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Cliff Thurman stepped out of his house, the crunch of gravel underfoot echoing in the stillness of the early morning. The scent of freshly cut grass filled the air, a testament to his meticulous lawn care routine. He stretched, feeling the ache of a recent workout, and took in the quiet suburban street of Arlington, Virginia. A U-Haul van was parked in the driveway next door, and the sight of boxes piled high on the sidewalk told him the new neighbors were moving in.

Patricia, his wife, poked her head out of the doorway, her dark hair tied in a messy bun. "Cliff, can you help me with this?" she called out, her voice a blend of exasperation and laughter. Cliff turned to her, smiling. "Sure, honey. What's up?"

Together, they approached the Pattersons' moving van, where a man, slightly disheveled but with a friendly smile, was lifting a box labeled "kitchen" onto his shoulder. His wife, Haley, wiped the sweat from her brow, her blonde ponytail swinging as she directed her husband's efforts. She looked over and spotted the Thurmans. "Hi there!" she called out, her voice light and cheerful. "I'm Haley, and this is my husband, Anthony."

The four of them exchanged pleasantries as they unloaded the van, Cliff noticing the way Haley's tight yoga pants hugged her slim figure, and her eyes, a piercing blue that seemed to hold secrets he hadn't quite figured out. He felt a spark of something, a curiosity that tingled at the back of his mind. But for now, it was all smiles and handshakes as they introduced themselves to each other, the promise of a quiet weekend and a neighborhood dinner invitation hanging in the air.

That weekend, the Thurmans' house was ablaze with warm light and the aroma of Patricia's roast chicken wafted through the open windows. As they sat down to eat, the conversation flowed easily, the couples swapping tales of their experiences in D.C. Cliff couldn't help but steal glances at Haley, her innocent smile playing on his mind. He knew he recognized her from somewhere, but he couldn't quite place it.

It was during dessert, as the wine loosened everyone's tongues, that it hit him. Haley had been one of the "party favors" his company had used to grease the wheels of political deals. The memory was hazy, but he distinctly recalled the night she had entertained a group of aides in such a way that their jaws had dropped—and his company had scored a lucrative contract.

Cliff kept his revelation to himself, a smug grin playing on his lips. He had always found it thrilling to know things others didn't, especially when it came to secrets that could potentially give him an advantage. But as the night grew late and the Pattersons stumbled home, he made a mental note to bring it up with Haley when the opportunity presented itself.

The following week, with Patricia away visiting her parents, Cliff took his chance. He strolled over to the Pattersons' house under the guise of borrowing a tool, his heart racing with the anticipation of what might happen next. Haley, caught off-guard, invited him in, and as they talked, he casually mentioned her past as one of the company's hired beauties. She paled, her eyes wide with fear and guilt, but she didn't deny it. It was clear she thought he had forgotten her, but Cliff had a photographic memory for faces—and for moments that could be leveraged.

He saw the desperation in her eyes, the way she clutched at the edge of the kitchen counter, and knew he had her cornered. "Look, Haley," he began, his voice smooth and calm, "I won't say anything to Tony. But there's something I need from you." He let the statement hang in the air, watching her swallow hard. "What do you mean?" she whispered.

Cliff stepped closer, his eyes never leaving hers. "I need you to give me what you gave those aides," he said bluntly, his voice low and predatory. "One night, while Patricia's away, and I'll keep your secret."

Haley's mind raced, her thoughts a chaotic mess. She knew what he was asking for was wrong, but the fear of her past being exposed to her loving husband was too much to bear. With a trembling hand, she reached out and placed it on Cliff's arm, her voice barely a whisper. "Okay," she agreed, feeling sick to her stomach.

He asked what Anthony's work schedule was like the next few days and she told him that he usually works late on Thursdays. "Perfect," Cliff said with a grin. "I'll come over after work on Thursday.

As Thursday evening approached Haley felt a knot in her stomach tighten with every tick of the clock. She had spent the day trying to convince herself that Cliff wouldn't actually come through with his twisted proposal, but deep down she knew it was a futile hope. The thought of betraying her husband was unbearable, but the fear of her past coming to light was an even more terrifying prospect.

Anthony kissed her goodbye that evening, oblivious to the turmoil brewing inside her. "Love you, babe," he murmured, squeezing her waist before heading out the door. Haley forced a smile, watching him drive away before retreating to the safety of their quiet house. She paced the living room, her eyes darting to the clock every few minutes, the anticipation making her palms clammy.

The doorbell chimed sharply at 6 PM, sending a jolt of panic through her. She took a deep breath, her heart hammering against her ribcage, and opened the door to find Cliff standing there, a knowing smile playing on his lips. He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, his eyes scanning her body hungrily.

"You remember our little deal, right?" he said, his tone smug and self-assured. Haley nodded, her throat dry. She led him upstairs, her legs shaking, trying to think of a way out of this situation. But as she lay down on the bed, she realized there was no escape.

Haley was wearing a simple white blouse and tight jeans, Cliff wanted to savor this moment.  He began by taking off his shirt, revealing his muscular chest that was covered in a light dusting of hair. Haley felt a wave of nausea as she watched him but knew she had no choice. She tried to tell herself it was just one night, and then she could move on. But the thought of what might happen if Tony found out made her feel like she was drowning.

Cliff leaned in and kissed her neck, his hands wandering down to her chest, and she felt his erection pressing against her thigh. She gritted her teeth and closed her eyes, willing it to be over quickly. He unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra, revealing her firm, round breasts. He took one in his hand, squeezing it roughly, and she had to stifle a gasp. Haley had never 

enjoyed sex like this; it was always tender and loving with Tony. This felt like a violation of the worst kind.

As he kissed down her chest, his hand traveled lower, slipping under her jeans and into her panties. She felt his finger slide into her wetness, and she couldn't help but wonder if she was betraying herself more than Tony by getting aroused. He pulled her jeans and panties off with ease, leaving her exposed and vulnerable on the bed. He looked up at her with a smirk, "Damn, now wonder you were able to help seal that deal"

Her eyes snapped open, and she saw the lust in Cliff's eyes. It was like looking into the abyss, and she felt a part of herself die. He unbuckled his pants, pulling them off and then his boxers.  Her jaw dropped when she saw the size of his cock, "Oh my god," she murmured, unable to hide her shock.

"Like what you see?" Cliff chuckled, stroking himself. She had never seen one that big and wasn't sure she could take it.  He crawled onto the bed, his hands softly rubbing her legs.  He 

took one of her nipples in his mouth, teasing it with his tongue as he continued to work his fingers between her legs. Haley's body responded despite her mind's protests, and she felt a warmth spread through her.  Cliff's touch grew more urgent, his kisses turning from gentle to demanding as he worked his way down her body.

She couldn't believe it but she was getting wet and Cliff took his huge cock and tapped her pussy, she inadvertently spread her legs wider, giving him more access. He took the head and began to rub her clit with it, she was so wet and the friction was driving her insane.  She felt herself getting closer to orgasm, but she didn't want to. She didn't want to enjoy this but her body was betraying her.

He noticed her resistance waning and took this as his cue to push himself inside her. Haley bit her lip to keep from crying out as he filled her completely. She felt stretched and full in a way she never had with Tony. He began to thrust, his movements slow and deliberate, savoring her tightness.

With each thrust, Haley felt more and more conflicted. Her mind was screaming at her to stop, to push him away, but her body was responding in a way it never had with her husband. She tried to think of anything else, but Cliff's expert touch made it impossible to focus on anything but the intense sensations coursing through her.

Her eyes squeezed shut as the orgasm built, her breaths coming in short gasps. She could feel the tension in her muscles, the heat in her core, and she knew she was going to cum "Oh shit" she moaned out, unable to hold it in. Cliff took that as his cue to go faster, his strokes becoming more intense, pushing her over the edge. Haley's body arched off the bed as the most powerful orgasm of her life ripped through her, her nails digging into the sheets. She bit down hard on her lip to keep from screaming, but it was no use, she belted out "Oh fuck" as her pussy spasmed around his cock.

Cliff grinned, pleased with his handiwork. He pulled out and flipped her over onto her stomach. "You're going to love this," he whispered, his voice thick with desire. He positioned himself behind her, his cock nudging at her entrance again. He pushed in without warning, filling her completely in one swift movement. Haley's eyes watered with the mix of pleasure and pain, but she didn't protest. She was too lost in the sensation to think of anything else.

He began to pound into her, his hips slapping against her ass with every thrust. She could feel the wetness of her arousal mixing with his, creating a slick sound that filled the room. The bed frame creaked in protest, but neither of them cared. They were in their own world, a world where Cliff had all the power and Haley was just a pawn in his twisted game.

The feeling of his cock inside her grew more intense with every passing second. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shame, anger, and surprisingly, excitement. She had never felt so alive, so alive in a way that scared her to her core. Haley could feel another orgasm building, and she didn't know if she could handle it. But she knew she didn't have a choice.

Cliff reached around and grabbed her breasts, pulling on her nipples as he drove into her from behind. She felt his hand slip down to her clit, and she bit back a scream as he began to rub it in time with his thrusts.

He plunged into her harder and harder until she couldn't take it anymore, "I'm gonna cum," she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper. Cliff grunted in response, his pace increasing until he reached his own climax, filling her with his hot seed. He collapsed on top of her, his breath hot and ragged in her ear.

For a moment, they lay there, their hearts pounding in unison. Then, as if a switch had been flipped, Haley shoved him off, her face a mask of horror and disgust. "Get out," she hissed, her voice trembling with barely contained anger.

Cliff rolled off the bed, his erection slowly deflating as reality set in. He pulled his pants on, not bothering with his shirt as he stumbled towards the door. "I'll see you next week," he said, his smug grin now replaced with a look of victory.

Haley didn't respond. She just lay there, naked and trembling, her mind racing with the implications of what she had just done. She had never felt so cheap, so used. The guilt was overwhelming, threatening to consume her whole.

But she knew she couldn't let this be the end. As much as she hated herself in that moment, she knew she had to protect her marriage. So she took a deep breath, wiped the tears from her eyes, and forced herself to get up. She would find a way to deal with Cliff, to keep him from telling Tony and to never let this happen again.

The next few days were a blur of guilt and fear. Haley avoided the Thurman's house.  Patricia was back in town but Haley didn't want to see her, knowing her husband had fucked her.  She got a text from Cliff later that evening, it read "Patricia has book club tomorrow, if I don't see Tony's car I'll come by so we can resume things."

Her stomach turned.  She had to find a way out of this, but she didn't know how.  The next day she expected to see him, knowing that Tony was working late and Patricia was gone.  But as she sat in her living room, the house eerily silent except for the ticking of the grandfather clock, she couldn't shake the feeling of dread that had settled in her chest.  Every time she heard a car door slam outside, she'd jump, her heart racing.

Eventually she heard the knock on her door. She knew it was him. Haley took a deep breath and walked over, her hand shaking as she turned the knob. Cliff stood there, a smug grin on his face. "Ready for round two?"

"I can't do this," she whispered, her voice shaking. "Tony will be home soon."

"Don't worry about Tony," Cliff said, pushing past her into the house. "We'll be quick." He grabbed her wrist and led her upstairs, ignoring her protests.

Once in the bedroom, Haley tried to pull away, but he was too strong. "Cliff, please," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. "This isn't right."

"We don't want Tony to find out, do we?" he said as he lifted her up by her tight ass and sat her on the bedroom dresser.  He began kissing her open mouth and lifting her tank top over her head.  She didn't want to but the she remembered how good his cock felt that her body had a mind of its own and she began taking his shirt off.  Her panties were already wet, she could feel the wetness spreading on the dresser beneath her.

Cliff's hands were everywhere, exploring every inch of her body as if he owned it. She felt a strange mix of anger and desire, his touch both repulsing and exhilarating her at the same time. She tried to fight back, pushing him away, but he was relentless, his hands strong and sure as they worked at the button of her jeans.

As he pulled her jeans and panties down in one swift motion, she realized she had no power here. He was in control, and she was his to use as he saw fit. The thought should have terrified her, but instead, it sent a thrill through her body that she couldn't explain. He stepped closer, his cock now fully erect and pressing against her stomach.

Without saying a word, Cliff picked her up, his arms flexing with the effort, and carried her to the bed. He laid her down gently, his eyes never leaving hers, and began to kiss her again. This time, she didn't push him away. Instead, she melted into the kiss, her body responding despite her mind's screams of protest.

Haley wrapped her legs around him waiting for him to enter her, her breathing ragged with anticipation. Cliff wasted no time, sliding his cock inside her again, filling her completely. She moaned, the sound muffled by their kisses. His movements were quick and rough, his need apparent in every thrust. Haley could feel herself getting wetter and wetter, her body betraying her once again. She tried to ignore the guilt and focus on the here and now, his thick cock thrusting in and out, the moans spilled out of her mouth over and over "Oh god, oh fuck."

She was close to coming and needed the release badly now "Don't stop, Cliff," she murmured, her nails digging into his back. He grunted, his hips moving faster, driving into her with an intensity that she had never felt before.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, drowning out the sounds of the world around her. She arched off the bed, her body shaking with the force of it. Cliff was still slamming into her, the sounds of the bed creaking masked the sound of Anthony's car pulling into the driveway.

Cliff shifted positions and Haley crawled on top, grabbing his dick in her hands and guiding it straight back into her pussy "Oh god, yes," she moaned, riding him like a cowgirl. The headboard slammed against the wall with every bounce of her body. She threw her head back, her blonde hair cascading down her back as she moved faster and faster, desperate to reach that peak again.

But then she heard it—the unmistakable sound of a car door closing. Panic set in, her eyes flying open to meet Cliff's. "Oh no," she whispered, her heart racing. "Anthony's home."

She continued to ride him feeling another orgasm coming and she didn't want to lose it, "just another minute, I'm about to cum" and Cliff grabbed her ass cheeks squeezing them and driving up into her pussy with force. The front door opened, Haley whispered "I'm close, don't stop" and Cliff knew he was going to cum any second.

As Haley reached her peak, she bit her lip to keep from screaming out, her eyes wide with panic. She heard the sound of keys dropping onto the table in the hall, and Tony's footsteps following. She knew she needed to stop but the pleasure was too intense, she couldn't stop moving, her pussy clamping down on his cock, her body shaking with the force of her climax.

Cliff threw her onto her back, pulling out and blowing his big load onto her stomach. "You're a good fuck," he said, wiping his cock on her thigh. Haley's heart was racing, her eyes fixed on the bedroom door. She knew she had to get him out before Tony walked in on them. She pushed him off and rushed to the bathroom, her legs still wobbly from the intense orgasm. "Get dressed," she hissed, trying to keep her voice steady.

Cliff grabbed his pants and threw them on while grabbing his shirt.  He called out to her, "See you in a couple of days" and hopped out the window to the roof where he could climb down by a large tree.  Haley couldn't believe it, she had to clean up fast and hoped she could get it done before Tony saw the mess.

With trembling hands, she wiped the cum off her stomach and grabbed a towel to clean up the rest of the mess.  She could hear Tony's footsteps getting closer, and she knew she had seconds to act.  She threw the towel into the hamper and dashed into the bathroom, her heart racing.

Before she came out, she thought despite the fear, she knew she was going to want Cliff's cock inside her again despite the potential danger of Tony finding out.  Her past had caught up to her and now she was a slut again, but she liked it. She took a deep breath and walked out of the bathroom, her cheeks flushed and her heart racing. "Hi honey!  Want me to fix dinner for you?" Tony nodded yes.  A slut when he was gone, but the happy wife when Tony was home.
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