pussy skewered on his big cock, with the majority of his lengthy prick still visible. But this wasn’t gonna end till her ass was slamming into his thighs again and again and again. Taking a deep breath, she resumed her journey, forcing herself down, trying to take more of his length inside her.

	“UGH! Fuck!” the older slut groaned as hungry pussy swallowed more dick, the tight hole stretched around his thick shaft, having inhaled over half of his length.

	“Oh my God! Fuck…” Chad groaned. The walls of her snug pussy were squeezing his cock so fucking well. His head was spinning it felt so good. Feeling the inside of an immaculate, expert pussy made him realize how long he’d settled for less. Even the best pussy he’d ever had didn’t compare to this.

	“You like that?” Renee called out. “You like that fucking cunt!?” She demanded an answer, her nails digging into his chest as she sat down on his big dick even more.

	“Fuck… it’s so good!” Chad groaned, his head rolling in pleasure. He didn’t have the mental capacity to deny it.

	“Just wait till you’re balls deep! You’re gonna lose your mind!” she boasted, wiggling her hips to take more of his lengthy cock inside her. Despite her cunt being petite and sexy and as tight as a drum, the MILF was dug deep, and Chad was amazed as more and more of his lengthy cock got stuffed into her tight sex hole. There were only a few inches left!

	“Oh my God…” Chad groaned, feeling like he was gonna turn inside out this felt so world-shaking to him. Her cunt felt like a clenched fist it was so tight, the walls of her broiling pussy gripping his shaft so snugly it was as if it were glued to it. It was squeezing every square inch of cock it had holstered within it, and it was sending lightning bolts of pleasure through him.

	Seeing lights behind the young married man’s eyes, she continued taunting him, tearing him down so he could be built back up again.

	“You needed this pussy, didn’t you?” she snarled, still forcing more cock into herself, about two inches of meat remaining. The lips of her cunt were splayed lewdly around his thick weapon, stretched to the brim in order to swallow that fucker deep, gripping every inch of him so fucking tight. And damn, could he feel it.

	“OH… FUCK!” Chad grunted, his body tightened up it was all so tremendous. He could feel his dick slowly sliding deeper and deeper. Fuck! How could she do it? Could she really take the whole fucking thing? Fuck… if she did that, how could he possibly ever say no to her? “UGH! Wait! Please!” he begged, seeking mercy.

	But there would be none.

	“I bet wifey can’t even take half of what I can…” she boasted, wiggling her hips, her tight clutching hole taking more and more. Her pussy was taut, and he met resistance every inch of the way, but he hadn’t bottomed out. “Poor boy needed this! This big dick of yours needed a real woman’s pussy, didn’t it!? Oh! Didn’t it?” she quizzed him. At this, she clutched her pussy around his swollen shaft… hard!

	“Oh my God! FUCK!” he groaned out, his back rising from the floor, the pleasure was so overwhelming. He’d never felt anything close to this. His wife could barely take a third of his length. This… this was like nothing else! It was so much! So good! His system had been purified for so long that having so much sin in his system again was almost too great a force to bear. It felt like he would die. His cock was throbbing, it was so excited. He’d never felt this fucking hard!

	As he dealt with this, there was a noise from above, as if someone or something was moving or had fallen down on the second floor of the chapel. It cut through the married man’s daze, and the fear of being caught suddenly gripped him. He began to turn his head to search for the source of the noise, but Renee acted fast, reaching forward to grab him by the chin, turning him back to focus on her. Only her.

	“Answer me!” she demanded, squeezing her pussy around him again. His fears were suddenly overtaken by this new source of pleasure, forcing his attention back on the MILF on top of him. Chancing one more glance to the side, Renee stopped him again, pulling his focus back on her and gripping his bloated shaft firmly, making him groan in pleasurable agony. Feeling he would break if she kept doing this, he gave her what she wanted.

	“Yes! YES! I needed this so bad! Fuck! I needed a real woman’s pussy! Oh my God! Please!” Chad groaned, the pleasure so great it pushed the fear at having been caught completely out of his mind. The quarterback had fought off some of the most fearsome men alive on the field, shaking off some of the hardest blows. But all it took was a smoke-show MILF to make him beg for mercy.

	The older slut grinning at this admission, she decided to reward him. She had just an inch or so left to take of his long, fat cock, and it was time to seal the deal. Raising her hips up slightly, causing a few inches of his big cock to reappear, already soaked with her broiling sex juices, the older woman proceeded to slam her hips down fully till her ass finally slammed into his body.

	“UGH! GOD!” Renee groaned, feeling filled to the brim with dick.

	“FUCK! FUCK!” Chad growled, his body reacting violently to this unholy pleasure forced upon him. His back rose from the floor again and his fists tightened as he tried to withstand the pressure. His entire body was like a clenched fist, and it took him a minute for his body to settle down. It was lucky that she’d simmered the boiling sperm in his balls before the action started, otherwise he’d have blown his load right then and there, right up the older woman’s pussy. But instead, once the shock coursed through him, the cum in his balls had merely resumed their slow rolling boil. He fell back, his body relaxing, catching his breath as he calmed down.

	“That’s it, baby, that’s it…” Renee soothed in a tone that would seem motherly if Chad’s cock wasn’t currently buried in her vagina. “I know you can take it, babe. I know a stud like you can keep up with me.”

	Chad felt dizzy, he was so excited. His cock was tingling as it remained stuffed fully in her pussy. The walls of it gripped his dick firmly, encasing it with heat, keeping him on the edge but letting the pleasure settle. His vision was spinning, but when it finally cleared up, he found himself looking up at the beautiful, busty older woman’s smiling face.

	“Mmm, I knew you could take it, honey,” she sighed. She rolled her hips gently on his post, groaning lightly, as she settled in place. “So many men melt once they get inside me, but I knew you could handle it. Marriage hasn’t made you soft just yet. That stud is still inside you, and when we’re done, that’s all you’ll be. No more pretending to be someone else. No more pretending to be the happy, satisfied, church-going husband. You’ll just be a fucking, rutting beast! And me… I’ll be right with you… a nasty, dirty MILF slut… your perfect match…”

	Chad groaned at this, fearing she was right. But his cock swelled up at the same time, as if rooting for this dark fate. As if it were driving him to forsake everything about the man he’d become to relapse into his old self again. Rooting for him to render his last few years of growth as a complete waste of time and leave him exactly the man he started out as.

	Renee could see he still had doubts, that he still had some hesitance, but that was okay. She was ready to fuck those doubts right out of him. Smiling, she reached down and grabbed his wrists, and with him watching, she slapped those big palms of his against her tits.

	“Here… hold on to these, baby,” she sighed, and despite his hesitance, he complied, digging his fingers into her ripe titty-flesh, the softness pouring through his fingers once more.

	“Oh,” he groaned in satisfaction despite himself. She grinned.

	“You do that, and let me handle the rest,” she told him. Digging her nails into his firm chest, she pushed herself up, revealing a good majority of his bloated, slick penis, throbbing with need. Finally, she dropped herself back down, taking his full length inside her, her butt slamming into his thighs.

	“UGH!” the married athlete groaned as a jolt of lust ran through him.

	“Fuck…” Renee sighed before repeating the motion, bouncing on him again… and again… and again.

	“Oh my God!” Chad sighed, his head falling back. His hands dug into her ripe breasts as the older woman began riding him.

	“How’s that, baby?” Renee asked. “How’s that shit feel around that big, perfect cock of yours? Yes!” she groaned, the size of the young stud hitting just right. He felt amazing, even better than she dreamed.

	“OH! Fuck! Oh my God, Renee…” he groaned. He knew the answer right away, but he hated to admit it to himself, let alone her. Because it was undeniable. This was the best. This older woman’s cunt was the greatest thing he’d ever experienced. The best sex-hole he’d ever been inside. For a guy who’d lived so much in his 22 years, and had fucked so much in his younger days, this was saying something. Her pussy was magic, squeezing the living hell out of his big cock. He’d been in some nice pussies in his time, but this was something else. Gripping his thick shaft like a second skin, massaging it just right, coating it with her broiling sex juices, teasing him like crazy… nothing else compared to this. His wife’s pussy was very nice… cute and snug and more than enough. But compared to this, compared to Renee… it was clear which was superior. And it wasn’t even close. This… this was real pussy! His cock was tingling already, and as much as he tried to deny the older woman this victory, he couldn’t keep the pleasure contained any longer. “Fuck! Renee! It’s amazing! Your pussy’s amazing!”

	“Haha! Fuck!” Renee replied, grinning ear to ear as she continued bouncing on the young athlete’s very big dick. “That’s it, baby… you need to fully let go! Admit how badly you needed this. Admit how much better I am than wifey…” She sped up as a reward for his admission, and Chad groaned beneath her. “This cock is so nice, baby! It’s so fucking deep inside me! Yes!”

	“UH! Fuck!” Chad groaned. He kept palming her massive, fleshy tits greedily, holding on to them for dear life. They were so amazing, and he kept squeezing them like crazy, digging into the succulent, squeezable flesh. Renee’s shapely ass kept bouncing, only getting faster as she rode him, her juicy rear end slamming into his thighs, the echoes of meaty flesh colliding filling the chapel.

	Reminded of the location, and fully coming to grips with the unholy sinning he was taking part in, he realized this was probably the worst thing he’d ever done. Cheating on his wife in a church, betraying every value he had as if they were nothing. But it was too late now… perhaps too late for him period.

	“Oh my God…” he groaned, the full weight of his sins hitting him and the vocalization of his pleasure sounding exactly the same. As he reckoned with this, with his hands still groping her massive melons, the glimmering silver cross lodged in her cleavage caught his eye again. But it immediately disappeared as he pressed her tits together, her copious titty-flesh smothering it.

	“Fuck! FUCK!” Renee sighed, her bouncing becoming only more pronounced, riding more and more of his thick shaft every time. Her cunt was tight as fuck, but it was clearly built for fucking, as it took his massive prick up to the balls smoothly, despite its intense grip on him. Her ass sped up, rising all the way up to the tip before driving back down, her pussy swallowing his entire length on damn near every bounce.

	“UGH! God!” Chad sighed, trying to hold on to some sense of decorum, some of the man he was trying to be. But it seemed increasingly pointless considering what he was doing. His body wanted one thing, and he was availing himself in it, groping the older woman’s tits as he began driving his hips up to meet her vigorous bouncing.

	“That’s it, baby! Fuck me! Fuck that fucking cunt!” Renee groaned out, responding by riding him even harder. “Do all the nasty shit you want to me! YES! You’ve been dreaming about it all day! Now you have me in the flesh! Haha! Yes!”

	“Fuck!” Chad groaned, lost in the pleasure. Her pussy was driving him crazy. His cock was tinging with lust, it felt so good. It had never been like this. Nothing close to this, not ever. He could barely think straight. The only part of him that knew exactly what they were doing was his hands, feverishly groping her massive, heavy tits as she bounced on him.

	“Haha! I know you love those tits! Yes!” the MILF sighed. “You were clearly obsessed with them out there! UGH! You stared at them… oh… you made sure to always pull me in tight so you could feel them up against you… fuck yes! You even begged me to pull off my top in the middle of church just so you could see them in the buff! Ugh! Fuck yeah! Oh! Poor boy! You needed this so bad! It’s okay… I’ll take care you of you! You can put your hands on these titties whenever you want from now on! UGH!” She punctuated this by an extra firm bounce, driving herself into him and stopping, clutching her cunt around his bloated prick.

	“AHHHHH!” Chad moaned out, the pleasure almost too much, his body reacting as if he’d touched a live wire. His hand’s dug into her firm titty-flesh as he tried to survive such a jolt of pleasure. It consumed his attention so fully that the fact that she misrepresented his behavior earlier in the day went unopposed, clouding his memories enough where he couldn’t separate truth or fiction. It didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered was that he just had to hold on for dear life and not blow his load too this early.

	She eventually released her hold on him, causing him to fall back, but his hands kept squeezing her ripe melons. And she didn’t back off, rocking her hips back and forth with his cock remaining fully buried in her tighter-than-tight fuck-hole, squeezing it firmly as she ground against him. His head was spinning this felt so damn good, and seeing him in this state, she spoke up.

	“Talk to me, lover,” she begged, her skin glowing with sweat as the action got more intense, rocking back and forth at a greater clip, rolling her hips, teasing his cock perfectly. Her massive MILF breasts were swaying as she did this, but his manly palms were right there, supporting them as she teased him senseless. “Admit it… admit you’ve been trying to get in my pants all day! Haha… yes! I was just trying to be so loving and charitable… but your fucking eyes were drinking in my body all day, getting me all worked up, teasing me, making me as horny for you as you were for me. Young married hunks like you aren’t supposed to flirt with older women like this! Ugh! Now see what you did! Ugh! This is what you wanted all along, isn’t it! UGH! FUCK! Isn’t it!?” she demanded.

	“Ugh! Yes! YES!” Chad screamed out, the pleasure too intense to keep contained. No longer able to separate reality from fiction he was so addled with lust, his clouded memories from earlier in the day only supported her hypotheses. He was a man who came into this day trying to shed his lusts for older women, and upon meeting Renee, he wasn’t able to take his eyes off of her. She was right. From the beginning of the day, this was what he wanted. “Yes! I wanted this! GOD! FUCK! I can’t take it! UGH! FUCK! Yes, Renee! I wanted this so bad! So fucking bad! You are so goddamn hot! I couldn’t take it! Fuck! I wanted to fuck you from the moment I saw you! I wanted these tits! I wanted this fucking pussy! I flirted with you! AH! I stared at you! Fuck! I knew this was supposed to be about charity for you, but for me… ugh, fuck… all I could think about was sex! YES! All I could think about was fucking you! Oh my fucking GOD! I’m sorry! UGH! This is my fault! But this is so FUCKING GOOD! YES!”

	It all came pouring of him, her teasing making it all too much to hold back. He dug his hands into her breasts even more desperately, and rocked along with her as she ground against his post, the walls of her cunt squeezing every inch of his manhood, handling it better than any other woman ever had.

	By his admission, it was his fault that both had fallen back into their old, sinful ways, something which should offend the gorgeous older woman. But to Chad’s surprise, she simply grinned happily upon hearing this, that he’d cosigned her ticket to doom.

	“Ugh! That’s it, baby! Yes! I knew! Oh! I knew right away!” she sighed, still rocking back and forth, her perfect pussy squeezing the soul out of him. “I’ve fucked too many hot young men like you not to see it! Yes! Fuck! That cock’s so fucking big! Oh! Fuck! I probably could have helped… ugh! I’m sorry that I couldn’t help shaking my perfect ass and huge tits around you! Oh! I’m sorry I kept checking out that huge, perfect cock of yours that was practically BURSTING out of your pants all day! We could all see it! UGH! Me… the girls working here… all the women that pulled up to meet you! Trust me! I know it! We all noticed!”

	“Oh!” Chad sighed, knowing his reaction to Renee had been obvious, but not knowing it had been that obvious.

	“And now this cock is mine! Yes!” Renee sighed, working faster as she ground on him. Getting more and more turned on, she soon resumed bouncing slowly on his massive rod, a pace which quickly got faster, her juicy ass rising and falling on his big dick lewdly. ‘I love this massive, perfect dick so much! UGH! YES! FUCK! I loved it from before we even met… when I saw your bulge in all those photos! Oh! Fuck! FUCK! YES! That cock feels so fucking good! This is the best sex I’ve ever had! Yes! YES!’ Her ass was slamming into his thighs roughly, and he was fucking up into her to match, his balls slapping against her butt every time their bodies collided. “Oh my God! Fuck! FUCK! This was so worth it! This was worth all the fucking money I paid! Fuck! Yes! YES!”

	Wait… money?

	But Chad was as lost in the moment as Renee now was, this odd statement slipped past his consciousness into the murky blackness of lost memories.

	“Oh my God! Renee! Fuck…” Chad groaned. Somehow, part of that good, churchgoing, happily married man he’d become was hanging on, weighing him down, preventing him from fully letting go. But its grip was clearly slipping the longer this went on, and it was barely holding on. His previous admission was the equivalent of losing most of its grip, and he was now clinging on by his fingertips. And those fingertips were clouding his judgment, as he was still palming her huge fleshy titties to his heart’s content. And his hips were only revving up as his pace quickened in his fucking of the older woman on top of him. But the purest part of him was what was holding on for dear life, that pure, clean love for his wife Jeanie. But sadly, it was slowly failing as the priority of his wife he held onto was slowly falling by the wayside. “Renee… oh God! Why does this have to be so good!? Why is this so much better than…” Fuck… he couldn’t say it.

	But Renee could.

	“Better than wifey, Chad?” the MILF asked with a grin. “Is sex with me better than sex with your wife?”

	“OH!” he groaned, unable to say it, even as his cock throbbed at the thought.

	“C’mon, lover, just say it!” Renee demanded with a smile, still bouncing on his full length, her creamy flesh now coated with sweat as she worked the young man’s dick just right. “We both know it, hon! We do! She has the advantage of youth… but I’m still better than her in every way, aren’t I? She’s half my age, but I’m 10 times better! She’s a boring, plain church girl with a pathetic flat chest and no butt to speak of. I bet this big cock of yours doesn’t even twitch around her! I’m a smoking hot MILF with massive tits and a perfect ass who knows how to fuck your cock right!”

	“Oh God! Yes!” Chad moaned out, her words like magic, making his cock throb with delight.

	“Poor girl can’t help that her husband gets hard for older women! Yes!” Renee sighed, really driving her ass down into him. “She never stood a chance! UGH! FUCK! A hunk like you would never be able to stay loyal to a girl like that forever. You were destined to trade up. OH! God! Trade up to a real fucking woman! UGH! Babe… OH! Fuck! Lover… look at all the hot older women who were so happy to meet you today! If it wasn’t me, it just would have been one of them! Little Jeanie was never gonna give you what you truly needed, was she? You were never gonna be able to deny yourself this…”

	“Oh! FUCK!” Chad groaned, his hips a blur as he fucked up into the older woman, his hands digging into her luscious, smooth, sweat-coated titty-flesh. This was fucking heaven! This was the best! MILF Pussy, MILF tits… they were both fucking amazing, and he’d always known it even before experiencing it. At the rate he’d been going, him surrendering to an older woman was not an ‘if’… it was a ‘when.’ And that ‘when’ was almost immediately. And now that he was experiencing a MILF in the flesh… everything else paled in comparison. It was that good!

	“Just say it,” Renee breathed out hotly, begging the young man to confront the truth. She kept riding him hard, her pussy wrapped around every inch of his giant meat. “I know you want to. Just do it!”

	“UGH God!” Chad groaned, the pleasure almost too much to take. His grip… it was slipping away. He wanted to fight for Jeanie’s honor… but this was too damn good.

	“Do it!” Renee demanded. “Do it, baby, and this body can be yours forever!”

	That’s when it finally snapped inside him. That’s when the grip of his best self finally gave out, falling into nothingness. The prospect of not only claiming this MILF once, but having full access to this level of sex forever… that alone finally broke him fully.

	“Yes! FUCK!” he screamed out, something inside him breaking. “Yes! You’re so much better than my wife! Holy shit! You’re so much better than Jeanie in every way!” In response to the married man finally giving in completely, his body responded in kind. He released his hold on the older woman’s mammoth tits just to reach around her back and pull her down against him, giving him added leverage to really drive up into her as hard as he could, slamming his huge dick into the MILF on top of him.

	“AHHH! Fuck! YES! That’s it, baby! OH! GOD! Fuck that pussy right!” Renee sighed, her cunt spasming around him as he really went to town on her.

	“UGH! GOD! Take that cock you fucking bitch! Take it!” the married man growled, feeling more like the horny 18-year-old who’d fuck any girl with a pulse than the calm, content, religious 22-year man he pretended to be.

	“Haha! YES!” Renee called out, loving this shift in attitude. Their naked chests were now pressed together as they went at it, with her ass still bouncing on his big cock as he fucked up into her. Chad’s big hands soon slid down to palm the older woman’s shapely bare ass, gripping the firm cheeks roughly as she rode him hard.

	“My God! This MILF pussy’s fucking amazing!” Chad called out, his hands delighting in her juicy ass as they fucked each other. “I should have done this years ago!”

	“Don’t worry, babe… AH… it was always gonna end this way!” Renee sighed. The forceful nature of his fucking made her massive fleshy boobs jiggle as they rested on his chest. She looked back over her shoulder, watching her bouncing ass, and the way his big hands so greedily palmed her shapely rear end. “You were always gonna end up with a real woman like me, not some boring, stick-figure young thing. Young men like you are meant for more… ugh… so much fucking more! Yes!”

	“Yes! FUCK! AH!” Chad groaned out in agreement. Deep down, he knew it was always gonna end with him cheating, despite his best efforts. He knew it, Renee knew it, and even that Dr. White knew it within minutes of meeting him.

	“AH! GOD! YES!” Renee moaned, screaming to the heavens in pleasure, even in the midst of this blasphemous fuck. “Baby… ugh… you have no idea how hot you are to women like me! UGH! FUCK! Fuck me like that! YES! To horny older women like me… yes, fuck yes… you are the PERFECT stud! Hot… oh… tall… fuck… and well-built… yes… and hung… yes, YES!I Fuck yes! I love that dick! love it! I fucking love it!” she really began throwing herself back at him, adding more oomph to their already rough, nasty fuck.

	“Oh! Renee… you’re amazing! The fucking best!” Chad screamed out, overtaken with the moment as he kept fucking like a freight train, not slowing down, his stamina on display. “You’re so fucking hot! UGH! The hottest woman I’ve ever met! Yes! Way hotter than any other girl… oh fuck… way hotter than my wife! Oh my God! I can’t believe I’m saying this, but it’s not even close! You are the sexiest woman ever! AH!”

	Both were coated with sweat at this point, their lust-consumed forms slamming together loudly, the lewd noises of unholy MILF fucking and adultery filling the chapel.

	“AH! Keep going, hon! Yes! Just like that!” the older woman seethed in pleasure, begging the young man to keep driving up into her, fucking her senseless. ‘You’re incredible! UGH! I just knew you’d be so fucking good! AH! I didn’t care if you were married! Oh yes! That only makes it better! AHH! I wanted you to be mine! FUCK! But it’s even better than I dreamed of! Oh God! FUCK! I love it! I fucking love it! AH! Chad! Oh fuck!’ At this, her eyes looked down into the handsome young buck’s fiery, lust-filled gaze. Staring into each other’s soul for a moment, a momentarily bit of insanity consumed both, but it hit Renee first. “Oh my God! Chad! Ah… I fucking love you! Holy shit! I love you so fucking much! I’ve loved you from the second I saw you!” the gorgeous woman moaned out, looking almost crazed she was so engulfed with pleasure.

	And Chad was just as in the heat of the moment as she was. That’s how he found himself saying something he couldn’t believe.

	“Yes! I love you, too! AH! FUCK! I fucking love you too! You’re the best woman I’ve ever met! I love you more than anyone!” he screamed out. Some part of him recognized how insane this sounded, considering they’d only known each other for a few hours, and that she was over double his age, and that the majority of any affection formed between them was due to the vigorous fucking they were taking part in… But it didn’t matter. In the moment, this was how he felt. He loved her! A crazy, obsessive, lust-fueled kind of love, but some of the strongest feelings felt that way. In that exact moment, he loved this older slut more than any other woman.

	Both caught up in the heat of passion, their lips met again roughly, the two illicit lovers sharing a savage, nasty, tongue-filled kissed driven by the passion generated between them.

	“Mmm…” the older woman sighed into his mouth as their lips locked together.

	“Uhhh!” Chad groaned into hers, his tongue curled around hers, the two lovers fearsome kiss so deep and passionate it felt as if their two souls were adjoined, brute-forcing the twisted love forming between them into reality, a twisted love forged solely through nasty fucking.

	But it was love nonetheless, and it was more profound than anything he’d ever experienced.

	As their mouths joined lewdly, their lower halves didn’t slow down. Her ass continued rising and bouncing at a furious pace, and the famous athlete was driving up into her at full sprint, fucking her as hard as he could. Her pussy was still squeezing the life out of his massive married prick, but it had yielded completely to his meaty weapon, fully accepting his cock in and out smoothly, glazing it with her steaming sex-juices, his swollen meat coated with the stuff down to and including his big heavy balls.

	It felt like the MILF had empowered him to bring out his best, fucking at a pace and stamina that eclipsed damn near anything he’d ever done before. He’d been so close to cumming not so long ago thanks to Renee’s nasty blowjob, but she’d stopped him from blowing his load at the very last moment. So even though he had the bullets in the chamber, and would no doubt need little provocation to get back to the finish line if he really wanted to, he found himself holding himself back, wanting to give this older slut his best. He was now fucking her like an animal, his cock near numb with excitement, but he wasn’t struggling to hold himself back. That being said, he could feel the pressure building up inside him, and this could only go on so long. And as they fully embraced the passion of the moment, he could feel a tingle deep, coming from the base of his cock that let him know the end was coming soon.

	Their lips parted with a loud exhalation on the MILF’s part, her lips swollen, a bead of their mixed saliva remaining between their now parted lips before finally snapping, landing on both her chin and his taut neck.

	“UGH! GOD!” Renee called out, the once dignified older woman moaning like a cheap fucking whore as the lust was breaking her down, too. “Fuck me! AHH! FUCK THAT FUCKING CUNT! YES!”

	“FUCK! AH!” Chad groaned, feeling the heat just like she was. This MILF cunt was better than anything, the greatest pleasure of his life, the ultimate, premium form of nasty fucking. “I love it! UGH! I love this fucking cunt!” the once religious man screamed out, lost in the sins of MILF flesh, the most dangerous kind for a young hunk like him. His hands kept groping her shapely ass as they went at it hard.

	“Prove it, baby! Ah YES!” Renee seethed, her system consumed with need. She was gonna cum, and soon. And she wanted to make that moment perfect, just as she imagined it. “If you love that fucking cunt… oh God, YES… if you love it so much, prove it! UGH! GOD! Prove it and cum inside me! AH! YES! Do it, baby! UGH! Do it Chad! I don’t care that you’re married! I want your cum! I want to feel your cum inside me! OH! Yes! I want to feel every fucking drop! Don’t save any for your flat-chested wife! She doesn’t deserve it! I do! I fucking do! Give it to me! Give me everything!”

	“UGH! FUCK!” Chad groaned, his pace speeding up in response. Some part of him deep down recognized how wrong that would be, how sinful of an act that was, but the alarm bells warning him of this seemed far off… inconsequential. Nothing was stopping him at this point, and his body was so addicted to this pleasure that it was willing to follow this amazing MILF as far and as deep as she wanted to go. All that training and self-improvement… in the end, it meant nothing if it couldn’t stop himself from crossing this line with a wicked, tempting MILF. If he was so desperate to be tempted by sinful MILF flesh, if he was willing to go this far with an aggressive, slutty older woman in a fucking church… then there was truly no hope for him to be anything but this. An undisciplined, big-dicked stud who was destined to fuck and fuck and fuck without second thought. So, even as his body kept plowing the slutty MILF just the way she liked, it was this thought that his destiny as a man was in trouble that made him hear that far-off alarm, that maybe he should think twice. That maybe he could somehow escape this dark fate. That he was indeed meant for something more. Somehow, that side of him had reared its head once more at this finish line.

	“Oh FUCK! SHIT!” Renee moaned as the married hunk kept hitting all the right spots. She was gonna explode if he kept at it like this, her pussy spasming as it clung to his massive, swollen dick. “You feel that!? UGH! FUCK! You feel that fucking cunt around you, babe?”

	“UGH! GOD! Yes! It’s so fucking good!” he called out, this fact undeniable even as part of him tried to talk himself out of following through and cumming in this older woman’s amazing cunt.

	“It wants to cum so bad! UGH! And it wants to make you cum too! Doesn’t it want make you want to cum inside that nasty fucking CUNT!” she demanded, squeezing her pussy around him extra hard.

	“OH! GOD! Yeah…” he groaned despite himself. He saw the danger. He could see that this final surrender would truly be the point of no return, blasting off into a new world filled with sinful sex, silky MILF skin, massive MILF tits, shapely MILF butts, perfect MILF cunts… God, just imagine a lifetime of this? A lifetime of no conflict, no turmoil, no questioning your needs and desires… no more hollow church sermons, empty guidance, fake smiles and following the rules. No more denying himself. Instead… a lifetime of THIS! A lifetime of insane pleasures, the shit that felt so fucking satisfying, that scratched the itch deep in his soul that needed to be scratched. What a life it would be…

	So, what was the problem again?

	Chad couldn’t remember. Some part of him tried to communicate why he shouldn’t want this, but he couldn’t hear it. Not anymore. That part of him sunk beneath the surface in his mind, possibly for good. And with that out of the way, he couldn’t deny it anymore.

	“God, YES! I want to cum inside you so bad!” Chad screamed out, really pumping his hips as he drove up into her. Her ass a blur as she rode him like crazy, he gave up trying to keep hold it off, instead wrapping his strong arms around her torso, holding on for the ride as he descended to new depths of sin. “I want to cum in your perfect fucking cunt, Renee! OH! God, I need it! I’ve needed this for so long!” He kept fucking up into her, his balls colliding with her ass every time.

	“Oh fuck! YES!” Renee seethed, her body shaking with need. “I could just tell from the start, babe! AH! GOD! Fuck, fuck, FUCK! I just knew me and you were destined to breed from the second I laid eyes on you! Ah! GOD! The perfect fucking stud! Yes! I’ve wanted your cum for years. I’ve wanted to feel it inside me! OH! Yes! YES! I’ve wanted to have your babies! UGH! GOD! Let’s do it honey! Let’s make some fucking beautiful babies! AH! GOD! Right here, right now! Yes! YES!”

	What!? Breeding? Making babies! In all the insanity of the moment, this was something he’d never contemplated. But as soon as she said it, it lit a fire inside him that couldn’t be contained. He began fucking up into her as hard as he could, his cock tingling, ready to blow, her words alone enough to take him to the edge.

	“Oh my God! Yes! YES! Holy fuck! That’s amazing!” Chad groaned, overwhelmed by how filthy this MILF truly was. Fuck… what had he been doing sticking with chicks his own age for so long? Older women were so much better! And nastier! He could do this shit forever…

	“UGH! GOD! YES! Let’s do it! I want it so bad!” Renee sighed, her ass bouncing as she rode the young married man, her pussy swallowing up every inch of his massive dick. “Pump me full of cum, Chad! Yes! Give that cunt every drop of your cum and give me another baby! OH! YES! Pump a gallon of that stud cum into my nasty MILF cunt! Fill me up! AH! Yes! Fuck! FUCK!”

	“Oh my God! Oh my GOD!” Chad moaned, his cock shaking, his nuts boiling. He couldn’t believe it. He was about to do it! He was about to pump this smoking hot MILF full of cum! Holy shit! And here at the precipice of his new fate, his cock felt poised to cum like a volcano. His hips were still driving up into her at a rapid pace, and she was matching him in what had become a furious mating rhythm. Hot MILF, and young stud. Huge penis, and tight, fertile cunt.

	It was perfection.

	“I think I’m gonna cum, baby! Holy shit!” Renee sighed, her body dripping with sweat from exertion. This was running a marathon at a sprint, but the pure excitement of the moment combined with sexual adrenaline was preventing her from slowing down. She wanted this more than anything. She wanted to make this fantasy a reality. She wanted this perfect hunky married athlete to cum deep inside her. She wanted to make a baby with him right then.

	And she wanted to cum as he did it.

	“Fuck, fuck, FUCK! Renee! Goddamn… holy fuck!” Chad sighed, his balls boiling, cock shaking, almost ready to blow. His masculine voice was shaky, worn down by the sexy MILF on top of him. His body was lit up, nerve endings frayed, feeling a tingling sensation not just on his overworked cock but all throughout his body. This was pleasure at another level. He just needed one more push, one last moment of overwhelming pleasure.

	Renee sensed this, and grabbed the moment while she had it in her clutches.

	The older woman slammed her ass down against him and held it in place, his cock fully buried within her once more. And then, with an unholy squeeze of his cock by the walls of her talented, experienced CUNT… she gave him that one last push. She squeezed the life out of him. She pulled the sperm from his swollen balls.

	She practically forced the married man to cum.

	“OHHHHH! FFFFUUUUUUCCCKKKK! UGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Chad roared, all the muscles on the athlete’s imposing frame clenching up at the same time, a reaction so severe it felt like he might explode. But the only part of him that gave in to that notion was his cock, his massive weapon swelling up and firing a massive wad of thick, creamy, potent jizz out of his overfilled balls into the waiting pussy of the MILF on top of him. It was such a forceful act that it almost didn’t feel good at first, his entire body jerking violently as the first wad of cum shot out of him, releasing all the tension. And from that moment on… it was bliss at a level Chad had never experienced. “GOOOOOODDDDDDD! AAHHHHHHHH!” He screamed out, as rope after rope of thick jizz fired out of him. Lights behind his eyes. Fireworks. Explosions. His nervous system felt as if it was struck by lightning. His body was a livewire, coursing through an unholy level of pleasure.

	“AHHHHHHHHH! FUCK! FUCK! YYYYYYYEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS!” Renee screamed at nearly the same moment, the first wad of cum firing into her enough to push her over the edge. Her pussy locked around his thick pole, spasming as the first wave of pleasure coursed through her delicious frame. “GOOOODDDDD! FUCK! FUCK!” the MILF spat out. Her ass tightened as she really squeezed her cunt around his pole, tightly enough that she could feel every flex of his big dick as he fired more sperm into her waiting pussy.

	“AHHHH! YES! YES! FUCK!” Chad cried out, his cum firing out of him again and again, his manhood firing off truly massive wads of jizz into the sexy older woman’s eager cunt. It had never been like this, not ever, the MILF inspiring a reaction in his body so world-shaking he couldn’t even think. It was pleasure. All pleasure! His body was coursing with it, experiencing something so fundamentally altering that it could only be described one way.

	Despite how sinful this was, it was undoubtedly a religious experience.

	“YES! YES! YES!” the MILF screamed in delight, her sex-juices gushing out of her, soaking his pole and the base of his cock. Her body was shaking so much it was as if it knew this level of pleasure was too much to take. But the young athlete’s big strong arms stayed wrapped around her body, keeping her in place on top of him as they came together. She brought him to this moment, and they had to ride this out together. Her cunt kept spasming around his big thick cock, cumming hard as he kept filling her up with more sperm.

	“UGHH! FUCK! OH GOD!” Chad called out, begging for mercy. As amazing as this felt, he also felt like it was almost too much, wave after wave of pleasure crashing into him, each so substantial it felt like he would be thrown to his doom. But her delicious body on top of him… her cunt locked around his pole… her massive breasts squashed against his chest… she was keeping him tethered in place. Only with her alongside him could he endure this level of intense pleasure.

	“I love it, I love it, I love it! I love YOU!” Renee cried out, her entire naked form shaking, this level of bliss was so colossal. Her cunt kept squirting again and again and again in a quite lewd fashion. For a woman who had plenty of sex with plenty of men, she’d caught feelings for few. And she had never proclaimed her love for a man in the midst of pure bliss. So, this… being brought to this level of insane sexual pleasure… that had to be true love… Right?

	“OH! GOD! YES! I love you too… I love you too…” he repeated, in the exact same boat. This… it eclipsed anything he’d ever felt in life, either in his single days, nor when he got married, nor anything he’d ever felt for his wife. None of that was real. This was real. Blowing a massive load in a slutty, sexy, huge breasted MILF… this was the most real thing in his life.

	Did that mean he was in love with Renee?

	“AHHH! Fuck! Fuck! Shit!” Renee groaned, too lost to really think any true feelings over. All that mattered was the weapon inside her firing off what felt like a gallon of thick, hot, creamy jizz deep into pussy.

	Even Chad was amazed by the amount he was firing off. His cock just kept going, again and again. If there was some part of him that wasn’t trying to get her pregnant, his dick clearly didn’t listen, as it was trying it’s damn best to knock the older slut up.

	“God! FUCK!” he screamed out in rapturous pleasure. The MILF’s cunt kept squeezing at him, so he kept cumming, firing off again and again and again into her hungry sex-hole. A lesser woman would have been stuffed completely with the stuff.

	Renee’s cunt swallowed every drop.

	“More! More baby! More!” Renee begged, her sweat covered body begging for it. Her body was riding the same waves of pleasure that were hitting him, and as they slammed into her, her body would shake. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as it became such a sensory overload, her brain almost not working anymore she was so overwhelmed.

	“UGH! GOD!” Chad groaned gutturally, the lust coursing through his system wearing him down, sapping the energy out of him. He kept obeying, pumping for more and more cum from deep in the recesses of his balls.

	But there eventually had to be an end, and as the young stud’s nuts twisted one last time to fire out everything he had left, he found himself screaming to the heavens for mercy.

	“AHHHHHHHHHHH! FFFFUUUCCCCCKKKK!” the quarterback screamed, his cock swelling up and bursting that one final wad of cum deep into the older woman’s cunt. And at the same time this happened, feeling this rocket of his seed firing into her womb, she was in perfect symphony with her young lover, screaming as one last shudder of pleasure rocked her.

	“GOOOOODDDDDDDDDD! YYYYYEEEESSSSSSSS!” Renee screamed, her voice hoarse as she yelled to the heavens.

	And when they were done… when they both stopped screaming in rapturous pleasure… the chapel filled with a smothering silence that immediately weighed both down. The quarterback collapsed against the floor, his body exhausted. And her body unwound on top of his, exhaustion taking over as all the tension left her delicious frame.

	Round one between the married athlete and his illicit MILF lover was finally over, and the older woman was on top.

	 

	 

	 

	Renee stirred to life a few minutes later, rolling off the muscular young athlete and falling to her back next to him, completely naked, flesh glowing with sweat, her big tits rising and falling as she caught her breath, her legs spread lewdly in the middle of a nearly empty church. And on her face was the most satisfied fucking grin.

	It felt like she was floating she was on such a high. It had been such a physical, intense fuck between her and the young athlete, but she was feeling no pain. She’d gotten her brains fucked out, and it felt like the young married man had filled her with a fucking gallon of his cum. God, if she did indeed get knocked up by the famous, future superstar quarterback… fuck, it would be just perfect!

	Her dream had come true. She and her dream hunk Chad Bethel had finally fucked! The 48-year-old MILF had bagged the famous, well-built stud, and it was even better than she’d imagined. It took some coaxing, but that young married hunk could really fucking go once he was able to get past all that religious bullshit that had been drummed into him and got back to his base instincts, what he was best at. God, she could only imagine how good he’d be once he shed that shit fully and finally became the true stud he was born to be.

	But that would come later.

	The older woman gathered enough energy to move from her prone position, first closing her legs then pushing her upper half up by the elbows, feeling a little dizzy from this slight position change. Wiping some stray hair that was stuck to her brow, followed by her untangling the necklace that had gotten itself twisted around her neck and letting the cross fall back onto her sex-seat coated skin, she finally stole a glance at the man responsible for her current state. But despite her satisfaction at how it had all played, despite how pleased she was at the moment, what she saw took her by surprise.

	Chad was awake, and his eyes were wide open, but they seemed somewhat vacant. Lost. As if his soul had left his body. Renee fucked the living hell out of him, but she didn’t know if she’d quite taken his soul, haha. Maybe just part of it. He seemed to be reckoning with what had just happened, but she didn’t particularly bother herself with that. His guilt was his own goddamn problem. He was the one that cheated on his wife and betrayed all his values. That was his cross to bear. Fuck… to think that he did all that just to fuck her… it was so fucking hot!

	But what shocked her more than anything was that as she let her eyes drift down his fit, muscular, naked form, past his firm pecs, along his sculpted abs, where her squirted out sex-juices had pooled, her eyes arrived at his crotch… where she was shocked to see something that almost didn’t seem possible.

	He was still rock-hard.

	How? To the older women, it felt like he had given her every ounce of sexual energy. Like, she could literally feel every drop of cum he’d pumped into her pussy, and it was a lot. She couldn’t imagine him having anything left. Yet… there he was, that massive stud-cock of his still standing strong, his cock pointed upwards, hard as steel.

	Chad wasn’t the same man anymore. He wasn’t the thoughtful, kind, friendly young married man who’d cleaned up his life and gained the faith of one of the most famous football teams in the country. No, he was back in the state he was in a few years prior, a reckless, lust-filled, sex-crazed stud who was powered solely by his big cock. A guy who’d gained a well-earned reputation for his sexual prowess, to not only fuck once, but multiple times a night, even getting skilled enough in the art of sex to handle multiple girls with ease. His ‘recovery’ had tamped those skills down, putting that side of his character away in exchange for his better qualities, his kind nature, his friendliness and good humor. But thanks to Renee, that dormant side of him had been awakened. And it was at the wheel again.

	The beast inside him had been stirred to life, and the dangerous part was that he was no longer in a cage. Nude, exposed, his soul laid bare in the middle of this chapel, he couldn’t hide his sinful nature anymore.

	Not only was his athletic stamina at its absolute peak, but he was now accessing levels of his sexual energy that he hadn’t had to tap into for years. This version of Chad… let’s just say, one hot, sweaty fuck wasn’t gonna cut it.

	He wasn’t done. Not even close. Finally… he was cut loose.

	Sensing the motion of the older woman next to him, he was stirred back to life. Still completely nude, the young man sat up. He only took a moment to regather his bearings before he turned to look at Renee.

	Renee had maintained a confidence and control over the entirety of this encounter. But for the first time, she felt a little nervous, as she could see the dark expression present in the young hunk’s eyes as he stared her down. Gone was the boyish nervousness she’d gotten used to as she pushed his limits and drew him into nasty sex. Now, for the first time she felt less like the hunter and more like the hunted.

	“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” Renee asked, projecting confidence despite her inner nerves. His stare was steel, but she was not one to wilt. Finally, he spoke.

	“Was?” he croaked out, confused at her wording. Then, Chad shook his head. “We’re not done yet.”

	Renee’s eyes flashed in excitement even as she was unsure as to what he had planned. But seconds later, he leapt into action, crawling forward in a dash. She pushed herself back in surprise, but she wasn’t about to outrun the athlete. Before she knew it, he had his big hands on her hips, and he used his superior strength to manhandle her. As quick as a flash, he spun her around and pulled her up so she was on her hands and knees.

	“Oh!” she called out in surprise at this, but she nonetheless abided by the quarterback’s play call. She kept herself in place on all-fours proudly, her lithe arms extended fully, her head upright, her back arched, her butt angled upwards, ready for whatever he had mind.

	And she quickly learned what that was.

	Getting her in place, Chad took a moment to examine her as he rested on his knees behind her. Her massive, round tits were swaying beneath her in this position. But for once, her giant melons weren’t the target of his affections. No, his eyes were glued to her shapely ass. This was the best view he’d gotten, and it made the animal inside him drool at the sight in front of him. The cheeks were round, juicy and firm, standing out from her fit frame, perfectly formed, in optimal shape despite her age, a fact which only made her rear end more appealing.

	The married man was ready to feast.

	Reaching forward with both hands to palm her ass once more, he squeezed each firm greedily for a few moments before pulling the cheeks apart, revealing the entirety of her ass crack. And lodged there was her tight, clean, tasty looking butthole. The hungry married man practically licked his lips. Asshole was a cuisine he hadn’t taken part in in years. Jeanie certainly never requested he do such a thing, and he’d never once had the desire to do so with her. He respected her too much. But Renee… she’d proven her bona fides as a total slut, so this is the stuff that came with the territory.

	Her asshole was as divine as the rest of her. A perfect, snug, clenched hole, clean and neat and clearly ready to do its part in giving them both sexual pleasure. Showing no hesitation, Chad dove in, pressing his jaw into her ass crack, his mouth finding the MILF’s tight, sexy asshole, his tongue making contact with the forbidden hole.

	“Oh… oh my…” Renee called out in surprise, but a happy surprise. Not long before, that mouth of his was proclaiming that he was past such bad behavior, that he was happy with his wife. Now… now he was rimming her ass. “Ahhh… fuck, babe…” the MILF sighed as he felt his talented tongue licking at her tight asshole. And he wasn’t being shy about it either. He dove right in eagerly, his hungry mouth wedged between her ass cheeks, licking and sucking her asshole, coating with spit, toying with it, getting it poised for what they both knew would be happening next. “You are SO GOOD at this, Chad…” the MILF sighed, wiggling her butt against his jaw as his mouth feasted.

	The girls in Iowa he hooked up with were far too shy and conservative to be into such things, keeping things very basic and vanilla. It wasn’t until he got to college and found himself in bed with some very confident, very demanding college girls that he found this to be a necessary skill to have. Luckily for him, he got a crash course in it over the first few months of his college experience, and over the next few years got very, VERY good at it. The farm boy from Iowa was quite good at eating ass, leaving a lot of college girls very happy. And now, this confident MILF slut would be the sole beneficiary of all that wonderful training.

	Even though he hadn’t done this for years, he hadn’t lost a step, tonguing the older woman’s asshole just right. Licking it, kissing it, toying at it with his tongue, his firm mouth muscle stabbing at the hole, wearing down its defenses. A groan of pleasure escaped his throat. Like a meal he hadn’t partaken in for a long time, he found it hit even better now. God, why did such a wicked hole have to taste so good? He knew how wrong this was, how forbidden an act this should be, but that only made him love it more. His tongue attacked her tight asshole eagerly, licking the tight hole to his heart’s content.

	“Oh my God…” Renee sighed, clearly satisfied with his work. She pushed her ass enthusiastically against his mouth, wincing as his talented tongue hit all the right places. “Don’t stop, baby, don’t ever stop…” the mature slut sighed.

	But there was a goal here, and Chad was quickly approaching it. This wasn’t only about satisfying a hunger, although he found the sensation of his face lodged between her meaty cheeks with his tongue attacking her tight asshole very satisfying. His big cock was pressing him for more, and he had more fuel in the chamber. And suspecting she was no stranger to it, he was ready to take things to the next step, and quickly.

	Satisfied with his work, he moved closer to her, sidling up behind her as he gripped her pronounced hips firmly. He then reached down with one of his hands to guide his cock into place, placing the head of his cock where his mouth was moments prior, pressed right up against her butthole.

	And if he had any doubts about whether she’d be up for what he had planned, she looked back at him with fire in her eyes.

	“Do it, Chad!” she demanded. “Fuck me in the ass!”

	 

	 

	 

	There was a small room in the church on the second floor, normally used to stash various church supplies. But today, it had been repurposed for a far more important purpose.

	Currently, two young women were seated in there. They’d removed all the stuff the church had stashed there, doing so in a somewhat haphazard manner that would be quite obvious to anyone who happened to walk by. But no one would be doing that.

	Their setup was quick and dirty, some folding tables, some chairs, and a bunch of monitors and computers in front of them. There was a bunch of wires connected to them leading outwards, threaded under the door and out around the chapel. Again, this setup would be quite noticeable if someone were to simply look. But no, the only other two occupants of the church were far too occupied with each other to pay any notice to anything else. And besides, one of them was fully aware of their presence.

	Deandra was one of the women in this room. The other was also one of Dr. White’s interns, a woman a few years older than Deandra named Jacey. The Latina woman had been a film major in college, and had worked behind the scenes for a few blockbuster movies. She could go on and on about filmmaking, not only about movies, but things as granular as the technical aspects, like cameras and lenses and how you pick based on the scene being shot. Deandra would kinda glaze over during conversations like that, but Jacey’s passion for movies was admittedly infectious.

	Deandra didn’t fully remember the story about how Jacey joined the team. She remembered it vaguely, though. It wasn’t part of that big case with the superhero actor and that really old skank, but it branched off from the connections they made during that case. It was in the process of gaining further connections into the movie industry that they first came across Jacey, and Dr. White took enough of a shine to her to recruit her to the team.

	Jacey didn’t do a lot of reconnaissance or add anything in terms of helping develop plans of attack against their prominent male targets. But what she was good at, better than anyone else on Dr. White’s team, was making movies. Recording the action.

	Dr. White liked getting good video of the action whenever possible, especially on major cases. A lot of the time, mostly for smaller cases, she simply asked the woman involved to record the action herself. But with bigger cases, Dr. White liked bringing in her own team. And this case, more than most, required some good, well-shot recordings of the action.

	Jacey had been in the church the previous day getting everything set up. There were five high-end cameras set up around the chapel, each pointed where the action would be, capturing different angles. She’d disguised them well, but if you knew there were cameras around you could find them. She’d gotten them all in place, and had them all wired up, testing them all to make sure they worked. She’d even disguised a few microphones around where the action would be so they could get good sound. All that information was fed into the room they were currently seated in, each camera leading to a monitor.

	At one point, Jacey almost blew the whole thing. One of the cameras got off-angle… some screw got loose or something… forcing Jacey to run out and repair it. Naturally, she tripped as she did this, making enough of a noise that even Chad could hear it. Luckily, Renee thought fast and distracted him long enough to forget all about it, but Jacey was clearly embarrassed by her error. If she’d blown it, Dr. White would have fired her for ruining such an expensive plan. Even Deandra had to put her foot down to the older girl, scaring her into not making such a risky fuck-up again.

	Things were a little awkward for a few minutes after that, but the action on the screens was enough to make both forget about any tension between them. They were both dealing with another kind of internal tension as they watched what proved to be some incredible sex taking place in the middle of the chapel. The room they were in was cramped, and had little in the way of air conditioning, so both of them were getting a little sweaty, both from the heat in the room and the action on screen.

	The church itself was still operating, although it wasn’t exactly the busiest nor best house of worship in the area. And in line with that, the woman who ran the church was in the game enough where Dr. White could do business with them, renting out the facility and surrounding park for the events of the day, fully knowing what would be happening on these holy grounds.

	Deandra was running point on the event, keeping everything going smoothly and moving along in the doctor’s absence. The doctor was too busy to be everywhere, and the fact that she’d already shown her face to Chad once had her loathe to do it again and risk him catching on. She was off on other business, and trusted Deandra to run the show.

	Dr. White and the rest of the interns had come up with a point-by-point scheme with the sole goal to get Chad and Renee naked and fucking by the end of it. The goal always was to get both of them here in the church alone, in the middle of the chapel. That’s where the action was planned to take place. Once they got Chad inside the doors of the church, they knew he would seek solace in the chapel, and he had followed their playbook to perfection. At that point, the rest was easy, sending Renee inside to follow him and seal the deal.

	Deandra had waited a few minutes before sneaking in. The others were cleaning up outside from the event, but to keep up appearances, they had to stick around till the action was done. Most of them were probably playing on their phones and standing around. But Deandra was still at work.

	The monitor in front of her gave them the best view of the action. Looking straight down the aisle, right at the front of the chapel was Chad and Renee. Chad, on his knees behind her, his muscular naked body on display as he furiously plowed the older woman up the ass. Hard! And Renee was on all fours, her luscious body shuddering from the ferocity of the action, her massive jugs wobbling lewdly as the young married hunk drilled her. But her lithe arms were flexed as she held herself up, not backing down as she threw herself back at him, delighting in the nastiness of the act.

	“Yes! YES! Fuck that fucking ass! UGH! GOD! YES!” Renee screamed out, the sound clear from the footage, but her moans loud enough to make its way all to way to the room they were in.

	Deandra shook her head. She had her doubts about Renee, as did Dr. White. Renee was impatient and unsubtle, and asking her to play along with a scheme that required patience and pitch perfect acting was a big ask. A risky ask. Of course, Renee almost blew the whole thing five minutes in, ready to jump to the finish line and jump his bones, forcing Deandra to intervene and slow her role. Deandra’s mission for the day, more than anything, was to keep Renee in line and make her stick to the plan.

	Thankfully, at some point, Renee seemed to finally be convinced that Dr. White knew what she was doing, and the plan she came up with would work if she just played it out. There was a marked shift in Renee’s behavior about halfway through the event, and she seemed more willing to play by the book for the rest of the day, applying a patience and subtlety that she’d earlier lacked. Deandra had been unconvinced that Renee even remembered the plan. She’d been in the room with Dr. White and Renee when the doctor explained it, it was almost like Renee could barely deign to pay attention, like a student counting the minutes before they could leave class. But Renee had proven Deandra wrong, jumping fully on-board with the plan partway through and playing out every part of it to perfection.

	“UGH! GOD! YES! YES!” Renee moaned like the slut she was.

	Dr. White had tried her best to drill the plan into Renee’s head, not just every step of the scheme, but also certain talking points that would prove effective in getting into Chad’s head. Naturally, Renee didn’t exactly follow the script, putting her own specific flavor into the seduction. But when it came down to it, she played those cards that the doctor had giftwrapped to her, using them to perfection.

	Deandra had to hand it to the stuck-up old bitch. Renee had not only done the job but far exceeded her expectations. In the moment of truth, she fucking nailed it, breaking him down and slithering her way around him until he couldn’t escape, trapped in her clutches with no other escape but to give in. She weaved some of Dr. White’s talking points into the final assault on Chad’s fidelity, but what had gotten through to him was all Renee.

	“Yes! FUCK! Give me every inch of that perfect married COCK! YES” Renee screamed.

	She’d seemed like a snobby rich bitch, so Deandra had some doubts initially about her sexual bona fides, but again, she’d proven the young woman wrong. She could get down with the best of them, taking part in some delightfully filthy nastiness with the married man. And not only that, but they’d earlier given Renee a walkthrough of the plan, which included walking her through the church and letting her know where all the video cameras were. And as someone who’d spent her whole life getting her picture taken at high class events, she knew her angles, and that paid off. She hit her spots perfectly, keeping the action exactly where they wanted it at the perfect spot in the middle of the chapel, posing herself just right as to always show herself off best. But admittedly, there wasn’t a bad angle on that bitch’s amazing body. Not only was she making herself look great on camera, the scene was framed perfectly. Jacey chose the camera angles, of course, but Renee really made them shine.

	“UGH! GOD! Fuck! You’re gonna make me cum! Yes! You’re gonna make my ass fucking cum! GOD!” Renee groaned.

	Deandra marveled at the footage on screen. They were really fucking going at it! Renee was still on fours, throwing herself back roughly at the married man as they fucked. Her creamy smooth skin was glistening with sweat, and her enormous melons were bouncing lewdly as they went at it hard. And behind her was Chad. Fuck… that Chad… he looked incredible! Absolutely incredible! His body was fucking perfect, all those muscles of his flexing, his bare chest and sculpted abs on display, glistening with sweat. Fuck! His biceps looked incredible as he held onto the delicious MILF in front of him, gripping her by the hips roughly as he drove himself into her… HARD! He was fucking like an animal, cut loose and unrestrained. He was magnificent. The angle was perfect in that you could see the length of his incredible manhood as he drove it in and out of her.

	But what really made it sing was the setting. At the front of this shot were the illicit lovers really going at it, but behind them, right in the center of the screen and just past them, was the big wooden cross at the front of the church. The contrast between the action in the setting was just perfect! Jacey had chosen her camera placement perfectly.

	“Fuck,” Deandra marveled, shaking her head and grinning. “This is the good shit! This is the shit we’re gonna be using!” Their first full fuck, it was great and super fucking hot. But… due to their position, with Renee on top riding his big cock until she broke his brain, he was a little too consumed in the action for it to work how they wanted. But this… Chad behind the old slut, eagerly and hungrily driving the action, fucking her up the ass, all in the middle of an empty church chapel, betraying all his values at once… it was perfect!

	“I know, right?” Jacey replied, directing the action, sometimes zooming in to really capture them in their sinful act, but mostly taking the wide shot to capture everything and appear like natural security footage. She was also juggling all the other camera angles, but at the moment, both girls realized the front angle they were watching was the winner, both young women watching it hungrily.

	“YES! YES! YES! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! I’M GONNA CUM! AHHHHH! YES!” Renee screamed out. Chad had really bore down on the MILF’s asshole, fucking at a near blinding speed. And as it picked up, he reached forward with one hand to grab her hair, pulling it back roughly and giving him added leverage to really drill her hard.

	“Do it, bitch! Cum on that fucking dick!” Chad growled. Her eyes rolled back in all-consuming pleasure.

	“AHHHHH! GOOODDDDDD! YYYYEEEEEESSSSSSSS!” Renee screamed out to the heavens, the married man making her cum thanks to the brutal ass-fucking

	“Lucky bitch…” Deandra marveled, watching Chad really get into it, his perfect masculine form looking superb as he kept plowing her ass. Muscles flexing, his cute butt on display, his naked body covered with sweat… Deandra was drooling.

	“I know, right?” Jacey added, shaking her head. “That boy is so stupid hot!”

	“Oh my god, I know!” Deandra agreed. “The fact that we have to give that perfect fucking stud to that obnoxious, stuck-up old bitch… it’s a damn waste.” Even though she was slightly impressed with the older woman’s skills, she still didn’t like her. In fact, she pretty much hated her. That they had to give this absolute specimen of a man to that rich, nasty old bitch seemed so fucking unfair.

	“Have you ever…” Jacey began, second-guessing herself for a moment before continuing. “Have you ever considered, once… just ever stepping in and taking him for yourself? Like… he’s gonna be spending the rest of her life with that MILF cunt when he could have someone his own age who would be way less of a pain in the ass.”

	Deandra certainly sympathized, as she frankly felt the same way, and had considered that very thing. But since this was the second of her fellow interns to express this thought to her today, and one who she trusted far less than her friend Clarice, she felt as if she had to show some authority and put her foot down. Sitting back and shaking her head, she gave a firm look to the young Latina woman next to her.

	“Don’t let the doc here you say that,” Deandra warned firmly, her words taking the nervous smile from the other girl’s face. “I know she likes you, but…” she paused, shaking her head. “Rumor has it she has a pretty vicious temper. I mean, I was her first intern, and I’ve been with her for years, but she doesn’t let me see it when shit goes sideways. That’s above my paygrade. But I’ve heard things…” Jacey was rapt as she listened as the younger but more experienced intern shared some dirt. “I know some of the girls at the hospital, and there’s a rumor that they’ve got this woman cooped up there, and they’re keeping her in a gimp suit! You know, one of those, like… rubber suits, skin-tight with a mask. Some of the girls have seen her in the halls of St. Lilith’s, you know… near the basement,” Deandra hinted, knowing that Jacey would understand.

	“Was she one of the interns?” Jacey asked, sounding slightly concerned.

	“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! AH! That ass is fucking cumming! UGH!” Renee moaned loudly from downstairs.

	“UGH! GOD!” Chad groaned, his masculine pleasure reverberating through the walls of the church.

	“No,” Deandra replied, answering the other girl’s question. ‘At least, I don’t think so. No one I ever met. I can’t think of any interns who just disappeared, even the ones that aren’t normally in the office. I don’t think anyone’s quit once they started working for the doc. I don’t know what’ll happen if someone tries.’ Seeing that Jacey was still somewhat curious about who this person was, Deandra continued. “The girls at the hospital think it’s someone who caught on to what Dr. White’s doing, but no one knows for sure. But the point is… don’t let Dr. White hear talk like that.”

	“Got it,” Jacey said firmly, having clearly learned her lesson. “I mean, I didn’t mean anything serious! I just… like, he’s really fucking hot, and she’s a rich old bitch! He could have so much better!”

	Deandra nodded in understanding.

	“Trust me, I get it, but… like I’ve said before, that’s the job,” Deandra replied. Jacey nodded in understanding. “And besides… I think Chad’s perfectly happy with how this all turned out.”

	“UGH! FUCK!” the married athlete grunted out loudly.

	“Oh, God yes!” Renee sighed in satisfaction from downstairs. Both girls’ eyes flicked back to the screen, watching the action unfolding.

	 

	 

	 

	Chad’s pace was incredible, really proving why he truly was a world-class athlete. He gave it to Renee good and hard, unrelenting as he drove himself into her. And Renee didn’t back down when matched up to the famous quarterback, staying on all fours as she endured the brutal ass-fucking the married man was giving her, throwing herself back at him, creating loud, emphatic collisions between them that more than matched up to what he experienced on the football field.

	It was only when the young man’s big, concrete-hard weapon did its job and made the older woman cum solely through the rough, aggressive ass-fucking that Renee’s resolve finally faltered. As pleasure consumed her delicious form, her arms, which clung to the floor, her nails practically digging into the hardwood, finally began to give. The lithe muscles of her taut arms flexed impressively as her body withstood the intense, physical fucking… but as the pleasure racked her delicious form, she no longer had the strength to hold herself up. The pleasure sapped her defenses, and soon, her upper half was collapsing to the floor, her giant tits ballooning outwards against the floor.

	Chad’s fucking was relentless, fucking her all throughout her orgasm. Him cumming so soon before meant he was good to keep at it, his hips a blur as he drilled her ass with his mighty weapon, chasing his own gratifying high. But as pleasure consumed the older woman, her body was almost liquid as her orgasm finished tearing through her, her muscles relaxing to a degree that it made her more difficult to keep a hold of as she slowly collapsed to the floor. She kept her butt poised upwards for as long as she could, making her ass available for her hunky married lover. But she could only do so much, her body soon melting to the floor. Chad stuck with her as best he could, but this change of position interrupted his pace.

	The tall, well-built athlete had to let himself follow the MILF as she slid down to the floor. Renee ended up on her side, her creamy flesh drenched with sweat, one mountainous breast stacked on top of the other, gasping as she recovered from the intense orgasm she’d just survived. And Chad ended up behind her, his fit front pressed against her taut back, his head in the crook of her shoulder. He rested on one elbow, and he used his other arm to grab the back of her knee, lifting her leg up to allow better access. Once he settled into place, he resumed pumping his big dick into her tight, ready ass at a hurried pace.

	His balls were boiling again thanks to her intense ass orgasm, the manner in which her tight hole spasmed around his bloated shaft enough to turn the simmering boil in his nuts into a rolling boil. He wasn’t gonna stop now. In fact, he began to give it to her even faster. He was fully absorbed in the action, lost in the pleasure, his body a runaway locomotive powered by lust. His wife was forgotten, as was his faith and his core beliefs. His better qualities were slumbering within him, and it was the sex-crazed beast that was at the controls for the first time in his years, powering him up as he drilled the MILF’s ass, smoothly and firmly giving the experienced slut every fucking inch of his lengthy weapon without mercy. And he loved it… he fucking loved it. He was unleashed. He felt alive again!

	For her part, despite clearly feeling the effects of all the fucking she was taking part in, Renee had quickly regathered herself, moaning in pleasure and pushing her ass back into him as much as she could.

	“That’s it, hon… just like that! Don’t stop… don’t ever stop…” the older woman sighed, her voice hoarse from all the moaning.

	“UGH! God…” the rutting athlete grunted as he kept pumping into her. Her asshole was tight as hell, but it had fully adjusted to his size, allowing his thick manhood to glide smoothly in and out of her, her ass taking every inch of him easily, as if its sole purpose was to pleasure big cocks like his own. She could feel his big balls slapping against her pussy as he kept fucking her.

	Renee was in heaven. Blissed out, her system swimming with endorphins, her face wore a satisfied grin as her head wobbled, the young man’s forceful thrusts making her entire body shudder. His cock demolishing her ass had given her one good hard orgasm, and as she came down from one high and felt her body getting worked up towards another, she couldn’t help but revel in the moment.

	“Oh my God! Fuck! This is insane!” she said with an almost drunken laugh, marveling at the situation she’d found herself in. Even as someone who had barely ever gone to church her entire life, she could recognize the absolute sacrilegious filth of what they were doing. Fucking in the middle of a chapel was so messed up, so wrong, and so fucking hot! The hot-bodied MILF getting fucked up the ass from behind by a handsome, famous, studly athlete in the middle of a church, both of them embracing such savage pleasure in such a holy place… she couldn’t help but gush out loud about how wonderfully wrong this was. “AH! Fuck! Look at us, babe! Fucking in the middle of a church! AH! YES! This is so fucked up, but I love it! I fucking love it!”

	“OH!” Chad groaned. Even in this lust-consumed state, her words hit whatever pureness was left in his soul. He was far enough gone to take part in such a sinful act, but he didn’t need her to underline that fact. He tried to push past this, continuing to drill her ass firmly, but she wasn’t about to let him escape it.

	“Look what you’re doing babe… fucking a slutty older woman up the ass in a chapel! Haha! FUCK! I love it!” she gushed, her body wracked with pleasure. “Look at us! A couple of nasty sinners fucking in the middle of a church, right in front of the fucking cross! There’s no coming back from this! Haha! YES!”

	Even as he kept drilling the older woman, his body an unrelenting machine as he kept roughly fucking the MILF, her words again pierced through the lustful fog he was experiencing, finding his heart. She was right. This was about as sinful as it got. He was cheating on his wife in a church, and not only was he committing adultery, he was doing so with an older woman, which somehow felt even more wicked. Renee’s words hit home… there was no coming back from this. This was about as high-level of a sacrilegious act as possible, almost rubbing it in the face of the forces of light and purity. Chad had been committed to the Church for years now, but he’d been spun around so completely that he was now acting against it, fucking in a chapel, sinning so openly in the spotlight of Heaven.

	To compound this sensation, his eyes drifted past Renee. When he’d first entered this chapel, the light shining through the stained-glass windows seemed so warm and welcoming. But that light suddenly seemed menacing, now heavy with sin, a portent for something dark and twisted. And perhaps it was due to the lustful haze in his mind, but as his eyes shifted to the source of the light, those colorful decorated windows, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

	The religious figures depicted on those windows were gone. Figures of light, faith, and hope… now disappeared. And in their place… figures of pure sin. On one window, a topless woman, her massive breasts bared for all to see. On another, a curvaceous woman from behind, her bare butt depicted in the glass. Another was a naked woman wearing some kind of robe, the robe opened to expose her body, arms spread in an almost welcoming fashion. Another depicted a nude, pregnant woman, her swollen belly highlighting her motherhood in a profound way that also seemed the slightest bit wrong.

	Chad blinked his eyes, trying to clear these images away, but they only got clearer. He couldn’t escape this vision of a different kind of church replacing the one he recognized. Feeling as if his soul had been dragged somewhere darker and more wicked, it hit his system hard, revving up his motors, driving him to fuck Renee even harder.

	“Oh God!” he groaned, his head falling into the older woman’s neck, his hips in overdrive as he drove his imposing length in and out of her ass roughly, empowered by the darkness.

	“No God here, baby!” Renee cackled. “Just me! Just my body! Keep fucking me, Chad! Yes!” He found the ability to shift into a new gear, fucking her even faster, consumed by lust, powered by the new depths of sin he had tapped into.

	Despite the situation being quite physical and lusty, with the young hunk being so lust-crazed that he was in a berserker rage fucking her ass, there was a certain wild intimacy here. Her lithe back was pressed directly against his sculpted, muscular front, their bodies molded together, sweat mixing, becoming one in a manner that she hadn’t experienced before. And she only wanted more. Glancing back to see his strong hand gripping her behind the knee to aid in his physical fucking, she realized she no longer needed the help.

	“Here…” she sighed, reaching back to grab his wrist. Pulling his grip from her knee, she kept her leg raised as she moved his hand forward. Moving his palm around her, she slapped his big hand against her even bigger breasts, squeezing her hand over his until he was feverishly groping at her massive titty again.

	“Oh! FUCK! UGH!” Chad groaned out, getting his palm against her huge tits sending a shudder of excitement through his already lust-crazed body, causing his head to fall back. His pace quickened as he kept feeling her up. Now, one of his big arms was around her naked form as they went at it, his hand squeezing at her massive, fleshy breast, pulling her even more firmly into her as he fucked her roughly up the ass. Their bodies were wrapped around each other, intertwined, feverishly fucking each other.

	“Oh God! That’s it! Yes! YES!” Renee screamed in delight. Despite the wickedness of the encounter, she had never felt so connected with a man. In the moment, they were truly one, but the older woman was not one to take the emotions she was feeling as romantic ones. No… it only made her obsessive feelings for him rise back up to the surface.

	“Hon! I love this, baby! I love this!” she began, loving feeling up his strong, masculine arm, running her hands up and down the limb currently wrapped around her naked form. “I want this every fucking day! OH! Every night! Yes! I want you to be with me forever! Ugh! Yes! YES! You’d be so much happier with me! Fuck! FUCK! I would take SUCH GOOD fucking care of you! YES! I would love you so much! Oh God! YES!” As she spoke, his hips kept driving his big cock deep into her hungry ass. And his hands kept groping at her massive tits, squeezing one, squeezing the other, running his palms across the expanse of smooth, succulent flesh, even toying with her nipples. His feeling up of the older woman’s rack only got interrupted when his fingers got tangled in the chain around her neck. Grabbing the chain in his palm, the silver cross practically burning in his hand, he roughly yanked at the necklace, the clasp of the thin chain snapping, allowing him to toss the symbol of his religion away… as it was only getting in the way of the fun. Once this was done, his greedy hand resumed feeling up the older woman’s massive melons, squeezing them to his heart’s content. As he did this, she kept speaking.

	“Oh! Fuck! Chad! UGH! Baby! You wouldn’t need to worry about anything if you were with me! Yes! I don’t want even the slightest bit of stress in that pretty head of yours! Honey… oh… if you were with me, I wouldn’t need you to lift a finger! Yes! You don’t need to think… ugh! Or worry… yes! Or stress out about anything! All I would need you to do is fuck! UGH! God! I would buy you everything you ever wanted! Ah! Spoil you rotten! Give you the life of your dreams! UGH! And in exchange, you get to give me this big, perfect dick every fucking day! Yes! OH GOD! FUCK! YES! You are so good at fucking, Chad! Yes! Fuck me, baby! Fuck me up the ass just like that! Give me that big perfect cock! YES!”

	Her moans of pleasure escalated as her monologue went on, and so did his pace. For Chad, she was conjuring his heaven. And his body responded, his cock swelling up, the pressure inside him rising, the urge to fuck this MILF bitch only growing more frantic. That life she imagined… it sounded like bliss. Especially after these last few months of being so weighed down by stress that it felt like any joy in his life was being snuffed out by guilt, being offered a stress-free existence sounded like paradise. A life where he didn’t have to think, didn’t have to weigh himself down with the ramifications of his actions, where he could just cut loose and do what he wanted without consequence… that sounded very appealing. Living a life where he could take part in guilt-free fucking sounded even better. And it being Renee, a MILF, the hottest MILF he’d ever seen… that sounded amazing! His cock certainly loved it, as he could feel it stiffen and throb while he kept drilling her ass hard.

	“UGH! Mmm!” Chad groaned in pleasure, his hips driving his big dick in the older woman’s ass, his arm pulling her close as he kept groping her enormous jugs. The big, strong, muscular athlete was at the driver’s wheel, his body around hers as he fucked her. But it became increasingly clear that she was still in command, guiding him along, in full control of his pleasure. Her ass squeezed down on his big cock, as if to emphasize this point. “AHHH! Fuck!” he groaned, his throat tightening the pleasure was so great.

	“Mmm… yes!” the MILF sighed blissfully. She was getting closer, too. And as she got closer, the urge to sink her claws into him only deepened. “Just like that… fuck! Chad… ah… you need me! OH! You need a bitch like me more than anything! Yes! I love you, hon… more than anything, YES… but you’re not cut out to run your own life. OH! You’re too trusting! Ugh! I’m sure your ugly bitch wife knows that! AH! The church too! Fuck! They’re all probably using you! Fuck! Grabbing onto your rocket and taking far more than what they deserve! Oh! Preventing you from having what you are worthy of, cause they fear losing their hold over you! UGH! Fuck! Keep fucking me… yes! Just like that! Babe, you need a bitch like me by your side! UGH! I’ve been making big-money deals for years! YES! I’ll get you every dime you deserve! UGH! So much money I can get a star like you… YES… somuchmoneyyoucouldspendonME… fuck! AH! I LOVE IT! Oh God! YES! I’ll make every big decision for you! OH YES! Babe, you don’t need to stress yourself out anymore… OH… about anything! You’re good at football and fucking! Just worry about that, baby! I’ll run your life! UGH! I’ll boss you around! AH! Fuck! Oh… so GOOD! FUCK! I’ll control your money, cause I’m really good with that… oh! GOD! And all you have to do in exchange for all that is fuck me! AH! Fuck me so good! Fuck me RIGHT! YES! Just like that! OH! Give me that big, perfect fucking cock every fucking day! AH! Three times a day… oh… five times… UGH… TEN times a day! FUCK! I need it! Need it so bad! I need you to make me cum! I need you to make me cum every fucking day! I need your cock! I want your babies! Yes! YES!”

	As the MILF made her play at her true intentions, at not only stealing him from his wife but to rule over his life and dominate every aspect of it… the young man should be horrified at such a thing. And hours prior, he might have been. But now… it turned him on like CRAZY! It spurred him to fuck the older slut even harder. To be so thoroughly controlled, bossed around, and dominated by someone as sexy as Renee… to have the gorgeous MILF babe controlling every aspect of his life in a manner that only an aggressive, unbelievably attractive woman could… it was an idea that appealed to him so all-consumingly it was as if it was a truth that was buried within his soul that he couldn’t even see. But she could, and she was teasing him with the prospect of it. Of handing over his life to her, giving up all those stress points to someone so much more experienced, so he could focus on the things he loved to do most. Throw the football, and fuck a MILF’s brains out.

	That didn’t sound so bad. In fact, it sounded pretty AMAZING!

	“UGH! GOD! Yes!” Chad screamed out, his pace interrupted by the lightning strike of pleasure those words caused him. But he resumed the pace he was at and soon was driving into her even harder, his cock throbbing with delight. God, he was close. So fucking close!

	“OH! GOD! FUCK!” Renee sighed. “You like that, babe? UGH! Damn! You want me to run your life!? Oh! I like it too! FUCK! I want it so bad! YES! Prove you want it too! Fuck! Cum in my ass and prove it!”

	Chad kept at it, fucking the older woman’s ass, his balls boiling, cock swelling up with need. It did truly feel like his soul was at stake, and cumming in her ass would essentially be giving his soul over to her, but that didn’t slow him down. He kept fucking and fucking, his cock a blur as he drove it into her ass at near blinding speed.

	Clearly, he wanted it too.

	“Oh my God, Renee! Fuck!” Chad groaned, his voice sounding pained the pleasure was so great, the young married athlete driving his big, concrete-hard weapon into her ass as hard and fast as he could. At the same time, he was desperately groping the older woman’s massive tits, squeezing them firmly, pulling her into him and holding on for dear life as the MILF fucked the soul out of him.

	The pleasure outweighed any hope of salvation.

	“Do it, Chad! UGH! Fill that ass with your fucking cum! YES! Do it and be mine forever!” the MILF urged him, her words going straight to his cock. He was going to explode… soon!

	“UGH! GOD! YES!” Chad groaned, eyes closed the pleasure was so great. He was so far gone that his beliefs were forgotten. His wife pushed to the back of his mind. All other senses were blocked out. All he wanted to experience was Renee. Her words. Her body.

	In the end, he just wanted to completely experience the MILF, and everything else was a distraction.

	“Fuck me, lover! FUCK ME!” Renee begged, one last wave of pleasure poised to hit her, too. “Fill that ass with cum! AH! I want to feel it! Give it to me! Give me every fucking drop! YES!”

	“OH! FUCK! YES!” Chad screamed out, his cock going numb with excitement. He was set to blow. “Fuck, Renee! Oh my God! Please…” he begged the older woman.

	“Hold on, baby! Hold on! Oh my God! Get ready!” Renee called out as his cock hit her just right. Her delicious body was shaking she was about to cum. She could feel it… closer… closer… closer. Then finally… “Fuck! Fuck! FUCK! Holy shit! Oh my GOD! OH MY GOD! YYYYYYEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!”

	Renee’s entire body shuddered, fireworks exploded behind her eyes, and her body flexed in an unholy, brutal fashion, and in doing so, her asshole clenched down around his swollen pole. He had begged her to take him over the edge, and she finally did just that.

	“UUUUGGGHHHHH! FFFFFUUUUUCCCCCCCKKKKK!” Chad groaned as he was pushed past the brink, her asshole squeezing down around his cock, practically forcing out a jet of boiling hot cum out from his balls, blasting out the head of his cock deep into the MILF’s ass. Overwhelmed, his cock fired again… and again… and again! Massive wads of semen erupted from the married man’s dick, filling up the older woman’s asshole.

	“AHHHHH! FUCK! GODDDDDAAAAMMMNNNN! YYYYEEEEESSSS!” Renee moaned in delight, her sinful screaming filling the church as the young married hunk filled her ass with thick, potent cum. Her body shook violently as waves of pleasure coursed through her, and her asshole kept squeezing around his swollen post, hungry for more cum.

	“GOOODDDDD! FUCK! AHHHHHHHH!” Chad screamed, driving himself into her incredible ass, firing more and more cum as deep into her asshole as he could. At the same time, his arm was curled around her, pulling her against him, his hand palming one of her big round titties. His balls kept flexing, firing more sperm into Renee’s waiting ass.

	“YES! YES! FUCK! I LOVE IT! I FUCKING LOVE IT!” the MILF screamed, her long nails digging into his muscular arm, practically drawing blood. “Give it to me! GIVE ME EVERYTHING!” she begged, wanting every drop of the married stud’s cum.

	“YES! YES! EVERYTHING!” the quarterback repeated, humping into her, his cock continuing to fire off, giving the MILF exactly what she wanted.

	“Don’t save any for wifey! She doesn’t deserve it! I DESERVE IT!” the older woman snarled.

	“UGH! GOD! YES!” Chad sighed, humping into the MILF’s ass, his nuts flexing as he fired off even more cum, doing it again and again and again. It soon felt like he was scraping new depths within himself to dig out cum to give to the older woman, to the point where it did indeed feel like his system was mining from his soul in order to give Renee more of his essence.

	“GODDAMN! FUCK! FUCK! YES!” she moaned, quivering in pleasure, her asshole squeezing around him desperately, her body on overdrive as the lustful bliss consumed her, trying to squeeze the young hunk dry out of everything he could give her.

	“UGHHH! GOD! AHHHHHHHH!” Chad roared, his big nuts twisting up and firing one last massive wad of cum, shooting off every last drop he had left and giving to the MILF, the older woman’s waiting ass capturing it all.

	“YYYYEEEEAAAHHHHH!” Renee moaned, grabbing on to the young athlete and clinging on to him through this final cresting wave of pleasure. Their bodies shook, their bodies flexed, their bodies climbed together, as one.

	And finally, it ended.

	Both the athlete and the MILF collapsed fully to the floor, sapped of their strength, gasping for breath and completely exhausted. Coated with sweat, bodies entangled as both nearly passed out, they were connected. They were intertwined.

	They were one.

	 

	 

	 

	But inevitably, one would become two again.

	Surprisingly enough, it was not the young athlete but the older woman who recovered first. There was indeed something to be said for experience. She loved feeling the young hunk passed out behind her, his arms wrapped around her, his cock still buried inside her. She could stay like this forever. But they were so in-sync that she could recognize that this was over. He was tapped out, and she was too. Well, sure… she could probably go again if he was up for it, but dear Chad was a bit worn-out. Maybe in due time, she could really take him to his limit, but best not to push too hard too early.

	Extricating herself from his big, strong arm, she slid out from his grasp, her sweat-soaked naked body sliding along the wooden floor of the church, leaving a streak of perspiration in her wake. Rising to her feet on shaky legs, the naked MILF stood up and regathered herself, retrieving a secretly stashed towel from behind the dais to begin cleaning herself up, wiping off the heaviest of the sweat, plus whatever sex-juices she was covered with. Once she was satisfied with her work, she began searching the nearby area of the chapel for her strewn clothing.

	Chad returned to consciousness as she was doing this. For a moment, after his eyes blinked open, and he saw the late afternoon sunlight shining through the stain-glass windows of the chapel, he thought he’d been granted salvation and he’d ascended to some sort of better plane of existence. The twisted versions of those windows had vanished, the religious figures returning to the stained-glass, a sign that that this place was pure again. His vision was clear. He was back in the light! Somehow, his soul had survived! Then, Renee stepped past him, her mammoth tits just hanging out there, jiggling lewdly as she moved, and he realized it wasn’t salvation he’d found, but something far worse for the fate of his soul.

	Whatever had been unleashed by the MILF had retreated back into its cage, hibernating again within him. That left the remaining husk addled, feeling worn-out and almost hungover. He rose up to his butt and let his head fall into his hands. As he’d found himself doing these last few months, he let the weight of the world fall onto his broad shoulders.

	Seeing this, Renee couldn’t help but giggle to herself at his current state.

	“Don’t worry, hon. The more you do it, the easier it’ll get,” Renee prescribed. He shook his head in his hands and spoke to the floor.

	“I don’t think I’ll be doing this anymore,” he croaked out. Even though he wasn’t looking up, he could feel her smiling dismissively at this assertion.

	“Well, just try resuming your normal love life with wifey and then see how you feel,” she replied knowingly.

	Chad chanced a glance up soon after this, only to look up and see the MILF turned away from him, pulling up her thong between the cheeks of her ass-crack until it was in place. He had to look away.

	Sure, he’d enjoyed himself. It was amazing, the best sex he’d ever had, and it wasn’t even close. He wouldn’t have done it if he didn’t know it would be fantastic. But in the same way the best food isn’t healthy for you, the best sex is probably even worse for your psyche. Your soul. He’d cheated on his wife with a wicked, slutty MILF, and together had taken part in some rough, nasty sex. And his soul was bearing the cost of that. The kind young man wondered if he’d ever shed himself of that guilt.

	Renee was floating she was so satisfied with herself. Slowly locating her clothing, she took her time in collecting them, knowing the married man would keep stealing looks at the goods. She left her tits exposed for as long as she could, first pulling on her tight, sexy jeans, then her shoes, before finally grabbing her shirt, turning to face him so he could watch as she pulled on that tight green top, looking down at him as she did so.

	Suddenly feeling more naked now that the older woman was fully clothed and standing over him, he was spurred to move. Renee tossed him a fresh towel, which she got from God-knows-where, and he quickly wiped himself down the best he could. Locating his strewn clothes was a challenge, and it wasn’t helped by the fact that Renee was watching him the whole time, eying his softening manhood as he moved around. Moving fast, the athlete found his underwear, pulling them on quickly to at least give himself some covering. He soon located his own jeans, pulling those on, then he put on his shirt before pulling on his socks and shoes. As he did so, his eyes caught a glimpse of something glimmering on the floor… it was the cross Renee had been wearing, tossed aside in a fit of passion. Feeling regret for such a symbol being cast aside like this, he grabbed the sweat-covered bauble, retrieving it and the broken chain that it was still connected to.

	Standing up straight, fully clothed again, he looked up to see what the older woman was doing. Renee was leaning against the dais, watching him with amusement as he tried to put himself back together. A very awkward silence hung between them for a moment.

	“Here…” he said, looking to hand over the discarded cross necklace, opening his palm to show it to her. Her eyes glimmering with amusement, she nonetheless opened her hand, allowing him to slide it into her grasp. And with him watching, she balled up the cross and the broken chain, met his gaze, and proceeded to drop it into her cleavage, where it disappeared completely.

	Chad had to look away, shaking his head, that sight no doubt one that would stick with him.

	“We can’t do this again,” Chad finally croaked out. “And I need to go,” he added. She simply smiled warmly.

	“We’ll be seeing each other again… soon,” she said with a confidence that made his heart sink, fearing she may be right.

	“Renee…” he sighed, shaking his head. Not knowing what to say, he opted to put his head down and leave, walking down the aisle and towards the exit of the chapel. Moving briskly, he pushed open the doors to the church, suddenly outside in the open air again. The light was so bright it made his eyes hurt, but the fresh air was a blessing, immediately cooling some of his consternation. There was still a crowd of workers from the charity putting stuff away, and he got a little nervous as that one girl, Deandra, was soon approaching him. Fearing he looked like a mess, he put on a brave face and tried to act like all was normal.

	“There you are!” Deandra called out with a bright grin. “Couldn’t find you. I thought we lost you, or that you might have snuck off and left! Glad you’re still here!”

	How? How did she not know? How were he and Renee not caught?

	“I was just leaving, actually,” Chad croaked out. The brunette stuck out her lip in a pout before smiling with understanding.

	“Okay, that’s fine. I understand,” Deandra said. “We got way more from you than we expected! We can’t thank you enough for cumming!”

	He shook his head in confusion for a moment before clearing his head.

	“What?” he asked.

	“We just wanted to thank you for coming!” she replied. “We had an incredible turnout! I hope you do it again!”

	Choking on his words, desperate to get out of there, he replied fast.

	“Uh, we’ll see,” he demurred, nodding and smiling at her lightly before stepping away, rushing towards the parking lot. Lots of the girls waved at him as he passed by, and he got increasingly desperate to leave, rushing away faster and faster till he got in his car.

	He shut the door, locked the locks right away, and got the car started. When this was done, and his avenue for escape was clear, he could finally allow himself to breathe. He could finally relax.

	He could finally get away.

	 

	 

	 

	Deandra and her team waited till Chad’s car was out of sight before putting an end to their act, specifically them being a group of peppy, dedicated workers for charity. The smiles dropped, the work ceased, and they all looked to Deandra.

	“Great job, girls! We’re good!” she called out loudly, giving them all the thumbs up. She then spun on her heels, turning back to re-enter the church. She’d had to rush out of the church once it was clear the action was over, and now, she was coming back in to check-in with one of the stars of the show. Entering the church, and stepping into the chapel, she found the older woman sitting on one of the pews, both arms resting on the back of it, head lolled back in complete relaxation. Deandra went down the aisle enough so that she was in view of the older woman, catching her attention. The older woman turned to look at her with a tired, happy grin.

	“Was it as good for you as it was for me?” Renee asked. Deandra smiled and nodded.

	“You did great!” Deandra replied fairly. “The footage was amazing! We got everything we needed. So, you had a good time, then?” The older bitch gave her a knowing look.

	“Best in my goddamn life,” she said, clearly still basking in the glow of the action. Deandra allowed her to do so for a few moments, distracted as she looked up and saw Jacey already beginning to tear down their camera set-up. Finally shifting gears, the older woman looked down at herself, pulling at her shirt.

	“I need to clean up and change,” Renee said, still sweaty and sticky from all the fucking she just took part in. And Deandra suspected that she was still unhappy with the outfit she was forced to wear for the day, clearly preferring the finer things in life. “I can’t drive home like this.” Deandra nodded, prepared for this possibility.

	“One of our girls has their place nearby,” Deandra explained. “We’ll drive you there, let you clean up, then drive you back to your car.” Her nose upturned at the offer. It wasn’t ideal for her to have to slum it at one of the intern’s places, even momentarily, but it was probably preferable to the alternative.

	“Fine…” Renee finally relented, accepting the offer. Rising back to her feet, the older woman got her legs under her for a moment, her body clearly still a little sore from the physicality of the fucking. She arched her back a bit in order to stretch out, and as she did, she was reminded of something. “Oh, wait…” she said, before reaching between her tits. Deandra was a bit taken aback by this development, but she nonetheless waited her out to see where this was going. Finally, the older woman pulled her hand out from between her tits, opening her palm to reveal the silver cross Dr. White had given her to wear as part of this seduction. “Give this to your boss,” Renee stated, handing the necklace to the younger woman.

	Deandra winced upon taking it in her grasp. It was wet… and sticky.

	“Goody…” she replied with an upturned nose before pocketing it and rubbing her hand dry against her shirt. Renee was amused by this.

	“So, we’re done for now, then?” Renee asked.

	“Yeah… we’re done for today,” Deandra replied. Renee didn’t move, clearly thinking something over before shaking her head and speaking up about her concerns.

	“Are you really sure about the rest of this plan?” Renee asked, poking at this part of their scheme for about the 80th time. Admittedly, it was a somewhat late addition to the scheme, but Dr. White said it was necessary. “I paid a lot of money for this. I was really hoping this would be a one-and-done thing and I’d be taking him home tonight. I mean, who’s this other woman again?”

	Dr. White had talked her down on this before, but now it was Deandra’s turn.

	“Dr. White has proven this again and again,” Deandra began. “If you try to force him to stay with you, he’ll think about nothing but getting away. But if he crawls back to you on his own accord… then he’s yours forever.”
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	The aftermath of the illicit affair Chad Bethel took part in went about as smoothly as possible, but that didn’t mean it was easy.

	In the immediate hours of Chad cheating on his wife, specifically driving the hell away from that church and Renee and all of it, he didn’t go straight home. Jeanie was working till late, so it wasn’t for fear of her. It was more that he didn’t want to bring even the slightest bit of evidence of his cheating into his house. Luckily, the team’s practice facility was between the church and the house, so he stopped there to clean up, shower, and change. He had some spare clothing there he could change into, thank goodness, and he left the clothes he was wearing that reeked of sweat and fucking behind. He saw a few faces there that were surprised to see the young quarterback there on a day off, but he had a good enough rep with some of the cleaning crew there that he was able to give them a bag of laundry to wash and it would all be cleaned up by the next day when he was scheduled to be there.

	Even though he was cleaned up, he didn’t feel clean enough. The stain of cheating and betrayal marked his soul, and he knew those were never going away. Despite everything that got said in the heat of the moment, with a clearer head, he regretted every single one of them. He had faith in the church’s teachings, and all the good they did for him. He loved his wife more than anything, and he regretted betraying Jeanie’s love and trust.

	And Renee… he didn’t want to think about her, but he couldn’t stop it. She had been his partner in the sinful dance they shared, so like it or not, she held a major role in his life’s story now. It was as if she were something born from his worst desires, the sins of the flesh in female form. She’d tempted him into the biggest mistake of his life, the hot-bodied MILF pushing all the right buttons in him,

	He did his best to rid himself of any connections to her, but he was limited in his options, as this mostly meant he deleted the contact info he had of her in his phone. But it was moot, as she texted him a few hours later with a message that said:

	“See you soon, lover…” followed by a photo of her in a cleavagey top.

	He deleted it five minutes after receiving it.

	When Jeanie got home that night, she didn’t sense anything amiss with him, at least any more than usual, and it was here he benefited from by his recent moodiness, as she didn’t dig too deep even if he was slightly in his own head. She asked him how the event went, ever the good wife, and he demurred, telling her all about the more clandestine parts of it, leaving out anything regarding Renee, of course, even their innocent interactions. It was best if she didn’t even know Renee Fields existed.

	Unfortunately, Renee Fields very much existed to Chad.

	He threw himself into practice, into anything that could distract him from what happened, but she was always at the edges of his mind. Memories of that incredible… no, it wasn’t incredible… of that sinful, very wrong encounter stuck with him. Memories of her gorgeous face, of that body, even her filthy mouth… it stuck with the young married man.

	As the week went on, it wore at him more and more. That weight that he’d carried on his shoulders before that fateful encounter slowly returned day by day, hour by hour. Regret, guilt, anger, not just for the things he did, but the things he said, and the things he thought. Betrayals at every level. He carried this all with him, going over it all in his mind over and over again. His home life, his work life… it was all clouded with this weight he kept on his shoulders.

	He tried to rededicate himself to his marriage. They even got intimate later in the week for the first time since his encounter with Renee… and it was good. Obviously, it was not the mind-melting, lust-crazed encounter he shared with that MILF, uh… older woman…, nor did it require peak physical stamina and ferocity. No, it was quiet, intimate, nice. A gentle reminder of the good things in his marriage, the love and intimacy they shared. The complete trust and bond they had.

	But she was not naïve, and she did sense the weight on his shoulders. She inquired about it, asking if there was anything he needed to talk about. Getting his kicks jerking off to MILFs is one thing… that could be something she forgave him for. But going out and actually fucking one, an older woman… that was an unforgiveable sin. She couldn’t look past that. He couldn’t give up this life, this love… so he said nothing, lying to his wife, saying he was fine. She poked and prodded a bit for the next few days, but he gave nothing. She even checked his phone and computer, making sure he wasn’t relapsing into that filthy porn again.

	Luckily, going through with it and actually fucking one somewhat cured him of that predilection. That porn… it was great, so sinful and potent that almost eclipsed regular sex. That’s not to say jacking it to those porn star MILFs was superior to sex with his wife… he was just talking about run-of-the-mill sex, wherever you may find it. But actual sex with an older woman… maybe Renee was at another level compared to her peers, but MILF sex was so much more potent and mind-melting than what he saw on the screen that it almost seemed dull in comparison.

	Anyways, the sex with his wife was quite good. But as a man who’d gotten used to good, high-level orgasms even before his encounter with Renee, this love-making session with his wife was little more than blowing off some steam. Not a permanent solution. Not nearly enough to compete with even the porn, and not the absolute soul-draining that Renee inflicted upon him. His body had certain hungers, and it was adding to the pressure building up within him. It was keeping his blood pumping, but he wasn’t about to look up those websites again, and he was fearful of just taking care of it with his own hand, afraid of granting a path for Renee to re-enter the forefront of his mind.

	This weight of his guilt, and the heaviness of his need… it was as if he had turned to the state he was in before Renee. She’d said something along the lines of him being leashed, and it felt kinda like that. For a fleeting moment in the midst of the encounter with Renee, he’d felt completely unleashed. Uncaged, cut loose… he felt free. No weight on his shoulders. No guilt. Just pure, exciting freedom. Unrestrained joy. But as soon as it was over, he’d re-entered the gilded cage he lived in, but only now could he see the bars keeping him at bay.

	It felt the same once he was back on the football field for his second pro game. Much like his own restraints, the team kept him similarly bound up. This was a guy who was at his most exciting and popular on the field when he was running wild, trusting his own instincts, running and gunning and making shit happen. He was never a classic pro player. Not a traditional pocket passer. Every instinct in his body was telling him to run around and make things happen, but his old-fashioned coaches wanted him to fit the classic mold. They wanted him to do the thing most good quarterbacks did, even when it wasn’t working. Even when he was getting sacked. Even when he was getting tackled. Even when the passes weren’t connecting. Even when it all was failing, they wanted him to play it out. He was boxed in here as well just as he was off the field. He was getting tired of it. He was tired of being so bound up. So restrained. He needed to cut loose.

	He needed to be free.

	Finally, in the fourth quarter, with the team somehow only three points down but sputtering in nearly every manner possible, the trust was put upon him. Backed up at his own 25, the first play… he was sacked. Second down… he had no angle to make the throw, the football sailing over the player’s head. Third down, a completed pass that somehow lost yardage. In the stadium, he could hear the boos picking up. On the sideline, he could see his coaches screaming at him. He could feel the lack of faith from his teammates. It was as if his story was being written, and he had no control of it. All these outside forces were dictating his fate, and he wasn’t being given a choice. The play was communicated to him from the sideline. Another lame pass. Fuck! It wouldn’t work, he knew that. And who would get blamed. Him. Who would get the boos? Him. Who would lose the respect of his teammates? Him.

	Fuck this.

	Chad was supposed to step back and make a pass. But instead, he audibled. He tucked the ball, and took off, running forty yards down the field before anyone could catch up with him. The crowd was screaming. The energy of the team immediately picked up. Chad was keyed up. But the coaches… they were pissed. Screaming about this choice even though it worked. Calling a timeout, they did just that, telling him in very clear terms the play they wanted called and that he best as hell do it. But with his teammates behind him, they gave him the go-ahead to make another audible. He did just that, running and spinning and improvising until a receiver was open, throwing a pitch perfect pass down the field to the receiver. The coaches almost had a coronary, to the point of very clearly cursing in full view of the camera upon seeing this, but the fans were losing their minds. The teammates were in the groove. They could feel the momentum shifting. Stepping back on the next play, he almost immediately ran straight down the middle, blowing through busted coverage and not stopping till he hit the endzone.

	They won.

	His teammates mobbed him after the fact. The fans loved it. He loved it. For a moment, he felt a touch of the same feeling he did with Renee, that unrestrained freedom. He felt alive. Not even his angry coaches could get him down. It felt like it did in college when he won. Pure, unencumbered excitement. Total, high-energy joy. Nothing could stop that. After the game, he hugged his wife, and kissed her, and she was so excited for his success. He hoped this night would end like those many victories in college did, with a little bedroom fun to cap off the evening.

	They did indeed have sex that night. And it was… nice. He hoped that maybe things would get a little wilder in order to match the excitement he was feeling. But… it was the same old things. It was good, of course. Loving and intimate. But it wasn’t thrilling. It wasn’t excitement. Instead of the partying, and the drinking, and the full-bodied fucking he experienced when he was in college, he had come home to a quiet house, with his religious wife… and had nice, loving, gentle marital sex.

	This was his future. This was his life. This was his cage.

	And the freedom he temporarily got through the team was shortly lived. The coaches were screaming at him the next day, disavowing the stuff he’d done that won them the game, saying that such tricks were good for the short-term but wouldn’t work out in the long run. At least it felt like he’d shown his teammates his potential, and he’d earned some respect for going against the coach’s lame play calling. But it only added to the feeling of being boxed in by the forces of the world, and it only further made him experience the urge to break free.

	This was only further compounded by an event that happened later that day. He had to visit the team offices to meet with one of the marketing execs, and when he was on his way to it, he saw the team owner leading a group of very well-dressed individuals around the building, hobnobbing about something. But what made Chad stop in his tracks was that one of the people in that group was Renee. Shaking his head, as if he was seeing things, he realized she was all real, and she’d noticed him at the same moment.

	“Oh! Chad! So wonderful to see you!” she called out, holding out her hand. Not knowing what else to do, he took her hand and shook it, feeling an immediate connection between them as they clasped hands. She was dressed fantastically, wearing a pair of expensive looking high heels, a dark grey skirt that went down to her knees, and a silky pearl button-up top that left a pair of buttons undone at the top. Conspicuous by its absence was the silver cross she’d worn around her neck before, as if she’d actually gone through with it and forsaken her beliefs in favor of the freedom she’d discovered with Chad. Nonetheless, she looked great. But for her, it would be difficult not to. She was dressed to come across more professional, but all Chad could think about was how unleashed he’d seen her during their illicit encounter. Not knowing what to say or do as he was so lost in the moment; he unintentionally kept his hand clasped with hers. She rubbed her fingers on his palm.

	“Oh… you two know each other?” the team owner, Charles, asked. Taking the lead, Renee released her hold of his hand and responded.

	“Yes! We met a charity event last week,” Renee, her somewhat posh, professional tone not matching Chad’s memories of her. “And we got to know each other very, VERY well! Your team has a real star here!”

	“Oh, we know that!” Charles responded with a fatherly nod at the young quarterback. Chad was frozen, unable to look away at the older woman who haunted his thoughts, but he found enough control to smile and nod back at the team owner. But as his eyes returned to the older woman, and she smiled knowingly at him, he found his eyes drifting downwards. God, her tits were even bigger than he remembered! Stretching that silky, button-up top, barely contained… fuck, what he wouldn’t give to see those buttons just blow apart just so he’d be able to see those massive MILF melons again.

	“Yes, I was extremely impressed with him,” Renee added, grinning at the young hunk. “I was hoping to see him again.” He smiled nervously at her and nodded.

	“Well, that’s good, that’s good,” Charles replied as the two former lovers made eyes at each other. “Well, we must be going,” the rich owner continued, moving to lead the group along on whatever they were doing before.

	“Of course,” Chad said, stepping back. But before the group left, Renee addressed him one more time.

	“So nice to see you again, love,” she remarked, eyes flashing with mischief.

	“Yeah… you too,” he croaked out, nodding at her and smiling politely. He watched the group get led away, but mostly watched Renee’s shapely ass bouncing side-to-side as she walked away, glancing back at him with a knowing look.

	Once she was gone, Chad could breathe again. He’d spent the entire previous week haunted by the memories of her, and seeing her again… fuck! She looked even hotter than he remembered! But it really put into clarity just how tough his situation was. Not only was the football side of things going poorly today, but the sexual needs that he’d been trying to deny only felt more potent, just due to seeing her again. To put it plainly, Chad was horny as hell, and no amount of lovemaking with his wife would ever compare with what Renee could give him.

	When he left his meeting, he ran into Charles again, and he asked him who that group was.

	“Oh, one of the groups that had a small ownership stake with the team is looking to sell, and that was a group looking to possibly buy,” Charles replied. Chad was taken aback. Wait… Renee could be buying a stake in the team? Obviously, Charles was the primary owner, but Renee could be staking out a presence with the team. Fuck! His football career wasn’t always going smoothly, but at least it was a refuge from the Renee stuff. But if she owned part of the team… then she’d always be there. Shit…

	It was at this point that he decided to look Renee Fields up online, wondering exactly what her deal was and how she could be involved in a group possibly looking to buy a stake in the team. She’d said and done a few things that made him suspect she had money, but nonetheless, he was shocked by what he found. Renee was the granddaughter of a billionaire oil tycoon, and she was worth hundreds of millions of dollars as she ran the business he left behind for his family. And she was seemingly a subject for tabloid fodder, her travails and romantic misadventures the subject of much discussion, although this was so out of the young athlete’s purview that it wasn’t a surprise he’d never heard of her. But what seemingly made her notable was that she was shockingly gorgeous, she was single, and she was unbelievably rich. He didn’t know her wealth was at this level. Houses around the world, owns a yacht, lives in a super-mansion. Fuck… why did this make her even hotter? He remembered her offering to run his life and take care of everything, and seeing this only made the thought of her being his sugar mama an even more distinct reality. He wasn’t poor either, with his rookie contract and signing bonus and sponsorship deals, but her wealth was at another level. Not only was she a smoke-show MILF, she was rich as well. Fuck, that made her even more appealing. But it made her more dangerous, too… she might be making a play for the team. And if so, there may be no escaping her.

	The walls felt like they were closing in. He felt more bound up, more caged, more restrained, and he was getting more desperate to break out. To be free again. He hated that his mistake was zeroing in on him like this. He hated that the longer he got away from his encounter with Renee, the more his initial feelings about it softened. He kept looking back at that illicit rendezvous with increasing fondness, treating it as not being nearly as bad as he was making it out to be. And with him looking back at that event as the epitome of the feeling of freedom he was chasing, he hated that that thought made him begin to resent his wife ever-so-slightly. She almost began seeming like an obstacle, one of the jailers caging him in, stopping him from having the type of fun he needed.

	The rest of his week only ramped up the pressure. At home, he was doing his best to reject his hunger for older women, his desire for Renee growing despite knowing how dangerous she was. She sent him another text that day they’d run into each other, her wearing that same professional outfit, only this time, all the buttons on her top were undone, revealing the entire expanse of her smooth, deep, perfect cleavage. And along with this photo, she said simply:

	“So good to see you! Still thinking of you…”

	But unlike all the other texts she’d sent to him over the past week which he deleted almost immediately upon seeing them, he kept this one. And the ones she continued to send the rest of the week. No nudes, unfortunately, but fuck, she still looked good.

	He and his wife made love a couple of times, but it was increasingly an empty exercise as it did nothing to slake his hunger. He put on the act, he pretended things were the same as ever, and if Jeanie caught on, she didn’t say anything. She sensed something a little off with him over the week, but her concern didn’t help matters. He wasn’t about to confess his sins. He couldn’t say anything about what he was dealing with. Doing so would blow up his life as he knew it. No… he had to resolve these issues on his own. Jeanie had done so much to get him to this point where he was so thoughtful and self-actualized… it was up to him to figure this out. He had to step up.

	He did consider calling that Dr. White to see if she could help him talk through everything, but she already thought he was a lost cause, hopelessly obsessed with older women even if it led to the doom of his marriage. She wouldn’t help… If anything, she would probably just encourage him.

	On the field, the coaches were not letting up on the young quarterback, still trying to stifle him, to make a round peg fit in a square hole. He played along, but it only made the urge to rebel grow. But it was just another added pressure on him that he really didn’t need right now.

	The upcoming game was his team’s first road game of the year, but it wasn’t that far away, just down the coast. In fact, it was the city where he went to school, so he knew it well. That marketing meeting he had was about this. His college wanted to invite him for some on-campus event, a talk, and the team wanted him to do that. Not seeing any reason not to, he agreed.

	It was only when he was on campus again that he saw his error. A delegation from the college staff met with him, and one of those was Professor Albright. Chad was frozen upon the sight of her again. It was like fate was working against him, bringing this specter from his past to life again right in front of him. She looked as incredible as ever, tightly wound, professionally dressed, unbelievably sexy. He’d seen more of her than most, so seeing her like this again only reminded him of what she was working with. Her boobs were massive, her ass was incredible, and she was still just painfully hot. Looking at him again, she betrayed only the smallest of knowing grins. In a crowd, neither could say anything to acknowledge their history. But all throughout the event, from the tour, to his speech, they kept making eyes at each other, sharing knowing glances. His mind kept thinking back upon that missed opportunity with her. And all the current hungers inside him that needed to be quenched. Fuck… Professor Albright could satisfy them. Holy fuck, could she ever…

	It wasn’t till the end of the event that they had a few seconds to chat, but it was enough. Sidling up to him, putting on a slightly larger smile as she eyed the young hunk, she slipped him a card with her number on it.

	“Call me while you’re in town. I’d very much like to finish our date…” she teased him.

	Fuck… he didn’t need this.

	In the city the night before the game, a lot of his teammates went out on the town, but he thought it best to stay in, not give himself the opportunity to make another mistake. However, he was a ball of energy all night, pacing around the interior of the hotel room. Bursting with vigor. Bursting with need. Part of him wanted to just run out and get out there, escape this self-inflicted cage he was keeping himself in. He knew the dangers, but again… he was bound up. Kept in a cage of his own making. On top of that, he was horny as hell, and he had nothing on the horizon that would alleviate that. All that, combined with his coaches trying to stamp out any fun… he was bursting at the seams. He needed to vent. He needed some release. He couldn’t go on like this forever.

	Finally, he did something about it.

	A simple text message, followed by some impatient waiting. Pacing his room, wondering if he’d messed up. Wondering if there was anything he could do to avoid his fate. But finally… a knock at the door erased his doubts. His breath caught in his throat as he opened the door.

	There stood Professor Albright, dressed slightly more casually, wearing a sexy navy dress that clung to her slim, shapely body and displayed a mile of cleavage, the dark material contrasting nicely with her creamy, pale skin. Her breasts looked incredible showcased like this, bursting to escape the tight dress. Memories of their illicit date years prior flooded his mind, that being the only other time he’d seen his former professor showing off the goods in such a fashion. The tightness of her dress would no doubt do wonders in highlighting her impressive ass, even though he hadn’t gotten a good look yet. On her feet were an expensive looking pair of high heels, the older woman clearly wanting to look her best for her former student.

	Her gorgeous face still wore her trademark withering gaze, still unimpressed with Chad despite his fame and success, although the ever-so-slight upturned grin in her pursed lips betrayed the fact that she was aware of the front she was putting on. Her hair was down, her long, straight brunette locks cascading down her back. Her dark eyes displayed her sharp intelligence, and her slim nose gave her an almost regal air.

	Seeing that her former student was taken aback by the sight of her, she didn’t want to waste any time.

	“I’ve been teaching for years now,” she began, stepping into his room without being invited. Not knowing what else to so, Chad closed the door behind her, turning back to face her. ‘Teaching at some of the best schools in the country. But all anyone wants to ask me these last few years is ‘What was it like to teach Chad Bethel?’ “She rolled her eyes and he gave her an embarrassed grin.” To think that of all the good work I’ve done, you’re all I have to show for it.’ She continued staring him down, before letting her plump lips curl up into a smirk. “Could be worse,” she added after a pause, clearly impressed by the sight of the handsome, fit young athlete standing in front of her. This broke the tension between them, letting Chad relax a little bit as his former professor kept talking.

	“Don’t worry, I say nothing but nice things,” she assured him. ‘I don’t mention that you spent most of the semester you were in my class staring at my tits!’ She said pointedly, turning around to check out the room Chad was staying in. He was finally able to check out her ass, the tight dress glued to her rear end, the full, perfectly formed cheeks jutting out against the fabric. And as he did this, she continued talking. “Or should I tell them that you would stare holes in my ass every time I turned around.” Chad blushed, clearly having been caught without her even looking back at him, still examining the hotel room.

	For the face of their organization, the team made sure to make sure Chad was always given the best accommodations, and this hotel room was no different, a fancy, well-furnished room. Professor Albright seemed pleased, nodding to herself before setting down her purse and turning back to face the tall, well-built quarterback. Looking up into his eyes, she continued speaking.

	“Or…” she began, grinning to herself. ‘Should I explain them how you were one of the most obnoxious, overconfident students I’ve ever had, who was convinced that I was dying to get fucked by him from our first class together?’ She asked this pointedly, making Chad wince, but her seductive smile cooled that embarrassment, “And the worst part of that… you were right.”

	A rush went though Chad upon hearing this. She always tried to act so icy… hearing her admit that she was as hot for him as he was for her from the start drove him crazy.

	“I can’t really mention the fact that we went on a date after the semester was over…” she continued, pointing out that dating a student was enough to hurt her professionally, especially with Chad being such a notable student. “Or that we made out in a parking lot…” she asked, the same memories flashing behind her eyes and his own. “And that we had our hands all over each other…” she added, stepping towards the tall young man, her nipples noticeably stiffening as she replayed the events of that night.

	“I confess that I’ve thought about that night a lot in the years since,” Professor Albright admitted. “I had the cock of one of the most famous young athletes in the country in my grasp, and we weren’t able to seal the deal. No one would blame me for wondering what if…” she paused, giving him a knowing smirk. “But you? You’re a young man who could have any girl he wanted. You’re handsome. You’re famous. I confess I was surprised when I heard you got married so young. But the fact that you have all those things going for you, and you still reach out to me as soon as we see each other again… that says a lot!”

	“What do you mean?” Chad croaked out, finding his voice. Smirking confidently, she responded.

	“You could have any woman you want… you’re married to a woman you supposedly love… but clearly, you missing out on the chance of getting in my pants a few years ago left its mark,” she responded, his bulge apparent to his perceptive former teacher. “Do you think about me a lot? Are you sleeping in bed next to your wife still wishing you had the chance to finally seal the deal with me?”

	“I have thought about it…” Chad admitted with a grin.

	“Does your wife know about you?” she asked, a smile on her face, yet his heart sank as she hit a sore spot for him. “Does she know you were never really hers? That your cock belonged to me before you even met her? I staked my claim in that big, fat, perfect dick long before she did, and it’s belonged to me everyday since, even though it’s never been inside me. Not yet anyway… Does she realize that every time you screw her, deep down, it’s me you’re thinking about? It’s me who makes that cock so fucking hard? Was it my tits you were thinking about on your wedding night? My ass you were fantasizing about on your honeymoon? Does your little wife understand that she owes her sex life to me and my body, that the mere memory of our unfinished encounter was enough to power you for years?”

	He tried to laugh off the accusation as being absolutely ridiculous, but the more he considered it… the more it made a twisted sense. With his descent into a MILF obsession these last few months, he’d come to the realization that his near hookup with Professor Albright had affected him far more profoundly than he realized. As proven by his recent behavior, his former professor had shaped his sexual tastes more than just about anyone.

	Seeing him realize this, she gave him an almost wistful expression as she studied him.

	“It’s a shame…” she began. ‘In another life, where we finished our date by fucking the shit out each other, you wouldn’t have had to imagine these tits on your wedding night.’ At this, she forcefully tugged down the front of her dress, allowing her massive breasts to burst out from beneath. Chad’s eyes went wide… he’d never gotten to see the goods, and having them finally revealed to him after so long was like a dream come true. They looked incredible, firm and full, round and fleshy, each massive orb capped by a stiff pink nipple. With him arrested by the sight, she spun on her heels so her back was facing him. Looking back over her shoulder, she continued speaking. “You wouldn’t have had to just imagine my ass on your honeymoon… you would have experienced it!” She yanked the hem of her dress up over her hips, revealing her shapely ass, clad only in a black g-string. Her ass was incredible, each cheek perky and perfectly sculped, the tiny string in the middle disappearing in the crack of her impressive ass. Kicking her heels off, she spun around, turning to face him again, her heavy tits swaying as she stared him down. “If we’d sealed the deal that night, I’d get to be the lucky older woman on your arm for the rest of your life.” This line pinged as off to Chad, almost as if she knew about what he’d done with another older woman, Renee. Looking at him, she shrugged her shoulders. “I’ll guess we’ll have to settle for one night of nasty, sweaty fucking!”

	Chad’s eyes went wide as she stared him down. Holy shit! Was this happening? He’d dreamed of this for years, wishing he’d have plowed the professor when he had the chance. He’d called her up still unsure if he’d be willing to go through with it. This time, it would be him going out of his way to cheat on his wife instead of it happening to him like with Renee. If he went through with it, he’d be cheating on his wife for the second time in his life. But being in the sexy professor’s presence once again, her intentions out in the open, he didn’t know how he’d be able to live with himself if he didn’t seal the deal this time. Breathing deep, his body craving one thing, he was in disbelief that this was really happening.

	Was he really gonna do this?

	 

	 

	 

	“Yes! YES! FUCK YES! Ah shit! GOD! YES!” screamed out Professor Albright, her moans of pleasure echoing through the walls.

	The occupant of the room directly next to Chad’s could hear everything. But they didn’t need to hear the older woman’s moans of pleasure to know what was happening in the next room.

	In that room sat one of Dr. White’s interns, Jaycee, sitting back comfortably, watching all the action with crystal clarity on the big TV screen. Jaycee handled all the videography at the church, and she was handling it here as well, looking into the next room as if it was completely open to her.

	On the bed was the professor, buck naked, riding the handsome young stud like her life depended on it. Her massive round breasts were wobbling lewdly as she bounced on him, and his big hands did their best to contain them, squeezing them over and over again. Jaycee had multiple camera angles to capture the action. One camera was facing the bed, hidden near the TV. The other was posted to the side, capturing the illicit lovers in profile. There was another one in the corner of the room, giving an angle right near the bed, proving some good close-up views.

	Jaycee had one earbud in her ear playing music, and she was dancing along with the beat, her feet bouncing back and forth in sync as she sat back, her upper half shaking as she worked it, this job going amazingly well. She sipped from a big foam cup, keeping up her energy as she kept one eye on the footage. Compared to the church job, this one was easy. The professor… her name was Erin… even though she was somewhat icy, she was a dream to work with compared to that bitch Renee. She knew the score, and she was on board, savoring the opportunity to finally get her hands on Chad.

	Jaycee couldn’t blame her. Again, the young woman marveled at how fucking hot Chad was, but internally she shook her head, hating that all that studliness was being spent on these older women.

	At least the professor was enjoying herself.

	“FUCK! Chad! YES! I knew you’d be good but… goddamn! Your cock’s amazing!” she screamed out.

	“UGH! Fuck, professor!” Chad groaned, fucking up into her. Fully embracing the action, he slapped the professor’s shapely ass as she rode him.

	The two lovers had a lot of tension to work out, and even Jaycee was surprised by the ferocity of their fucking. She was well aware of Chad’s capabilities in the bedroom, but to see him doing it all again was somehow even more impressive. He just kept going and going, firing off massive loads and then going right back at it, barely slowing down.

	And Erin was up to the challenge. Where did all these slutty older women come from? Professor Albright, despite her intelligent mind and academic image… was absolutely filthy! She attacked Matt’s cock like a succubus, trying to suck the soul out of the young hunk, her lips ending up near the root of his big cock within minutes of entering the room. She didn’t slow down as she rode him, doing so facing him, then facing away from him… Clearly, the bitch was getting her money’s worth!

	But it seemed like all that accomplished was taking the edge off.

	Their fucking culminated in a brutal ass-fuck on the bed, the professor on all fours as Chad railed her from behind, his hands gripping her ass roughly, pulling her butt crudely towards him as he threw himself against her, their bodies colliding loudly. The intelligent older woman was a mess, her creamy skin coated in sweat, her gigantic breasts bouncing lewdly as she was drilled by the beefy married stud. Her mascara was running, her well-styled hair a mess, displaying the intensity of the pleasure consuming her form. Chad was a machine, unrelenting as he fucked the older woman up her ass. Her deep, throaty moans echoed through the walls.

	“AHHH! FUCK! GODDAMN! UGHHHHH!” Professor Albright groaned as Chad drove the full length of his powerful cock into her tight ass, making her scream in delight. “Cum in me! I want it! I FUCKING WANT IT! I WANT MY ASS FULL OF YOUR CUM! DO IT! YES! YES! FUCK! FUCK! AHH! OHHH! YYYEEEESSSSS!”

	The older woman’s body went wild, limbs jerking, body shaking, her tight ass clenching around his shaft as her orgasm hit her. This coaxed one last massive load from his balls, and his imposing frame drove the older woman into the bed as he came, giving her what she wanted by pumping one last massive load into her ass. He’d already cum down her throat, and in her pussy… why not complete the set and get HIS money’s worth as well?

	This was the last bit of energy the professional athlete had, being sapped of his strength by the older woman’s body, collapsing on the bed, panting, his naked body coated with sweat as he recovered. He would deal with the fallout of this later… all he could do in the moment was bask in the pleasure. It was so good… so damn good. First Renee, then Professor Albright… were all older women this fucking good at sex?

	That was the thought he was left with as he passed out for the night. That, plus the sensation of Professor Albright curling up next to him, her naked, sweaty body against his own, the feeling of her fleshy breasts ballooning out against his chest the final thought he was left with before falling into a restful sleep.

	Happy that the action was done next door, Jaycee shut down things on her end, saving the footage then uploading it to the cloud. Leaving the cameras on just in case, she turned the lights out and settled in for the night herself, but not before pulling out a nice big dildo and moaning Chad’s name as the young man’s talents made another woman cum that night.

	 

	 

	 

	Chad played with a noticeable looseness the next day. He did his best to play by the rules, but he eventually had to call a timeout. Stepping up to the coaches, he had to lay it all out. He had to stand up for himself and what he was best at. He had to stand up for the team. He had to be the man he was meant to be, and not try to be anything else. The coaches hated it, but there was no universe where they were gonna be able to win the war over Chad in the eyes of both the team and the ownership. With no choice, they gave in to the talented quarterback, letting him drive.

	They won by three touchdowns.

	Things were looking up. The team had noticed the shift within him, and they were rising to meet it. The football side of things seemed to be improving… all he had to do was step up and take the wheel. His personal life was still a bit of a mess, but at least one side of his life was letting off some of that pressure.

	Then his world exploded.

	The team called him into a meeting at the stadium on Thursday of the next week, about something of great importance, to the degree where they pulled him from practice in order to come to the stadium to meet with team officials. Not knowing what this was about, he felt that weight returning to his shoulders again.

	His life would never be the same.

	He met with the HR group for the team, some of the best money could buy. Additionally, Charles, the majority owner of the team, was seated in the back as well. The head lady for the HR group, an attractive Asian woman in her late 30’s, gave him a friendly but almost pitying look, as if he didn’t know what he was in for. They welcomed him to take a seat before speaking.

	“I’ll get right to it, Chad,” the HR woman, Cordelia, began. “We’ve got two major timebombs about to explode at the same time, and they both concern you.”

	Two timebombs? Could it be…

	“I’ll be blunt,” Cordelia stated. “Chad, there’s some sex tapes involving you that are about to go public. We’ve tried our best to suppress them, but they’re gonna get out there whether we want it or not.”

	“What? Sex tapes? How?” Chad replied, confused. Looking at him as if he was being slightly naïve, she continued.

	“Chad, no one here is judging you,” she began. “This isn’t about that. It’s about getting ahead of this story. We all have our tastes… our predilections… and we, as the team, want to make sure your come out of this as clean as possible.”

	“What do you mean, predilections?” he asked. Looking slightly uneasy broaching into specifics, she felt like she had to.

	“I’m talking about your taste for older women,” Cordelia explained. What? How did she know this? How did anyone? Seeing his eyes go wide at this communicated the truth of her statement. Turning back to look at one of her subordinates, she gave a nod. Suddenly, on the far side of the room, a screen lit up, and on it…

	Holy shit!

	It was him… and Renee! It was them in the church, going at it. Holy shit! Holy fuck! The image showed him on his knees, plowing her from behind, her mammoth tits swinging lewdly as he fucked her up the ass. Behind them was the cross at the front of the church, leaving no mystery as to where they committing such a sinful deed. There was a timestamp on the lower corner of the screen, letting them all know exactly when this happened. And there was no hiding from this. His face was right there on the screen, no mistaking it. And just as clear was Renee’s face, her face… and her body… unmistakably her.

	“Oh my God…” he croaked out, his world falling apart, almost wanting to revert within himself out of shame and embarrassment at all these people seeing this. Cordelia gave him a small, comforting nod, clearly disliking that she had to be the one conveying this embarrassing story to him.

	“Obviously, this is not a good look. I mean, not in the way…” she began before stopping herself, as if she was gonna say he looked good on the footage, but thinking better of it. “I mean, we know you’re married, and very faithful, but in this world, we’ve kinda seen it all. We know this shit happens. In the future, we can only hope you be more discrete. I mean, it’s somewhat foolish not to realize there’d be cameras all around doing this in a public place.” She was right. How could he be so stupid?

	But then he realized… fuck! This was going to go public! That meant the world was gonna see this… and more specifically, his wife! Seeing the panic in his eyes, Cordelia tried to get ahead of it.

	“I know this is a bad look for your persona. You’re married, you’re a public member of the Church. That makes this tough for us, but I promise, just stick with us on this,” Cordelia said, trying to ease his panic. “The problem is… this isn’t the only tape.”

	“What?” he asked, baffled. She nodded at her subordinate again, and the movie on the screen changed.

	This footage was in a hotel room. It was him in the same position, plowing a different MILF from behind, her tits swinging lewdly as they went at it, the older woman throwing herself back at him. Just as before, the image was shockingly clear. But the image was touched up in one way. There was a blur over the woman’s face, as if protecting her identity, but whoever recorded this didn’t afford him the same courtesy. His identity was obvious on the screen, clear as day. Even though you couldn’t see the woman’s face… maybe it was his MILF-obsessed brain speaking, but it was obvious he was hooking up an older woman. Her body, her ferocity at fucking, her overall vibe… she was undeniably a MILF. And even though her obscured identity might be a mystery to everyone in the room, it was no mystery to Chad.

	Professor Albright.

	They’d finally completed their date, fucking like crazy in his hotel room the night before the game. She was incredible, even better than he dreamed she would be. He’d been in bad shape he was so backed up that night, and she more than took care of him. And for a night, he felt that free sensation. Unleashed, at the wheel. And he carried that over the game the next day, feeling confident and bold. And it was thanks to the professor helping to ease his stress.

	But how had it been recorded? How had any of this been recorded?

	“So, this can’t be written off as a one-time mistake, which would have really helped us out,” Cordelia began. “There is clearly a pattern of behavior, and you obviously have a type.”

	Chad was wide-eyed. Was this really happening? Was his world falling apart?

	“But that’s just part one of the bad news,” Cordelia began.

	“Oh my God…” Chad responded, putting his head in his hands for a few moments. What could be worse than this. Finally, he looked up, Cordelia not speaking until she knew he was listening. She gave him a pained smile before delivering the news.

	“Now this… this is something we only learned about recently, and we’ve been working in that time to corroborate what we’re hearing,” she began. “But one of those sports blogs is coming out with a big investigation into the recovery program you joined in when you went to school. The one that got you on the straight and narrow…” she paused, only realizing now that this program had failed considering what he’d gotten up to lately. But that kinda went along with the greater point. “There were so many articles about your recovery and your growth, and this incredible program that you vouched for. But no one actually looked into it too deeply, ourselves included, and for that we apologize. But this blog looked into this program of yours, and… it looks like it wasn’t exactly on the level…” Chad shook his head.

	“What do you mean?” he asked, confused. “That’s impossible.” The program had been great. It had helped him so much, recent events notwithstanding. It was how he’d met his wife. It had shaped his life so greatly in the last few years. It was a good place with good people… right?

	“Apparently, it looks like this program was targeting prominent athletes like yourself in order to market themselves,” Cordelia began. “They were more interested in promoting themselves than helping you, and they found someone in you they could cling onto.”

	“No… that’s not how it’s gone down at all,” Chad replied.

	“Tell me, whose idea was it to do all those articles. You… or them?” Cordelia asked.

	“Well, it was them, but…” he replied.

	“And when you signed up with them, did you find them, or did they find you?” she asked.

	“They were recommended to me by my coaches. I’d never heard of them, but…” Chad began.

	“Who negotiated your deals? Them, or you?” Cordelia asked.

	“Well, they helped out, because I’m not good at that stuff, but…” Chad stated.

	“Chad…” Cordelia said firmly, getting his full attention. “There is evidence of these contracts, and frankly… they negotiated deals that greatly benefitted themselves. They are taking money from you for themselves without you knowing. It looks like they’ve done this with a few different student-athletes, and it sounds like the coaches were in league with them.”

	“No… that’s not true,” Chad began. He was making good money. They were on his side… right?

	“Chad…” Cordelia began again. “It’s not only that. The pastor who ran this program, Pastor Rob Reidenchold… he doesn’t seem like the most reputable character either. There is evidence that not only is he taking money from you, but he’s leveraged his position in order to sleep with young college women.”

	“No! That’s not true! Pastor Rob’s the best guy I’ve ever met,” Chad stated firmly.

	“I’ve seen pictures, Chad,” Cordelia stated firmly. “There’s no question about it.”

	Chad’s world was completely upended. None of this made any sense. He perhaps wasn’t the most perceptive man in the world, but how could he have been so wrong?

	“Chad…” she started yet again, getting his attention. “This begs the question… what about your wife?”

	“What about her?” he asked reflexively.

	“Is it possible that she was in on all this?” Cordelia asked. “That she was aware of all this. That she’s perhaps working alongside Pastor Rob to further his goals?”

	“No! She loves me! I love her!” he affirmed.

	“Maybe that’s true,” Cordelia stated. “But you sometimes get hurt by the people you love the most. Does she… does she help you with your business decisions?”

	“She helps me with everything. She’s my wife for God’s sake! I go to her for everything,” he stated firmly, but the action that had gone on in those videos proved that to be a lie.

	“Is it outside the world of possibility that she didn’t fully have your interests at heart? That she was maybe serving two masters, you and Rob?” Cordelia asked.

	“No… no…” he began, his words weakening. Then again… she was a college girl when they met. And she was the one who always spoke most glowingly of Pastor Rob. Did she… could she… with Rob?

	Cordelia let Chad go over this shit in his mind for a few minutes, letting him take this all in. There was a lot of damning evidence against this program and Pastor Rob and his wife… it would be a lot for him to take in at once.

	How had this happened?

	 

	 

	 

	(Six Weeks Earlier)

	A knock on Pastor Rob Reidenchold’s office door caught him off guard. He grimaced slightly, as he was about to leave for the night. But he reminded himself of patience, and the important job he had to do, he shut out any annoyance and readied himself to help. The office he was based out of was adjacent to the campus church, and it was humble but nice, adorned with a big wooden desk, a nice leather couch, some bookshelves lined with books and religious teachings, some file cabinets that contained documents relevant to his recovery program, and some religious paraphernalia adorning the walls.

	A tall, well-dressed married man of 36, wearing a pair of slacks and a blue button-up, a crucifix hanging from his neck, he ran his hand through his black hair and opened the door, ready to help whoever was there.

	But what he saw took him aback.

	A young woman in her early twenties stood at his door, looking up at him hopefully. But he immediately recognized that she was dressed rather revealingly, a tight, button-up shirt that was left mostly unbuttoned, showing off a wide expanse of her large, firm breasts. Her trim, tanned midriff was exposed as well, a sight that many would no doubt appreciate. Her legs were being showcased too, as she wore a tiny pair of tight, stretchy shorts that left the rest of her legs bare. On her feet were a pair of nice sneakers. Her dark hair was done up in pigtails, accentuating her youthfulness. She was quite stunning, with a great tan and big expressive eyes.

	Rob kept himself in check, meeting her gaze.

	“Are you Pastor Rob?” she asked desperately.

	“Yes. And you are?” he asked.

	“My name’s Deandra,” she said, biting her lip. The very same Deandra that worked for Dr. White. She was still college-aged, so she was perfect for the job. A girl like her knew how to fit the part of a little college slut, dressing for the part perfectly. “I think I need your help.” Nodding at her, suppressing any lingering irritation at her visit interrupting his plans to go home, he opened his door to her and let her in. After seating her across from him, he sat behind his desk, and she quickly came out with why she was there.

	“Pastor Rob… I need your help,” Deandra began. “I can’t stop myself from having sex!”

	“Oh!” he replied, almost choking at the bluntness of her admission. “That’s quite alright! We help so many just like you.” His eyes flicked to her incredible chest for the briefest of moments… not many were built like this one.

	“Thank you!” she replied, effusively happy. But then her expression darkened, the truth of her plight hitting her. “But… what I said before… I mean it! I CAN’T stop myself. It feels like I’ve banged half the guys on campus by this point. I’ve sought out help before, advisors, teachers… I even tried a sex therapist, but I think they are all quacks. But all these guys that try to help me… I just always end up hooking up with them. All of them. I have a weakness for authority figures, I guess! It’s gonna get me in a lot of trouble if I keep it up!”

	“Well…” choked out Rob, a bit flustered by the beautiful young woman but not letting her catch onto that in the slightest. “I’d be happy to help!” he added positively.

	Deandra smiled sadly to him, glad to hear it yet still putting on a pessimistic façade. Inside, her fires were already blazing. Rob was a good-looking guy, and that ring on his finger only made him a juicier target. She had a job to do… but when you love your work, it’s easy.

	It took Deandra a week to seduce Pastor Rob. Easy indeed.

	She was a needy little minx, demanding his attention, even when he tried to pass her off to someone on his team closer to her age. She told him she needed help from the best, that she wasn’t a normal case. She was such a complete slut that she needed a real expert to change her ways. She made sure to consume his focus, getting him to devote so much of his attention to her. So much time spent together, his well-earned willpower and control started to slip. Deandra was letting it all hang out… you couldn’t even blame a pastor for sneaking a peak at the goods.

	A panicked call after hours dragged him back at work a few nights after their initial meeting, Deandra entered his office dressed like a total skank, explaining that she went out with a friend, and they almost tag-teamed a well-known campus athlete, a baseball player, but she thought better and called Rob. He spent the rest of the evening trying to convince her that she had to respect herself, that the pleasures of sex didn’t outweigh the needs of her soul. And she spent the entirety of night explaining why the rapturous pleasure she achieved by taking part in nasty, unholy fucking mattered more to her than anything else. It was two competing philosophies. The ultimate battle. Sex versus chastity. Purity versus sin. Religious belief versus the unchecked desire. A young slut versus an older man of power and maturity.

	Of course, Deandra was victorious.

	Sluts like her couldn’t be beat! Pastor Rob was good at his job, but he didn’t know how to combat a determined slut like Deandra. He was dressed for work, and she was dressed for sex, wearing a slutty dress meant to attract attention. And it was potent enough that even a pastor found himself checking out her long legs… her shapely ass… her big, firm, succulent tits.

	Her arguments never wavered, and he found himself on his back foot from the start. Even to someone trained in getting through to lost causes, he found himself slowly seeing her side of the argument. As she explained what she could do during sex, how she could fuck and fuck and fuck and still want more… she wanted him to explain why she shouldn’t do so when she was so good at it. When she was so obviously built for it. He couldn’t think of anything to say.

	They ended up having nasty, sweaty sex on the couch, the young slut riding his big married dick until he couldn’t think straight, until he was ready to admit that he was wrong about everything, admitting the young tease’s argument were undeniable.

	It was jarring how her young tease act disappeared once she took control, her skills at fucking well beyond her years, rocking the pastor’s world and showing him that sin wasn’t so bad. By the end, she coaxed a massive wad of cum deep inside her, capping it off by taking his ring finger into her mouth and sucking on it till his marriage band was resting on her tongue.

	Keeping his ring to maintain a hold over the older man, it was an unspoken threat to expose his moral decline. Deandra showed that Dr. White’s faith in her was well-founded, proving to be a talented little general as she enacted the doctor’s plot to perfection like the skilled schemer she was. It was a quick moral fall for the married pastor once he submitted to temptation, and he couldn’t stop the slide. Deandra asserted power over him, fucking him over and over again, not only in his office but even in his home. Eventually, she brought in other girls, some fellow interns, and some were just her friends, teaming up to overwhelm the married pastor with premium young pussy until he couldn’t stop himself from indulging further. Deandra having possession of his ring gave her power over him, making him do whatever she wanted, fucking on camera, fucking in the chapel, really damaging the poor guy’s psyche.

	Even as he felt his soul being corrupted, the prospect of incomparable pleasure was enough to keep him on the hook. But he didn’t truly feel the gravity of his mistake until the end, when he found Deandra in his office, having clearly done something underhanded with some of his program’s documentation, to what degree he didn’t know. Sitting behind his desk, she forced him to sit in front of it as she asserted full control and authority over him. Sliding some papers across from him, she told the pastor that he wouldn’t be getting his ring back unless he signed them. Beginning to read them, she advised him that it would probably be best to just sign the papers and don’t think about it too hard. The fear of what he was signing his name onto was outweighed by his fear of upsetting this young assertive goddess. So, he signed the paperwork. And that was it. That was the end. They had enough incriminating evidence on him that he couldn’t really do anything to defend himself, not that he would, so enraptured was he. All he could do was wait until the other shoe dropped.

	Weeks later, it finally did.

	And while Pastor Rob’s reputation was ruined, the damage it did to Chad Bethel might be even more severe.

	 

	 

	 

	Back in the present, sitting in the team’s office, Chad was still reckoning with the news that Pastor Rob and his program might have taken advantage of him. Shocked, his head fell to his hands, remaining like this for minutes. Finally, the HR head going over all this with him had to speak up, grabbing his attention.

	“This might be an opportunity, though, Chad,” Cordelia began. Chad looked up as she continued speaking. ‘On one hand, you’re a cheating bastard who’s screwing around on his wife.’ These words hurt, but they were true. “On the other, you’re a wronged husband, a young man whose been taken advantage of. It seems like these two things weren’t related… but what if they were? What if we make them related?”

	“What?” he asked, overwhelmed, shaking his head.

	“We discussed this with an outside agency, and we’ve come up with a really good plan. What if you found out about this stuff months ago?” Cordelia began, spinning a new narrative. “That your marriage was irrevocably broken upon this betrayal, and you sought comfort elsewhere. You began new relationships with these older women? This way, you’re not a cheating bastard, or a wronged fool. You’re a smart, vulnerable young man taking his life back. Getting a little bit of revenge. Having a little bit of fun. Sure, it’s imperfect, but it’s better than the alternative.”

	“I don’t know…” said Chad, not liking the sound of this.

	“Well, then, you’re the guy who was taken advantage of by the church, by your wife, by everyone, who is also a guy that only fucks older women,” Cordelia stated bluntly. “I’m sorry to be rude, but you’ll be a point of ridicule for your naivety, and not only that… frankly, it’s not a good look for a guy like you. I imagine these available women will dry up upon hearing what an easily deceived dope you’ve been. Your marriage will be shot, your dating prospects will be shot… and you’ll be made fun of by the public at large. You need to make a choice before things reach that point.”

	Really? Was his public persona really in that much trouble if the truth came out as it stood.

	“Chad, it’s not a point of shame to fuck older women. I’ve read articles about how it’s this growing type of thing, a sheik, fashionable pairing, and seeing some of the women you got, I imagine you’ll just get atta-boys and slaps on the back for what you did if you play this right,” Cordelia asserted confidently. “And to be honest, as someone who has watched both of these sex-tapes… your performance was rather impressive. I say, lean into it. It will salvage your public perception, your career, your future, your life. You can come out of this as sympathetic. A hero.”

	“And do what exactly?” he croaked out.

	“You need to get ahead of this. Be ready for it when it all comes out. And when that happens…” Cordelia paused, reaching back so she could be handed a piece of paper. “We have a speech prepared. This will not only protect you, but the team as well. To get out of this unscathed, we need you to read this at a press conference, word for word. In affect… you will be selling out this program. And Pastor Rob. And… even Jeanie. Confess that you learned what they did to you, and be public about the life they inflicted upon you. I’ve read all about it… the restrictive, conservative, anti-porn, anti-sex… that stuff doesn’t play well anymore. Chad, you will be sympathetic if you lay it all out like this. If you own what happened. If you’re up front about the fact that you only fuck older women. If you play this right, you will be the hero of this story.”

	“I… just don’t know…” Chad admitted. “I can’t just sell out my wife like this…”

	“Chad… you already have,” Cordelia said. On cue, the women resumed one of the movies on the screen, his encounter with Renee. He shook his head at this, but the point hit home.

	“You’ve betrayed your wife, Chad, and the stories gonna come out whether you like it or not. She’s gonna know you did it…” she stated. Chad didn’t even think about that point. She’s gonna know what he did, and soon. “My point is, what’s done is done. You have to accept it. Your marriage as you know it is over. The program you’ve worked with is finished. The team will have your back, but you need to have ours. Your best path forward is the one we’ve given you…”

	“I… I’ll think about it,” he stammered out. “But… I need to call Jeanie. I need to talk to her about this.”

	Almost immediately, every person on the HR team said “No!” and shook their heads.

	“Chad, this is a legal matter. We’ve already got team lawyers working on this. Anything you say or do will be used against you. I can’t stress this enough. You cannot talk to your wife, period. Not without a lawyer, and even then I wouldn’t advise it. You need to keep your distance. Don’t go home. Don’t talk to anyone with the program. Not until this all comes out.”

	“Then what do I do?” Chad asked. “Where do I go?”

	“Do you have any friends around you can stay with?” Cordelia offered. Chad shook his head. “Perhaps…” she began, dancing around her point somewhat. “Maybe a romantic partner?” she said, clearly guiding him in one direction.

	“What?” he asked.

	“Chad, you shouldn’t be alone with what’s about to happen. You need someone who can take care of you. Protect you. Stand up for you. Who can handle a lot of this craziness. Someone who will shield you and take all the bullets, and will keep as much stress of this whole situation off your shoulders. Do you know anyone like that who fits the bill?” Cordelia asked.

	Behind her, a frozen picture of Chad and Renee in the heat of passion remained on the screen.

	 

	 

	 

	Chad was sitting in the driver’s seat of his car in the parking lot, not moving. What the hell could he do? His world was collapsing around him. He wanted to call his wife and talk to her, but he understood the reasons why not to. Jeanie was the one person he trusted to have these big discussions, and she was the person they were all telling him he couldn’t trust.

	Unlike so many of these recent events, he didn’t feel boxed in. He felt adrift. What he wouldn’t give to have some advice on what to do from someone he trusted. His mind was a whirlwind of turmoil, of stress and heaviness. He hated this shit. He hated having to think this much about such complicated stuff. He was not equipped for it.

	His mind bounced back to that encounter with Renee. At one point, she offered him this exact thing. To take care of him. To stand as a buffer between him and the bullshit of the world, offering him a stress-free life where he could do what he loved most, with no consequences. His wife used to be that comfort, but now, it was all stress. All chaos. A dead end that was about to blow up.

	Renee… she could offer him everything he wanted. He needed.

	On top of that, all the stress was reminding him of the heavy swollen state of his balls, his cock desperate for the good stuff, and it felt like the not only his desires but everyone around him was telling him this was the right thing to do. Fate had seemingly tipped the scales, and he had trouble talking himself out of it. As crazy as it sounded, it really seemed like the older woman he’d vowed to stay away from for good was the person he now needed most.

	He pulled out his phone. She’d been sending him texts every day, and he’d stopped deleting them, as if some part of him knew this was coming. Shaking his head, he texted back to her for the first time.

	“Renee… I need to see you.”

	Within moments.

	“Yes! Can you come over right now?” she sent over, followed by a picture of her ass in a thong, followed by another text telling him her address and saying, “Just pull up to the gate. I’ll let my guard know you’re coming.”

	Fuck… was this really happening?

	 

	 

	 

	(Three Days Later)

	“I need to make a statement,” Chad said, coming up to the podium at the postgame press conference. It was another win. With a gameplan more suited to Chad’s instincts, his performance only improved, as did his confidence. But his play wasn’t the point of conversation.

	The story about the program with Pastor Rob and his group came out the day after Chad met with the team. It explained to Jeanie why her husband didn’t come home that night, causing her to freak out and call everyone, trying to find him and make sure he was okay. Upon seeing the story, her messages to her husband were flat out denials, that she had no idea about any of this.

	The story was essentially that there was footage of Pastor Rob in bed, with whom appeared to be a hot brunette coed going around social media, the events of this encounter escalating to where even more girls were eventually involved. This had spurred some intrepid reporters to do a little digging, turning up signed documents with his name on them that seemed very incriminating to his true intentions. This revealed some of the contracts they’d convinced Chad to sign, which seemed to favor Rob’s organization far more than it should. The whole thing started to really look like a fraud, and some of Rob’s panicked messages after the fact only added to that. Stories started coming out about how he was a bit of a sleaze, and that he liked getting girls to join his group and do as he wanted, like a little cult. Jeanie claimed ignorance, but the evidence certainly didn’t look good. She asserted to her husband that their love was real, not some scheme, but it still looked really bad for her.

	The sex tapes started to make waves the morning of the game. When Chad showed up, some of his teammates were giving him a knowing look. During the game, it felt like there was a shift in the crowd as more became aware of the news. And somehow, a chant started as Chad was leading the team down the field, the crowd screaming out with glee:

	“Motherfucker! Motherfucker! Motherfucker!”

	Finally, the team talked to Chad after the win, making it clear the news was out, lead by Cordelia, leading him to the podium to make his prepared statement on the matter.

	“A few months ago, I became aware of some accusations lodged against Rob Reidenchold, a mentor of mine who’d helped me out in some dark moments. The accusations seemed legitimate, and it led me to questioning the work he did, which caused some irreparable issues to arise with my marriage. I tried to put on a brave face, but the longer it went on, the longer it ate away at both me and my marriage. It not only affected my headspace off the field, but on as well. I confess that in the meantime, I have had some encounters with other women, as you’ve all clearly heard about or seen by now, I’m sure. I admit it was reckless to do so in the manner I did, but I will freely admit I have not been in the best of places lately, especially as I realized that my marriage might not be what I thought it was. But with these stories coming out, I hope to see the positives and treat this as a new start. To embrace the opportunity and the changes that come with it. I’m not looking backwards but forwards. I’m sure there will be a lot more questions and legal issues arising, so I can’t say much more. But all things considered, I am in a good place now, and I hope you guys stick with me as I go through a lot of big life changes. That’s all. Thank you.”

	Jeanie was a bright, high-spirited, tough young woman, but damn, this speech was enough to make her fall to her knees and cry as she watched it on TV.

	It’s not often someone essentially announces he’s divorcing his wife on live television with millions watching.

	She had no idea where any of this came from. He seemed a little moody lately, but nothing out of the ordinary. However, the whole thing with Pastor Rob and the program, and the implication that either Jeanie was one of his girls, or that she had knowingly suckered Chad in… it was baseless, and completely out of nowhere. Some of the shit Rob did was clearly inappropriate, based on the footage that got out, and admittedly, some of those documents did look bad, but there was no grand scheme to milk Chad’s success. And if there was, Jeanine was completely unaware of it. Chad had agreed with everything every step of the way, following Jeanie’s advice. She loved him, and he loved her. They trusted each other. But now, with all this coming out… did Jeanie miss something? Because she was only ever looking out for Chad’s best interests. She didn’t think she did. She was always especially thorough about stuff like this.

	And then it came out that he was cheating on her… not just with one woman but multiple women. Where the fuck did that come from? Sure, he had a bit of issues with shutting out those old desires of his. There was the porn thing, sure, but he immediately admitted that to her and he was in the process of working that out of system. It wasn’t easy, yet he was working hard. But going from that to full-on cheating on her with multiple women… how the fuck did that happen? It didn’t make any sense. Something about this whole thing was off. It felt like one of those heists from a movie, only it wasn’t money, but a man. And she was the patsy who got all the blame and made a fool of.

	Jeanie kept searching for answers, but none were coming. Friends turned against her. The church turned against her. People suddenly looked at her like she was trash. Even strangers were laughing at her for not only having her husband cheat on her, but doing so with older women. That was extra humiliating, to not only lose your husband, but to be outclassed by women twice your age. Seriously, people on TV were totally on his side in all this, blaming Jeanie and that wonderful group for the bad things they did, almost openly supporting Chad despite his bad behavior.

	What the fuck had happened? Nothing made sense anymore!

	The part that added extra sting was the fact that Chad never once talked to her about it. One day, all was good, then suddenly, he was gone. No response. No explanations. Nothing. The first she heard from him was that statement he’d made after the game, and he sounded so firm and resolute in that statement, as if he was fully behind everything he was saying. That he truly believed he’d been betrayed by not only the rehab group, but by his wife. That was the worst of it… he sounded like a different person when saying all that. Like he had bad actors in his ear taking him down the wrong path. Chad was a sweetheart, but he was too trusting sometimes, and it seemed like someone had gotten to him without her knowing. All she wanted to do was talk to him once, to explain her side, but she never had the chance. Suddenly, they were living separate lives. She got served divorce papers through lawyers, who were currently working through litigation to sue Rob and everyone in the program for what they’d taken from him.

	It was madness.

	As for Chad, he’d felt guilty about how this whole thing played out… at least at first. Similar to how Jeanie felt, he wanted nothing more than to talk to her and figure out what was going on. But with everyone on his side telling him not to do so, he went along with it. He felt guilty about his own behavior, and he felt worse that it was being spun against his wife when he knew that wasn’t why he’d cheated. Even if the accusations against Jeanie and the rehab program were true, he didn’t like that his own dishonesty was getting ignored. That he was getting a free pass. He was confused by everything, and it seemed the rules he’d been living by had been rendered moot.

	Perhaps if he’d allowed himself to truly think it over, to ignore the advice and follow his own instincts, perhaps it all would have played out differently. He was cut loose from any restraints, and instead of feeling free… he felt listless. The only guidance he got was from the team, specifically that HR woman, Cordelia. She told him to find someone to stay with. To seek someone who could take care of him. She practically told him to go back to Renee, and in the state he was in, confused, adrift, horny… he didn’t know what else to do.

	For the first time in what felt like years, he was freed up from all obligations, and nothing was stopping him from taking the reins over his own life. He was in the driver’s seat… literally. This was the freest he’d been in some time. But instead of taking time to really explore that notion, he followed the only directions he was given.

	That was how he ended up at Renee’s massive estate, his mind buzzing as he was let through the gate, feeling as if he was approaching his doom. That was how he ended up meeting again with the one woman he’d vowed never to meet with again.

	They had a lot of sex, almost immediately upon him showing up. Welcomed into her big house, welcomed into her nice big bed, the older woman gave the stressed-out young hunk all the comfort he needed. After a night of this, he was feeling much, MUCH better. After a couple nights of this, despite his life falling apart, he was practically floating by the time he showed up at the stadium for the game. With a clear head and empty balls, he made that statement at the podium.

	Renee constantly fucked him like she was trying to prove something. She did not like that part of the scheme involved him fucking another woman, so she fucked him like a demoness to really assert her superiority over that other bitch. Truth was… the professor was just as good in bed as Renee… but Renee was first. She had planted her flag on the handsome hunk, and everyone else he hooked up with would always be compared to her. Renee was front and center in his mind. That’s why he would inevitably come back to her, and it was why there was zero chance he wouldn’t.

	And while he was fully enjoying the time he spent with Renee, fucking her like crazy whenever she demanded, there were a few small nagging questions that arose in the immediate days and weeks after choosing her. Specifically, the more he got to know her, the less her initial story made sense. He saw no sign that she was ever religious, or that she had ever entered any program to recover. She made no reference to it, and her massive house had zero reference to any previously held religious beliefs. For Chad, he couldn’t stop thinking about what he’d done, but for Renee, it seemed like she was unbothered in the slightest by her seeming loss of faith. In fact, the more he got to know her the less it seemed like she’d ever change her behavior about anything. She wanted what she wanted, and she would take it without shame. She just didn’t seem wired in such a way as to truly withhold from herself what she desired in favor of some sort of personal growth. That meant the story she presented to him upon their infamous meeting was a lie, or a misrepresentation of the truth. But why would she do that? Why would she lie?

	He wished he could find someone to talk to about these doubts, but there was literally no one he could do so with. While the Niner’s organization had helped him out through this entire uncomfortable time in his life, he wasn’t about to have this kind of personal conversation with them. Obviously, his relationship with Jeanie was severed thanks to all the shit that had happened, and God, some part of him really did want to talk to her again. He understood all the warnings not to do so, but no matter what they all said, he was never fully on board with the idea that her and the program had been taking advantage of him. He knew Jeanie better than anyone… she was his wife! His best friend! His biggest supporter. He wanted so badly to talk it out with her, to figure out what the hell happened, but after everything that had transpired, he just couldn’t. Too much had gone down by this point, and even if she was innocent, he was still very guilty. He’d betrayed her terribly, and he feared facing her down after what he’d done. But an even worse fear of his was looking her in the face and finding out the accusations against her and the program were true. He’d rather live with the belief that she was innocent than to meet up with her and find out she was guilty. Nonetheless, in his heart of hearts, he knew she deserved better than him.

	The only outlet left was the Church. It had provided a vital support system to him these last few years, and even if a small chapter of it had taken advantage of him, there was still value to it as a whole, right? He was tempted to return, to the point of pulling into a parking lot at a church one day after practice before he returned Renee’s place. But as soon as he got close, memories of what he’d done would flood to his mind. He’d badly sinned, doing so in such a brazen fashion, committing adultery in the middle of a church, proclaiming his sinful nature to the world, rubbing it in the Church’s face. He was still bursting to talk to anyone about all the stuff he’d gone through, but he got cold feet as soon as he was facing down the possibility of stepping into a chapel again. His sin had been so grand that he felt marked by it, wearing it for all to see. He didn’t belong in a place so pure. He’d allowed his sinful ways to fully bloom in a holy place. He didn’t deserve salvation. He’d done too many sinful things to ever earn such a thing. Like it or not, this was his nature, and he could no longer deny it. He thought he’d bettered himself, but after what he did with Renee in that church… he couldn’t deny what he truly was. And deep down… some part of him slightly resented the Church, it’s teachings proving to be a weak armor against the temptations of sin. Chad willingly cast himself out from the Church for all these reasons, knowing he’d probably never be able to go back. He was sad upon this revelation, knowing that this would leave a hole in his soul that wouldn’t be so easily replaced.

	But this didn’t erase the questions he had about what he’d experienced. The pieces just didn’t fit right for him, and despite his best efforts, he couldn’t ignore that fact. He kept on with Renee, continuing to fuck her every night, but these doubts reverberated louder and louder within him. He was more of a jock than a brain, but he wasn’t stupid. Examining what had happened to him over these last few months with a skeptical eye, it really didn’t add up. He hadn’t thought about older women in any real way for years, then all of a sudden, there’s seemingly a full-court press of MILF temptation targeted against him which brought his long dormant desires to the surface. He gets gifted from out of nowhere a membership to a MILF porn website, then a MILFy doctor comes in from out of nowhere and warns him of the danger of older women to a young stud like him, putting him in a fragile state. And that doctor recommended this charity that is oh so coincidently was led by a top-shelf MILF that absolutely demolished him upon their first meeting. And then, somehow… this encounter was all caught on camera in perfect clarity, as was his hotel hook-up with Professor Albright…

	This all felt way too calculated.

	It sounded crazy, but it almost seemed like a conspiracy. If there was some crazy plan to split him off from his wife and pair him with an older woman, the playbook to do so would be exactly what he’d endured. He’d studied enough playbooks to discern a scheme, and this scheme seemed so clear to him that he couldn’t shake it.

	Finally, after going out together to a fancy dinner, Renee renting out a private room at a restaurant so they wouldn’t be disturbed, they returned to her place. Once they retired to her bedroom for the night, he finally voiced his suspicions, unable to contain it anymore, laying it all out beat-by-beat pretty much exactly how it had been planned by Dr. White and her team. Renee could barely hide her grin as he explained it all, impressed that he had clocked the whole thing, taking off her jewelry as she listened. Looking up at him as he explained it, he sounded almost manic as he claimed that Renee and Dr. White, and the people at the charity, and people on the team were all in on this crazy scheme that had been taken out against him. She listened calmly as he described it all, and when he was done, he gave her an accusatory look.

	“I mean…” he paused, baffled by her lack of reaction. “What do you have to say about this? Am I crazy here? Was any of this real? Are you who you say you are? Was this some crazy plan? Did my wife and the program really take advantage of me? Did you ever even go to church? Did you lead me away from the Church on purpose? Was it all bullshit?” he asked, it all bursting out of him in a rush, eyes wild as he explained it all with startling clarity. Renee remained calm as she was accurately called out. She hadn’t prepared for this possibility, but now that the moment had arisen where it all could fall apart, she rose to the challenge.

	Remaining calm, Renee tugged down the straps of her black dress, revealing her skimpy, almost see-through black bra. Despite his righteous fury, Chad’s eyes went straight to her chest.

	“That’s a pretty wild story you’ve come up with…” she began, still remaining calm as she lowered her dress even further, revealing her trim belly. His eyes remained arrested on her body as she kept speaking. ‘It’s a hefty accusation… that there was a grand conspiracy to destroy your marriage and put you with me? Hmm… “she paused, smirking skeptically as she wiggled her hips, tugging her dress down over them, revealing her skimpy thong panties as she let the dress fall to the floor. Despite his anger, the young stud’s eyes were arrested. He could never get enough of the sight of her insane body.” If it’s true, if you’re this poor innocent soul that got sucked into such a plot by a bunch of scheming, wicked women… then how could you stay with me? How could a man so pure let this all slide? You’d have to do the right thing. You’d have to leave me… you would have to go back to your wife… right?’ she asked pointedly with a raised eyebrow. She slowly began to approach him, her massive orbs wobbling in her bra as she moved. His eyes were locked on her chest, the sight of her nipples through the black lace making his mouth water even in the face of his turmoil. “Of course, that would also mean you would never get your hands on these again…” she said, reaching back to unclasp her bra, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her gigantic tits. His eyes went wide.

	The sight of her big tits would never not be mesmerizing to Chad.

	“So, you have to ask yourself…” she continued, sauntering closer to him, her heavy tits wobbling perfectly. “Do you want to live your life believing you’re the victim of a massive conspiracy to destroy your marriage? That I paid a massive amount of money to a powerful organization that specializes in matching married men with superior women? That that you were put under a full-frontal attack until you were so poisoned with lust until you couldn’t think straight? That you were split off from your wife under false pretenses? If that’s all true, you’d have to feel like quite a fool, that you got tricked into throwing away your marriage, your future, your religion. If that’s all true, you’d be left with no choice but to run back to your skinny, flat-chested, boring wife and explain everything and hope she takes you back. Or…” she paused, grabbing his wrists lightly. With him watching, offering little resistance, she brought his palms to her big breasts, and his hands reflexively squeezed her fleshy melons, a sigh of bliss rising from her throat, cutting through his anger. “Or you can let those silly doubts just fade away… and you can let yourself just enjoy the fruits of your new life!”

	She wasn’t even denying it! Chad’s heart rushed, realizing as he was onto something. But despite that, he never stopped squeezing Renee’s perfect, blimp-sized breasts. Her eyes twinkling with amusement, she kept talking.

	“Do you really think you can live the rest of your life without being able to get your hands on these every day?” Renee asked skeptically. ‘Do you think you can just go back to your old life? Do you think your wife would just take you back after you publicly betrayed and humiliated her?’ She spoke in a low, wicked purr, even as her tone remained skeptical. Her young lover remained enraptured by her breasts, his anger slowly being overwhelmed by other desires. “You see, baby? It doesn’t matter. It could all be true, what you say. Or it could be you grasping at straws to justify your bad behavior. But we both know nothing’s going to change. We both know you’re not going anywhere.”

	She was right. What happened, happened. Everything he’d lost… he couldn’t just get it back. Like it or not, too much bad shit had happened to ever just resume his previous life as if nothing bad had occurred. He’d done far too much sinful shit to deserve such a thing. And his own behavior in the moment only proved that he couldn’t extricate himself from Renee, as he was unable to resist squeezing her perfect tits even as she didn’t deny taking part in a grand conspiracy to steal him from his wife, wrecking the life he once had and ruining his wife’s reputation in the process.

	Her eyes twinkled as she watched him process all this. She didn’t hide from his accusations, the devilish smirk crossing her lips all but confirming their veracity. Realizing the trap that he’d found himself in, that he may have found himself in a poisonous relationship with the woman who had schemed to ruin his life, someone so truly wicked that he could feel the sin emanating off of her… she stepped closer to him, allowing him to continue squeezing her perfect tits as she leaned towards him.

	“I have a suggestion,” she began, her voice a seductive purr. ‘It’ll be easier for you if you just… turn your brain off. And not ask any more stupid questions like that.’ At this, she kissed him softly on the cheek, the sensation making the man shiver. “Let all those crazy ideas of yours just fade away. You made up your mind that day in the church… perhaps even long before that… It’s time to accept the fate you chose for yourself. It’s time for you to understand that it’s too late to change any of it, even if you wanted to. So, how about…” she started, reaching up and wrapping her arms around his masculine neck. “You just let it all go. Stay with me, and we can just fuck and fuck and fuck until you don’t even remember what you were so worried about!” Leaning forward again, she ran her tongue up his cheek lewdly.

	“Oh…” Chad groaned, the sensation making him shudder as he continued to grope her mountainous breasts, clinging to them even as she laid out his dark destiny. Renee grinned.

	She had her answer.

	Within minutes, she had shoved Chad onto the bed, pulled off her thong, ripped off his clothes, and mounted him. Grabbing his hands again and putting them on her breasts, his manly palms began to eagerly grope them once more. As she began to rise and fall on his lengthy weapon, she looked down at him, still seeing signs of the virtuous, faithful young man he so wished he could be. Upon recognizing this, she spoke again, realizing one of his earlier accusations had been left unaddressed.

	“And you don’t have to worry about the church anymore. We’re both wicked fucking sinners anyway,” she sighed hotly, fucking the athlete into the bed as she picked up speed. Even as turned on as he was, even as he succumbed to more sex with this nasty older woman, her words only highlighted the hole that his stolen faith had left him with. He’d been tricked and deceived, and it had cost him everything, his wife, his religion, everything. But his behavior confirmed her words. He was just as bad as Renee, a dark-hearted sinner. Recognizing that fact didn’t make it any easier to accept, still yearning to fill that emptiness inside him that had once been occupied by his faith. He’d never felt so lost, but Renee knew just what to say.

	“Don’t worry, hon. Let all your worries melt away. I’ll take such good care of you. I’ll be your religion.” she sighed, her words shocking the young man. “If you need to worship something so bad… why not spend the rest of your life worshipping me?” At this, she began riding him even faster, fucking the young hunk roughly. Almost immediately upon hearing this offer, he felt a fire rising inside him, a renewed source of energy driving his actions, an extra-explosive fuel that would propel him to new heights. Yes… the church had failed him, his faith had been left behind… such things were never really meant for him. But it had been replaced by a new devotion that had proven to be a far better fit for a young stud like himself.

	In that moment, Chad Bethel’s faith in the church left him for good, as did any hope of salvation. And in its place, a completely, total devotion to the sexy, wicked, 48-year-old slut on top of him.

	No more God… only MILFs.

	Minutes prior, he’d had the truth completely exposed, recognizing the breadth of the plan that had taken him down, destroyed his marriage, and humiliated his wife. Now… he was swallowed back in, accepting his defeat, falling right back under Renee’s sway once again, repaying the woman who’d ruined his marriage by fucking her senseless. Doing so only proved the connection they’d forged meant more to him than his marriage to Jeanie ever did. That his faith in Renee and her hot body was a far better fit for his devotion than the Church ever was.

	Renee fucked Chad’s brains out, the young man allowing himself to fully enjoy the moment, holding nothing back as he threw himself into the wicked sex with the older woman, not just this night, but for every day and night after. And his devotion to her was rewarded as her earlier proclamation was proven accurate. Just as promised, he soon forgot all about those pesky concerns, the doubts, the questions, the concerns that he’d been tricked and deceived, the victim of an evil scheme… all his worries faded away until they were gone.

	Because of all the sex.

	Her perfect cunt, her immaculate ass, and most importantly, those massive, luscious tits of hers… who was he to question such blessings? Getting his brains fucked out every day and night, and being able to drown in those soft, smooth, delightfully massive breasts of hers… it didn’t matter if all the details didn’t line up. All that mattered was the pleasure. And soon, the young, muscular stud was so addicted to the pleasure only Renee could bring him that it felt like he wouldn’t be able to survive without her.

	Renee was that fucking good.

	This was the moment that any hope for Chad Bethel having a bright, pure, healthy future was snuffed out. The good he could do for the world was completely replaced by the pleasure he could bring to one woman. This was how he was finally convinced to abandon all the growth he’d made over the last few years and fully embrace his worst instincts, abandoning his marriage and his faith in favor of becoming the sex-crazed stud he was meant to be. It was the last moment any girl his own age had a chance with him, as he fully embraced the complete sinful bliss that could only be achieved by devoting himself completely to an older woman.

	That was the moment Chad Bethel became Renee’s man for good.

	He now completely devoted himself to her, not holding back, not denying his true nature, fucking the older woman over and over again as often as he could, as rough and nasty as he truly needed, giving every fiber of his being to the older woman. And his faith was rewarded, as the turmoil that had infected his system for so long was finally fully gone as he discovered the salvation he was always meant for.

	Chad was feeling no more conflict, no more guilt, no more stress, and no more sexual dissatisfaction. And that was enough to let him know he’d ended up where he was meant to.

	He’d found something better than what he had before… all that other shit didn’t really matter anymore. Jeanie. The Church. None of it meant anything to him any longer. He was moving on.

	The Chad Bethel that existed over the last few years was gone. Forever.

	 

	 

	 

	Word eventually got out that he was currently together with Renee Fields, the famous, notorious heiress to one of the biggest oil companies in the world. It was a shocking pairing to be sure, but the tabloids ate it up. She clearly delighted in being in the public eye, especially as part of a hot new couple with one of the most famous young sports figures in the country. She was ready to answer any questions for the both of them, proudly confirming the good news, that her and Chad were madly in love. And that he was happy beyond belief. It was obvious that some part of her was supremely titillated by the idea that everyone in the country knew that her and this absolute stud were having lots of sex. When asked about the notorious sex-tape of her and the famous young quarterback, Renee owned it, wearing this seeming invasion of privacy as a badge of pride. She clearly didn’t mind that the public had seen her perfect, superior body on display. In fact, she went on the offensive, taking pride in the fact that she knew she was really good at sex, and she joked that she was happy that the world now knew that, too. And as counterintuitive as it may seem, Renee, a woman whose behavior had long been tabloid fodder, someone who was never exactly the most beloved person in the world… her popularity went up! This was seen as ‘boss-bitch’ behavior by the general public, and she gained a grudging respect from a wide, varied group of people.

	Renee shielded Chad from any of these questions just as she promised she would. She was experienced in terms of dealing with the press as a prominent, wealthy, somewhat notorious figure in the city, so she deflected any tough questions deftly. Chad’s break-up was a bit of a hot mess, but the older woman took proper care of him, protecting her young beau from anything that would cause him any problems. And the cost of that was him providing her that perfect cock of his whenever she wanted it. And she wanted it a lot.

	Chad took to the stress-free life like a fish in water. Instead of being worn down from stress in every sector of his life as he was before, now… he was completely protected. With Renee on his side, she had a lot of power and influence, shielding him and squashing anything negative in the press. And the football side of things was going just as well. Through this whole ordeal, the team had proven to him that they had his back. Cordelia and him had gone through so much in the fallout of all this shit that they had become very close friends. The coaches had ceded to his talents, and he had gained his teammates respect, not just for his work on the field, but off of it as well.

	It was a thing that women wouldn’t fully understand. But his teammates… they got it. They knew exactly why he cheated. They knew he’d chosen correctly. Girls their age would sneer at older women like Renee, but these guys knew that the right older woman could blow any younger woman out of the water. There was nothing quite like a perfect, hot-bodied MILF… no younger woman could compete. They gave Chad ‘atta-boys’ and quick respect.

	The fans were on his side, too. Much like his teammates, they were very on board with what he’d done in every conceivable manner. The nickname “Motherfucker” really caught on among the fanbase. Not in any official manner, of course. But it caught on enough, aided by the fact that during Chad’s first big win, when he went against the coaches’ gameplan, there was a famous clip of the head coach mouthing that very word: Motherfucker. Not said with the same tone as the fans did, of course. But in retrospect, it helped. And when the truth came out about Chad’s sexual preferences, the nickname finally stuck. Even the team’s social media eventually acknowledged it later in the season, with them posting the highlight of a major downfield pass he made: “Chad Bethel with one MOTHER of a throw downfield!”

	It wasn’t just on the field where the fans took Chad’s side. Even when it came to his off-the-field misadventures with women who were not his wife, encounters that he said publicly he wasn’t proud of, the fans stood by him, outright supporting his wicked behavior. The fans justified his behavior in every manner possible to justify their continued support of him on the field. That meant a lot of passing the blame for his actions onto his wife, taking the accusations against her as truth despite them not being true. Some fans justified what he did in his free time with those older women as simply the natural outcome of the temptation a young, handsome athlete faces. Of course, he’s gonna cheat. They all do. It wasn’t worth making a big deal over.

	But some took a more learned, unemotional view of the events of Chad Bethel’s personal life. Sure, he probably shouldn’t be cheating on his wife, but it was undeniable that he’d traded up in every measurable manner. These MILFs were hotter, sexier, with bodies that were unbelievable. These older women were among the highest of the high in terms of outright sexual appeal, so it was only natural that an athlete in his absolute prime would end up naked in a bed with a MILF eventually. It was the natural order of things. The hottest of the hot would end up finding each other, so such a thing happening here with the young quarterback wasn’t much of a surprise.

	And some among the fandom understood the same truth that Chad had come to learn: older women were better at sex. Their experience, their bodies, their capability for pure filth… it was unmatched. If a young athlete was out on the prowl, knowingly or unknowingly desperate for some action to vent their lustful needs, they could do no better than to find that salvation in the premium pussy that only a MILF could provide. To those in the know, these women were superior, so Chad succumbing to such a fate was viewed as inevitable.

	Chad could do two things, and he now could do those things without shame. No guilt. No stress. No weight on his shoulders. He was leading the Niners to the division title in his rookie year. And at home, specifically Renee’s home, he was getting his brains fucked out three times a day by a smoking hot MILF with a hot ass and huge boobs who couldn’t get enough. Chad was being satisfied in every way he needed. What the hell did he have to stress out about?

	It was a passionate relationship. Not just with all the fucking, but she seemed interested in taking over his life completely.

	The life of luxury suited him well. Paired with a woman who had more money that she’d ever need, she welcomed him into his new life warmly, letting him drive her fancy cars and ride in her private plane. She had an in-house gym where he could work out and where she could admire him, and a massive pool he could swim in. He had continually been pushed towards hot women his own age his whole life, despite being drawn towards older women. And now, experiencing day-to-day life with a smoking hot MILF… there was no going back. Perhaps most men would fantasize of living a life like this with a hot, barely clad woman their own age, but upon seeing a MILF like Renee filling out a bikini better than any other woman he’d ever seen, he knew he’d made the right choice.

	For a farm boy from Iowa, this life of luxury was like a dream. It didn’t feel real. No responsibilities. Nothing asked of him. Surrounded by wealth and anything he could ever ask for. Renee handled everything. His schedule. His finances. His meals. Everything. Almost immediately, she wanted to get her hands on his bank accounts, and as soon as possible, she achieved just that. Renee was not a woman with the type of skills or work ethic that would help most companies, but she was undeniably good with money. She made sure to sink her claws into him right away, digging into his finances, rearranging things to her liking, using her full access to both his signing bonus and his endorsements to really multiply his fortune. Of course, he didn’t realize she was taking a fair amount of it for herself, far more than that silly recovery program took from him. She paid a lot of money to land this hunk… he needed to pay her back.

	Chad would never know he’d be paying Renee for his own downfall at her hands.

	Additionally, there was other reasons Renee wanted to sink her claws into his finances. One… she liked money, the more the better. You don’t get to her level of wealth without being greedy like that. Also, she assumed the reins over his bank accounts for a more important reason: control. If he ever once had any wild ideas about leaving her, the stranglehold she had on his finances would dissuade him of such a notion. He was hers, and he would be hers for good, even if he didn’t want it anymore.

	But it would probably never reach that point.

	Chad was so lost in lust for the gorgeous MILF that even if he did know that his money was really her money… it was doubtful he would care. She was giving him everything he ever wanted… who cares if she took every dime for herself? She’d earned it. Fuck, had she ever. He didn’t care. She could spend his money. She could boss him around. She could run his life. She could do whatever she wanted. It didn’t change how obsessed he was with her. Frankly, it only added to her appeal.

	As an example, on his off week, he had hopes of relaxing and soothing his sore body, using his break in order to rest up. Renee had other plans. Instead of a quiet week, she busted out her massive, luxury yacht, taking the boat off the coast for a few days of warm sun and filthy sex. Instead of relaxing around the house, he found himself on a giant yacht on the ocean, getting ridden by a horny MILF out in the open until he could barely walk. It was only then that he was granted a bit of peace, crawling into the shade, passing out into an exhausted rest so deep he didn’t move. But he was unconscious with a big, satisfied smile on his face.

	He’d finally gotten the life he always wanted. And if the cost was having to fuck a sexy MILF until he could no longer stay conscious, it was one he’d always pay. Sure, it had cost him a lot, but it had gained him so much more. This was the young athlete’s fate. Not to do good in the world. Not to spread the word of the lord. Not to live a life of loving kindness and affection for Jeanie. No… this guy was destined for this, to a life of hedonism, to a life spent pleasuring a rich horny MILF twice his age, giving an older woman all the benefits of his sexual dynamism, his sculpted athletic body and his huge dick. He could be living everyone else’s dream, but he was living his own.

	And it was bliss.

	With a little more energy than the young athlete, Renee was soon up on her feet, pulling on her thong to keep all his cum inside her, sauntering around the deck of the boat like this, topless, her tits just jiggling around for all to see. They’d seen a paparazzi boat earlier… let them look, Renee thought. Let them see how the better side lives. Besides… they’d seen so much of her anyway. And the staff of the boat was certainly familiar with her many misadventures, so this was nothing new.

	Renee would have loved to just sit alongside her man, or lay out on the deck getting some sun, but she had some business to attend to first. Marching to the back of the boat where she could be alone, she grabbed her phone to make a call. Leaning against the railing, she brought the phone to her ear.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White and one of her interns Maxine were sitting across a table from General Marvin Irons. She’d waited months to have this meeting, and he was finally available to make it happen.

	She’d been trying to gain access to the Military for some time, and this seemed to be their best way in. The distinguished, impressive older black gentleman was highly regarded around the world, and he was their target. He’d be the man who’d grant Dr. White the access she so badly wanted. And so far, it was going very well. She’d brought Maxine along with her deliberately, as her take no nonsense demeanor, large breasts, and full sleeve of tattoos had the military man sweating. He kept stealing glances at the young woman, not only her at her big breasts, but her adorned arm, the one weakness they’d heard he had. They’d done a lot of work to confirm his tastes, and that effort had clearly paid off. Maxine had her doubts about this assignment, but she found herself impressed by the handsome older man, softening her anti-military views as she imagined getting railed by the magnificent married man.

	“General… I think we’ve made some really great strides here,” Dr. White said, keeping things on point. “I would really love to walk away from this with something concrete.” Marvin smiled.

	“I was impressed by you before, and I’m even more impressed by you now. Both of you!” he made sure to add, glancing at the younger woman again. Maxine smirked confidently. “I anticipated this going well, and I’ve already made some calls. I think we can work something out.”

	“That’s great!” Dr. White replied, grinning excitedly. It was at this point that the doctor’s phone began to ring. You might think she’d be mad at getting interrupted, but in fact, she was excited. This was perfect! The ideal excuse. ‘I’m sorry, Marvin, this is actually a really important call. I have to take this!’ He nodded in understanding as she moved to step out of the room. Before she left, she put her hands on Maxine’s shoulders. “You’re in good hands with Maxine. She knows what to do. I’m sure you two can hammer out the details!” She nodded at them both, noting that Marvin looked a little nervous at the prospect of being alone with the tattooed young babe, picking up the call as she stepped outside.

	“Renee!” Dr. White said, smiling. “How’s the quarterback doing?

	“Hmm, think he’s gonna be passed out for a bit. Wore him out,” Renee boasted proudly. She’d kept the doctor apprised of everything that happened since their plan reached its grand finale and Chad ended up at her doorstep. Dr. White had been impressed at the way Renee had soothed his doubts once he caught on to the details of Dr. White’s and her scheme. The older slut’s bit of improvisation to convert the structure and faith he gave to the Church into completely giving himself over to Renee’s whims and devoting himself to pleasuring her hot body… a truly inspired maneuver! Far above what she expected from someone like Renee. Dr. White certainly took note of what she’d done, filing it away for possible use later.

	Renee eyed up her passed-out young lover, her lips curling up into a satisfied grin.

	“It’s funny,” she continued. “He can survive all these football games on his feet, but put him against me and he can barely endure.”

	“Hope you don’t break him. Everyone’s saying he’s gonna take the Niners all the way,” Dr. White replied.

	“Seems that way,” Renee stated proudly. “And when he’s on the field lifting the trophy, it’ll be me next to him, not that little cunt he married. Everyone will know what he’s getting every night, and the only reason he reached such highs is because of me.” She’d been thinking about this future triumphant moment a lot lately.

	“Can’t wait to see it!” Dr. White replied.

	“We’re out on the ocean, on my yacht,” Renee boasted. “Can you hear the waves?”

	“Not quite, but I’ll take your word for it,” Dr. White stated. “Hope you’re having fun!”

	“Mmm, the water’s nice, the temp’s warm, the sun is out. I’ve got a passed-out stud with me. I can’t complain,” Renee replied wistfully before adding. “And plus, I won’t have many more opportunities to bust out my tiniest bikinis before I start showing,” she said, rubbing her belly. It was too soon for any baby bump to appear, but it wouldn’t be long now. She’d done the math, and she’d have a nice, big pregnant belly by the time of the championship game. So, if Chad led the Niners to victory, she’d be standing next to him on a national stage, the young hunk’s baby growing in her belly for all to see. This thought excited her greatly. It’ll be her face the world’s looking at. It’ll be her cleavage that everyone will be staring at. It’ll be her pregnant belly everyone will see, and they will all know what her and the stud athlete do together in their free time. She had faith in Chad’s talents to win the big game, and because she wanted this moment more than anything, she knew he’d do whatever he could to make her dream moment a reality. Renee couldn’t wait! She’d already picked out her outfit for the big day, one that would highlight her massive tits and her baby bump. The world will be watching… she had to look her best.

	“And congratulations, again,” Dr. White said. ‘Let me know when the baby comes, I’ll send you a gift. And let me know the name, I’ll have to add it to my list.’ Dr. White kept a running list of all the children born by the couples she’d brought together. Children who would not exist without Dr. White’s assistance. “Still too early to know if it’s a boy or a girl, right?”

	“Yeah, still don’t know,” Renee replied. “But with my luck, it’ll be another daughter. Fields women always end up having girls, and I haven’t had much luck with the first two,” she said, referring to her two trash-bag, fully-grown daughters.

	“Well, you’re new one is coming from better stock, so I imagine she’ll be amazing!” Dr. White replied warmly.

	“Hmm… I did always want a son, though. A big, strong, handsome young man, fully obedient to his mother. Sounds like a dream,” Renee remarked. “Fingers crossed I’ll get lucky this time.” Dr. White could go into all the reasons how her desire for a son and her desire for a young hunk like Chad were totally intertwined, but she didn’t have time for it, nor did she think Renee would want to hear it. Instead, she changed the subject.

	“When’s the wedding?” Dr. White asked.

	“Haven’t decided yet,” Renee replied. “Although it’s rundown, part of me kinda wants to get married at the church where we first hooked up. Fuck… it would be so fucking hot to get married in the exact spot where we fucked each other’s brains out for the first time!”

	“Fuck… you’re right… just make sure to invite me!” Dr. White replied excitedly. A long silence fell between them, allowing Dr. White to hear the waves behind Renee. Leaning up against a wall, her waiting car in sight, she continued. “If you’re calling about the money, I can confirm it went through and we should be all set.”

	“Good, very good,” Renee replied. ‘Worth every dime.’ There was a bit of a pause in the call, and the doctor wondered what she was really calling about. “Although…” she began, and the doctor rolled her eyes. Here it comes. “I confess… I still don’t see why I had to share him with someone else. I’ve never understood that. I mean, I paid A LOT of money for him… I’m still not happy I had to let some other bitch get at him.”

	Dr. White had listened to her make this same complaint all throughout this process, even after she got Chad for herself.

	“Renee, I’ve explained this, it was necessary,” Dr. White began. “He needed to do it again… get that one nagging missed opportunity out of his head for good, or else he’d always be longing for it. Plus, it made him accept his tastes, and once he did I knew he’d go back to you for good. That was always the plan. She understood her part as well. It’s fine.”

	“I’d really like to meet her,” Renee began, her tone acidic. “I’m loathe to bring her up to Chad… I don’t want him even thinking about her. But I really think you should tell me.”

	“It’s not happening, Renee,” Dr. White replied firmly. “For what I do, it’s not good practice to be sharing confidential information about clients. As an FYI, we do research about all of our clients before we get into business with them, Renee, to make sure we’re well aware of all their dirty laundry… would you like it if that information were to get out?” Dr. White asked this in a very clear, warning tone, the threat in her voice clear. A long silence fell between them, before she finally heard the older woman laughing to herself.

	“Damn… you really are a merciless little cunt, aren’t you?” Renee said, her tone clearly impressed. “That’s good… the world needs more full-on cunts like us.”

	“It’s amazing what you can get away with when you stop playing obeying the rules of morality,” Dr. White opined.

	“Indeed,” Renee agreed, before taking a long pause. “Very well, I won’t push you for the bitch’s name. It’s a shame, though… I very much would have liked to claw her eyes out.” Dr. White said nothing, rolling her eyes again. She wanted to cool the situation by saying that Renee would very much like the woman she was seeking out, a peer who both saw Chad as the juicy target for MILFs he was. But in truth, she wouldn’t. Rich, spoiled, greedy Renee had nothing in common with the intellectual professor. Frankly, Dr. White and Professor Albright had far more in common, hence the doctor being loathe to give up her name to the older bitch. And it was also why she was eager to be done with Renee for good, as Renee was always a bit too eager to fuck up Dr. White’s carefully laid plans. But Renee had other ideas.

	“Well, it seems like this is the end of our working relationship, Jen,” Renee began. “But I do hope to stay in touch. Us evil cunts have to stick together, right? Perhaps you should join us on the yacht sometime. Bring out a boytoy for a double date?” Dr. White had no intention of doing such a thing, but she was not so foolish as to nuke a relationship with someone as rich, powerful, and influential as Renee due to a petty personal dislike.

	“Sure, we should do that sometime,” Dr. White began, thinking over how it would play out. Chad would probably be somewhat taken aback to see the doctor in a social setting. She’d greet him warmly, with a hug and a proud grin, telling him how happy she was that he’d finally accepted his desires, and that she always knew it’d end this way for him. But Renee didn’t know that Chad had looked at the doctor with lust in his eyes during their only meeting, and his eyes would probably bug out when he saw Dr. White wearing a tiny thong bikini for this yacht day, welcoming his eyes onto her delicious form. But Renee would certainly not approve of this, as she was one who clearly didn’t like sharing her toys. Knowing this, the doctor thought it best to dissuade Renee from pursuing such a get-together. And she knew just how to do it.

	“He knows we’re acquaintances, so it wouldn’t spoil the narrative we set up.” Dr. White said, talking in a speedy, intellectual fashion. “I could play it like I’m happy to see him, and that I’m so happy he finally accepted his true desires for older women. And then perhaps I could talk to him for a bit, see where his heads at, add it to my reports. It could be some very useful information.” But Renee seemed less interested in this aspect of things, her eyes glazing over, not really caring about if it fit the ‘narrative,’ or if the doctor had a chance to do more research using her man. Frankly, that shit didn’t really matter anymore, as Chad was completely under her thrall, and he wasn’t about to ruin a good thing by asking too many questions. But listening to the doctor analyze the situation in such an intellectual manner made her less excited for their prospective double date.

	“Yeah… maybe…” Renee responded, her tone clearly indicating her decreased excitement. Dr. White grinned to herself.

	Perfect.

	Their business concluded, the call ended moments later. On the other end of the line, Renee sauntered towards the front of the boat. As she approached, she saw Chad had gotten himself together enough to pull on some trunks and lay out on one of the deck chairs. His dazed eyes were glued to Renee’s bare, jiggling breasts, watching them bounce as she got closer. He could never get enough. He only looked away when she spun around, her back facing him, giving him the sight of her juicy, thong-clad ass to stare at.

	Laying down next to him, equally interested in getting some sun, the MILF lied back and relaxed, stealing a glanced at the shirtless, muscular athlete next to her, admiring the sight, a warmth filling her that this fantasy had become a reality. This was real, and it was perfect. No distractions, just her and her dream hunk together, not just today but for every day going forward. No more games. No more silly plots and schemes. He was hers now, and she would never let him go.

	Grabbing Chad by the muscular arm, she pulled him towards her, pulling him into a wicked lip-lock. So pleased with herself and happy that she, a woman who’d had such a blessed existence, was granted yet another gift that everyone else would kill for, she was suddenly less interested in relaxing. She pulled herself on top of Chad, ready for another round right there, out in the open for the world to see. Sitting on his lap, she could feel the heft of his iron-hard weapon ready to go again.

	Ah… the benefits of younger men.

	It almost didn’t seem fair. A woman who’d had such an easy life, born into wealth, barely worked a day in her life in any real way, granted access to empire not through skill but through circumstance. A woman who was uncommonly attractive not for just a woman her age but for a woman period, gorgeous, an incredible body, who could fuck like a demoness. This was the woman who’d get to spend the rest of her life getting deep-dicked by a hunky younger athlete that damn near any woman would give anything to be with. Instead, the lucky got luckier, and the wicked older slut would be the sole beneficiary of all the young stud’s talents for the rest of his life.

	And for someone like Renee, that only made it better.

	As the MILF and the famous quarterback started fucking on a massive yacht just off the coast, the woman who facilitated it was checking her phone after completing her call. Planning to go to her office to wrap up the Renee Fields/Chad Bethel case officially, she winced when she saw some messages from the hospital. Making up her mind, knowing it could be done fast, she approached her car. Her driver Gerald got out quickly, opening the door from her and grabbing her things.

	“I need to go to St. Lilith’s first before we hit the office. Should be fast,” Dr. White said. He nodded, stashing her stuff in the trunk before beginning the drive back.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White didn’t plan to be at the hospital long. She just had to do some paperwork, meet with a few people really quick, and be done. It wasn’t gonna take long. And she was just wrapping up things and handing some paperwork over at the desk when Dr. Rosen appeared. Dr. White was slightly annoyed at this, knowing that whatever she was about to tell her would only keep her here longer.

	“Dr. White,” Dr. Rosen began. “We have a situation.” But when Dr. White found out what it was, she wasn’t annoyed at the delay. She was excited.

	At the main entrance to the Psych department, where the public could enter, there was a frazzled blonde woman sitting in chairs, clearly waiting for someone. And when Dr. White appeared from across the room, the frazzled woman looked up, her eyes going wide, clearly seeing who she wanted to see.

	“Dr. White! Please! I need to talk to you!” the blonde said, desperate, standing up to approach the doctor. Dr. White recognized her right away, but she had to play it cool.

	“Jeanie, right?” Dr. White said, as if searching for her name, when in fact she knew the name of Chad’s wife quite well at this point.

	“Yes!” Jeanie replied, clearly pleased to be recognized.

	The young woman was desperate. In the last few months, she’d lost nearly everything. Her husband, her reputation, her friendships, her house, her job. Upon getting cheated on by her husband, and all that shit coming out about the program, the world viewed Jeanie as one of the perpetrators of this whole grand scheme against Chad. It was never about that! Their love was real! But no one believed her. The public had made their choice, and they took Chad’s side, even though he had publicly cheated on her.

	He hadn’t even talked to her since the day it all came out. Not once. It was like a switch was flipped with him. Not that he didn’t have his demons, but it felt like someone or something got to him, spun him around, manipulated him into this. That had to be the case. Chad… he knew their love was real. He knew that! Yet… there he was, behind the pedestal, spouting lies he knew weren’t true.

	And in the time since, it all fell to shit. The world hated her. Her friends shunned her. She became too much of a distraction at work, losing her job in the process. She couldn’t afford to keep her house without Chad around. She’d been living in a hotel room, closed off to everyone, damn near all her possessions stuffed in her car in the parking lot. Now, she was out of money, and out of options. She needed help. She needed someone to take her side.

	Jeanie had been weary of Dr. White from the start. When they first met, something pinged, an alarm bell in her brain. It was like there was more going on with her beneath the surface. But Jeanie perhaps recognized that there could be a little jealousy at play, as Dr. White was shockingly attractive for a woman of her credentials. But it was those credentials, that reputation of hers that made Jeanie seek her out. She still fully recognized that there was something off about Dr. White, but she was desperate. Dr. White seemed to take a shine to her during their first meeting, to the point of offering her a job. But that wasn’t why she came here.

	She just needed someone to talk to.

	Dr. White was one of the most highly respected therapists in the country, and Jeanie was hopeless. She needed a friend.

	Jeanie explained everything, babbling in near incoherent fashion, but Dr. White was patient and understanding, listening to the young woman’s every word. Finally, when Jeanie had exhausted every emotion out of herself, Dr. White spoke up.

	“Jeanie… I’m so glad that you came to me,” Dr. White began, smiling warmly. ‘Here, come with me.’ She guided the young woman to follow her inside where they could talk more privately. Finding a couple unoccupied chairs in a quiet hallway, she asked Jeanie to take a seat before sitting next to her. Now alone, she then continued speaking. “I don’t know if you know this, but I run a program here specializing in exactly this! I study the effects of the dissolution of marriages, and the fallout that comes from it. Specifically, I study the impact that cheating can have on the wronged parties. The guilt, the shame, the humiliation. All of it. We give shelter and complete care as we study women who’ve been impacted in situations exactly like yours.”

	“Really?” Jeanie asked, feeling like this was the first time in months that anything good had happened to her. Finally, things were looking up.

	“Yes, we do,” Dr. White replied, smiling and nodding. “I, more than anyone, understand exactly what you’re going through. We’ve worked with women who’ve gone through what you are right now, analyzing them, doing our best to really understand the emotions you’re feeling. I understand that you feel ashamed and inadequate. Humiliated that your husband chose another, perhaps in your eyes and the eyes of the world, a better, superior woman. You feel ashamed and self-conscious about everything, your intelligence, your looks, your personality, your small breasts. But trust me… we can work together on this. Together… we can examine what it takes to rebound and build yourself back up again. Does that sound good?” she asked warmly.

	Jeanie still felt some nagging doubt about the doctor, but she was in such a frazzled, desperate state that she would take anything the doctor had to offer just to deal with a friendly face. Smiling weakly, she nodded.

	“This is great!” Dr. White said with a brilliant grin. ‘You’re doing the right thing, Jeanie!’ Almost as if on cue, another doctor walked over, handing Dr. White a clipboard. “I just need you to fill this out, it’s just boiler plate forms, really. And once you’re done with that, we’ll welcome you into the program. You’ll stay here, surrounded by friendly faces for continuous care. We’ll work to build you back up again, and when that time comes, you can march out and live a happy life again. Does that sound good?” Jeanie nodded.

	Too weary to think too deeply, she quickly filled out the paperwork without reading the fine print. Handing it over, Dr. White smiled happily, and Jeanie was happy that this highly credentialed doctor was so happy to help her out. Standing up, willing to fully submit herself to Dr. White’s program, the doctor required one last thing from her.

	“We do have a rule before you enter,” Dr. White stated, standing up next to the young blonde. As she did this, the doctor’s massive breasts slightly entered the addled wife’s personal space, forcing her to step back. But it was inadvertent, obviously. “This is a new start, a fresh beginning, and before you can enter, we need you to sever certain ties to your previous life and your marriage. Specifically, we need you to hand over your phone, and your wedding band. And we’ll take your purse, too, since you won’t need it. But, in regard to your phone, you don’t need a tool to reach out to your former love, or perhaps even contact him. And you don’t need a ring around your finger everyday reminding you of what you lost. Don’t worry, we’ll keep them safe until you’re in a better place. So, if you don’t mind…” Dr. White said, holding out her hand.

	It seemed unorthodox, but Jeanie had no other options to try. Taking out her phone from her pocket, and pulling her ring off her finger, she handed both to the doctor before handing her purse over to a waiting nurse. Dr. White’s eyes flashed as she did so, clearly excited that the young woman had chosen to seek help, no doubt.

	“Perfect!” Dr. White replied. “Dr. Rosen here will show you to your room. And we’ll get you started in the program tomorrow!”

	“Thank you, Dr. White,” Jeanie replied.

	“My pleasure!” the doctor replied, walking her over to Dr. Rosen. As Dr. White handed her off, the other doctor wore a smile that was just a hair too excited. Most women were too agreeable to not clock such a thing, but even though she was currently an emotional wreck, Jeanie was sharp. Dr. White could see that she noticed it. At the same time, two busty nurses were watching this all play out from the far side of the room with grins that were far more eager than empathetic.

	“Was she the one married to the quarterback?” one nurse said, this nurse having been in the hospital since before Dr. White’s time, who nonetheless found herself in line with the doctor’s philosophy.

	“Yeah,” the second replied, a former stripper that had been hired on soon after Dr. White took over the hospital. At this response, the first nurse shook her head.

	“Poor thing… never stood a chance,” she commented.

	“With a flat chest like that… no way,” the second nurse added, openly appraising the new patient across the hall. “All the pro athletes I’ve seen end up choosing girls with big tits!”

	Of course, from across the room, their discussion couldn’t be heard, but Jeanie was perceptive, and she could correctly feel the two nurses looking down at her. It was enough to get her to stop, those alarms that Dr. White had silenced pinging once again.

	“Is this, uh…” Jeanie paused, looking back at Dr. White. As strange as it sounded, Dr. White was the only one in her vicinity giving her good vibes. These other women seemed… off. Maybe it was her mind playing tricks on her, but they seemed almost… eager… to get her in their clutches. Despite her doubts about Dr. White, her reputation was sterling, and in their interactions, she’d been nothing but professional and calming. Here, at her most vulnerable, Jeanie found Dr. White to be the only person she could trust. “Is this the right decision?” she asked the doctor.

	“Jeanie, if you don’t feel comfortable at this moment, you are free to leave,” Dr. White assured her, stepping aside, leaving nothing between Jeanie and the exit. ‘It is not uncommon to feel a little bit of panic at a point like this where you’re making such a major life decision. It can almost feel like the whole world’s against you. But I assure you that this is for the best, and I really think you need this! I tell you what… if you change your mind, we can address your concerns then. And I understand that you are putting yourself completely in our hands, and that’s not something I treat lightly. I assure you, me and my team are ready to take you on, and we will do everything in our power to make your stay with us as fruitful as possible.’ Her assuring tone was faultless, not triggering any sirens in Jeanie’s mind, cooling the young woman’s fears. But the other women in earshot had a different reaction, their boss chiding their mistakes, and sensing the doctor working extra hard to smooth over their errors. Jeanie nodded back at the doctor, feeling comforted. “Now, Dr. Rosen will lead you inside and get you settled.”

	Dr. Rosen had adjusted her expression, far warmer and more empathetic than she was before as she took their new patient from Dr. White and led her inside. Dr. White watched Dr. Rosen lead her into the facility, and once she was out of sight, any warmth in her grin disappeared.

	“Maybe next time…” she began, addressing the two nurses on the far side of the room tersely. “Wait until she’s actually in the facility before we start making fun of her.” The two women nodded nervously at being dressed down by their boss before getting back to work. That bullet dodged, she turned to the nurse next to her, the only one person besides herself who hadn’t almost given away the game. Letting her exasperation go, realizing she was still holding onto Jeanie’s cell phone, Dr. White turned to the nurse and grinned wickedly.

	“Hear you go…” Dr. White said, handing off Jeanie’s phone to the nurse holding Jeanie’s purse. As promised, they would be stashed away for safekeeping. But the ring… that was now Dr. White’s property. Unclasping her necklace, she threaded the chain through Jeanie’s wedding band before putting the chain around her neck and re-clasping it, the discarded wedding ring now lodged between her big tits.

	Poor girl. She didn’t know what she was in for. But much like some of the other women here, part of this study involved fully breaking them down and basking in the humiliation and inadequacy they were feeling. And that would be a long, intense process. Despite her reservations, and despite Dr. White promising her otherwise, Jeanie would definitely have to be here for a long time, whether she liked it or not. She didn’t see how broken and defeated she really was. It would take a lot of work before she had a chance to be built back up again, if that was even possible. If that was the case, if there was no hope from her to escape this pit of despair, then her place here might even be permanent. But then again, Jeanie, unlike a lot of the women here, had a spine, so she might prove to be a challenge.

	Jeanie was built of stronger stuff. Dr. White recognized that from the start. Perceptive, skeptical, with a nose for bullshit, she was no easy obstacle to work around. Dr. White sensed Jeanie’s skepticism upon their first meeting, and she recognized the blonde could be a real danger if she was left to her own devices. That’s why they planned for this. That’s why they planned for her to end up just like this, engineering the scheme in such a manner as to leave her with no options. She was a threat to be contained.

	And now she was contained.

	Dr. White couldn’t deny the rush she felt when locking up a potential rival in such a fashion. One of the things she’d discovered from the very start of this was that there was nothing quite like proving yourself to be completely and utterly superior to someone else. Permanently stamping someone out and placing yourself higher on the totem pole. And in the end, despite Jeanie’s sharp mind, despite her perceptiveness, she was proven to be inferior. Inferior to Dr. White. Inferior to Renee. Inferior to Dr. Rosen who was smirking at her, and even inferior to those damn nurses who were making fun of her practically to her face. For all her great qualities, Jeanie proved herself lesser in the grand scheme of things by not only getting cucked so badly that it cost the poor woman her livelihood, but also agreeing to enter a facility like this by her own free will, effectively removing any chance she had of ever having a normal life or ever finding a loving partner. Winners don’t end up in the position she did, and they certainly don’t voluntarily accept that fate in the manner she had. Women like Dr. White, Renee, Kayla, Stacy, Kendall, Gina… they would never end up falling victim to the tricks that Jeanie had. And that’s what made all those women superior, and marked Jeanie at the end of the day as a complete fucking loser. And now, she will live among her true peers, and finally understand where she fits in in the grand design. It was so much better when women like Jeanie accepted their fate willingly, taking themselves out of functioning society to allow their superiors like Dr. White free reign.

	This kind of thinking had scared Dr. White at first, even as it turned her on, as it felt exceptionally cruel to discuss her patients in such callous terms. Years earlier, she never would have thought of her patients as complete losers, even if she on some level knew it in the back of her head. But now, she wasn’t couching such thoughts behind any societal norms. It no longer caused her any shame to be this cruel, because it was frankly a huge fucking turn on to do so. There was something intoxicating about repairing the natural order of things… to improve the lives of her peers, superior women like herself, at the small cost of demolishing a small percentage of lesser women who were bringing down the average. Women who had overstepped their boundaries and brought superior men down to their level. Dr. White was making the world a better place by matching up superior men with superior women, forging a type of bond that was so much stronger than the lesser ones those men had been shackled to. Taking those lesser women out of the mix by breaking apart their marriages, tearing them down, and then containing them and studying them in her hospital was a public service that made the world a better place.

	It didn’t hurt that doing so turned on Dr. White like crazy. Her nipples were like diamonds, and her pussy was dripping wet at her victory over the once dangerous Jeanie.

	And as she re-entered her car and was driven back to her office, this horny state had her mind whirring with wicked ideas.

	 

	 

	 

	Dr. White was in her office until late, reviewing the notes of the Chad/Renee case, not just the results, but of the scheme her team had created to bring those two together.

	For a plan with as many moving pieces as this one had, it went about as smoothly as it could. There were multiple angles to it. Obviously, the main one was to flood Matt with thoughts of MILFs in order to prime the pump. Both the porn and her own meeting with him was designed to engineer that one specific outcome, making MILFs so forbidden that he’d become obsessed. She suspected he’d react as he did, the somewhat naïve, ‘reformed’ young athlete getting consumed with the desires he was supposed to be suppressing. That’s how it always was with people like that. When the time came, the goal was for him to be ready to fall with just the slightest of pushes.

	They didn’t want to place all their eggs with Renee to get the job done, as she was far too impetuous to be trusted to follow the script. She literally tried to do go off-book right away, but she’d been kept on track by Deandra. And to Renee’s credit, she eventually came around to the plan, and she did a very good job of seducing and fucking the young married stud. But Dr. White was confident that without their setup, without getting in his head and wearing him down, the plan would not have worked.

	But that was only half the battle. The goal was to not only get him to cheat on his wife, but to get him to leave his wife for Renee. That’s where it got complicated. The intense MILF fucking would be enough for most, but he had a support system around him that was designed to prevent a downfall like this. Dr. White had sent Deandra in as a mole to join that recovery program of his. She had a plan, and she accomplished it, first seducing and fucking the head of the program, one Pastor Rob, and then bringing in other girls to really spin him around. Once she had him on the hook and proved him to be a hypocrite, they got to work, both obtaining blackmail material of this illicit encounter, and fudging a few records in order to erase Chad’s trust in Pastor Rob, the program, the church, and by extension, his wife.

	Jeanie was a threat to be dealt with, and this part of the plan worked two-fold, to both push Chad away from the ties that bound him, and to really make Jeanie look bad. They had to really destroy her reputation in order to get her to the hospital, under Dr. White’s 24/7 watch where her threat level would be rendered moot.

	The stuff with Professor Albright… it wasn’t entirely necessary, to be honest. Although setting up a pattern of behavior did help cement to Chad where his tastes lied, and make it clear once that footage got out that he was a guy who banged MILFs, and that would be his reputation from then on, no matter what. Plus, it did resolve that one nagging missed opportunity, just as she explained to Renee. But none of it was necessary for the plan to work, and that side of it ended up coming up rather late in the game, only after Dr. White met with Chad. But once she thought about it, she couldn’t stop herself from including the other woman in this scheme, and she did it for a very good reason.

	To put it simply, Dr. White saw a like-mind in Professor Albright. An academic, a well-hidden slut, she reminded the doctor of herself. And when she heard the story of Chad and hers missed connection, some part of her was motivated to help a sister out. Dr. White personally sought out the professor, explaining what was happening, offering to pay her in order to jump in on the plan, using money from Renee’s down payment to do so. The professor was cagey at first, but once she sensed Dr. White was no threat, she opened up, happy to have another shot at the hunk. Dr. White made it clear that this would only be a one-time thing, but she was happy to assist her if there was another young hunk that she wanted to sink her claws into permanently. The two women slowly bonded as they worked out the plan, and Dr. White soon counted her as a friend, which was a hard thing to come by in her line of work.

	And additionally, for more mercenary reasons, Dr. White used this as an opportunity, extending her reach to this university, gaining a new foothold there. Having someone as respected as Professor Albright in her pocket would prove useful, and Dr. White promised to do anything she could to aid her rise in the ranks. And with the rumor that the dean of the university was about to retire, Dr. White was trying to work her magic to ensure that the busty professor would take his place.

	It being such a last-minute addition to the plan, Renee objected to it repeatedly, not seeing the point of bringing another woman into the mix, despite the doctor’s assertions. Dr. White explained that it was based on new information, and that it would prove necessary for him to fully embrace Renee. Renee never backed down, but she clearly hoped that once the deed was done once, him having to fuck another woman wouldn’t be required anymore. But Dr. White insisted, and Renee was still fighting it up to the day it happened.

	Fuck, Renee was a pain to work with.

	Luckily, a lot of the other parts of the plan went far more smoothly. Sure, they had to cash in a lot of favors, like with the church that let them borrow their property. And with the football team, who they used their connections with through Cordelia in order to feed them a plan as to how to approach Chad’s PR scandal, engineering it to make him the hero, cast no shame on Renee or the professor, and leave his wife and that program as the villains of the story. The goal had been to fully erase the bonds that kept him on the right path in order to free him up to make so many bad decisions. And it had done just that.

	Renee played out the rest of the plan through gritted teeth. She was not the slightest bit interested in spending her money on an ownership stake in a football team, but the prospect of seeing Chad again was enough to get her to play along in an act solely designed to create the sensation to Chad that the walls were closing in. That Renee was inevitable. And when all the moving parts worked in symphony, and all the hard work they’d done paid off in spades, with Chad crawling back to Renee for good, Renee wasn’t complaining. At least not about Chad.

	Now Chad was fully committed to Renee, the MILF slut was knocked up with his baby, his wife was in their clutches, and the support system around Chad had been burned to the ground. Dr. White had now established connections with one of the wealthiest women in the area, one of the biggest football teams, and one of the most prominent universities.

	So, yeah, mission accomplished.

	It had been a few months since the seduction happened, but the final payment was typically the signal that the case was done. They usually waited a bit before collecting their fee, just to make sure that everything stuck. And clearly, it had, so the Chad Bethel/Renee Fields case was finally complete.

	Well, at least for now.

	But after her earlier interaction with Jeanie, locking her up in her hospital, she couldn’t help but bask in her victory. She was still turned on from so thoroughly defeating the blonde wife who’d been so suspicious of her. And with her blood pumping like this, Dr. White couldn’t stop her wicked mind from plotting out what would come next for the defeated wife even as she worked in the office for her final case review, coming up with juicy ideas for Jeanie’s treatment plan. And as soon as she began planning it out, it all just locked into place, the pieces fitting together so perfectly that its inevitability was undeniable.

	This was one of the skills she’d cultivated over the years. Not only could she conjure up a detailed mind palace to access all the information she’d accrued over the years, but she could use those same skills to play out the future. Not to imply that she was some sort of seer who could see the future, no, the world was far too chaotic for her to do something like that. But in a closed ecosystem, where she created the rules, where she was in control… she could play out the future with shocking accuracy. And in the case of Jeanie, what she had planned for her fit into place so neatly that she knew her future would play out just as she saw, as if watching a movie.

	Jeanie would not take easily to Dr. White’s diagnosis of her as a loser, rejecting the doctor’s attempts to make her understand why her husband cheated on her. She would even try to leave treatment, but her attempts to do so would be soundly rejected by Dr. White. Perhaps then Jeanie would realize the trap she’d fallen into, but with no other choice, she would go along with Dr. White’s plan, still putting some trust in her. She would hear the doctor out, even if she still didn’t believe her prognosis. Jeanie would view it as an insult to be seen as a peer to someone like Lizzy, rejecting the insinuation of being compared to someone who dunks their own face into a toilet bowl.

	But Dr. White would then push things along quickly. Jeanie would still keep up the act of being strong, even as the doctor steered her to accepting her own faults, accepting her own role in losing her hubby. Jeanie would remain strong, rejecting the idea that she was in any way to blame for Chad cheating on her. So, Dr. White would give her the advanced treatment. The doctor would sit Jeanie’s bony ass in the viewing room, and bring in her former hubby Chad and the busty Renee to fuck in front of her.

	Dr. White, at times, struggled to work with Renee, but damn if she couldn’t deny that someone like Renee would be perfect for this kind of thing. Women like Gina, and Kayla, and even Stacy were willing to share their toys with other women should the moment arise. But Renee… she hated the idea of other women getting their hands on Chad’s tasty, muscular body, as evidenced by her intense dislike of Professor Albright. Renee would find the prospect of fucking Chad in front of his ex-wife an opportunity too delicious to pass up, happy to take out her perceived revenge on his former wife for being the obstacle that prevented Renee and Chad from coming together earlier.

	Chad might not be up to fucking with an audience right away, but he would go along with whatever Renee wanted without question. If what Renee said was true, he was so devoted to her by that point that he’d go along with any request she made, no matter how unusual. Some part of him would probably be persuaded by the fact that Dr. White would be there, watching him in action. Perhaps he would not even know Jeanie was there the first time, but nonetheless, he would fuck Renee’s brains out, not knowing any better, not knowing his ex-wife was in tears watching him drill a woman almost twice her age with more passion and vigor than he ever did with her. Jeanie would see for herself what had become of Chad, and then the grand truth of what had happened would start to really hit her. Perhaps she would see Dr. White chatting with the illicit lovers like old friends, and begin to question if Dr. White was ever on her side, and what role she had to play in all this.

	But Jeanie was stubborn. She would see what she wanted to see, convincing herself that Chad was holding back ever so slightly, and she’d convince herself that some part of him didn’t want to be doing this. Even as his perfect fit form drove into Renee roughly, making her firm ass shake, making her heavy tits wobble lusciously, she would convince herself that Chad was somehow still on her side. Even when his big hands were pawing at the MILF’s enormous jugs desperately, even when he was holding up Renee’s body against the glass, her shapely ass pressed into it, mere inches from Jeanie’s face, the former wife would still tell herself that if she could just talk to Chad once, she’d be able to win him back.

	She thought he would come around when he officially found out that Jeanie was behind the glass, having watched every encounter from mere feet away. Renee would have broken the news to him right then as he was fucking her from behind up her ass, her tits pressed into the two-way mirror, knowing the young wife was right there watching. The thought of it being true would make him slow down… but not for long, maybe a few seconds, the pleasure too overwhelming for him to stop completely. He would keep fucking Renee up her ass, even knowing his former wife was watching. It wouldn’t take long to get back up to speed, really giving it to the older slut. That’s all Jeanie was to him. A speedbump that would slow him down for a few seconds. That’s it. Not enough to stop the sex in the moment. Not enough to pay that much mind to. Not enough to prevent him from taking the pleasure he needed, even if it was at Jeanie’s expense.

	Even when Renee’s pregnant belly grew larger and larger, evidence of the illicit bond her and Chad forged together, Jeanie would still talk herself into thinking she had a chance to get Chad back. She would ignore the fact that Chad was holding back less and less, getting into the groove of fucking like this with people watching. As a quarterback, he used to be flashier as he played, and as he returned to that form on the field, he quickly learned to put on a good show as he fucked Renee. He would want to impress Dr. White and the nurses who were watching, not caring that his former wife was on the other side of the glass watching. Even as Renee badmouthed Jeanie more and more, laughing at her small breasts, cackling at the fact that her husband left her, making him agree that Jeanie was a much worse woman in every way compared to Renee, Chad wouldn’t say anything, but he wouldn’t stop. He wouldn’t defend his former wife’s honor. He’d just fuck Renee with even more vigor, driving that prized dick into the slutty MILF.

	In time, he would come around fully, to enjoying fucking in front of his ex-wife without reservation. They always did. All the men that entered that room… they all loved their former wives at one point. Matt loved Jenny more than anything… but that didn’t stop him from plowing her mom even knowing his former wife was watching. John’s high school sweetheart Lizzy was someone he once imagined spending the rest of his life with… yet he entered that room and thoroughly enjoyed fucking his former girlfriend’s bully despite that. Ryan loved Lizzy as well, enough to marry her. And yet, when it came down to the make-or-break moment, he indulged himself in Stacy’s hot body, not giving a shit that Lizzy was watching as he drove his big cock into that wicked slut, a woman who had thoroughly humiliated his former wife again and again, including dunking her face in a toilet. He’d once said ‘I Do’ to Lizzy, but he was eventually convinced to not come to her defense and join forces with her bully to humiliate Lizzy in the most profound fashion.

	Jeanie had literally helped save Chad’s soul, her and her program rescuing him from a destiny of sin, giving the lost young man a chance to be a better person, to do right for the world. And even that could not stop the inevitable. A man like him, a famous athlete primed for success… as his star grew, as would his confidence. So would his arrogance. The more success on the field, the more untouchable he’d feel. Unmoored from the church or any positive influence, his behavior would mold to whatever Renee wanted it to be. Whatever sinful power Renee’s body had over him, her tits, her pussy, her ass… it would only further his corruption, the pleasure so absolute that experiencing it would change him into a worse version of himself. He was well on his way to having a full-on physical addiction to her hot body, one he had no intention of breaking.

	It wouldn’t take long before he was fucking the older woman without shame, doing his part for science by fucking that MILF senseless with Dr. White and his former wife watching. His wife was a faceless presence, and he’d figure the damage was long done, drilling Renee like his life depended on it, knowing Jeanie was watching. Making sure she saw him doing things he’d never done with her, including watching the lips that kissed her on the altar now sucking on the evil MILF’s asshole, worshipping the tight hole ravenously. It wouldn’t be any worse by that point if he badmouthed Jeanie in the same way Renee did, laughing at her flat chest, her bony ass, her woefully lacking skills in the bedroom. He’d joke that it was insane to think he’s stay with her considering the type of women a man like him could pull. The fact that he could hookup with a high-end MILF like Renee almost invalidated the chances that his marriage to Jeanie would ever last. The frustrations that led him to cheat would pour out of him, that his wife was a prude, and bad in bed, and a killjoy to his fun. Therapy was good for the soul, and he’d never feel better than he would in this moment, pouring his true corrupted feelings towards Jeanie out just before he blasted a massive wad of cum all over Renee’s big tits. He would finally see the value of what he was taking part in, and he would be just as eager to continue as Renee was.

	It could only end one way; them fucking with Jeanie in the room. Chad fucking right in front of his former wife, using his big cock to pleasure a wicked MILF slut right in front of the woman he walked down the aisle with. With Jeanie tied down to a chair, sobbing, he’d fuck Renee right in front of her, making sure to highlight the older woman’s insane body. Fuck her from behind so his wife could truly appreciate the intense size of Renee’s massive breasts, really making sure Jeanie understood the difference between the two women. That Renee was a real woman in every way that mattered, and in comparison, Jeanie was barely a woman at all. The corrupted husband would loudly tell his former wife about how incredible Renee’s body was, marveling over it as he drilled her senseless. He would be unable to contain how much better sex was with Renee than it was with Jeanie, and that he couldn’t believe he ever settled for less. He would even dig the knife in and blame Jeanie for this, that she held him back from his true destiny.

	Jeanie would be in disbelief. This was so wrong. She knew the real Chad. Someone kind and sweet and good-hearted. A man who found true meaning in the church. But he was not beyond being led down the wrong path, his good nature encouraging those who take advantage of such things to do just that. And clearly… a dark force had found him, leading him astray from the beliefs they once shared. He was fully gone from the path, led away by that vicious old bitch he was fucking, the evil whore inciting him to say and do such awful things.

	And Renee’s treatment of the young woman would be no better. The older slut would spew bile in the young woman’s face, insulting her in the most profound of manners. Every part of the young woman that might cause self-esteem issues would be the subject of targeted attack by the experienced whore, namely her lack of curves where it counted. Her plain looks and ratty hair didn’t escape the rich older woman’s judgment. Recognizing that she was in a position where she couldn’t get in trouble, Renee would let her darkest urges fully bloom, spitting in Jeanie’s face, grabbing her chin roughly to ensure she was watching, even yanking the younger woman’s hair as she tormented the younger woman. She would even dig her nails into Jeanie’s palms, penalizing her for deigning to put her underserving hands on Chad’s body knowing he deserved better.

	But the worst part of this vile treatment for Jeanie was that Chad was allowing it to happen, clearly on Renee’s side as he continued fucking her roughly.

	The young religious woman would watch the man whose soul she saved cumming inside an evil MILF’s cunt right in front of her, possibly conceiving another baby with her watching. Jeanie would realize how futile her beliefs had been upon watching her former husband pumping his huge cock into the ass of an older woman, pumping a massive wad of cum into her asshole with Jeanie mere feet away.

	Renee was his goddess, his figure of worship, his everything. If she commanded him to make the ultimate sacrifice, to betray his former wife in the most complete way possible, all at Renee’s behest… he would do so without thinking twice. He would humiliate Jeanie in the most brutal fashion possible, fucking his new woman in front of her, showcasing how far gone he truly was. And this ultimate humiliation would not only break Jeanie’s spirit, but make her lose any hope period. Her faith in humanity would be broken, the bright positive woman irrevocably demolished by what she’d witnessed her ex-husband doing. And it would be in this moment that she would finally realize she was just as big a loser as all the other defeated wives she shared the facility with.

	And when Dr. White entered the room, Jeanie would look up at her with a fury in her eyes, a fire that was quickly fading upon realizing the depths of Dr. White’s sinfulness. Jeanie’s initial fears of the doctor were justified, but even she couldn’t have predicted just how evil the acclaimed doctor really was. What made it worse for Jeanie was her reckoning with the fact that she’d walked into this fate on her own volition. This complete betrayal by Chad, combined with the hopelessness of her situation… that’s the moment she would truly be destroyed. She would see her fate was hopeless, and any chance of finding salvation was far beyond her reach.

	Needless to say, this was a very exciting prospect for Dr. White!

	She could see it all so clearly. If she just put all the pieces in place, that’s exactly how it would play out. She knew it! Jeanie’s further downfall could prove to be quite fruitful, someone so tough and so intelligent being broken down and proven oh so brittle… Dr. White couldn’t wait to make it happen. But despite this vision of the future, it did come with a bit of bad news.

	This meant she’d have to keep working with Renee.

	In truth, it was for the best. Renee was a powerful woman, and it would be wise to stay on her good side. And indulging her in this sinful extracurricular activity would only further endear the older woman to her.

	Dr. White pulled open a notebook, already beginning to write out Jeanie’s treatment plan, noting everything she just saw in her mind, reminding herself to schedule a call with Renee in order to work it all out.

	Once this was all out of her mind, she could focus fully on the task at hand, reviewing every detail of the case. Notating all these details was a tedious job, but she always kinda loved it. It didn’t require a lot of hands in the kitchen, so it was just her and Priya at work. Priya was really good at this aspect of things, notetaking and documenting all the work, and she got the same strange joy out of it that the doctor did.

	Being so late in the night, most everyone was gone, just her and Priya up in her office, and Roderick standing guard at the entrance until they finished up. But Dr. White was pleased when a new presence appeared. Maxine, looking a little worse for wear, clothing slightly askew, entered her office. The tattooed intern walked gingerly towards Dr. White, some papers in her hand. Approaching the desk, she slapped the forms onto it.

	“Here’s the signed contract, and I think I’m pregnant,” the intern said quickly, the bluntness of this statement making all three women laugh.

	“So, it went well then?” Dr. White asked, examining the contract quickly, seeing Marvin’s signature on it, granting Dr. White and her team access to various armed forces facilities for the goal of treating military personnel. The doctor’s eyes flashed in excitement. Yes! Finally, they got their foot in the door with the industrial military complex. This had been one of the most difficult challenges yet, and it had the potential to be very, VERY fruitful for her plans. This was big!

	“Oh… yeah, can’t deny that,” Maxine replied, nodding, still a little sweat on her brow from the events of the evening. Pulling out her phone, she opened it up and showed off the evidence.

	The first picture, a selfie Maxine took as she was sucking the five-star general’s massive black dick, inhaling it like a total slut.

	“Damn… I should have joined you,” Dr. White marveled. For such a major, important case, it might be a surprise that Dr. White wasn’t there to ensure the deal was sealed. But Dr. White had many reasons for not doing so. For one, it was good practice to show a little faith in her interns, at least when they’d earned it, and she had faith in Maxine. Two… she didn’t want to stretch herself too thin. She picked her battles, and in this one, her presence would not be required to get the job done. Three… it was about saving face. Dr. White had a reputation to uphold, and if she were fucking every single prominent man she came across, word would get out. But this way, these men could fall to her team’s wiles in the same way while preserving a little bit of forbidden secrecy. Dr. White could keep her work official above board, and these men could carry on in this arrangement while still believing their forbidden affair was a secret to her. And with this bit of leverage these men had lost by giving in to their basest urges, they would therefore be loath to do anything to jeopardize their deal with the good doctor.

	Standing next to Maxine, Dr. White was watching as the younger woman flipped to the next picture. It showed the married military man passed out, completely naked, covered with sweat. Over him stood Maxine, her tanned, tatted-up flesh coated with both perspiration and gobs of cum, grinning lewdly, her massive tits exposed, her nipple piercings glimmering. “This is perfect! Great work!” Maxine shrugged, as if it was all in a day’s work, even as it was clear the encounter had left its mark on her. “How you feeling about the industrial military complex now?”

	“I can make it work,” Maxine said, shrugging again. Talking fast, the intern gave the quick and dirty summary of what happened, how Maxine pushed for them to talk about this contract over dinner. And how by the end it was clear she had him completely on the hook given the way his eyes kept flicking between her succulent cleavage and the sleeve of tattoos on her arm. He was so on the hook that he signed the deal that Dr. White wanted, a very generous deal that really benefitted her more than him, knowing that signing it was the gateway for things to progress to the next stage between him and the tatted-up minx. And after a long, sweaty night in a hotel room, Maxine had won over General Irons, sinking her claws in him on the doctor’s behalf, and forming a very valuable connection that would prove very useful going forward. That kind of access was a game changer, and the busty, tattooed intern all but assured herself a very valuable standing within Dr. White’s team as the lead intern handling the military side of their wicked operation. Once it was all talked out, it became obvious how worn-down Maxine was by the action she’d taken part in.

	“Okay, go home, hon. Relax… you’ve earned it,” Dr. White said, smiling warmly, giving her valuable approval to the intern’s work. Even though Maxine had a hard shell, she appreciated the gesture, knowing it was hard to earn.

	“I need a drink,” Maxine stated. “Something stronger than the stuff you keep around here!” Maxine said her goodbyes and gingerly left the office, visibly still a bit sore. But once she was gone, Dr. White was so pleased with the good news that she felt like celebrating.

	“That sounds like a good idea. Want a drink?” Dr. White offered. Priya smiled and nodded.

	Essentially done with transcribing all the details of the Renee/Chad case, they closed the book on it, Priya organizing all the notes while Dr. White filled two glasses with booze. Clinking glasses, they stood at the window, looking out at the lights in the city shining in the darkness of the night. It was near midnight by this point, and they chatted amiably for a bit. But both of them enjoyed the silence of the moment, relaxing as they took in the wonderful view.

	Her nerves slightly loosened by the alcohol, Priya worked up the nerve to bring up a topic that was weighing on her.

	“Dr. White, I have a question… how do you do it?” Priya asked. Dr. White gave her a quizzical look, wondering what she was getting at. “I mean, what you do, like in this case with Chad… I look at it, and what we did, and I can’t help but feel a little bad for him. Like… I’m sorry, but I think, for example… that program he was a part of… they were doing good stuff. They weren’t corrupt, at least until we intervened. They might have taken a little more than their share, but very little, and it didn’t seem like that bothered him. We really went at a group of people who weren’t doing anything wrong…”

	“I don’t buy programs like that,” the doctor replied. ‘There’s always some hypocrisy, and greed. Guys like that pastor… they always end up being sleazes. Sometimes, they need a little push, but if he gave in to one of our girls, he’d do it with some other little tease eventually.’ Priya still seemed unconvinced. “Okay, look… we didn’t accuse the pastor of a crime. We just smudged his reputation a bit. Guys like him will get on their feet again. They always do. He’ll be fine.”

	“Maybe,” Priya replied. “But you have to agree that they meant well. And they were helping Chad genuinely. And his wife certainly wasn’t complicit in it. They were doing good work, and they were strengthening his soul. And then, we come along, and steal from him his support system, his wife, his god… We take all that away from him because some older slut was willing to pay top-dollar to spend the rest of her life getting power-fucked by a handsome married athlete. He wouldn’t have gone along with any of it if we hadn’t told him he would. We sent him to that bitch on a silver platter, and the poor guy was too trusting to know how badly he’d been deceived. So, I ask again… how do you do it? How do you get by knowing you spun around a poor guy like that and helped corrupt him and hand him over to a bitch like Renee?”

	“Our work doesn’t create something out of nothing,” Dr. White explained. “If there wasn’t some small part of him that wanted what we put in front of him, then he wouldn’t have given in. We don’t create the fault line inside men that lead them to cheat. We just… make It bigger. If there wasn’t anything there, our efforts to wear at his fidelity wouldn’t have taken hold. And Priya, as someone who has been doing this for a while, trust me… that fault line exists in all men. Our work always takes hold. I haven’t met a man yet who wasn’t willing to cheat given the right circumstances. All we do is find those circumstances. Find what makes him tick. And for Chad, it was clearly older women.”

	“It was only that because we told him that was his thing,” Priya argued.

	“Agree to disagree, I guess,” Dr. White replied. Priya understood the grander point the doctor was making, but it wasn’t quite what she was getting at.

	“I mean,” the young intern began. “I guess what I’m trying to say is… how do you live with it? I can’t help but feel a little guilty about all the shit we stirred up and all the trouble we caused to a bunch of really good people just because some greedy old bitch wanted a boytoy.”

	Dr. White was about to respond quickly before she stopped herself. She let herself take in the question, wanting to respond thoughtfully. Setting down the glass on her desk, she turned to face her intern.

	“I know a lot of people in the medical field,” Dr. White started. “Other doctors, not just like me, but, you know… blood and guts type of doctors. People who work in high-pressure situations, trauma rooms, surgeries, stuff with lives on the line. Messy, bloody, terrifying shit. I’ve observed them at work, and me being me, I couldn’t help but study them. And one thing I marveled at… one minute, someone could die on the table, and the doctors could be covered in blood and sweat and other stuff as they literally feel someone’s life leave their body. And minutes later, they could step out of the room, and they could carry on like nothing happened. They could just move on. I remember seeing this one doctor walk out of the trauma room after someone died of a gunshot wound, and he went and cleaned his hands, walked to the staff room, and ate a sandwich. That stuck with me. It was as if nothing happened. I’ve thought about that moment for years. And I eventually realized that it just comes with the territory. When you do this shit, this high-intensity work, you have to compartmentalize. You have to learn how to separate yourself from the weight of your work.”

	“So, you ask how I can deal with the guilt, the weight of this work?” Dr. White asked back to the younger woman. “The answer is simple: it’s what doctors do.”

	Priya nodded upon hearing this. The doctor turned to look out the window over the city again. Years prior, she’d felt guilty about what she’d inflicted on some of these blameless women who got in the way of her life’s work, but no longer. Her resolve was strong. No guilt. No regrets. Not anymore. Her research and goals were far more important than such petty concerns. Thinking over the story she just told, she found herself repeating the lesson she was imparting.

	“It’s what doctors do.”

	 

	 

	 

	(TheTalkMan’s Note: As of now, this is the final chapter of “Dr. White’s Code of Sluts” I have planned. But fear not, this is far from the end of Dr. White. She has worked on thousands of cases over her rise, and there are plenty of them worth exploring further. I think future Dr. White stories will be leaner, focused on just one case at a time. Some would be focused on the doctor, and others might put her more in the background, pulling the strings without being seen doing so. I think there’s so much to explore with her, and I look forward to doing so. Not immediately, but at some point in the future. And fear not, the dangling threads left behind in this story will be addressed in the future in one form or another. And some things not addressed further here, such as what happens on Jake’s birthday, are substantial enough to warrant their own story in the future.)
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