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Epilogue


The Mayor's Wife

1

Jessica Kingsley was in her element. The large chandelier cast a warm light over the entrance of her Victorian home. The residents of Oakwood called it the Mayor’s Mansion, but it was far from that. Still, it was a large enough space to hold the prominent citizens of Oakwood and, when the weather behaved, the crowd could spread out to the large backyard and gardens.

Jessica smiled her best cheerleader smile, the one she had perfected fifteen years earlier as the leader of Oakwood High’s cheer team, excitement fluttering in her stomach as she greeted the influential citizens of their small community. Secretly, she enjoyed these moments the most. The chance to show off her stunning home and her own physical beauty made her feel appreciated.

Being the mayor’s wife had its benefits.

"Darling, you look absolutely ravishing tonight!"

Jessica smiled as a stunning blonde swanned into the house as if she owned the place. Her best friend since high school, Penelope Hawthorne, was a classical beauty with elegant features framed by professionally styled blonde hair. Her lithe, graceful figure was draped in a fashionable designer dress that clung to her friend’s curves, highlighting Penny's best asset:  long, shapely legs.

"I simply love what you’ve done with the house!” Penelope gushed, clasped her friend’s hands and gave her a kiss on both cheeks.

Jessica smiled, but held back a laugh. Ever since Penelope had gone east for college, she had come back with an affectation of New England old money, entirely replacing her Midwest cadence. Penelope thought it made her sound sophisticated, but the former cheer captain felt it made her friend sound pretentious.

“Well, I do what I can,” Jessica laughed as Penny gave her hands a warm squeeze. Despite her friend’s entitlement, she couldn’t help but love her. “Of course, it wouldn’t be possible without you and Randall!”

“Stop, Darling! William has earned everything he’s ever gotten. Including you.”

Jessica noted the wry humor. It was an open secret that Penelope still held a torch for Jessica’s husband, William. They had dated briefly in high school before, according to Penelope, Jessica had swooped in and stolen William away from her.

Of course, it was all nonsense. The moment she and William had met, Jessica knew they belonged together. Penny did too, because it didn’t take long before her friend had snapped up the second most eligible bachelor at Oakwood High.

"Those damn valets nearly scratched my Mercedes!"

As if summoned by her thoughts, Randall Hawthorne barged through the door, his expensive suit barely containing his considerable girth. Jessica couldn't help but stare at his stout figure next to her friend’s lithe, sexy body. They said money couldn’t buy happiness, but they obviously hadn’t met Randall and Penelope Hawthorne.

"Randall, darling, don't be such a grouch," Penelope cooed, planting a soft kiss on his cheek, causing the man’s heavy jowls to blush. Randall might be a successful developer, but Penelope’s inheritance eclipsed her husband’s considerable net worth. Measured against her wealth and elegant beauty, poor Randall was no match for his pretty wife.

Natasha and Boris, Jessica thought, a name she had secretly named the unlikely pair when they got together in high school. Just like them.

"Anyway," Penelope said, looping her arm through Randall's, "when is our esteemed guest supposed to arrive?"

“Oh, I’m sure he’ll be here soon,” Jessica said. “After all, Michael’s a billionaire now. He can afford to be late.”

"Can you believe all this fuss for creepy Michael Glick?" Penelope scoffed, raising a perfectly manicured eyebrow. "I mean, sure, he's made a name for himself, but he was still a loser in high school. And the way he stared at us, do you remember?"

Jessica couldn't help but recall how Michael had once been a skinny, pimply outcast, his hungry gaze lingering on the girls in their class. But that was fifteen years ago, and things had changed. Michael Glick was a billionaire, with a popular social media company, dating app, and extending his fortune into pharmaceuticals and bio-engineering. As the mayor’s wife, Jessica felt it was her duty to research their former classmate and, when she had found out he was coming back to Oakwood, to arrange a welcome home party for Oakwood’s favorite son.

"Money doesn't mean everything, Jessica, believe me," Penelope fluttered a hand, the large diamond ring Randall had bought her for their tenth anniversary glittering under the lights. "Besides, who cares if he's smart? I've got my Randall, and you've got your William. We rule Oakwood, and I, for one, will not let little Michael Glick forget it."

"Of course, you're right," Jessica smiled at her friend. "But he is a billionaire now. Maybe he really is smarter than everyone else."

Penelope opened her mouth to answer, but was cut off by a booming voice.

"Ah! There are my girls!" William, her husband and the town mayor, exclaimed. He placed a warm arm around Jessica’s waist. He then turned to Penelope, kissing her cheek with a roguish grin. "Ah! My pretty Penny!"

William was as charismatic as ever, despite his thinning blonde hair and softening stomach he kept artfully hidden under a larger suit. He still commanded attention, and Jessica noticed even Penelope’s cheek blushed where William had kissed her. Jessica noticed a blush in Randall’s cheeks too, but it wasn’t embarrassment. No matter how rich Randall got, the poor man still couldn’t hold a candle to his oldest friend. William, as usual, was oblivious to his friend's jealousy, his wife's irritation, and 'Pretty Penny's' obvious attraction to him.

“So, where’s that skinny Glick kid?” William clapped his huge hands as if he was still the quarterback for Oakwood high and he was ready for the ball to be snapped.

"Be good, Will," Jessica chided, squeezing his arm. “I’m sure he’s changed since high school.

"Of course, babe," William replied with a wink, his tone teasing, as he scanned the room for the billionaire everyone was waiting for.

Then, as usually happened at parties, the energy of the crowd shifted away from the mayor and his friends. A murmur passed through the guests, followed by a sudden hush. Jessica turned towards the disturbance, expecting the cause even before she laid eyes on Michael Glick.

At first, she thought she was mistaken. A tall man with thick, wavy hair stepped into the foyer, exuding an air of refined confidence. He had a chiseled jaw and dark brown eyes that surveyed the room with interest. Jessica could tell from his casual yet expensive clothes he was muscular, but not in a bulky way. Instead, he was lean, every muscle in perfect proportion to his body.

As he turned towards Jessica, his dark brown eyes met hers and she was pulled into the rich, dark gaze. She suppressed a shudder. Gone was the awkward, pimply teenager she remembered from high school. Instead, when he looked down at her, Jessica felt a pull in her core she hadn’t felt for a long, long time.

This can’t be Michael? she thought. He's... he’s stunning!

A flash of silver caught Jessica's eye, pulling her attention away from Michael. By his side stood a gorgeous creature wearing a shimmering silver dress that hugged every curve of her body. Her platinum blonde hair flowed like luxurious silk, framing a round face and dark blue, almost violet, eyes. The woman exuded sensuality and confidence, and Jessica found it very hard to look away.

Damn, she's breathtaking, Jessica admitted to herself, swallowing hard as her eyes took in the woman’s round breasts, down to a flat stomach, and a wide flare of the hips. Every womanly attribute was emphasized by a dress that must have cost thousands of dollars.

“Jessica?” A deep voice to match the deep brown eyes pulled her back to that task at hand. Michael smiled warmly down at her and she had to admit that Michael Glick was no long an outcast.

She summoned all the confidence she had gained over long years of entertaining and flashed a practiced, winning smile that had turned every man she had ever met into jelly.

If that smile worked on Michael Glick, he gave no sign.

“Michael! So good to see you again!” she reached out to shake his hand. “Welcome home.”

"Thank you, Jessica.” He took her hand in his, raising it to his lips in an old-fashioned, intimate gesture that sent a shiver down her spine. As his gaze met hers, she felt an echo of the hunger she remembered from the once pimply teenager. This time, it was anything but creepy. “You are as beautiful as I remember.”

“Oh,” Jessica tried to laugh off his compliment, but Michael held her hand, continuing to look into her eyes until she felt her cheeks grow warm. “That’s... so nice. Thank you.”

Just then, William stepped in, giving Michael a hearty handshake.

"Good to see you, Michael," boomed William, clapping him on the shoulder, and Jessica was surprised to see that Michael was nearly as tall as her husband. "You've done well for yourself, huh?"

"Thank you, William. I have been very fortunate," Michael responded, his voice betraying none of the bitterness he might have for his former bully.

“More than luck, surely,” Randall said with a gruff confidence, as if he and Michael were equals. “I’d love to meet with you while you’re in town!”

“Of course,” Michael said with a smile. “I imagine there’s a lot we need to discuss.”

Jessica thought she heard a coldness in his tone, but his eyes remained warm and when he smiled, she noticed he had dimples. She never knew he had dimples in high school, but then, when had she ever seen him smile? The last time she saw him,he was crying...

Not crying, screaming...

She pushed away the memories as Penelope, not to be outdone, stepped in and embraced Michael, pressing her firm body against him and planting a lingering kiss on both cheeks.

“Michael! It is so good to see you again!” she said, as if they were old friends. Once again, Jessica saw Randall’s face turn to stone, his jowls red with what she could only assume was jealousy.

As Penny stepped back, Michael’s date hugged his arm possessively.

"Hey, baby," she said in a high, breathy voice. "Should I be jealous of all the attention?"

Michael laughed as he looked down at his date. Of all the changes in their former classmate, having a beautiful woman on his arm was perhaps the most surprising.

“Sorry. Everyone, this is Harley Heat,” he looked down at her and the pretty woman beamed as if Michael was the only man in the room. “My partner."

"Nice to meet you all," Harley said with a smile, pressing her breasts around Michael’s arm as if afraid to let him go. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she grinned at Michael’s former classmates.

Harley Heat’s name sounded familiar, and Jessica racked her brain to think of where she had seen it before. When she had researched Michael, there had been no mention of a Harley Heat, but Jess was sure she knew the name.

"Harley, it's a pleasure," Penelope replied with a smile, but her voice had a trace of ice in it.

“Um, hello,” Randall greeted Harley with a gruff voice, and Jessica recognized the growl he got when he was nervous and trying to cover it up. “It’s nice to have a celebrity among us.”

“Celebrity?” Jessica asked.

“Yes,” Penelope laughed, waving her hand in Harley’s direction, her large diamond ring catching the light. “Harley was a cute little thing on that reality show a few years back. What was it again, dear?”

If Harley was put off by Penelope’s disdain, she gave no sign. Her mouth curled up into a bright smile, which made her seem even younger.

“Turn up the Heat,” she said with a sly giggle. “But that was ages ago.”

Jessica blinked. Ages ago? The girl was barely twenty! She didn’t have an ages ago!

“Well, it’s wonderful to have you both!” William laughed and shook Harley’s slender hand in his great paw. “You really have done well for yourself, Mike!”

Jessica looked around the small group, noticing everyone’s eyes on Harley. She suddenly felt old and forgotten in the younger woman’s presence.

Then, her eyes settled on Michael and she caught him staring at her intently. So, not everyone’s eyes were on Harley. Jessica stood up a little taller and smiled at her former classmate, confidence stiffening her spine. She wished it was her husband looking at her like that, but something about Michael’s attention made a small ember in her belly flicker to life.

Michael disengaged with Harley and made his way to Jessica’s side, while the pretty platinum blonde entertained her friends. She felt a shiver go up her spine as Michael leaned into her.

"Jessica," Michael murmured. “Would you mind showing me where I could grab a drink?”

"What? Oh!" Jessica replied. “Of course, you are the guest of honor, after all.”

“Then honor me,” Michael said, and Jessica almost jumped. There was a clear command in her voice that struck a chord deep inside her. However, when she looked at Michael’s face, he was smiling warmly. “Please.”

He held out his arm, and Jessica hesitated. She looked at William, but he was oblivious to Michael’s attentions as he held court, the wide, adoring eyes of Harley Heat staring up at him. She felt another pang of jealousy and that made up her mind; If her husband could flirt, then so would she.

“I’d be happy to,” she said and linked her arm with Michael’s. She had the satisfaction of seeing the envy on Penelope’s face as she led the guest of honor into the crowd.

Jessica led Michael through the crowd, all eyes turned towards them. Usually, those eyes would have been for her, but now they were looking at their former classmate and Oakwood resident. And why wouldn’t they? Michael had turned from ugly duckling to swan, handsome and successful. What person in this room wouldn’t want to be him, rich and with the mayor’s wife on his arm!

Jessica smiled. She knew by tomorrow, the whole town would be talking about her and Michael Glick. Well, let them talk! It had been a long time since Jessica had been the subject of scandal.

The party was spreading out to the large patio which overlooked a stretch of fruit trees that bordered their property. The trees had lost their fruit and leaves for the year, but the breeze was still warm as she led Michael to the open bar. Michael ordered a gin and tonic and Jessica got a Long Island ice tea.

"You and William have done well," Michael said as they found a quiet corner of her patio.

"Thank you," she replied. “We have, I think. Though not as well as you!”

She held out her glass in salute, and Michael smiled ruefully as he clinked his glass against hers.

"I don’t know about that," he mused, a thoughtful expression crossing his features. “Still, I suppose I’m happy.”

Jessica hesitated, wondering if she should broach the topic that had been nagging at her mind ever since Michael Glick had accepted the invitation to her party.

“Michael, I...” she swallowed. This was not the skinny geek she knew. Michael was a powerful man now, with enough money to buy them all, even pretty Penny. Still, she couldn’t sleep unless she said something. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry?” Michael cocked an eyebrow as he took a slow sip of his drink. “What do you need to be sorry for?”

“Oh!” Jessica felt her face grow hot. Was he playing stupid? Or did he truly not remember? “I’m sorry for the way I treated you. Me and William and the rest of them. We were horrible!”

“Ah!” Michael took another sip of her drink. “Yes. Yes, you were.”

“Oh, God! You must hate us!” she said. “Why would you accept an invitation to my party?”

“Good question.” Michael set down his drink and took a step forward. “Because it’s all in the past. Or, as Harley would put it, it was ages ago!”

Jessica laughed as Michael raised his voice in a surprisingly good imitation of his partner.

“Yes, but... what we did to you... I don’t know if I could ever forgive that.”

“Well, you’d be surprised what a lot of money will let you forgive.” He grinned. “That and a bit of a glow up. I guess you could call this my hot girl summer.”

“Oh, really!” Jessica laughed and placed an arm on his silk shirt. As she suspected, there was only firm muscle underneath. “I will say your transformation is impressive.”

“Really?” He looked down at himself, then raised his gaze to her eyes. “Enough to steal you from William?”

Jessica coughed on her drink, feeling it burn in her nose.

“What?” she looked around to see if any of the partygoers had overheard him. All were watching, but none were close enough to have caught the gist of their conversation. “You... you aren’t serious?”

She felt her heart stop as Michael gazed at her, as if he was completely serious. That’s when his power really sank in. He was rich, immensely rich. He probably had the phone numbers of politicians more powerful than William and men richer than Randall and Penelope. And that look, that look, told her that if Michael Glick wanted something, he was going to get it.

Suddenly, his face broke into a wide smile, his dimples deep and his eyes warm, dark pools that made her heart flutter. Her face was burning before, but now it felt like her head was on fire.

“I’m kidding!” He laughed and placed a warm hand on her arm. “Really? You should see your face!”

“Oh, my God!” she cried and slapped his shoulder. Heads turned towards them and Jessica quickly composed herself, then added with a low hiss. “You’re horrible!”

“I’m sorry,” he chuckled. “Just a bit of revenge.”

Jessica found the handsome man’s humor infectious. She smiled as Michael leaned in close. Before she knew what was happening, his lips brushed gently against her cheek.

"I look forward to spending more time with you," he whispered, then slipped away into the crowd, leaving the mayor’s wife flushed and panting. She took a long drink of her tea as the crowd watched Michael make his way back into the house.

She forced herself to stand up straight, smiling at the townspeople, who were now looking at her, wondering what has just happened.

Jessica wondered the exact same thing.
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Two hours later, Michael Glick sat, naked, in a luxurious leather chair with a suede finish. His eyes were fixed on the moonlight reflecting off Cope's Lake. The sight should have been peaceful, but it only brought back memories of being betrayed, beaten, left on the beach, bleeding into the white sand.

He was pulled back to the present by the warm sucking mouth on his cock and the wet gurgling noises coming from his lap. He looked down at Harley's platinum blonde head, now styled in impish pigtails. Her pouty lips stretched around his meaty shaft. The elegant woman who had accompanied him to the party had been replaced by this ravenous young slut, eagerly gagging on his cock as if it was her last meal.

"God, you're so good at that," Michael moaned.

"Thank you, Master," Harley smiled, using a finger to catch a dollop of spit and push it back into her mouth. “I love sucking your cock!”

Michael nodded and Harley looked up at him, worshiping him with her eyes as she shoved the thick length of his cock back into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed, and she ducked her head on the tip, her hands reaching up to stroke the long, wet shaft.

Michael had experienced a significant growth spurt during college, but that hadn’t been enough for him. He wanted his cock to be an irresistible weapon of pleasure. After his first million, he'd invested in costly surgery to increase its length and girth even further, as much as modern science could provide. In addition to the added size, the doctors had also placed silicone under the surface of his skin, rasing bumps along the length to ensure that every thrust would bring heightened pleasure to both himself and his partners.

It was truly the best cock money could buy.

"Your cock is so amazing, Master," Harley gurgled, as if reading his mind. She rubbed wet, ridged surface over her lips and cheeks. “So beautiful."

"Only the best for you, Harl," Michael chuckled, then laid his head back and closed his eyes as Harley continued to suck his cock, working the engorged head into her throat. God! He loved the feeling of her choking on him, giving every inch of her body over to his pleasure.

His mind flashed on Jessica and Penny, imagined their pretty mouths stretched over the fat flesh of his cock, gurgling helplessly as he punished them. He remembered their cruel laughter as he bled on the beach, the sound more painful than the blows bing hammered into his pale body. He felt a surge of anger mixed with arousal.

Rage coursing through his veins, Michael roughly grasped Harley by the pigtails and rammed her face down onto his throbbing cock. Harley choked and gagged as the thick head forced its way into her throat, tears streaming from her eyes. Ignoring her discomfort, he thrust deeper, feeling her throat clamp down around the tip in a mix of pleasure and pain. In this moment, he didn't care about anything except using Harley's mouth as a vessel for his rage-fueled release, punishing her body for his own suffering.

Finally, he let Harley go and the younger woman fell back, gasping, her face dripping. He felt a flicker of anxiety as Harley hauled in a deep breath.

Then she looked up at him with wide eyes and her mouth curled into a wet, happy grin.

“God! Those bitches mus have really hurt you!” She moved up between his legs, groping for his cock. “Use me, Master! Let me make you forget all about them! Hate fuck me, abuse me. Take my holes and use me as your whore!”

Harley, Harley, Harley. She always knew exactly what he needed to hear. When he had first met her, she had been coming off her reality show when her sex tape had leaked, transforming the nineteen-year-old into a worldwide, scandalous star. Despite their age difference, Harley had been much more experienced when they had met, but she had seen Michael’s need to dominate and punish and she had taken advantage of that, using him to live out her own submissive fantasies.

Of course, his power over her had grown, thanks to his money and the transformation of his body. But it was Harley who had taught him how to be a dominant, experienced lover, and he would always be grateful for that, no matter how much punishment he doled out to her in his moments of need.

Michael growled and hauled Harley onto his lap. She gasped as he dug his fingers into her waist and positioned her over the engorged tip of his cock.

"Don't you worry, pet," Michael grunted. "Jessica will get what's coming to her. They all will."

Harley's eyes sparkled with mischief as she grinned at him, eager to play her part in his plan. The smile irritated him and he thrust upward as he jammed her down onto his cock. His thick shaft split her tight cunt open like a ripe fruit, stabbing deep into her core. Her smile disappeared, replaced by a glassy eyed look of lust and her lips opened in a cry of pain and pleasure.

"Oh, Master," she gasped, her body quivering with need. "Oh, God! You’re so big inside me tight, little pussy!"

"Take it! Take my cock, slut!" Michael hissed through gritted teeth as Harley’s cunt squeezed his rigid flesh, seizing on him like a hungry mouth. No matter how many times he was inside of her, she was always tight, always greedy.

Even as the younger woman rode his cock, a cruel laughter bubbled up from the past. He remembered the night under the full moon as Jessica and Penelope had stripped off their clothes and beckoned him into the water. It had been a dream come true, and he tripped and stumbled as he tore off his clothes, revealing his skinny limbs as the women laughed and splashed in the moonlit ripples, water dripping off their lush, young bodies.

"Oh, Master!" Harley whined, bringing him momentarily back to the peasant. Michael's grip on Harley's hips tightened as he drove himself deeper into her, the wet warmth of her tight pussy gripping him with each thrust. "Oh, Master," she sobbed into his neck.

As the room echoed with their moans and cries, Michael's mind was trapped in the memory of the past. The two young women stealing his clothes. Naked and dripping he had climbed out of the water only to be confronted by William, Randall, and their third friend with feral eyes. Nathaniel. The smallest and cruelest of the three.

"Look what we have here, boys," William’s cruel voice stabbed his brain, forcing his hips upward to meet Harley’s body. Her cry of pain as he hit something deep inside was nothing compared to the cries Michael had made as the three boys beat him mercilessly.

“Fucking bastards!” Michael grunted and pulled Harley to him, his teeth nipping at her firm flesh. “Fucking bitches!” Harley whimpered as he latched onto a hard pink nipple, sucking and biting until she squirmed.

"I’m here, Master!" Harley whined. “Do whatever you want to me! I can take it!”

“You think you can, huh?” Michael growled and gripped a handful of Harley’s hair, yanking her head back so he could nip at her neck. “You can take anything?”

Harley gasped as his teeth sank into her pale flesh, hard enough to bruise, but not penetrate the skin. Her blue eyes flashed, and she smiled through loose strands of her platinum hair.

“Anything.”

Oh, we’ll see!" Michael stood up, spilling Harley onto the floor with a yelp. He reached down, gripped her by the arm, and dragged her across the room. Harley didn’t fight, only whimpered with lust as Michael slammed her up against the window. He pressed her face against the glass, her breath fogging up the cool surface, as he slammed into her from behind.

"Please, Master!" Harley moaned, her gasping breath sending up smoke signals on the glass. "Pound your little slut."

"Like this?" Michael snarled, his throbbing length plunged deep into her slick heat, the impact making the window pane shake. Every stab of his cock driving him towards a release of lust and anger.

"Y-yes!" Harley gasped, her body convulsing as she neared the edge, the raw intensity of Michael's fucking pushing her to her peak. He continued to pound into her. The feel of her supple young body melting around him gave him a final surge of power.

The moonlight on the water caught his eye, and he focused on that deceptively serene sight as he dug his fingers into Harley’s hips and drove himself deeper inside her. He used the memory of that awful day to fuel his thrusts, fucking all of his anger into the girl’s quivering body.

"Tell me you're mine," Michael hissed in her ear as he smashed Harley's face against the glass. "Tell me no one else can touch you like this."

"Only you, Master," Harley whimpered. "No one else could ever satisfy me like you do."

"Are you going to come for me?" Michael huffed. "Show me how much you need your Master's cock."

"Y-yes," Harley stammered, her eyes rolling back in her head as she teetered on the brink of release. "Please, let me come, Master."

"Then do it, slut! Come for me!" Michael howled, driving himself into her one last time as he yanked her back against him. With a strangled cry, Harley's body convulsed around his cock, her orgasm ripping through her. Michael groaned as her tight cunt burst around him, spilling out a wave of juices as her body bucked and thrashed against the window pane.

"Good girl," he whispered and pulled out the young woman’s wasted body. Exhausted, Harley slid down the window, her cheek squeaking and leaving a trail of drool on the glass. Her breaths came in ragged gasps as she tried to steady herself, but Michael pressed a hand against her face, keeping her cheek pinned to the glassy surface.

With his other hand, he stroked his cock, pointing the swollen tip at the young woman's head. With a final growl, he unleashed a torrent of cum onto Harley's helpless face. The hot, sticky liquid splattered against her cheeks, dripping down her chin and onto her heaving breasts. He painted the glass behind her with his seed, marking both her and their surroundings with his dominance.

As Harley moaned, her face dripping with his lust, Michael looked out the window. The moonlight still glittered on the water, peaceful. Michael shuddered as the last of his cum dripped from his cock, the pain gone, for now.

"Feels so good, Master," Harley whimpered, her voice muffled by the thick layer of jizz coating her mouth. Even now, after the intensity of their coupling, she sought to please him.

"Come on, Harley," Michael murmured, running his cock through the thick sheen of cum on her cheek. “Let’s get you cleaned up. We have work to do."

"Of course, baby," Harley grinned through his jizz and held out her hand primly, like a noble lady who needed help up. Michael obliged, raising the girl to her feet. She was a little unsteady, and he hugged her sweaty naked body to his, guiding her to the bathroom.

Michael took one last look out at the lake, the anger and pain slowly seeping back into his heart. He pushed the emotions away. Tonight, he would bathe Harley, take care of her, and show her how much she meant to him.

Revenge could wait until tomorrow.
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A week later, Jessica sat beside her husband as he guided their sedan through the broken gates of the old Hawthorne place. The place had been abandoned even when they were in high school, Randall Hawthorne’s grandfather having gone senile years before, the house an outward representation of the old man’s deteriorating mental state. Once the older Hawthorne had been moved into Oakwood Estates Retirement Home, the house had become the official party place for Randall and his friends.

As they made their way up the gravel drive, Jessica felt a shiver run down her spine. One memory tugged at her. One night, she and Penelope had lured Michael down to the water, only to steal his clothes, leaving him naked and exposed. That’s when the boys, William, Randall, and Nathaniel, now the minister in Oakwood’s largest church, had arrived. When the boys had set up the prank, she thought they would only make fun of Michael, a fitting punishment for the way he always stared at Penelope and Jessica. But, it had turned into much more.

She could still remember the boy crying as they beat Michael into the sand. Worse, and something that Jessica would never admit, was the feeling of triumph she felt as the creepy kid Michael had been was left bruised and bloody on the beach.

“God, Will!” Jessica said. “We were so mean to Michael in school. Do you really think he can forgive that?”

"Relax, Jess," William chuckled, dismissing her concerns with a wave of his hand. "He was a creepy little kid. But he's a billionaire now! Obviously, anything we did to him when we were kids only helped him!" His blue eyes danced with amusement. “Of course, just because he’s a billionaire doesn’t mean he has any common sense! Randall sold this place for twice what it was worth! I guess having a lot of money doesn’t make you smarter than ol’ Randall.”

“I suppose.” Jessica frowned and checked herself in the mirror, smoothing a stray lock of brunette hair behind her ear.

As William parked, Jessica looked up at the house. The bare metal arms of scaffolding clung to the crumbling facade and stacks of building materials had been distributed like islands in the tall grass of the overgrown front lawn. New construction was clung to the old, the smaller lake house being expanded to fit the new owner’s needs.

"What did I tell you?" William chuckled as he helped Jessica from the car. “Waste of money expanding this old place. Might as well tear it down and build it new! Must be nice to have money to throw away like that!”

“Yeah,” Jessica said, but she still felt uncertain. The construction seemed to hint at something more profound than an extravagant display of wealth. It felt like a statement.

Michael Glick was in Oakwood, and he was here to stay.

William led her up the steps. There was no doorbell, so he raised the tarnished door knocker Jessica remembered from her childhood.

She expected a servant to answer the door. After all, Michael was a billionaire. Instead, she was surprised when the heavy oak door creaked open and standing in the doorway was Harley Heat.

Harley stood in the warm light of the doorway in a dress with a long, gauzy cape that caught the light and highlighted the young woman’s natural curves. Her midriff was bare, her stomach flat, the glittering silver fabric of her dress pushing up her firm round breasts and flowing down over slender hips. Jessica had to stop from placing a palm on her own tummy to ensure her dress didn’t highlight the soft flesh underneath.

She immediately cursed herself. As much as the woman in front of her looked young and elegant, Jessica had done a deep dive on the internet and discovered the truth. Harley had made her name as a reality TV star on a silly show called 'Can You Stand The Heat?'. However, what had really propelled the young woman to stardom was a leaked sex tape, which showed a nineteen-year-old Harley engaging in all kinds of filthy acts. After that, Harley ventured into the world of adult films, and quickly gained a huge following on sites that Jessica would never dare visit.

"Welcome!" Harley smiled warmly at the couple. "Michael is so thrilled to have you here!" The seductive scent of Harley's perfume filled the air as she waved a hand for them to come in, the swish of her cape like the sound of a bird’s wings.

"Very kind of you," William said, and he walked into the foyer. Harley caught him as he passed and pressed his large palm between her two slender hands.

“Mr. Mayor!" Harley said, her voice breathy. “Don’t you look nice!”

Harley raised a hand to William’s shoulder, running her palm over the fabric of his suit. It was a little tight, Jessica thought, as if William’s large frame could not be contained by the cloth. Jessica knew it was because William had gained weight since he’d bought it, but to a woman like Harley, it could add a sense of power to her husband’s physique.

Jessica didn’t like the way Harley’s hand lingered on William’s shoulder. Harley saw her look and smiled, let William go, then stepped forward and grabbed both of Jessica’s hands.

“My God, Jessica! You are ravishing!” she laughed and Jessica cheeks grew hot. “No wonder Michael had the hots for you in high school!”

“What? Oh, no!” Jessica laughed, and glanced nervously at William to see his reaction. He just smiled.

“Who didn’t?” William laughed. “Everyone had a crush on her.” He wrapped a heavy arm around Jessica’s waist. “It’s a good thing I caught her when I did.”

“Oh, you!” Harley laughed and swatted William’s shoulder, then gave Jessica’s cheek a friendly pat. “Well, Michael had some work to finish up, so let me show you to the dining room. It’s one of the few rooms we've had finished."

The pretty blonde looked over her shoulder and gave the couple a flirtatious wink.

“Of course, the first room we had fixed up was the bedroom!”

Harley walked away from the surprised couple, her hips swaying. Jessica couldn't help but feel a mix of fascination and bewilderment at Harley's unabashed boldness. That crack about the bedroom was just too much, yet it brought an image of the nubile young Harley tangled in the sheets with the new and improved Michael Glick.

Jessica felt her chest grow warm at the thought, so she distracted herself by focusing on the construction. Every corner seemed to have exposed framework and dangling wires and the sharp chemical scent of fresh paint made her nose tingle. Despite the chaos, Jessica noticed touches of refined elegance peeking through. Gothic arches and dark hardwoods spoke of a structure more in line with the elder Randall Hawthorne than the newer designs of today. It had a timeless look that gave it a feeling of permanence.

How long is Michael planning to stay? she thought as Harley swung open a tall pair of carved oak doors and led them into a brightly lit dining room.

"Isn't it awesome?" Harley gushed, and Jessica smiled as the sultry young woman turned into a bubbly little girl before her eyes. “It feels kind of like I’m a Disney princess, right?”

Jessica had to agree. The dining room was grand, to say the least. A long, polished table stretched from one end of the room to the other. The walls stretched up and up and up, stopping at a gilded molding framing the ceiling. Uniformed servers bustled about, and Jessica recognized many teens from the local high school no doubt enlisted just for this occasion.

"Amazing," William said, clearly captivated by the room.

"Let’s get some drinks," Harley clapped, beckoning to a nearby teenager. "Hey, which one of you is a bartender?"

The servers looked at each other blankly and Jessica laughed.

“Harley! None of these kids are even old enough to drink.”

“Oh, right,” Harley laughed and waved away the servers. “Hey, you!” She stopped a tall, skinny kid with a prominent Adam’s apple. Jessica recognized him. Connor Cooke was a junior on the high school basketball team and quite talented from what Jessica had heard.

No matter how talented the young man was, he wasn't used to the pressure of being singled out by a woman like Harley Heat. The lanky young man blushed bright red as Harley slid up to him. The young man did his best to look anywhere but Harley’s firm hips and round breasts.

“Uh, yes?”

“Ask Marcus back there to get us some drinks, yeah? He knows what I like.” She turned to William and Jessica. “What do you guys want?”

Connor stood, red faced and gulping as they told him their drinks. When Harley turned, she caught him staring at her chest. She hooked him under the chin and lifted his face to meet her eyes.

“You got all that, buddy?”

“Uh... yeah,” Connor nodded, probably wishing he was anywhere else. But, then again, maybe this was as close as the boy would ever get to a woman like Harley.

“Ok,” Harley smiled. “Now, scoot!”

"Um...yes, ma’am. Th... thank you, ma’am,” Connor stuttered and almost ran into another server as he rushed out the door.

Harley turned and saw the couple looking at her with shocked amusement.

“What?” Harley asked.

“Harley,” William laughed. “I think you might have given poor Connor a heart attack!”

“What? No!” Harley sounded shocked. “Maybe a hard on, but not a heart attack!”

“Harley!” Jessica gasped.

“What? You think he hasn’t seen me on the internet?”

“He’s seventeen!”

Harley leaned forward, giving Jessica a view of her firm, round breasts. Her smile was innocent, but her body was built for sin.

“Than he’s been watching me for years!” she laughed. “You know that anyone can see anything online. Right, William?”

She winked at Jessica’s husband, and William’s eyes widened. Jessica looked at his blush and suddenly wondered if William had looked Harley up, too. Did her husband stop at the tabloid sites, or did he look at those other sites, as well?

“Oh, well,” William blustered, then laughed. “She’s not wrong, Jess. You can find almost anything on the ‘net.” He squeezed his wife’s arm. “But some of us have all they want at home. Why would I need to look up anything online?”

Jessica blushed and Harley clapped her hands. A moment later, a young girl brought in their drinks.

“Where’s that cute little boy who was just here?”

The girl stopped, her eyes going icy for a moment and Jessica thought she might throw the drinks into pretty Harley’s lap. Harley noticed it and stood up straighter, daring the young girl to throw a fit.

The girl forced a smile and Jessica was impressed. She was a pretty young thing, with the fit body and looks of a cheerleader, but Jessica didn’t know her name. No doubt, Connor was her boyfriend or, at the very least a crush.

“He had other things to do, Ms. Heat,” the girl said, setting down the drinks, shaking slightly.

“I’ll bet,” Harley winked at the girl, who’s mouth set into a frown just before she nearly ran out of the room. Harley leaned forward and said in a hushed voice. “I’ll bet Connor is in the bathroom right now, wanking to my videos.”

“Oh my! Harley!” Jessica found herself laughing. How long had it been since she’d told dirty jokes with another woman? Penelope had become too proper. And her friend Abby? Well, she was Nathaniel's wife and had probably never uttered a dirty word in her life!

"So, William," Harley cooed, leaning in closer to him, "tell me more about being a mayor. Michael said you’ve done a lot for this town!”

"Ah, well," William began, puffing out his chest with pride, "I have been working on several initiatives to improve the town's infrastructure and attract new businesses."

"Sounds impressive," Harley purred, and Jessica could see that William was having a hard time looking at Harley’s eyes as she flashed him a look down her low-cut dress.

Jessica felt a twinge of jealousy. Of course, women had always flirted with William, but they had never been a genuine threat. Still, looking at the way Harley’s natural eroticism was affecting her husband, she felt envy bubble up from the pit of her stomach. Not that she worried William would actually cheat on her. No, her envy had more to do with the fact that she wasn’t the object of her husband’s attention. For the first time in a long time, she felt invisible.

She moved to slip her hand around her husband’s arm, to remind him of her presence, when the door swung open and in walked Michael Glick.

Jessica's breath caught in her throat as he walked across the room, his gaze locked on her. Again, she was struck by how different he looked than when he was a teenager. His tailored suit hung perfectly, emphasizing the tall, lean body underneath. He had wavy black hair without a touch of gray, and his jaw, once weak and covered in pimples, was sharp as a razor, with a fine black stubble to darken the chin, giving him just a touch of the scruffy.

Even the way he walked was sexy, with a confidence and power that commanded attention from everyone in the room.

But Michael Glick had his eyes set on only one person. Jessica.

Jessica felt a shiver run through her as Michael took her hand, leaned over and gave her knuckles a brush with his lips. His eyes never left hers. It all took only a moment, but it seemed like an hour passed before Michael spoke.

“Jessica, you look beautiful, as always.” He finally looked at William and grinned. “You too, William. Looking good.”

"Thanks.” William chuckled, but raised an eyebrow. Jessica just smiled back. Let’s see how he liked her getting attention from another man.

“Everything all good, Harl?” Michael said softly to Harley as he held his hand out to her.

“Oh, it’s going swimmingly,” she laughed, took Michael’s hand, and glided lightly into his arms. She hugged him, pressing her fit body up against her. Michael smiled at Jessica over her shoulder.

"Shall we eat?" Michael asked and gestured towards the large table. William awkwardly helped Jessica to the table, leading them to where places had been set on the polished wood. Michael held out Harley’s chair, and she giggled as she sat down. William followed suit and held out her chair as Michael watched her from across the polished wood surface.

The servers suddenly emerged carrying trays of food as if they had been waiting for Michael to sit. Through the flurry of activity, Michael continued to cast looks at Jessica as if measuring her enjoyment. She smiled at him self-consciously, and he raised his glass to her and nodded.

Then, they were eating. The main dish was a wonderful shrimp fettucine, crusty homemade bread and a dry white wine that seemed to evaporate on Jessica’s tongue. She was on her second glass and was feeling the effects of the expensive alcohol when she heard Michael pick up the conversation.

“So, William.” Michael looked at her husband over his plate. “I’ve heard you’ve done some wonderful work in town.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” William answered, but she could tell by her husband’s smile that he was pleased. “I mean, I have tried to bring in some new businesses and some infrastructure, but it’s hard making Oakwood a destination rather than a bedroom community for the bigger cities.”

“That’s great,” Michael said, dipping his bread in the rich sauce on his place. “I’d love to be able to set up a workspace in this community, maybe open up a new office.”

“What?” William gasped and Jessica could see the wheels turning in her husband’s mind. If Michael Glick opened up an office in Oakwood, the rewards would be unreal. It would mean more people flooding in from places like Silicon Valley, Austin, and New York. “That would be...”

“A game changer, am I right?” Michael grinned and took a bite of his bread with relish. “There are a lot of my employees who would like to settle somewhere a little slower than San Francisco or Chicago. Plus, it could set up whole new opportunities in the state.”

“I don’t know... I don’t know what to say?”

“Of course,” Michael smiled and took a slow sip of his wine. “That would be good for you, too. The man who brought tech to Oakwood? Hell, they’d probably want to make you governor!”

It wasn’t often Jessica saw her husband speechless, but now was one of those times. He sat there, his mouth part way open, clearly shocked.

It had always been a dream to run for state office, maybe even a national spot, but as the years slowly passed and progress in Oakwood moved at a slow pace, those dreams had become more and more that... dreams. But this offer, this could change everything!

“Are you serious, Michael?” Jessica asked.

“As serious as a heart attack,” Michael said and turned his intense gaze back to her. “What do you think, Jessica? Governor’s wife? Or do you have a desire for something... more?”

Jessica heard the teasing note in his voice, bordering on flirtatious, and her heart skipped. What exactly did he mean by desire? And was it Michael's transformation or his sudden power and influence that made her want to find out?

She did her best to suppress the shiver that ran through her body and glanced at William to see if he had caught it. Her husband, however, was too excited by the offer to notice.

“Oh, well, no,” Jessica stammered and Michael smile knowingly. He had noticed the effect he was having on her. Jessica swallowed and gripped William’s big paw in her hand. “I’m happy to support William in whatever he wants to do, of course. And I could do a lot of good as Governor’s wife.”

She knew being a wife and, someday, a mother, was old-fashioned, but if Michael or Harley cared, they didn’t show it. Harley smiled happily, and Michael just continued to look at Jessica as if sifting through her comments, looking for nuggets.

“That’s my Jess!” William chuckled. “Always looking out for others.”

"That’s good, because I have plans for Jessica as well,” Michael said. “I have some ideas for how we could help the community and I’d love to meet about it and... put our heads together.”

Jessica's heart raced at the implications of his words, her head swimming. How thrilling it would be to have a man with Michael’s resources supporting them. Still, she bit her lip, wondering just how close Michael wanted to work with her.

“That sounds great!” William said, seemingly oblivious to the sensual undertones of Michael’s offer.

Michael smiled and raised a glass.

“Good,” Michael said and Harley followed suit, eying Jessica with a sly smile she wasn’t sure she liked. William raised his glass. Finally, Jessica picked up her wine and held it up. “You know what they say about politics, don’t you?”

“What’s that?” Harley chimed in.

“It makes strange bedfellows. So, to strange bedfellows.”

William and Jessica looked at each other. William shrugged and grinned.

“To strange bedfellows.”

As the glasses clinked together, Jessica felt unsettled by the odd toast. She took a sip of her wine, trying to shake off the feeling that she and William were suddenly bound to Michael. Not just by their shared past, but by their dreams for the future.

As Michael eyed her from across the table, Jessica couldn’t help feeling like they had just made a deal with the devil.
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Jessica gazed at her reflection in the ornate bedroom mirror, a rueful smile playing on her lips as she slipped off her heels with a small sigh. The day's events swirled in her mind - the dinner, the encounter with Michael Glick, her husband William's dismissive reaction.

“Strange bedfellows?” Jessica scoffed as William came into the room, already in his boxers and a t-shirt stretched taut over his belly. “That didn’t bother you?”

"Come on, Jess!” William chuckled and placed his warm hands on Jessica's shoulders. "Now that he’s got all the money in the world, of course he’s going to flirt with you.”

Jessica's eyes narrowed in the mirror's reflection as she eyed her husband. His once athletic physique might softened over the years, but there was still an undeniable magnetism in his large frame. She felt a familiar flutter in her chest - equal parts arousal and annoyance at his cavalier attitude toward Michael's advances.

"Really, so that’s it then. He’s rich, so it’s fine for him to ogle me?" Jessica huffed, but William was unfazed as he slid the straps of her dress down over her shoulders. The garment gathered around her waist, leaving her large breasts clad only in a black bra. She caught William's hungry gaze in the mirror and felt an answering rush of heat between her thighs.

William's large hands cupped Jessica's breasts, kneading the heavy flesh as he pressed himself against her back. She moaned and leaned her head against his belly.

"I suppose it is," he murmured and pushed his hands into her bra, his rough fingers scraping her nipples. The flickers of heat she had felt in Michael’s presence mixed with her husband’s touch and sent strange, conflicting shivers of pleasure rippling through her body. "And it wouldn’t hurt for you to flirt back."

"What?” Jessica said. She pushed his hands away and surged to her feet. She was half naked, her dress caught around the flare of her hips and her breasts swaying as she rounded on her husband. “What do you mean? You want me to whore myself out for you? So you can run for some office?"

"No," William said, unable to contain his smile as he watched Jessica’s breasts sway with her emotion. Her anger only fueled her desire, and she felt the flush of heat spread from her belly to her neck. William moved forward, wrapping his arms around her and cupped her buttocks, squeezing the pliable flesh with a possessive need. "I don’t want that.”

He leaned forward and his lips up her neck, his breath hot against her ear.

“But you and I both know you could have little Michael Glick eating out of your hand."

Jessica swallowed hard, her cheeks flushed. It had always been easy to get what she wanted from men. Just a flutter of her lashes, a toss of her lustrous hair and, if all else failed, a calculated thrust of her full chest as she bent over a desk. Those were skills she had honed in high school, and it had worked on the boys and older men alike.

As William's hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts and ass, Jessica felt her frustration slowly dissolve. Her fingers ran through his thinning hair, tugging sharply as she ground her hips against the growing bulge in his boxers. He was a far cry from the Adonis he had been in his youth, but he was still undeniably masculine. The feel of his large frame crushing her against him sent heat pooling between her thighs.

"I guess it wouldn’t hurt to flirt with him," Jessica teased. “Is that what you want? You want me to tease Michael until he can’t say no?”

William growled, and she heard the jealousy mixed with lust. So, her husband thought she could wrap men around her little finger, huh? Well, no man was easier to twist than her husband. “Should I give him a little taste, too?”

William huffed out an angry grunt, tangling a heavy hand into her hair and pulling back on her head sharply. She hissed as the pain shot through her scalp, but she laughed, knowing she was getting to him.

In retaliation, William ducked his head, and Jessica Gasped as he sucked a swollen nipple into his mouth. She pressed William’s face deep into her breasts, smothering him in her ripe flesh. For the first time that night, she had her husband’s full and undivided attention. No hot little Harley in her skinny silver dress, no Michael Glick with his power and money. All that mattered to William right now was Jessica’s body and she would not let him forget go.

Without a word, Jessica shoved him backward onto the bed. William let out a shocked laugh as his back hit the mattress, his cock already twitching in his boxers, like it knew what was coming. Jessica stood over him, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she pushed her dress and panties down over her hips. The fabric slid over her legs and pooled at her feet to reveal her lush body in all its glory.

"Do you want me?" she said, stepping out of the dress and crawling onto the bed. Her pussy pressed against his thigh, grinding her swollen lips into the thick muscle. His cock strained against the thin fabric of his boxers and she saw with amusement that he was already leaking precum as he watched her with hungry eyes. "Tell me you want me."

“I want you.”

William’s breath hitched as she slid down his body, her lips brushing against his chest, his stomach, his boxers. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, his cock springing free, thick and leaking. She licked her lips, her eyes locked on his as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, stroking him slowly, teasingly.

She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to catch the bead of precum at the tip. William groaned, his hands fisting the sheets as she took the head of his cock into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him in a tight, wet seal. Her tongue swirled around the tip, lapping up every drop of precum as she sucked him deeper.

Jessica’s head bobbed up and down, her hand working in tandem with her mouth, twisting and stroking as she took more of him into her throat. Her other hand reached between her legs, rubbing her clit between her legs. She moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers through his shaft and making her husband twist with pleasure.

"You like that, baby?" she said, pulling her mouth off of him just long enough to taunt him. "I’ll bet that bitch Harley can’t suck you like that!" William moaned as she spit on his cock, working her saliva onto his shift until it was glistening. Then she took him deep, her throat constricting around him as swallowed every inch of his cock.

William’s hips bucked, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as she sucked him with a feverish intensity. Her fingers gripped the base of his shaft, controlling the pace. First, teasing him with slow, deliberate strokes, then sucking him hard and fast, driving him closer to the edge. She pulled off again, glaring up at him as she slapped his cock against her cheek.

"Are you going to cum, baby?" she whimpered. "Are you going to cum?"

"Yes!" he grunted. "I’m sorry. I can’t hold it."

"That’s all right," she murmured. “I love how much you need me.”

She took him back into her mouth, her hand reaching up to roll his balls in her fingers. He cried out, and his hips bucked. Fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head forward as he fucked her mouth with shallow, desperate thrusts. “Fuck, Jess—fuck!” he groaned, his voice raw and broken, his body trembling.

Suddenly, his cock pulsed violently in Jessica’s mouth, thick veins throbbing against her greedy tongue as his load shot down her throat in hot, relentless spurts. She didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate—her lips sealed tight around his shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she swallowed every drop. The salty, bitter tang of his cum threatened to hit her tongue, but she wasn’t about to let that happen. Jessica never liked the taste of cum, or the mess that happened when he finished on her face. Instead, her throat worked overtime, muscles contracting as she gulped down his salty lust.

Jessica’s eyes were half-lidded, her lips stretched around him, her hand wrapped around the base of his cock to keep him steady as she sucked him clean. She could feel his balls tightening against her fingertips, the last weak spurts of cum drizzling down her throat.

William collapsed onto the bed, chest heaving, his cock still twitching against his stomach, slick and shiny from her mouth. Jessica wiped her mouth to ensure that there was no lingering mess.

"That was... amazing!" William panted as Jessica slid up against him on the bed. "I’m sorry you didn’t get to... you know. Do you want me to...”

William nodded down to the glistening brown fur between Jessica’s legs. She smiled, still feeling a healthy hum between her thighs, but she shook her head. A blowjob was less strenuous than actual sex and, even though they had been married nearly fifteen years, William was still hit and miss when it came to eating her pussy.

No, she had reminded him who was the most important person in his life. That was enough.

“No, baby,” she said and gave him a kiss, then slid out of bed and walked over to her makeup table and mirror. “It’s enough that you’re happy.”

“Well, then, I guess I’ll take a shower,” William walked over to her, his cock flaccid and swinging loosely between his heavy thighs. She barely remembered the last time William lasted all night.

William bent over and gave her cheek a kiss, then went into the bathroom. As the shower hissed on, Jessica examined her face in the mirror. There was not a hint that she had just sucked off her husband. Even her lipstick was unmarred. She smiled, noticing the faint lines around her mouth and the crinkling at each corner of her eyes. No matter how hard she tried to fight it, age would catch up to her eventually.

Might as well take advantage of my looks, she thought with amusement, and her mind drifted to Michael Glick, his intense gaze and newfound allure. The steady hum between her thighs throbbed, and she thought about joining William in the shower, letting him use his fingers on her.

She dismissed the thought. It seemed wrong to want her husband to touch her while she was thinking of Michael. Still, William was not wrong. Flirting with Michael Glick couldn’t hurt and if it helped William to a higher office?

Well, really! What harm could it do?
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Jessica smoothed her hands over the tight fabric of her daring red dress as the sleek black luxury sedan glided to a halt in front of Michael’s lake house. Her heart fluttered with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

It had been two days since she and William had dinner at Michael’s house. She certainly hadn’t expected to be invited back so soon, especially not by herself. But Michael had set up meetings for William in the city, important meetings about a possible run for the state legislature. And he had casually mentioned to her husband that perhaps Jessica could come over for dinner and discuss her role in William’s campaign.

The driver hurried to open her door, and Jessica stepped out onto the gravel drive, taking a deep breath to steady herself. She smoothed down her dress, a nearly indecent red number, the neck cut low to show off the long expanse of her chest and the deep furrow between her breasts. She had wondered if she should wear such a thing. After all, flirting was one thing, but flaunting her body like this?

She could still feel the heat of William's lips on her neck, his hot breath tickling her ear as he murmured to her.

“Poor Glick won't know what hit him.”

Straightening her spine, Jessica strode towards the house. She raised her hand to knock, but before her knuckles could meet the polished oak, the door swung open. She expected to see Harley standing in the doorway wearing something even sexier than Jessica’s red outfit.

Instead, it was the man himself. Michael Glick.

"Jessica," he smiled warmly, revealing his dimples. She felt a little thrill as he stood back and his eyes followed the line of her curves down to her toes, then back up to her face. Jessica felt her pulse quicken at the unashamed hunger in his gaze. "Gorgeous as always. Please, come in."

She stepped inside, her heels clacking against the hardwood floor. The foyer had changed little since her last visit, but Jessica barely noticed. Her focus was on the man beside her, his lean muscles rippling beneath the fine fabric of his tailored shirt.

They emerged onto a patio, a small intimate table set for dinner, a candle flickering softly in the breeze. She looked out over the lake, the mist rising off its glassy surface. The sun was just beginning to set, lighting up the vapor with a warm glow, enhancing the already romantic setting.

“All this for me?” Jessica asked as Michael pulled out her chair for her to sit. She felt the blood rush to her neck as Michael stood behind her for a moment, his fingers very close to her bare shoulder.

“Nothing’s too good for you,” Michael murmured and Jessica felt her breath catch in her throat as Michael took a seat across from her.

As if on command, the servers glided onto the patio, bearing trays laden with food. She didn’t recognize the attendants and wondered where Michael had sent all the high school kids.

Probably brought in new help, so the rumor of the mayor’s wife having a romantic dinner with a famous billionaire doesn’t get out, she thought, and she felt even more nervous along with a stirring flush of heat. If Michael was keeping this meeting a secret, what else did he have planned?

Michael seemed completely at ease with being served, but waved away a server who offered them wine. Instead, he took the bottle and served Jessica himself.

“So, um... where’s Harley? I expected her to meet me at the door.” Jessica said, trying to break through the tension.

"Harley had some business in the city," Michael said. "I thought it might be nice for us to talk. Just you and me."

Jessica's heart skipped as Michael gave her a knowing smile and set down the bottle. William thought he was orchestrating a political alliance, but Michael seemed to have other plans. Or it could just be her overactive imagination. Better not to be too self-absorbed. Michael Glick’s world didn’t revolve around her, after all.

She took a calming breath and knelt forward, letting Michael look at her breasts, nearly spilling out of her dress. For a moment, he paused, unable to keep from staring at her exposed flesh. Jessica felt a wave of power surge through. His attention was certainly on her now, and it meant she had the upper hand. If Michael was this obsessed with her, it should be easy to charm him, just like William had imagined.

"So. What does Harley think about you having dinner with me?" Jessica's voice carried a teasing lilt as she mentioned the name, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Michael's smile shift into a sly smirk. "I guess I could ask you the same thing? What does William think about you having dinner with another man?”

Jessica leaned in, forked a dripping scallion from the plate in the middle of the table and popped it into her mouth.

“This isn’t dinner,” she said and swiped a drop of butter from her chin. “I’m networking!”

She stared for a moment at Michael, and they held each other’s gaze. Then Michael let out a low chuckle, and she joined in.

“Networking. Nice one,” he said and took a sip of wine. “Well, here’s to lots of... networking.”

Jessica felt a shiver run up her spine, but covered well. She took up her glass and drank a large gulp of wine. It helped, the rich alcohol warming her from tongue to her belly. They ate the rest of the meal with less flirting, but Jessica caught Michael’s gaze resting on her. Still, she felt like she had won the battle as Michael asked her about William’s previous campaigns and her role as wife and partner.

So engrossed in the discussion, Jessica barely noticed the sun sink below the hills. Soon enough, the only light was the glow from the house and the warm flickering light of the candle. A cool breeze drifted in off the lake and made her shiver.

“You must be cold,” Michael said and wiped his mouth with a napkin. He stood up and walked over to Jessica, and held out his hand. “Why don’t we continue this discussion inside?”

She hesitated, then slipped her hand in Michael’s. He helped her to her feet, and she stumbled into him. The alcohol had been more potent than she realized, and the patio spun. She gripped Michael’s arm and was surprised by the firm body under the tailored clothes. For a minute, she found her hand gliding along his silk shirt, enjoying the feeling of hard power under the smooth cloth.

She looked up into Michael’s deep brown eyes and was mesmerized for a moment. The pool of heat between her thighs bubbled, and the warmth rose through her body. For a moment, she thought Michael would kiss her and, for that same moment, she wanted him to.

Jessica's mind suddenly emerged from the haze of drink and arousal. She pushed away from Michael and stumbled. Michael caught her around the waist, not pulling her too close, but his arm was enough to keep her from falling.

Just being a gentleman, she thought, but when she looked into his eyes, she saw a familiar hunger.

"I... I should go," she stammered, trying to regain her composure. To her surprise, Michael nodded in agreement, but with a sly smile on his lips.

"Yes, you should. But before you leave, there's something I'd like to show you.

Curiosity bubbled within Jessica as Michael ushered her inside, navigating through the maze of construction signs and half-finished rooms that marked the ongoing transformation of the lake house.

As they stepped into an unfinished room, Jessica felt a rush as memories of come flooding back. Fifteen years ago, this had been an abandoned library, a place where they would gather when the weather got cold and wet.

But that wasn’t the memory coming back to the mayor’s wife. She was recalling a specific night, sitting in the pool of blue light and playing spin the bottle. William and Randall weren’t there, but Penelope was there. And one other person.

Michael Glick.

It had been Nathaniel’s idea, but Randall and William were enthusiastic about it. Jessica and Penelope would lure Michael to the lake house and the two women would start a game of truth or dare. Penelope was the one who dared Michael to go skinny dipping. Michael was reluctant, but the two nubile girls had cajoled and enticed him until he followed them to the beach.

The same beach where William, Randall, and Nathaniel had beaten him bloody.

Now, the room was filled with construction materials, stark white drop cloths covering the furniture and floors. However, no amount of paint or white fabric could hide Jessica’s shameful memories.

Wrapped up in her thoughts, Jessica barely noticed Michael step up behind her. His hands, warm and firm, caressed her shoulders, snapping her back to reality. “That night,” he began, his voice low and measured, “was it your idea? Or William’s?”

Jessica tried to deny it, but the words stuck in her throat. Guilt washed over her as she recalled the cruel game they had played on Michael, luring him in with drink and the promise of sex, only to humiliate him. She could blame the men all she wanted, but she had played her part.

Michael’s hands traveled down her hips, then back up to her stomach, making her aware of the mixture of heat and alcohol coursing through her.

“You would do anything for William, wouldn’t you?” he murmured. “Including come to dinner and flirt with me?”

“That’s not—”

“Don’t you lie to me!” Michael hissed, and the icy power in his voice made her teeth click shut. “Just like you flirted with me that night. You did it for him.”

Jessica’s mind raced, her thoughts clouded by guilt. Who had she been trying to please by hurting Michael? Her friends? William?

Herself?

As if sensing her vulnerability, Michael's hands roamed over her taut tummy, his touch warm and firm as he traced a path up to her breasts. Jessica moaned with anguished pleasure as his fingers teased her nipples, causing them to harden and swell under his expert touch. She should run, but her mind was a confused mess of guilt, shame, and excitement.

“When was the last time you did something for yourself?” Michael asked, his voice a low whisper in her ear. “Something you wanted, something you needed?”

Michael turned her around, and with a forceful shove, she landed in a covered chair. He stood looking down at her, and she raised her arms to cover her breasts.

“Michael, I can’t...”

“Can’t what?” Michael smiled. “Can’t follow through? Do you think you’ve earned my help for your husband? Or are you willing to go further?”

She trembled, wavering between fear and arousal. The full power at Michael’s command pressed down on her. With his money and connections, he could make William’s career, or break it. It was all in his hands. Never had she felt so powerless.

And yet, the heat in her belly burst into flame, juices dripping into her panties. She was turned on, not just by Michael’s masculine beauty, but by his power, too. A rich man, a dominant man, and the look in his eyes told her all she needed to know.

“I can’t do this... William...”

“William isn’t here.” Michael leaned over her, his hands on each of her bare shoulders, his lips inches from her face. “But, I am. And I have wanted you for so long.”

The words struck a chord deep inside of her. He wanted her. When he was a skinny, pimply young boy, that hadn’t mattered. But he was no longer skinny, no longer young, and he was far from weak. She was panting, her lips parted, waiting for his kiss. She felt the hot tickle of his breath on her mouth, but he didn’t kiss her. Instead, he slid down her body and dropped to his knees.

She gasped as he gently yet firmly pulled her hands away from her chest, exposing her body to his gaze. Jessica's pussy spasmed as she felt his breath against her inner thighs, his warm exhale causing goosebumps to rise on her skin.

With a wicked glint in his eye, Michael hooked his fingers under the edge of her lace panties and dragged them down, baring her most dripping lips and swollen clit, begging for attention. Jessica tensed, waiting for the inevitable contact, but Michael took his time, savoring the moment.

"You're so beautiful, Jessica," he murmured, his voice husky with desire. “I’ve dreamed of tasting you and now I am going to do it.”

“Michael... I can’t...”

“Why?” Michael murmured, his hot breath teasing her swollen clit. “Isn’t that why your husband sent you here? To make me happy?”

“Not like this!” she moaned and tried to close her legs, but Michael gripped her knees and spread her thighs. He leaned in, pressing a tender kiss to her mound before running his tongue along her swollen lips, parting her folds. “Don’t think of it as cheatiing. Just think of this as networking!”

Jessica gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as a bolt of pleasure shot through her, her words coming back to haunt her. She should have pushed him away. Instead, she scratched desperately as an expert flick of Michael’s tongue teased her lips open, slid up the weeping furrow, and lapped at her swollen clit.

Her mind raced, torn between guilt and excitement. This was wrong, she knew it, but she couldn't bring herself to stop him. The thrill of being with this handsome, powerful man was intoxicating. She tried to resist, to maintain her loyalty to William, but Michael's skillful tongue and the building pressure within her made it impossible.

"Are you thinking of him?" Michael teased, and she whimpered as his teeth nipped at her swollen bud. "Do it. Think about William while I make you come."

“Oh, God!” Jessica moaned, thoughts of William filling her head as Michael's tongue lingered on her clit, two fingers plunging deep between her slick folds, driving them in and up, pressing the spongy roof of her cunt until he hit the bundle of nerves like a heat-seeking missile. She cried, her entire body convulsing as he worked her cunt with his hand and mouths, forcing her closer and closer to the edge.

Thoughts of William crowded to the back of her mind as she gave into Michael’s control. How was he so good at this? Even William couldn’t make her feel this way, and he knew her body better than anyone. But it was nothing compared to the way Michael played her body like an instrument.

She writhed in the chair, her body begging for release, but Michael held back, keeping her teetering on the brink. The guilt gnawed at her, but the pleasure was too intense to ignore. She had never felt anything like this!

“Come for me, Jessica,” Michael hissed, the hot, wet air blowing across her clit. “Betray your husband for me, slut! Come now!”

The horrible, hot words struck Jessica deep and the force of them shattered her. Her orgasm ripped through her with the force of a tidal wave. She cried out, her body trembling as Michael continued to lap at her, drawing out every tremor of pleasure.

As she came down from her high, Michael rose from between her thighs, swiping a hand through Jessica’s juices that were dripping off his chin. The triumph in his eyes was clear, and she felt a pang of shame. She had crossed a line, and there was no going back.

"Did you think of William when you came on my tongue, Jessica?"

Jessica, still breathless, couldn't deny it. "Please, Michael. Don’t mention William! It’s bad enough I... I’m cheating on him."

“Oh, but that’s the whole point, prom queen,” Michael sneered as he calmly undressed, every movement methodical, like a snake shedding his skin. Jessica gasped as he slipped out of his silk shirt, amazed by his body. William had always been bulky, with a body built for power, now running to fat from lack of use. But Michael’s body was lean, with muscles wrapped around a perfect frame. She could count every ridge of his abs as they melded into the thick V of muscle guiding her eyes down, down, down...

Michael' Glick’s body wasn’t built for fighting. He was built for beauty.

As Jessica stared, unable to move, Michael dropped his pants. Her heart stopped as a cock that could only be described as a work of art sprang free. Massive, jutting out from between his legs, it was a sculpted shaft of blood and flesh, adorned with ridges rising along the surface. William's was big, but this - this was on a whole different level.

"William can't give you what I can give you," Michael said, his voice low, filled with confidence. He stepped closer, towering over her as she screwed her ass back in the chair. She was a complete mess, her dress bunched up around her waist, her bra ripped off, breasts exposed.

Michael's gaze remained locked on Jessica as he knelt between her splayed legs. With a wicked grin, he gripped her heavy breasts, rough fingers rolling her nipples until they were swollen and tender. A soft moan escaped her lips as Michael's mouth closed around her erect bud. Jessica's back arched, involuntarily seeking the pleasure of his hot, wet mouth. His tongue swirled around the sensitive peak, sending shocks of pleasure shooting through her veins.

God! I shouldn’t be doing this! she thought desperately. This isn’t what William wanted!

Her mind raced with thoughts of her husband, her marriage, and the consequences of her actions. But Michael's mouth on her breast, his hands roaming her body, made it impossible to focus on anything but the mounting pleasure. With each tug and twist of her nipple, her arousal grew, her pussy throbbing with need.

Jessica tried to pull away, to regain some semblance of control, but Michael was in command now. His lips left her breast, and he straightened, gripping his long, thick shaft in his hand and guiding it between her legs.

He looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire.

"When was the last time William made you feel this wanted?" he asked.

Jessica's breath hitched, feeling like Michael was reading her mind. She remembered dimly the blowjob she had given William just a couple of nights ago. She had needed to prove to her husband she was important, that he should foucs all of his attention on her.

She couldn’t remember the last time he had made her feel that way all on his own.

And now, here she was, in the arms of another man, basking in his attention, his touch, his dominance. With a smirk, Michael pulled back, leaving her breasts bare and throbbing.

"I know what you need, Jessica," he said. "You need to be valued, to be appreciated, to be fucked."

His words burned in her mind as he reached for his cock. She knew she should stop him, but she couldn't find the strength to resist. Michael's eyes never left hers as he knelt between her legs, his cock jutting out from between his legs like a work of art. Without a word, he ran the spongy head up her swollen furrow, making the young wife moan.

"You're so wet, Jessica," he whispered. "You want this just as much as I do, don’t you?"

The guilt and shame washed over her, but it was mixed with an undeniable thrill. She was cheating on her husband, giving herself to another man. Of all the women he could have, Michael wanted her. Every ounce of his power and focus was on her, filling her with a feeling of being craved, coveted, desired.

“Say it,” Michael murmured softly, working his cock up and down her dripping slit, rolling it over and over her swollen bud.

She bit her bottom lip as he withdrew his cock, then whimpered as he slapped the heavy shaft against her pussy. The wet smack sent vibrations through her cunt, but it wasn’t enough. She needed more.

“I want it,” she whined, tears stinging her eyes. “Please...”

“You want to cheat on your husband?”

“Oh, God!” Her mind called up images of William’s smiling face, images she did her best to push down. She knew what Michael wanted. He wanted her to admit that she needed him more than she needed William. And William wasn’t here. Michael was here. Beautiful, powerful Michael who wanted her, body and soul.

Finally, her heart breaking, she whimpered.

“Yes! Yes, I want to cheat on William!”

“Well, that was easy,” Michael chuckled cruelly. “I guess high school sweethearts aren’t what they used to be!”

Jessica let out a sob at the truth of his words. She was a horrible wife. A cheater. A slut. All of those thoughts crashed around inside of her, only to be driven out of her mind a moment later by Michael’s cock. It was painful, almost like she was virgin again, taking William’s cock in the backseat of his car on Prom night.

Except she wasn’t a virgin, and she wasn’t with William. Instead, it was Michael’s cock that sawed its way inside of her, the fat shaft stretching her tight walls with an urgency that made her toes curl and her pussy clench hungrily around him. She could feel every inch of him, every exotic bump, every throb of his hot pulse as his flesh stretched her tight little hole into a new shape.

“Oh God,” Jessica moaned, her voice cracking as her cunt struggled to accommodate his girth. Her inner walls fluttered, resisting and then surrendering, inch by torturous inch, as Michael pushed deeper. Her pussy was a wet, sucking vice, gripping him so tight it felt like she was trying to milk him dry before he’d even started. Her juices dripped down her swollen lips, soaking into the drop cloth as her body betrayed her, begging for more.

Michael growled, his breath hot and heavy against her ear. “Your cheating pussy’s made for cock like mine,” he hissed, grinding his hips forward until his balls slapped against her ass. Her cunt was stretched to the limit, her inner walls clinging to every vein and ridge of his shaft as if it were fucking worshipping him. Jessica gasped, her nails raking down his back, as she felt the full length of him inside her, filling her up in a way her husband never could.

“F-fuck me,” she begged, her voice shaking with shame and need. “Please, just fuck me.”

Michael didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled out slowly, letting her feel every inch of him dragging against her sensitive walls before slamming back in with a brutal, unforgiving thrust. Jessica screamed, her body arching off the bed as her cunt stretched even wider, taking him in like the filthy little slut she was. His cock pistoned in and out of her, each stroke harder and deeper than the last, his balls slapping against her clit with every brutal plunge.

Her pussy was a wet, sloppy mess, squelching obscenely as he fucked her with a feverish intensity that left her trembling and moaning. Her inner walls clenched around him, milking his cock for every drop of pleasure as she came undone beneath him. Michael’s hands were everywhere—groping her tits, pinching her nipples, smacking her ass—as he claimed every inch of her cheating body.

“You’re mine now,” he growled. “Your husband can’t give you this. Only I can fuck you like this.”

Jessica’s head rolled back and forth as she tried to deny his words. Her nails clawed at the sheet on the chair as Michael’s cock pistoned into her, his pace relentless, his grip on her hips bruising. Her tits bounced wildly with every brutal thrust, her nipples hard and aching, begging for attention. She could feel the shame burning in her chest, but it only made her wetter, her cunt clenching around his dick as if it were trying to milk every inch of pleasure out of him. Her body betrayed her again, bucking and writhing as he fucked her like she was nothing more than a fleshy toy for his pleasure.

“Fuck,” she moaned, into her arm. She didn’t want him to know how much she loved it, how much she needed it, but her body was telling the truth. Her pussy was soaked, her juices coating his cock as it stretched her to the limit, making that obscene squelching sound that echoed through the room. She was a mess, a trembling, quivering mess, and Michael loved it.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” Michael growled as he grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back, arching her spine. “Tell me. Tell me you love my cock fucking your married pussy.”

Jessica whimpered, her cheeks burning with humiliation as the words spilled out of her. “Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I love it. I love your cock. Please... please don’t stop.”

Michael smirked, his grip tightening on her hair as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. “That’s what I thought. You’re nothing but a filthy little whore, aren’t you? Cheating on your husband for this dick.”

Her cunt clenched around him as the words hit her, the guilt and shame only making her wetter. She hated herself for how much she loved it, but she couldn’t stop. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release as he pounded into her with a ferocity that left her breathless. She could feel her orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter in her belly, but Michael wasn’t done with her yet.

“Not yet, slut,” he snarled, pulling out of her with a wet pop that made her whimper. He pushed her thighs up and back until her back was stretched painfully. Her swollen cunt turned upward, giving him even better access to her inflamed opening. His eyes were dark with lust as he slammed back into her in one brutal thrust. The lewd squelching sounds filled her ears as he fucked her harder, deeper, his cock hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Jessica’s hands flew to her tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples as she tried to hold on, but it was no use. She was so close, so fucking close, but Michael wasn’t letting her come. He was in complete control, his cock guiding every sensation as he drove her closer and closer to the edge, only to pull back at the last second.

“Beg for it,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous as he slowed his pace, teasing her with shallow thrusts that had her cunt quivering around him. “Beg me to let you come.”

Tears of frustration welled up in Jessica’s eyes as she looked up at him, her body trembling with need. “Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please let me come. I need it. I need your cock to make me come.”

Michael smirked, his eyes glinting with cruel satisfaction as he grabbed her hips and slammed into her with a force that had her screaming. “Then fucking take it, you cheating little slut.”

The words hit her brain just as her orgasm ripped through her, stronger than any she'd ever experienced with William. They echoed in her mind, intensifying her guilt even as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Michael’s cock pounded into her with unstoppable force, driving her shame and guilt deep into her heart as her traitorous cunt clamped down on him, milking him for every drop as he fucked her through the pleasure, making it all the more intense.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice rough as he buried himself deep inside her. “Take my cum like the dirty little cheating whore you are.”

Michael’s cock pulsed violently, throbbing like a jackhammer. For one frantic moment, Jessica thought he was going to come inside of her. The very thought of being seeded by Michael horrified her, but her womb spasmed as if hungry for his seed.

Then, with a strained growl, Michael ripped his slick, glistening cock out of Jessica’s sloppy cunt. Her pussy lips clung to him for a split second, before releasing him with a lewd, wet ‘splorch’ that echoed through the room. His shaft was a mess of her juices and his own pre-cum, glistening like a damn trophy. He gripped his cock tight, his knuckles white, and aimed the swollen, purple head straight at her flushed, sweaty face.

“Open your fucking mouth,” he growled. Jessica whimpered, her stomach reeling in disgust at what he wanted her to do. Only once had she ever let William come on her face and she had vowed never to do it again.

But, as Michael stroked the dripping cock that had given her so much pleasure, she was mesmerized by his hand in slow, deliberate pumps. The veins along the massive length bulged, and she watched his balls tighten, slapping against his thighs as he worked himself to the edge.

“You’re mine now,” he snarled, his voice low and possessive, and she felt the truth bury itself deep in her soul. “And I’m going to mark you, so you never forget it!”

With that, his cock twitched, and the first rope of cum shot out, thick and creamy, landing right across her cheekbone. Jessica gasped as the warm, sticky load slid down her skin, and Michael groaned, his hips jerking as another spurt followed, this one hitting her forehead and dripping onto her lashes. It stung her eyes, and she closed one lid, but Michael didn’t stop there. Oh, no—he kept jerking, kept unloading, painting her face like a lewd canvas. Ropes of cum splattered her nose, her chin, her lips, until her entire face was glazed and dripping with his jizz.

“Taste it,” he commanded with a rough growl. “Taste your another man’a cum.”

Jessica whimpered and hesitated for a split second before her tongue darted out. She lapped at the sticky mess, tasted his salty, bitter lust.

“Good girl,” he murmured and she felt a perverse sense of accomplishment. “Now, clean off my cock.”

He stepped closer, his thighs brushing against her shoulders, and guided the tip of his dick to her lips. Jessica opened her mouth, taking him in, and sucked on his softening cock, her tongue swirling around him as she licked away the bitter remnants of their fuck. Michael’s eyes rolled back as he leaned over her, his hands gripping her hair tightly.

“That’s it,” he grunted. “Now look at me.”

Jessica’s eyes flicked up, the one eye struggling to see through the stinging drops of jizz. She continued to suck him and he smiled. She could only imagine how she must look to him. Her face smeared with his cum—so filthy, so submissive—must make him feel as powerful as she was helpless. Yet, as he looked down on her, her pussy still throbbed and she felt a lewd hunger for his cock that she had never felt for anyone in her life.

Finally, Michael pulled his cock out of her mouth with a loud ‘pop’, then leaned forward, his lips close to her ear.

“Remember this moment,” he said, his breath hot against her skin. “I want you to remember how it felt to be covered in my cum when you see William tonight.”

Jessica whimpered as he straightened up and stepped back, leaving the young wife kneeling on the floor, her face a sticky mess of his cum and her own shame. Michael smiled as he tucked his softening dick back into his pants, knowing he’d marked her—body and soul.

“Now," he said, not unkindly, as he held out his hand to her. “Let’s get you cleaned up and send you home to your husband. I’m sure he has good news for you!”


6

An hour later, Jessica sat on the edge of her bed, her fingers absently tracing the hem of her dress. The room was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioner, but her mind was anything but still. Her body still burned where Michael had fucked her—his hands, rough and demanding, his cock huge. She crossed her legs tightly, the bruised ache between them a lurid reminder of how he’d made her feel. Helpless. Desperate. Out of control.

And, just when she felt she had accepted his dominance over her, Michael led her through a spacious bedroom with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the lake, and into a luxurious en suite with a large shower. She shivered as the warm water jets cascaded over her body, while Michael gently lathered her with fragrant soap, removing the mess he had created on her face. He murmured comforting words she couldn’t remember as he washed away her sins.

The sudden change, from demanding to tender, confused her even more that than the intense lust she had felt why he was fucking her. The memory of his huge cock made her pussy ache and a mix of guilt and heat coil in her stomach. But the gentle touch of his hands massaging her body under the hot water made her heart throb with something other than desire.

The sound of the front door opening snapped her back to reality. Jessica’s head jerked up, her body stiffening. William was home. She smoothed her dress quickly, her hands trembling slightly as she stood. The mirror across the room caught her reflection, and she paused, scrutinizing herself. Flawless makeup, hair perfectly styled, the picture of a devoted wife. A far cry from the dripping, wanton whore she had been just an hour ago.

“Jess?” William’s voice carried up the stairs. The familiar warmth if her husband’s voice sent a jagged sliver of guilt ripping through her.

“Up here,” she called, surprised at how calm her voice sounded.

Footsteps echoed down the hallway, growing louder. She heard the jingle of his keys as he dropped them on the entryway table. Her heart pounded as she stood up from the bed, her mind scrambling to push the memories of Michael aside.

William burst into the room, his tailored suit jacket already half-off and slung over one arm, his face flushed with triumph. “Jessica! You won’t believe it!” He tossed his jacket onto the chair, crossed the floor in two strides and picked her up. She laughed as he swung her around, then set her down, her head spinning.

“The meeting with the state people went better than I could’ve imagined! They’re ready to throw their support behind me. Can you believe it?”

Jessica forced a smile, as she calmed her nerves. “That’s wonderful,” she replied. She leaned in to kiss him, their lips brushing briefly. He tasted of smoke and whiskey, but she barely noticed. The taste filling her mouth was the ghost of Michael’s bitter, salty cum on her tongue. Her stomach lurched as she remembered the feel of Michael’s warm, sticky cum dripping on her face, oozing down her cheeks, the swampy smell of his lust filling her nostrils.

William pulled back, his arms locked firmly around her waist. “You look beautiful, as always.”

“Thank you,” she murmured. If only he had seen her an hour ago. Would he still think she was beautiful? Her mind raced, guilt gnawing at her, but she pushed it down. “I’m so glad it went well.”

“Better than well! They’re already talking about fundraising events, endorsements—the whole nine yards. Jessica, this could be it! The big break.”

“I’m so proud of you.”

“And get this.” William pulled her closer. “The state party is even talking about a possible run for governor down the line. Can you imagine? Governor Kingsley. It has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” Jessica murmured, her gaze dropping to the floor. She questioned whether William's successful meeting was a result of his charm rather than Michael's wealth and influence.

And how much was due to you letting him fuck you?

She pushed the thought away as William dipped his head to kiss her neck. “This is it, Jess. Everything we’ve worked for. “It’s finally happening.”

“You deserve it,” she murmured. She felt his jaw against her shoulder, felt the softness of it against her skin. Her hands sank into his waist and she was reminded of Michael’s rock hard body. William was still handsome, still charming, but his luster had become tarnished that afternoon. William had been the epitome of male sexuality to her for so long, but Michael Glick had changed all of that in the space of a few hours.

“So, how was your meeting with Michael?”

Jessica’s throat tightened, guilt twisting in her stomach. She squeezed his waist, forcing herself to focus on his solid presence. “Good,” she murmured, and a sudden memory flashed into her mind. It was of her feet waving in the air, her legs spread wide, and Michael’s massive cock splitting her tight cunt open as he pounded her into oblivion.

William’s hand slid up her arm, his fingers grazing the bare skin of her shoulder. Jessica almost flinched, but forced her body to calm down.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured. “How long did it take you to get Michael eating out of your hand?”

“Not long,” she thought, remembering that it wasn’t Michael, who had been eating as she knelt before him, covered in his thick, oozing load of cum.

“I’ll bet,” William chuckled against her neck, his hand settling on her waist. She let him, her body compliant even as her mind was filled with confusing thoughts. His kiss was soft, sweet, and she closed her eyes, trying to lose herself in it. But the moment his tongue brushed against hers, she flinched, her thoughts immediately spiraling back to Michael.

Remember this moment. Michael’s voice rang inside her head. I want you to remember how it felt to be covered in my cum when you see William tonight.

And she did. Every move of William’s lips reminded her or the Michael’s cum dripping off her chin and into her mouth. She moaned, but not in pleasure.

“Jess,” William breathed, breaking the kiss to trail his lips down her neck. His hands fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, his movements clumsy and eager. “I need you.”

Jessica could feel his cock pressing against her thigh, and she hid her shock. She had never thought of William’s cock as small before, but compared to Michael’s monster, he was just average.

How? How could one afternoon had changed her entire life?

She reached up, running her fingers through his thinning hair, her nails scraping lightly against his scalp. “I’m here,” she whispered, her voice steady even as her heart raced with guilt. Her body responded, arching into his touch, but her mind was filled with Michael.

William’s hands slid down her waist, his fingers fumbling with the clasp of her dress. She stepped back, letting the fabric pool at her feet, revealing her heavy breasts and round hips to her husband’s hungry gaze. She climbed onto the bed, letting him watch, hoping William’s touch could drive away the erotic presence of Michael Glick.

William followed her eagerly, his hands reaching for her thighs. “You’re so beautiful, Jess,” he murmured, his voice thick with adoration.

William kissed his way down her stomach, slowly making his way to her pussy. Her thighs quivered as she remembered Michael’s mouth on her, his fingers and tongue coaxing out an explosive orgasm. William's tongue lashed out, slobbering over her cunt with a teenager’s eagerness and little finesse. The stark contrast between her husband's bumbling approach and Michael's expert attack left her suddenly feeling frustrated and needy.

Jessica reached down and hooked her fingers in William’s hair, forcing him to slide up her body. Her pussy was throbbing, and she wanted him inside her, needing to connect with her husband the same way she had connected with Michael. She pushed and pulled him until William rolled over onto his back, then straddled him with a confidence that made her husband’s eyes widen.

His shock ignited a fierce blaze within her, fueling her lust as she grasped his cock. With a primal urgency, she pressed the pulsing head against her engorged lips, feeling the electricity of their connection surge through her body.

“Jess? What about a condom?” William asked, looking up at her with concern. They always wore a condom, to protect from having a child, but also because Jessica hated the mess.

“It doesn’t matter,” she murmured. “I want to feel you inside of me.”

The irony that she had let Michael Glick fuck her with his naked cock was not lost on her. She had been so caught up in her own lust that she had not even thought of it until he’d almost come inside of her. Even then, her body had wanted his seed, her womb burning for it. Thank God he had released on her face instead.

“Jess? Are you sure?”

William’s voice brought her back to the real world. She smiled down at her husband. She could give William something Michael Glick hadn’t taken from her that afternoon. Her bare pussy wrapped around his naked cock, urging him to come inside her. She didn’t have to get pregnant. There were pills for that.

This one time, she would let her husband make a mess of her.

Her thighs clenched around William’s waist as she ground down on his cock, her pussy lips stretching to take him, slick and hot but still too gentle. She moaned and bit her bottom lip as her husband’s cock slid in and out of her with a rhythm that was all wrong. She forced herself to bounce harder, her tits jiggling, her ass slapping against his thighs, but it wasn’t enough. Not even close.

Her mind wandered back to Michael and the way he’d fucking owned her. His hands had been rough, his grip bruising her hips as he slammed into her like he was punishing her for existing. His cock—thick, ridged, and relentless—had split her open like she was begging for it, and she had been. And she had come so hard she’d seen stars, her pussy clenching around his superior girth like a greedy little vice.

William? William was soft. His hands were limp against her thighs, like he was afraid to leave a mark, like he was scared to take what was his. His cock slid in and out of her, barely brushing her g-spot, and she hated it. She hated how her body had changed. Hated how she yearned for an orgasm from her husband and she couldn’t give it to her.

She rode him harder, her hips slamming down, her pussy clamping around his dick in a desperate attempt to feel something—anything—close to what Michael had given her. But it wasn’t working. Her cunt was slick, her body was moving, but her mind was still fucking elsewhere. Michael’s hands. Michael’s cock. Michael’s voice growling in her ear.

You’re mine now. Your husband can’t give you this. Only I can fuck you like this.

William’s moans grew louder, his hips bucking beneath her as he got close. “God, baby! I‘m going to come. Please come with me!”

Her husband’s moaning pleas made her stomach dropped. She felt his cock twitch dangerously inside her. Too soon. She clenched her pussy around him, trying to milk him for every drop, but it didn’t matter. He came with a whimper, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her. His cum spurted inside her cunt, and she bit her lip to keep from screaming in frustration.

She forced herself to moan, faking it. “Oh God, William, yes!” she cried, throwing her head back, tears of frustration stinging her eyes. Her body shook with fake tremors as she pretended to cum, her pussy fluttering around his softening dick.

William’s breath came in ragged gasps as he sank into the bed, his heavy body slick with sweat and trembling from the force of his orgasm. He reached out blindly for Jessica, his hand brushing her thigh as he murmured something incoherent. She lay beside him, her pussy aching for more.

“That was incredible!” William murmured after a few moments. His hand drifted lazily over her hip, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist. “You were really turned on.”

Jessica forced a smile. “I was,” she said, but her desire hadn’t been for her husband. As the frustration washed over her, so did the accompanying wave of guilt.

She turned her head to look at him, taking in the way his chest rose and fell, the faint sheen of sweat glistening on his skin. His eyes were half-closed, a dopey grin plastered across his face. He looked so... ordinary. So utterly unremarkable compared to the man who had fucked her that afternoon. Michael's image flashed in her mind—dark gaze, rough grip, impaling her quivering body with his cock. A shiver ran through her as she thought of another man as she lay beside her husband.

“Love you,” William mumbled, his voice thick with sleep. His hand slid upward, cupping her breast possessively. Jessica fought the urge to recoil, instead leaning into his touch with a soft hum of agreement. “I love you, too,” she murmured.

Guilt twisted in her chest, sharp and unrelenting. She had used William, taken his eagerness and his need and turned it into a distraction for herself. He’d been so eager, so oblivious, and she’d played her part perfectly. But now, lying beside him, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she’d betrayed him in the worst possible way. Not just by thinking of another man, but by reducing their intimacy to a hollow performance.

Yet, her pussy still hummed with a need that her husband could not satisfy. She glanced at him, his face relaxed in sleep, and felt a pang of guilt twist in her gut. But it was fleeting, swallowed by the hunger that burned in her core.

Carefully, she slid out of bed, her bare feet hitting the cool hardwood floor. She paused, listening for any change in William’s breathing, but he didn’t stir. Jessica padded silently across the room, her pussy dripping as she slipped into the bathroom and locked the door behind her.

She leaned against the wall, her breath coming in shallow gasps. The mirror caught her reflection—flushed cheeks, tousled hair, eyes filled with lust. She looked away, unable to face the woman staring back at her, the one who had just faked pleasure with her husband while fantasizing about another man.

Her hands trembled as she turned on the faucet, the sound of running water masking the quiet whimper that escaped her lips. She splashed cold water on her face, but it did nothing to quell the fire inside her. Michael’s face flashed in her mind, his voice echoing in her head.

You want this just as much as I do, he’d said. And she had. God, she had.

Jessica’s fingers trailed down her body. She hesitated at the hem of her nightgown, torn between shame and need, but the memory of Michael’s touch was too vivid, too intoxicating. She lifted the fabric over her head and let it fall to the floor, standing naked before the mirror. Her nipples were hard and swollen, goose pimples rising over her large breasts as her hot skin met the cool air.

Jessica’s ass hit the cold bathroom floor a moment later, her back pressing hard against the vanity as she spread her legs wide. Her fingers dove straight for her sopping wet pussy, swollen and aching from the mere thought of him. Michael. His name alone was a goddamn aphrodisiac, and she couldn’t help but moan as her fingers found her slick slit, her clit throbbing with her heartbeat under her touch. She felt William’s seed dribbling out of her. Her mind took a moment to compare her husband’s thin jizz to the huge, sticky load Michael had unleashed on her face. Then, her fingers scooped up her husband’s spent lust and rubbed it callously into her clit.

She circled the swollen bud slowly at first, teasing herself, her breath hitching as she imagined it was Michael’s tongue instead—rough and demanding, lapping at her like she was his last meal.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice a ragged whimper as she pressed harder, her fingers moving faster now, fucking her tight little hole in sharp, desperate thrusts. Her other hand clawed at her breast, pinching her nipple between her fingers until it was hard and aching, the pain mingling with the pleasure in a way that made her pussy clench around her own fingers. She could almost feel Michael’s hands on her, gripping her hips, forcing her to take every inch of his thick cock as he pounded into her with a possessive fury that left her gasping for air.

You’re mine, his voice growled in her head and she whimpered in response, her hips bucking against her hand as she fucked herself harder, deeper, her wetness coating her fingers as they plunged in and out of her cunt. She thought of the way he’d looked at her, his eyes burning with a hunger that made her feel like she was the only thing he wanted, the only thing he needed. It was a lie, probably, but she didn’t fucking care. Not when it felt this good.

Her breath came in ragged gasps now, her tits heaving as she fucked herself with reckless abandon, her pussy so wet she could hear the filthy squelching of her fingers as they worked herself over. The pleasure was building fast, a fucking tsunami ready to crash over her, and she could feel her body tightening, coiling like a spring. “Oh god,” she moaned, biting down on her lip to stifle the sound, her thighs trembling as she felt the first waves of her orgasm building deep inside her.

“Michael,” she whimpered, the name slipping out like a prayer, raw and needy and so fucking desperate. And that was it. The sound of his name pushed her over the edge, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her like an earthquake. Her back arched, her thighs clenched, and she came with a silent scream, her pussy gushing around her fingers as she squirted all over the floor, her juices soaking the tiles beneath her. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, waves of ecstasy crashing over her again and again, leaving her trembling and gasping for air.

As the aftershocks finally subsided, Jessica slumped against the vanity, her body limp and spent, her pussy still pulsing around her fingers. The bathroom smelled like sex and shame, a heady mix that made her stomach churn. She could still feel Michael’s phantom hands on her, his voice in her head, and the guilt hit her like a truck, thick and suffocating. She hated herself for this—for the way she craved him, for the way he made her feel alive in a way William never could.

She sat there for a long time; her legs spread wide, her pussy still dripping with her own juices, the cold puddle of her juices a harsh reminder of the mess she’d made—both on the floor and in her life. And all she could think about was the next time she’d get to feel his hands on her again. 
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Jessica smoothed a trembling hand down the front of her black cocktail dress, fingers catching on the delicate lace overlay as she took a shuddering breath. The form-fitting garment had been a gift from William for their wedding anniversary last year. She remembered him murmuring appreciatively as he'd stripped it off of her.

"My gorgeous wife," he'd rumbled against her neck. "I'm the luckiest man in Oakwood."

Now, standing on the doorstep of Michael's mansion, Jessica felt like the dress was searing her skin, a symbol of her betrayal. She shifted her weight nervously, heels sinking into the plush doormat. The lacy bra and panties beneath her dress, a matching set selected with care this morning, pressed against her flushed skin, reminding her why she was once again standing in Michael Glick’s doorway.

It had been just over a week since her last encounter with Michael, when he'd so expertly seduced her in his private study, fucking her with a skilled dominance that left her shaking and satisfied in a way William never had.

Heat pulsed between her legs at the vivid memory, cream dampening her thin panties. Shame chased the lust away. What kind of woman was she, to be so weak, so wanton? How could she be excited by being summoned to fuck another man while that same man sent her husband out of town?

Getting William out of the way had been almost too easy. One oh-so casual comment from Michael about an important meeting in the city had William jumping at the opportunity like a hungry dog, as Michael knew he would. He had even asked William’s approval to invite Jessica over for another ‘strategy session’ and her husband had approved whole-heartedly.

“See?” he said, oblivious to the torturous emotions bottled up inside his wife. “I knew you’d have him eating out of your hand!”

God, William! If you only knew! she thought, and her sex clenched as she recalled the sight of Michael's magnificent cock springing free of his tailored trousers, so thick and long and achingly hard. For her. Because of her.

Guilt and desire twisted in her stomach, an agonizing tangle of conflicting emotions. She should turn around right now, go home to her house and crawl into the bed she shared with her husband. Forget this whole sordid affair.

But her body hummed with need, her nipples tight peaks beneath the lace of her bra, her silk-covered clit throbbing in time with her racing pulse. Michael had awoken something desperate and hungry inside her, and it could not be denied. Not anymore.

Jessica inhaled deeply through her nose, held it for a beat, then let it out slowly. The expensive perfume William favored tickled her nose. Her wedding ring dug into her finger as she curled her hand into a fist, knuckles white. Slowly, as if in a trance, she reached out and pressed the doorbell.

There was no going back now.

***

The door swung open. She was expecting to see Michael standing there looking triumphant. After all, he had summoned the mayor’s wife for a good fucking and she dutifully appeared. What man wouldn’t see that as a triumph?

That was what she expected. What she got was Harley Heat.

"Surprise!" Harley's laugh sent shivers down Jessica's spine. The young woman wore her platinum-blonde hair in pigtails that oddly complemented the sequined flapper dress clinging indecently to curves and the hem cut so short, it barely covered the giggling girl’s crotch.

"Michael's been so excited!" Harley gripped Jessica’s arm and before she knew what was happening, the young woman dragged her across the threshold, slamming the door with a thud that reverberated through Jessica’s tense body.

The mayor’s wife hesitated and Harley looked back over one shoulder, a wicked smile on her perfect, pink lips.

“Oh, don’t worry!” Harley slid her firm body up against Jessica’s. The heat that had been building in her pussy all week spilled over. Her cunt spasmed and she could feel her thin panties soaking as the young woman ran a possessive hand up Jessica’s waist, over the round curve of her breast and up to her neck, One sharp nail hooked the wife’s chin and tilted her head until she was staring into the younger woman’s startling blue eyes. “Michael told me all about you two. I’m not mad. Michael always gets what he wants.”

“I don’t—”

“Shh!” Harley lifted her finger and placed it firmly against Jessica’s lips. “You don’t want to keep Michael waiting, do you?”

Jessica was so shocked by the question, she couldn’t answer. She didn’t want to wait, and she hoped Michael didn’t want to wait. But Harley—

“Good!” Harley giggled liked a school girl, took both of Jessica’s hands and pulled her forward. As she did, her pigtails danced and the front of her dress dropped to show Jessica her perfect breasts and a pair of delectable pink nipples.

Jessica felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks as Harley pulled her into the foyer. The house was silent and dark. There were no servants, high school kids or professionals, and it gave Jessica an eerie feeling.

Such a large house shouldn't be so empty.

Harley was still pulling her when they reached the study where Michael had fucked Jessica senseless. Her thighs clenched at the memory of his cock stretching her open and plundering places she didn’t even know she had.

Harley's giggle echoed through the vaulted space. "We had to have the chair cleaned,” she whispered in Jessica’s ear, her hot breath making the mayor’s wife tremble. “You soaked through the drop cloth! Can you fucking believe it?”

“No!” Jessica's face flamed, shame prickling her scalp as Harley steered her past the study and the incriminating evidence within. Had Michael shared every sordid detail of their coupling with this brash young woman?

As she reeled from the crush of memories and public humiliation, Harley led pulled her, stumbling, up the stairs. She was still trying to process Harley’s involvement when they came to the tall oak door to Michael’s bedroom.

Harley threw open the door and pushed Jessica into the room. Jessica blinked, taking in the tall ceilings and huge, silk-covered bed. She barely remembered the room. The last time she was here, she had just been fucked into oblivion and cum was still drying on her face. She had hugged Michael’s warm body and let him usher her past the bed and into the bathroom.

Now, Michael stood framed by floor-to-ceiling windows, storm-lit like some angry god. His crimson robe clung to his body, the sash emphasizing his thin waist and finely muscled legs. When he turned, the robe fell open just enough to reveal the angry purple head of his cock peeking through the silk flaps.

"Jessica." She shivered at the icy command in his voice, unable to look away from the beautiful monster swinging between his legs. "I knew all I had to do was get your husband out of town and you’d come to me."

She opened her mouth to lie, but Harley's hands found the zipper between her shoulder blades. She backed up a step, but it was too late. Harley placed warm hands on Jessica’s shoulders and slowly slid the dress down over her heavy breasts, revealing her large, pale globes encased in black lace. She whimpered as the dress bunched at her waist like a shed skin before Harley pushed the dress over her round hips until it fell to the floor. Michael's laugh rumbled through the room as Harley's teeth found her earlobe.

"Mayor's wife's got mommy tummy," Harley cooed, pinching the softness below Jessica's navel that no amount of exercise could erase. "Let's see if Mikey's magic stick beats SoulCycle."

Face burning, Jessica reached up to cover herself. Michael caught her wrist and guided her trembling hand to his erection. Heat radiated through the silk as his cock jumped against her palm. "Sixteen years I spent making myself perfect for you," he breathed, thrusting slightly into her grip. "I want every inch of you.”

Jessica's breath hitched as Harley's hands ravaged her body. They greedily fondled her breasts, squeezing the flesh into cones before twisting her sensitive nipples, leaving them engorged and throbbing with pain. Jessica moaned as Harley gripped her buttocks, then cried out as the younger woman delivered a harsh smack to her ass, sending a jolt surging through the quivering flesh. At last, Harley's fingers slid beneath the fabric of Jessica's panties, delving deep until they grazed her swollen lips, encountering the traitorous wetness seeping from her aching cunt.

"I can't," Jessica whined, her voice reedy and faint to her own ears. It didn't even sound like her, this weak, wanting creature. "This isn't... It's not what I-"

"She wants to say no," Harley mocked, her pouty lips grazing Jessica's collarbone. "But her cunt's dripping through those panties."

Michael pressed forward, shoving his throbbing cock into her hand. Instinctively, her fingers closed around it, stroking the massive length of it through his robe.

“See?” Harley giggled, still working her hand up and down Jessica’s weeping slit. Her fingers knew exactly where to touch. It felt so much better than her own hand when she frigged her pussy and thought of Michael. This was real. Michael was here! “You know you want him. Your husband and his little ambitions mean nothing when you have a real man in front of you!”

She wanted to protest, to tell her that William’s dreams were important, but she couldn’t think past the cock throbbing with Michael’s heartbeat. He was so hard, so huge. The knowledge that she'd done that, that he wanted her this badly, made her head swim. Her sex clenched around Harley’s fingers, a fresh gush of shameful lust slicking her inner thighs.

"Feel that?" he growled, rocking into her touch. The wet spot at the crown soaked through the robe and smeared her palm. "Feel how much I fucking need you?"

Jessica shuddered, eyes squeezing shut against the storm of sensation. She knew she should pull away, should deny him, but her fingers flexed helplessly, squeezing and stroking the thick length pulsing against her palm.

Behind her, Harley chuckled darkly. "You're here to get fucked, aren’t you?" Harley hissed.

Jessica shook her head wildly, even as her hips bucked against Harley's fingers. "No, that's not... I only wanted..."

What had she wanted? Her lust-drunk mind struggled to recall her husband, her marriage, and the reasons she'd met with Michael. But all she could focus on was the heated silk of Michael's erection against her hand and the maddening pressure of Harley's fingers pushing her closer to bliss.

"We're here for you," Michael murmured, his free hand lifting to grip her jaw. His touch burned like a brand, marking her as his. "To give you what you fucking deserve."

The words were both a promise and a threat, the weight of them making Jessica gasp. What did she deserve for what she had done? Not just cheating on her husband, but also being cruel to Michael. She deserved punishment. But Michael’s form of punishment was intense pleasure followed by deep, shattering shame. A shame that left marks not on her body, but her soul.

Michael sensed her confusion and used that moment to lean forward and catch her lips in a bruising kiss. She moaned into his mouth, then his tongue pierced her lips, choking off the sounds. Suddenly they were kissing, hungrily, passionately, as Michael’s words echoed in her head.

Behind her, Harley sank to her knees, hot palms skimming down Jessica's flanks to hook into the sides of her ruined lace. Jessica quivered like a deer in the crosshairs as Harley slowly peeled the drenched scrap of fabric down her thighs, cool air licking over her exposed pussy.

The panties caught briefly at her knees before fluttering to the floor. Jessica swayed, dizzy and unmoored, as Harley's hands smoothed back up her calves to her thighs, parting her just enough for Michael to glimpse the pink seam of her sex, glistening obscenely in the stormy half-light.

"Oh, we are going to fuck you within an inch of your life," Harley purred, clever fingers plunging deep into Jessica’s swollen folds, stabbing upward into her quivering tunnel. Her merciless fingers were a revelation, electric and devastating. "We'll make you feel so fucking good, baby."

Jessica keened, high and broken, as Harley's fingers massaged her deep inside. Her tongue flicked over the quivering wife’s aching clit, pleasure skirting the knife's edge of pain. It was too much, the dual stimulation, their filthy words, her own clawing hunger.

She was drowning in sensation, suffocating on her own desire. The last threads of her resistance were unraveling, dissolving like mist beneath the onslaught of their seduction.

"Please," she moaned, no longer sure if she was begging them to stop or to never stop. Tears of overstimulation pricked the corners of her eyes, lashes fluttering wildly against her cheeks.

"That's it," Michael crooned, grip on her wrist tightening as he thrust harder into her fist. Harley's tongue danced over her turgid clit, plucking expertly at the swollen bud as her fingers fucked her hard and fast. "Give in to it. Give in to us."

And with a sob that was equal parts defeat and relief, Jessica's body convulsed, squirting a torrent of hot juices from her pussy and splattering onto the floor. Michael wrapped a warm hand around the back of her neck, holding her up like a wriggling fish on a hook.

As she quivered in ecstasy, Harley's laughter filled the air, taunting her between breaths, "I bet your husband never made you do that, did he?"

No. No one had ever made her come like that. Except for Michael.

As if reading her mind, Michael released her, stepping back just enough to untie the sash of his robe. Jessica swayed on her feet, twitching as the last of her juices dripped down her thighs. She looked at the floor and saw the shameful puddle of lust on the hardwood. Then the red silk parted, and the robe slithered over Michael’s shoulders,landing on the floor next to the mess she had made.

Her shame was forgotten as Michael stood bare before her, acres of golden skin stretched taut over exquisitely cut muscle. Her gaze drifted helplessly downward, over the defined ridges of his abdomen, following the trail of dark hair that arrowed towards his groin.

His cock jutted from a nest of wiry curls, massive and hard as steel. The fat crown was flushed a furious purple, pre-cum leaking steadily from the slit to string towards the floor. The sight made Jessica's sex clench violently, a fresh flood of arousal dripping down her thighs.

"Perfect," he bit out, voice gravelly with lust. His fingers wrapped around his pulsing cock. "So fucking perfect."

Jessica burned under the weight of his gaze, mesmerized by the slick glide of his shaft as he started to slowly stroke his length. She clenched emptily, jaw aching with the urge to drop to her own knees and take him into her throat.

“Get on your knees, slut,” Harley growled, and gripped Jessica’s wrist and pulling her to the floor. Jessica sank to the hardwood. Her breath hitched as she looked up at Michael’s cock like it was the only thing that mattered in the world. Harley grabbed a fistful of Jessica’s hair, yanking her forward until her lips were just inches from the fleshy crown, pearly tears of pre-cum dripping down the plum-sized head. “Open wide. You’re going to take him, and you’re going to like it.”

Jessica whimpered but obeyed, her mouth parting as Harley guided her forward. The moment the tip of Michael’s cock touched her lips, Jessica’s eyes fluttered shut, and she moaned softly. Harley didn’t waste any time—she shoved Jessica’s head forward, forcing her to take as much of Michael’s throbbing flesh as she could. Jessica gagged as the fat crown lodged in her throat, but Harley didn’t stop. She held her there, grinding Jessica’s face into Michael’s crotch.

“Fuck, that feels good!” Michael groaned and the sound of his pleasure filled Jessica with a warm feeling of satisfaction. He wanted her. Needed her.

Her mouth filled with spit and it spilled over her lips and dripped onto the floor, adding to the thick puddle. Still, Harley held the mayor’s wife on Michael’s cock until she felt like she was going to pass out.

“That’s it, bitch. Take it. Make your master happy,” Harley purred, and Jessica’s pussy clenched hard at the lewd words. The younger woman finally pulled Jessica back, and she gasped for air, spit a drool exploding out of her, thick strands of saliva and pre-cum stretching between her lips and Michael’s cock. “Now tell him what you want. Tell him whose cock you need.”

Jessica’s voice was hoarse, her words trembling as she looked up at Michael with desperate eyes. “I need your cock, Michael. I need it more than anything. More than my husband’s. Please, I want you to fuck me, to use me.”

Harley smirked, satisfied with the humiliation she’d forced out of the older wife. She leaned in close, her breath hot against Jessica’s ear as she whispered, “Good girl. Now show him how much you mean it.” She pushed Jessica’s head down again, this time deeper, harder, until Jessica’s nose was pressed into Michael’s pubic hairs. Tears streamed down Jessica’s cheeks as she choked on his cock, her fingers digging into Michael’s hard thighs.

Michael groaned, his hands tangling in Jessica’s hair as he fucked his cock into her mouth, his hips pumping with a rhythm that made Jessica’s pussy clench with need.

“Fuck her face, baby,” Harley hissed. “Give her a taste of a real man’s cock.”

Jessica gagged again as Michael’s thrusts grew more savage, his cock hitting the back of her throat with every push. She could feel his balls slapping against her chin, the sounds of his pleasure mingling with her choked sobs. Harley pinched and pulled her nipples, adding to her pleasure and her pain.

Michael growled, and a new taste lit up her mouth. Bitter and salty, Michael’s pre-cum was bubbling over her tongue. She thought he might come, but Michael growled again and pulled out abruptly, leaving Jessica gasping for air, who face dripping. Before she could catch her breath, he grabbed her roughly by the arm and tugged, slipping and sliding in her juices, to the window.

Jessica cried out as Michael slammed her against the glass, the cold surface rattling beneath her hands and breasts. Lightning crackled outside, illuminating the room with a flickering, ghostly glow. Michael's reflection flashed with a dangerous hunger as he drove his fat, angry cock deep into her sopping cunt.

Jessica’s tits smashed against the fogged-up windowpane, her nipples like hard erasers grinding against the glass as Michael’s fingers dug into her hips. His cock, thick as a bull, veins pulsing like live wire, split her dripping cunt wide open, each thrust slapping her swollen clit against his pubic bone. Lightning cracked the sky outside, throwing their sweaty, animalistic shadows across the room—a fuck-show silhouette of her breasts jiggling like water balloons and his ass cheeks clenching like a bulldog’s jaws.

As she surrendered to the rhythm of Michael's possession, another orgasm built inside her. It started as a low throb, a simmering heat that quickly ignited into a raging inferno. She knew it was wrong, that she shouldn't want this, but she was helpless to resist, her body betraying her even as her mind screamed in protest.

"Yes, Jessica," Michael growled, his hot breath tickling her ear. "Take your punishment like a good slut."

Punishment? It felt like punishment, but also pleasure, she thought and finally understood. This is what I deserve.

Harley’s giggle cut through the moans as she crawled beneath Jessica, her nails digging into Jessica’s heavy tits. “Lookit those tits swing!” she laughed, batting them like a cat toy. Her mouth followed, teeth clenching a nipple until Jessica shrieked. “Bet Mayor Dickless never made you squeal like a bitch in heat, did he?” Harley’s mouth moved down and she lashed Jessica’s clit in quick, sadistic flicks with her tongue. "Scream for him, baby!" Harley hissed as she frigged the young wife’s clit mercilessly. "Let him hear how much you love being punished!"

Jessica wailed, tears streaming down her face as her cunt clenched, milking Michael’s shaft in rhythmic spasms. “Oh, God! Yes!” she mewled. “I love it!”

“This is what you deserve, slut,” Michael growled, his thrusts turning jagged, hips stuttering. “You deserve to be punished for what you did. Now take it and love it!” His hand cracked down on her ass, a red handprint blooming like a rose, as he growled. “Take it—TAKE IT—”

“Yes!" Jessica cried. "Please! Punish me, Michael! Punish that cunt! PUNISH MEEEE!"

Michael’s palm cracked against Jessica’s ass cheek again as Harley’s fingers ravished her throbbing clit, the abused nub swollen like a fat cherry under the Harley’s merciless frigging.

“Scream, slut!” Harley snarled, Jessica’s hips bucked, her cunt squelching around the veined monster cock fucking her raw, Michael’s balls slapping her clit with each brutal thrust. Lightning split the sky again, bleaching Jessica’s tear-streaked face as her guts twisted—fuckfuckfuck—that white-hot coil in her cunt, exploding like a grenade in her core.

“That’s it! Give it to me! Give me that pussy!” Michael roared, his cockhead rubbing her g-spot as Jessica’s pussy clawed at his shaft, muscles convulsing like a vice. Her scream tore through the room as her cunt geysered, juices splattering Harley’s chin while the redhead laughed and lapped at Jessica’s pulsing hole, tongue spearing the ruined rim as Michael kept ramming through her tremors.

“Look at her, Master!” Harley’s cruel laughter cut through Jessica’s bliss. “She’s squirting like a fire hydrant!”

Jessica’s vision tunneled—every nerve ending bursting in pleasure as her tits squeaking against the window as her legs turned to rubber. Slowly, she slid down the window as the thunder rumbled, mixing with the beating of her own heart.

How much more could she take? She didn’t care—her cunt was a blister bursting, a lewd fireworks show of spasms and contractions that left her moan between hyperventilating giggles.

She was on her knees, leaning against the window when Michael loomed over her, a lightning flash reinforcing the image of an angry god.

"That was just a warm-up, Jessica," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "You took your punishment. Now it’s time for your gift."

Jessica whimpered as Michael manhandled her onto her back, her legs splayed obscenely. Harley gripped her ankles, pulling them up and back until Jessica's knees were pressed against her heaving breasts. The position left her utterly exposed, vulnerable, and at their mercy.

"Fuck, you are so wet!" Michael purred, stroking himself as he looked down at Jessica's dripping slit, swollen and bruised from their relentless fucking. "Beg me for it, Jessica. Beg me to ruin you completely."

Jessica opened her mouth to protest, but all that came out was a strangled moan as Michael notched the fat head of his cock against her weeping sex. He slowly slid the spongy crown up her slit, teasing the slick folds and circling her plump clit until she was twitching like a landed fish.

"Please," she sobbed, tears streaking her face. "Please, Michael, I need you inside me. Fuck me, break me, use me however you want. Just please don't stop!"

Michael flashed a cruel grin and lunged forward, impaling Jessica on his thick cock in one vicious thrust. She screamed as he stretched her wide, her pussy walls clenching around him like a vise.

"Fuck yeah," he grunted, setting a relentless pace as he fucked her hard. "Take every inch, you dirty slut. This pussy is mine now."

Harley watched with twisted delight, her own excitement visible as she let go of Jessica’s ankles and leaned down to capture one of Jessica's fat nipples between her teeth, biting and sucking, leaving the engorged kernel swollen and bruised.

Jessica's whole body quivered as Michael relentlessly pounded into her, his fat cock stretching her tight pussy to its very brink. Harley's nimble fingers scraped across Jessica's over-stimulated clit, sending jolts of pleasure burning through her core.

"That's right, slut," Harley cooed in Jessica's ear, her voice dripping with sadistic glee. "This is your gift! Michael’s going to fuck a baby into you! A little Michael Jr.! Poor William will think it’s his!"

The obscene words made Jessica's head spin, horrified at the thought of being bred by another man. But her traitorous body responded eagerly, her cunt clamping hard around Michael's pistoning shaft.

"That’s it," Harley hissed. "He’s going to flood your pussy with so much cum, you'll be preggers before William even gets on the plane to come home!"

Jessica’s throat ripped open with a guttural scream, her body thrashing like an animal as Michael’s fat, cock pistoned into her greedy cunt. His heavy, sperm-filled balls slapped wetly against her clit with every brutal thrust, the thick, veined shaft splitting her pink walls wide. Her tits bounced obscenely, nipples hard as bullets, sweat glazing her flushed skin as Harley’s fingers dug into her clit.

At the moment of her greatest pleasure, Harely hissed down at her. "If you really loved him, you’d cum with him."

The thought rattled Jessica to her core. Love? Love Michael? She had just gotten used to being used for Michael’s pleasure, but did that mean she loved him?

Even as the confusion burned her soul, Michael let out a primal howl and the first rope of cum hit Jessica’s pussy like hot glue, flooding her womb as Michael’s cock throbbed, a living thing pumping life into her. Harley’s fingers attacked Jessica’s clit, forcing her over the edge, a hot squirting gush of juices soaking Harley’s wrist.

Her orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave crashing over her until she was nothing but a shuddering, whimpering mess. Through the haze of ecstasy, she felt Michael pulling out, leaving her cunt gaping and dripping with his thick cum.

“Now, that’s true love!” Harley laughed, licking Jessica’s fluids off her fingers with a slurp.

Michael knelt beside her, pressing the spongy crown against her lips. Harley slapped Jessica lightly on the cheek and the fuck drunk woman opened her lips obediently. The taste of Michael's salty cum mixed with Jessica's lust flooded her senses as Harley guided his softening cock into her mouth.

"Mmm, that's it," Harley purred in Jessica's ear. "Clean him up like a good little slut."

Jessica obeyed without hesitation, her lips sealing around Michael's shaft as she bobbed her head, sucking his warm rod clean. She swallowed reflexively, gulping down the last of his seed as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

As she serviced him, Jessica marveled at how far she had fallen. Just a few weeks ago, she had been the picture of propriety, the perfect politician's wife. And now there she was, eagerly slurping the cock that had just filled her womb while her own husband was somewhere across the state, oblivious to his wife’s betrayal.

The guilt should have been overwhelming, but it was drowned out by the rush of endorphins still pulsating through her veins. In that moment, all that mattered was pleasing Michael, proving her devotion to him.

"That's enough," Michael said brusquely, pulling away from Jessica's seeking mouth. He stood towering over her, his eyes scraping across her disheveled body with undisguised lust.

Harley rose gracefully, pressing herself against Michael's side. They made an imposing pair, sweat-slicked and triumphant, like conquering warriors surveying their prize.

Jessica looked up at them, her gaze hazy with post-orgasmic bliss and a deep, aching need. She knew she should feel ashamed, humiliated even. But all she could feel was a desire to belong to Michael, to be his willing plaything.

"Are you ready to be a good girl?" Michael asked, his tone suddenly gentle. The sound warmed Jessica from scalp to toes. Michael was happy! "Ready to give me everything I want?"

"Yes," Jessica said. "I'm yours, Michael. Use me however you want."

A slow, wicked smile spread across Michael's face, and Jessica shivered in anticipation of what was to come. She had crossed a point of no return, and there was no going back now.
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A month later, Jessica found herself at another party. This one, however, was not at her home and it wasn’t to celebrate Michael Glick.

The mayor’s wife stood in Michael’s newly renovated dining room. It looked completely different from when she had stepped in here with her husband just a month ago.

How quickly things change, she thought ruefully.

The tables each had a bouquet of red, white, and blue balloons, with matching bunting hanging from the chandeliers. The vast table had been removed and a temporary stage had been set up, a banner strung from the ceiling proclaiming “Kingsley for State Senate” in red, white, and blue.

It was their dream, up there in bold letters. And yet, all Jessica could think about was the man that had made it all happen.

"Darling! That neckline could single-handedly swing the men's vote." Penelope materialized from the crowd, clutching a champagne glass, her peacock-blue dress clinging to her lithe body like a second skin. She wrapped her arm around Jessica’s and pulled her off into a corner, her voice low, but still audible over the crowd. “Now, what is this I hear about you and Michael Glick?”

Jessica's smile tightened as she gazed at her friend. Penelope had the sly smile of a conspirator, but maybe it was the lighting in the room, but Jessica thought she saw a glimmer of the old jealousy. Jessica felt a warm sense of self-satisfaction. Once again, she got the man and all Penelope could do was listen about it through the Oakwood grapevine.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about!” Jessica laughed. “I’ve only been doing whatever I can to help William. You know that.”

Jessica looked over the crowd and noticed a familiar silhouette opening a side door. The figure looked back for the moment and gesture at her with a finger, the simple gesture enough to make her pussy clench.

“Sure," Penelope said, drawing Jessica’s attention back to the party. “Pretty Jessica, always doing anything she can for her man.”

“That’s right,” Jessica laughed. “Anything he wants.”

Penelope’s perfectly plucked eyebrows raised, and Jessica had the satisfaction of shocking her friend. If you only knew, she thought, and she felt her pussy leaking, thinking of just how far she would go for Michael.

“Jess-”

Penelope began, but her words were cut off as the good Reverend Nathaniel Blackwood took the stage. He was a thin man with a well-worn suit that was out of place among the black tie crowd, but he controlled the largest congregation in Oakwood, so William had invited Nathaniel to introduce him.

The pastor’s pretty young wife watched from the sidelines, her eyes wide with adoration for her husband. Jessica shook her head. She remembered Nathaniel as a cruel kid, and the only reason they let him hang out was because he could get drugs. He’d gotten into trouble just after their senior year and disappeared. But, when he came back, he had found God. Ten years later, he found a pretty young wife who adored him.

God works in mysterious ways, Jessica thought.

“Friends, neighbors, patriots! Who better to lead us than a man who's never lost a fight?" God wasn’t the only thing Nathaniel had found after high school. He now spoke with a rich, pompous baritone that commanded attention. “Please friends. Welcome to the stage... William Kingsley!”

The crowd erupted as William ran up the podium, his face beaming under the lights. Jessica's husband spread his arms as if he wanted to hug everyone in the room.

As all eyes were fixed on the stage, Jessica melted into the crowd, ducking under a waiter’s tray filled with shrimp cocktails. She slipped through the door that Michael had used and entered a dimly lit hallway with the scent of sawdust and fresh paint lingering in the air. Not every part of Michael's house was finished.

Michael suddenly appeared and clamped an arm around her waist. She yelped as he dragged her into a dark room, kicking the door shut behind her. He slammed her up against the wood and covered her mouth with a bruising kiss. Jessica felt the floodgates open between her legs, hot lust seeping between her lips and into her panties.

"Good girl," Michael's voice was a cold purr in the dimly lit storeroom. Jessica's heartbeat quickened as he pressed her against the door. The scent of his cologne mingled with the rawness of unfinished construction. “Even on your husband’s big day, you come to me.”

"Michael, I—" she started, but he raised a finger to her lips.

"I don’t want to hear it. You know who you belong to," he murmured. “Now, get on your knees and show me.”

Jessica hesitated for a moment. She could hear William’s voice through the wall. The bright sting of shame, however, only intensified the raw lewdness of the situation. Her cream flooded her panties and dripped down her legs, her body telling her what she really wanted. What she really deserved.

William's speech receded as she lowered herself to the floor. She reached up and felt the cool metal of Michael’s buckle as she opened his pants. Her wedding ring glittered faintly in the dim light against the dark trousers and she felt another throb in her cunt, another gush of her lust drip, drip, dripping down her thighs.

The sound of the zipper sliding down was sharp, almost obscene in the quiet room, and Michael’s cock sprang free like a cudgel. Her cunt clenched around nothing, soaking her lace panties as she stared at the monster between his thighs. Thick as her wrist, veins like braided rope, the musky scent of his balls already flooding her nostrils. This was a real man’s cock, not like her husband at all.

“Suck it, slut,” Michael huffed, shucking the glistening skin on his shaft. “Show me how much you want me.”

Jessica didn’t hesitate. She grinned and leaned forward, eyes on Michael’s dark gaze as her tongue lapped at the head, swirling around the slit to collect the salty bead of pre-cum. God! How had she ever not enjoyed the taste? Perhaps it was William’s bitter seed, or her need for Michael, but the taste of his seed was intoxicating. She moaned softly and wrapped her lips around him as she took the first throbbing inch into her mouth. Her husband’s voice drifted in from the other room, something about loyalty, but Jessica didn’t care.

Her hand wrapped around the base, squeezing gently as she worked her lips further down his shaft. She could feel him throbbing against her tongue, the corded veins pressing into the soft flesh of her mouth. Her free hand slithered up her thigh, ripping her skirt up as two fingers dug beneath her panties to find her dripping pussy. She ran her fingers up the slick slit and circled them around her clit.

Michael’s hand snarled in her hair, yanking her head forward. She gagged as his fat head crammed into her throat, spit bubbling around the base as she struggled to take every inch of his cock. “That’s it, you filthy slut,” he growled, his voice low and demanding. “Take it deeper.”

Jessica’s bubbled moans spilled out around his shaft, her nose mashed into the coarse curls of his pubic hairs as he ground his hips in circles, stretching her gullet with every brutal thrust. Her gag reflex kicked in, but she forced herself to relax, swallowing around him. Tears prickled the corners of her eyes, mascara smudging as she fought to breathe through her nose. She could feel the diamond of her wedding ring scrape her pussy as she finger fucked herself in time with Michael’s thrusts.

“Fuck, you’re such a good little slut,” Michael groaned. “You love this, don’t you? Love being my dirty little whore while your husband’s giving the speech of his life?”

Jessica’s eyes rolled back, her pussy juicing at the thought of her husband roaring from the stage while his wife got her mouth fucked by the man he used to bully. Her fingers dug deeper, her hips bucking against her greedy cunt. The tight coil of pleasure boiled with every stab of her fingers and every thrust of his cock down her throat.

“Look at me,” he demanded, yanking her head back just enough so their eyes met. Her lips were swollen, her chin glistening with spit and pre-cum. He rested his dripping meat against her cheek for a moment and she raked in a ragged breath. “You know what I want, don’t you?”

“Yes, Michael. I know.”

“Good. Now give me what I want before your stupid husband finishes.”

A weeping moan escaped her throat as she thought of William, then swallowed it quickly as Michael shoved his cock back into her mouth. She sucked hungrily, her mouth working as she took him deeper, faster. But she didn’t take him in her throat. Instead, she lashed her tongue over the throbbing crown of his cock, working his shaft with her hand.

Meanwhile, her fingers pulled out of her sopping cunt and she focused on the hard, swollen clit. Her orgasm was close, the coil waiting to spring inside her. Michael’s fingers scraped her scalp as he gripped handfuls of hair, his hips jerking as he fucked her hand and mouth with short, brutal thrusts.

“I’m going to cum!” he growled, his voice rough with pleasure. “I’m going to cum in your cheating little mouth!”

Jessica’s lips clamped on Michael’s fat, spit-slick cock as the first thick blast of his cum painted her tongue. Bitter, salty, sweet. Like betrayal distilled into syrupy liquid. Her cunt clenched instantly, a sloppy, shuddering orgasm ripping through her so violently her body bucked against her hands.

Michael didn’t let her pull back, his fingers snarled in her perfectly coiffed hair, holding the tip of his cock between her lips as it spurted ropes of jizz over her tongue.

“Fuck, yeah! Hold it in, baby! I want you to taste every. Fucking. Drop!”

She whimpered—a wet, broken sound muffled by the meat of his dick—as another rope of jizz splattered against her uvula. Her nostrils flared, inhaling the musk of his sweat. God, she barely remembered a time when she didn’t like the taste of cum! Her husband’s spunk used to taste so... watery, apologetic, like bitter milk. But Michael’s? It was filth. Power. The kind of cum that stung her nose, that made her gag reflex kick in even as her pussy dripped like a broken faucet.

“Fuck, look at you,” he sneered. “Married to another man and you’re still taking all of my cum! Bet old Willie never made you come just by breeding your mouth, did he?”

She couldn’t answer—wouldn’t dare—but her muffled moan said enough. Saliva and semen pooled in her mouth, a viscous cocktail threatening to spill down her chin.

“Show me,” he ordered, thumb pressing hard on her neck as his balls tightened against her chin. “Remind me who you belong to.”

She pulled back, letting his softening cock slip from her lips with a wet pop. Her lips were shiny with spit and cum as she opened her mouth to show him the bubbling mess of jizz inside. The viscous liquid pooled on her tongue, and she swirled it around and around, watching his face as he sighed with pleasure. Her pussy clenched again, happy that Michael was happy.

“Swallow it.”

She obeyed, throat convulsing as she gulped down the viscous liquid. Michael watched every swallow, his smile warming her heart as slid down her gullet and settled in her belly.

“Good girl,” he murmured and his words only made her want him more,her need for this man outweighing everything else. He helped her to her feet and used a thumb to smear spit and cum on her lips like a lewd lip gloss. "William's waiting for his loving wife."

"Y-yes, sir," she stammered, her legs trembling as he helped her to her feet. She knew she had only moments to compose herself before facing her husband and the rest of the party, but the thought of what she'd just done sent adrenaline coursing through her veins.

"Join your husband," Michael chuckled in her ear. "And remember who you belong to."

***

“And now, let me bring out the true brains behind my campaign... my lovely wife Jessica!”

Michael leaned against the wall, his dark eyes locked on Jessica as she sauntered towards the stage to the applause of the crowd. Her hips swayed, her red dress hugging every curve of her body. She played the role of the perfect wife flawlessly, smiling and waving to the people of Oakwood as if she hadn't just had his cum in her mouth.

The billionaire almost laughed when William turned and planted a deep, theatrical kiss on his wife’s lips. Jessica didn’t hesitate. She kissed him back, sharing his cum with her husband in front of the entire crowd. Michael felt the rage he kept inside loosen just a little as he watched the fruit of his labors smeared across the oblivious mayor’s lips.

"Looks like you've got her right where you want her," Harley sidled up to him, her warm breasts cradling his arm possessively. Her platinum blonde hair was down, framing her mischievous face.

"Jessica's mine now." Michael nodded and let out a sigh of relief. All this time and his wife and onetime tormentor had fallen. It all seemed so... easy. “But she’s only the first.”

Scanning the room, his eyes settled on Penelope Hawthorne in the crowd, her fat husband Randall clapping loudly beside her. He could already imagine the snobby, gorgeous heiress on her knees before him, her mouth swallowing his cock as he made her beg for more.

And then there was Nathaniel, the pastor, and probably the cruelest among them all. Clinging to the pastor’s arm was a pretty, young thing in a conservative dress that could not hide huge, round breasts and wide hips. Perfect pale flesh, just itching to be marked by Michael’s hands.

He would have them. He would have them all.

Michael's gaze returned to Jessica, watching as she stood beside her husband, playing the part of the dutiful wife. But he knew the truth, and that knowledge sent a thrill through him.

"Let the games begin."


The Rich Man's Wife
 

1

Penelope Hawthorne’s perfectly manicured nails dug into the stem of her champagne flute as she watched Jessica Kingsley laugh—that laugh—at something Michael Glick whispered in her ear.

The church’s newly renovated assembly hall was alive with the hum of Oakwood’s elite, their polished voices mingling with the clink of glassware, but all Penelope could focus on was the way Jessica’s hand lingered on Michael’s forearm, how she flipped her lush brunette hair back as she laughed at some joke the handsome man made. She recognized that look. It was the same look Jessica had worn when she’d first set her sights on William Kingsley all those years ago.

William. The thought of him twisted something deep in Penelope’s chest. He was off again, campaigning for state senate, leaving Jessica to flutter around like a moth drawn to Michael’s flame. And Michael? Penelope saw through the billionaire facade he had so carefully created for himself. He was still the same awkward boy who’d been shoved into lockers back in high school. Penelope sniffed, lifting her chin as if the very idea of him was beneath her. As if he were the only one with money. She had plenty of her own. And she certainly didn’t need his attention, though it irked her he hadn’t so much as glanced her way all evening.

“Jessica, dear!” Penelope called, pulling her friend aside. She forced a smile as her rival turned to her, that infuriating smirk still playing on her lips. “You seem to be... enjoying yourself tonight.”

Jessica tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder in a way that made Penelope want to roll her eyes.

“Oh, I am,” Jessica laughed. “Michael was just telling me about the renovations,” she gestured to the new vaulted ceilings and gleaming oak floor. Yet another mark Michael Glick had left upon Oakwood. “It’s amazing!”

Penelope’s smile tightened as she glanced at the ceilings and floors. “Of course.” She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “Though I must say, it’s a bit... unseemly, don’t you think? With William away and all.”

Jessica’s smirk widened, and for a moment, Penelope thought she might actually say something revealing. Instead, Jessica simply shrugged, her gaze flicking back to Michael as he laughed among a group of bootlickers across the room. How quickly the townspeople adopted their forgotten son when he started throwing money around.

“William trusts me,” she said lightly, though there was a glint in her eye that made Penelope’s stomach churn.

"I'm sure he does," Penelope replied, her voice dripping with false sweetness.

"I, for one, am very glad of Jessica and Michael’s help."

Reverend Nathaniel Blackwood sidled up to Jessica’s side. It was no surprise to Penelope that Nathaniel had been eavesdropping. The squirrelly little sociopath had been skulking around Jessica and Penelope for as long as she could remember.

But, like Michael, Nathaniel had changed a lot over the years. His voice had broken in puberty, as had his luck with the local sheriff’s office. After a stint in a Christian rehab program, Nathaniel, as he now wished to be called, had come back with a voice as smooth as silk, and a practiced patronizing tone that made Penelope's skin crawl. He stood with his usual air of righteous authority, his blonde hair perfectly styled, his dark suit immaculate. Behind him, like a meek shadow, trailed his young wife Abigail, her eyes downcast, hands clasped demurely in front of her modest dress that did nothing to hide her generous curves.

"Jessica, my dear," Nathaniel continued, his pale eyes gleaming as they swept over Jessica's form with barely concealed hunger. "I was just speaking with Michael about his most generous contribution to our parish. How blessed we are that he chose to grace us with his presence—and his philanthropy."

Abigail stood silently beside her husband, her gaze fixed on the polished floor, the picture of submissive piety. Penelope watched the young woman with a mixture of pity and disgust. How could anyone be so naive? So willingly blind to what Nathaniel really was?

Because Penelope remembered. She remembered exactly who Nate Blackwood had been in high school—the dealer who'd supplied half the football team with pills, the boy who'd cornered girls in empty hallways with that same predatory gleam in his eyes. His sudden religious awakening had been convenient, she'd always thought, a perfect cover for a boy who'd learned to hide his true nature behind scripture and sanctimony.

Not that anyone could do anything about it. The only other church was in Holly Fields over twenty miles away, so the good fucking reverend had a monopoly on God in this small corner of the world. Even Randall and Penelope were forced to attend.

‘Business was business, after all,’ as her husband was so fond of saying.

"Yes," Jessica smiled, which, Penelope was happy to see, did not reach the beautiful brunette’s eyes. "Michael has been so... generous with his time and attention lately."

“Listen, I have a few questions for Michael...” Nathaniel placed a possessive hand on Jessica’s arm. Penelope was impressed the brunette didn’t flinch as Nathaniel led her into the crowd towards the man of the hour, leaving Penelope alone with his wife.

“Isn’t Jessica just lovely tonight?” Abby gushed, her wide eyes following Jessica and her husband across the room. “And Michael—he’s so charming! Don’t you think?”

“Charming,” Penelope echoed dryly, though Abby was too busy staring after Michael with a childlike fascination to notice.

Penelope sighed inwardly. Could anyone in this town see past their own delusions? She glanced back at Jessica, who was now laughing with Michael by the refreshment table. There was something going on there—Penelope knew it.

And it was driving her mad being left out.

***

The silver Porsche's engine roared to life with an aggressive purr that made several heads turn in the church parking lot. Randall gripped the steering wheel with white knuckles, his jaw clenched as he attempted to navigate the sleek sports car out of the narrow space without scraping the paint.

"Careful," Penelope snapped as the car lurched forward, then jerked to an abrupt stop. "This isn't a pickup truck, Randall."

"I've got it," he muttered, though sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool evening air. The Porsche was his pride and joy—a symbol of his success that he could barely operate without embarrassing himself.

Penelope adjusted her seatbelt and turned to face him, her eyes blazing with barely contained fury. "They're sleeping together."

"What?" Randall glanced at her, momentarily distracted, and the car veered slightly toward the curb.

"Eyes on the road!" Penelope gripped the door handle. "Jessica and Michael. They're having an affair. I'm certain of it."

Randall let out a bark of laughter. "Oh, come on, Penny. Jessica and William are crazy about each other. Always have been, ever since high school. You're being paranoid."

The casual dismissal hit Penelope like a slap. Her perfectly composed facade cracked, revealing the raw jealousy beneath. "Don't you dare laugh at me, Randall Hawthorne. I know what I saw tonight."

"What you saw was Jessica being polite to a major donor," Randall said, his tone maddeningly reasonable as the harsh grinding of gears made him wince. "William's campaign needs Michael's support. She's playing politics, nothing more."

Penelope's hands clenched into fists in her lap. The mention of William's political aspirations—his bright future that should have been hers—only stoked the fire burning in her chest. The state senate was just the beginning. Governor's mansion next, maybe even beyond that. And Jessica would be there beside him for all of it, playing the perfect political wife while Penelope sat trapped in Oakwood with a husband who couldn't even drive his own car properly.

Penelope forced herself to take a steadying breath. What was she doing? She wasn't a lovesick teenager pining after the quarterback anymore. She was a practical woman who had made practical choices. Money and power had their own intoxicating allure—hadn't they been enough to sustain her all these years?

Her gaze drifted to Randall's profile, noting the way his nervous perspiration dripped down his jowly cheeks and the way his wedding ring dug into the flesh of his finger. Weight was a sign of wealth, and she didn’t begrudge Randall for it. He had been besotted with her since high school, and that worship was an aphrodisiac Penelope couldn’t ignore. He might not be William, but he was hers. Completely, utterly hers in a way that Jessica would never truly possess anyone.

With deliberate slowness, Penelope slid her manicured hand across the leather seat and placed it high on Randall's thigh, her fingers tracing small circles through the expensive fabric of his trousers.

"Jesus Christ!" Randall jerked so violently that the Porsche swerved toward the opposite lane, tires squealing against asphalt. He yanked the wheel hard to the right, over-correcting as an oncoming sedan's horn blared through the night air.

"Randall!" Penelope shrieked, her hand flying to the dashboard as they careened toward a row of parked cars.

He straightened the vehicle at the last second, pulling over to the shoulder with his heart hammering against his ribs. The engine idled smoothly as they sat in stunned silence, both breathing hard.

"What the hell was that?" he gasped, turning to stare at his wife with wide eyes.

Penelope smoothed her hair with trembling fingers, her moment of calculated seduction having backfired spectacularly. "I was simply—"

"You nearly got us killed!" But even as he said it, she could see the flush creeping up his neck, the way his pupils had dilated. Despite everything, despite nearly wrapping them around a telephone pole, Randall was aroused.

Penelope let out a throaty laugh to cover her own nervousness. "Oh, Randall," she purred, her voice shaking slightly. "You're so dramatic."

She could see it in his eyes—the hunger that never quite disappeared, the desperate need that had kept him circling her orbit since their teenage years. Her hand found his thigh again, more purposefully this time, sliding upward until her fingers brushed against the growing bulge in his expensive trousers.

"Penny, we're on the side of the road," he protested weakly, but his body betrayed him as she stroked him through the fabric. His breathing became ragged as she worked him with practiced efficiency.

"So?" she whispered, her fingers deftly working his zipper. A pickup truck rumbled past, its headlights sweeping across the Porsche's interior, but Penelope didn't pause. If anything, the risk excited her—the chance that someone might see the great Randall Hawthorne being pleasured by his beautiful wife.

"Someone might—oh God—" His words dissolved into a groan as she freed him from his pants and lowered her head. The leather seat creaked as she adjusted her position, her blonde hair spilling across his lap.

Another car passed, then another, but Penelope was lost in the power she wielded over him, the way his hands tangled desperately in her hair. Penelope felt his soft belly pressing against her forehead as she worked, the expensive fabric of his shirt damp with sweat. The taste of him filled her mouth as she took him deeper, her manicured nails digging into his thighs through the fine wool of his trousers. She could feel his body trembling beneath her ministrations, hear the catch in his breathing that told her he was completely at her mercy.

This was what she lived for - not the act itself, which was merely a means to an end, but the absolute control she wielded in these moments. Randall, for all his bluster and business dealings, was putty in her hands as she used her sexuality as a weapon. She could feel her own arousal building, not from physical pleasure but from the intoxicating rush of dominance.

"Penelope," he gasped, his voice strangled. "We should... someone might..."

She pulled back just enough to look up at him, her lips glistening. "Let them, baby," she huffed, her voice husky with power rather than passion. "You're Randall fucking Hawthorne. You own this town. Not William. Not Michael Glick. You!"

Randall’s response was a strangled moan as she resumed her work. And I own you, she thought as she smiled around his throbbing shaft. Penelope's head bobbed up and down on his cock, her skilled mouth teasing every sensitive spot she knew so well. Randall's fingers dug into the leather upholstery as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth, her nose brushing against his sweaty belly. The sight of him squirming beneath her ministrations only heightened her arousal, despite the fact that it was she who was servicing him.

As Randall's moans grew louder and more desperate, Penelope knew the moment of his release was near. She pulled off of hiscock,k leaving Randall gasping and sweating into his leather seats.

"Drive us to the lake," she commanded, straightening her lipstick in the rearview mirror. "Now."

Randall's hands shook as he shifted the Porsche back into drive, his breathing still ragged from Penelope's ministrations. The car lurched forward, then found its rhythm as they wound through Oakwood's darkened streets toward the lake. Penelope sat back in her seat, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she watched her husband struggle to maintain composure.

The moon hung low over Willow Lake when they arrived, its silver light dancing across the water's surface. Randall parked beneath a canopy of ancient willow trees, where the lake got its name, their branches creating a curtain that would shield them from any prying eyes.

"Here?" Randall's voice cracked slightly as he killed the engine.

"Here," she confirmed, then got out of the car.

Through the slowly waving branches, Penelope could see the lake house, the place where they had spent so much time as young people. Smoking pot, drinking. Fucking. It used to belong to Randall’s family, but in a rash bit of greed, Randall had sold the aging wreck to Michael Glick.

Right now, they were on Michael’s land, but Penelope didn’t care. She wanted to be here, in front of his house, a little fuck you to him... and Jessica.

Was Jessica in his house right now, looking down on the lake?

With that illicit thought in her mind, she slid onto the gleaming silver hood of the Porsche and opened her legs.

“Come here,” she ordered her husband as he stumbled from the car, his cock still hard and bouncing from his open pants.

Penelope leaned back against the sleek, silver hood, the engine warm under her ass cheeks. Her legs were spread wide, her skirt hiked up to her hips, revealing the sheer lace panties that clung to her dripping cunt. She wondered how she looked to Randall, his two finest possessions spread out for his pleasure.

“Eat me, Randall,” she ordered, her voice sharp. “And don’t you dare fucking stop until I tell I come.”

Randall hesitated for a split second, but the fire in her gaze left no room for argument. He dropped to his knees on the road, the gravel biting into his skin, but he didn’t care. All he could focus on was the sight of Penelope’s pussy, glistening and begging for his tongue. He leaned in, his breath hot against her folds, and she let out a low, approving moan as he pressed his mouth to her.

His tongue was relentless, lapping at her slit with a fervor that bordered on desperation. He flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, circling it slowly before sucking it into his mouth, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips. Her hands clawed at his scalp, pulling him closer, forcing him deeper into her wetness. She ground her hips against his face, her moans growing louder, more urgent, as he worked her with his tongue.

It had taken years to train him, but now her husband could eat pussy like a porn star!

“Fuck, Randall,” she hissed, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Don’t you dare stop. Eat that pussy! Make me come on your fucking face!”

He obeyed without hesitation, his tongue plunging into her tight, quivering hole, fucking her with long, deep strokes that had her thighs trembling. Her juices coated his lips, his chin, dripping down onto the pavement below as he devoured her like a starving man. Her moans turned into screams as she came, her body convulsing with pleasure, her cunt clenching around his tongue as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

But Penelope wasn’t done yet. She pulled him up by his thin hair, her eyes dark with lust as she pushed him back against the car. Her hand was on his zipper before he could even catch his breath, yanking it down and freeing his cock from its confines. It was hard and throbbing, his underwear sticky with pre-cum.

“Your turn, baby!” she cooed, wrapping her hand around his twitching shaft.

She squatted, unwilling to plant her knees in the gravel, and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, sucking him into her mouth with a ferocity that made him groan. Her tongue swirled, lapped at the pre-cum, washing the bitter spend away, teasing him mercilessly before she took him deeper, swallowing him easily. Her blonde head bobbed up and down, her lips tight around his shaft, hand working the base as she sucked him with a skill that left him breathless.

Randall’s hips bucked involuntarily, his cock stabbing as far as he could go. She tasted the first bitter shot of cum on her tongue, gagged slightly at the taste, but didn’t pull away. Instead, she shoved him deeper, forcing the spasming tip to the edge of her throat until his balls were pressed against her chin. She held him there for a moment, cheeks hollowed, humming into his sensitive shaft until Randall couldn’t hold back.

“Oh, fuck, Pen! I—I’m coming!”

Penelope swallowed reflexively as Randall's cock jerked in her mouth, her throat working in practiced rhythm to channel the thick pulses directly down. She hated the bitter aftertaste that lingered when he finished on her tongue, despised the sticky mess that required discreet wiping. But years of marital duty had perfected her technique—chin tilted just so, lips sealed tight until the last shudder passed through his soft body.

When she finally pulled back, her mouth was spotless. No telltale streaks on her chin, no bitter taste on her lips. Just the faintest sheen of sweat at her hairline and the satisfied curve of her lips as she watched Randall slump against the Porsche's hood.

"I love you," he panted, jowls quivering as he struggled to tuck himself back into his trousers. "God, Penny, you're... so wonderful."

She didn't bother responding. Her attention had already shifted to Michael's renovated lake house, glowing like a warm beacon through the trees. For a heartbeat, she imagined Jessica pressed against those floor-to-ceiling windows, watching. Let her see. Let them all see.

The Porsche's engine growled to life as Penelope slid into the passenger seat. Randall's hands still trembled on the wheel, but she didn't chastise him this time. Let the fool drive them into a ditch if he wanted. She'd already won tonight's battle, proven that true power didn't glitter like new money or simper for political donors.

Penelope's blood thrummed with anticipation. Let Jessica play her games with Michael. Let William chase his hollow political dreams. Oakwood's real queen still held the power in her her hands, and Penelope intended to make certain everyone remembered whose throat they tightened around.
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Michael sat in his expensive leather chair, looking out of the floor-to-ceiling windows at the lake. The moon was obscured by clouds tonight, possibly another storm on the way, and gave Michael a sense that another shift in his world was coming.

“So, like I was saying, the meeting went well, but damn, I am tired.”

Michael leaned back, settling his naked body into the soft leather, his ass slipping across the smooth surface. He kept the phone pressed to his ear, his voice smooth as silk as he spoke to William Kingsley, the man who had once made his high school years a living hell.

“I understand, William,” Michael said, his voice sympathetic. “The constant travel must be exhausting. You’re doing so much for the city and the state. Jessica must miss you terribly.”

As he spoke, his free hand tangled in Jessica’s brown hair, gripping it with a possessiveness that made her whimper around his shaft. Her wedding ring glinted in the soft light, a cruel reminder of the vows she was breaking with every bob of her head. She was a vision of submission. Hollowed cheeks as she sucked him deep, her tongue working him with a desperate, shameful hunger. Her eyes were downcast, but the flush on her cheeks showed Michael what he already knew. She was turned on by sucking his cock while her husband was on the phone!

Michael’s cock throbbed in her mouth, the heat of her lips and the wet suction of her throat driving him wild. He could feel her gag reflex kick in as he pushed her down further, forcing her to take him to the hilt. Her nose pressed against his pelvis, her breath hot and ragged as she struggled to accommodate him. But she didn’t pull away. No, Jessica was too far gone for that. She was a woman consumed by her own hunger, her own guilt, and the intoxicating power of the man who had once been nothing more than a punchline in her husband’s cruel jokes.

“You’re doing the right thing, William,” Michael continued, his voice steady even as his hips humped off the rich leather, fucking Jessica’s face with slow, deliberate thrusts. “Jessica knows that. She’s proud of you.”

Jessica’s hands gripped his thighs, her nails digging into his muscle as she tried to steady herself. Her lips were slick with spit and pre-cum, her chin glistening as she worked him with a fervor that bordered on worship. She was a woman lost in the act, her shame only fueling her desire. Every slurp, every moan, every desperate gasp for air was an act of betrayal, and Michael reveled in it.

He could feel his orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter in his gut. His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her closer, forcing her to take him deeper still. Her throat convulsed around him, and he could feel the vibrations of her muffled moans as she struggled to breathe. It was too much, too good, and he knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’ll let you go, William,” Michael said, his voice strained now as he fought to keep his composure. “Get some rest. You’ve earned it.”

He hung up the phone and tossed it on the floor next to Jessica’s knee, his other hand joining the fist in her hair. He held her there, his cock buried deep in her mouth. Michael’s lips curled into a grin as he felt the young wife’s throat clasp around the tip, massaging his sensitive shaft. Finally, he let her go and she fell back, gasping, spit and drool spilling out of her pink lips and onto her supple breasts.

“So,” Michael chuckled, running a thump over her bruised bottom lip, “you think your poor husband would still miss you if he could see your face right now?” He reached down, his fingers tangling in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at him. “Do you still love poor William?”

Jessica whimpered, her cheeks flushed with shame as she nodded frantically. “Yes. I do.”

“So why are you sucking my cock, then?”

“Because, I— I need you!“

The words were music to Michael’s ears. This was what he had wanted all along, to master the woman who had helped make his teenage years miserable. And now, with enough money, he had become the man he’d always wanted to be. And the man Jessica always needed.

Michael’s smirk widened, and he gave her hair another sharp tug, making her gasp. “Prove it.”

Without hesitation, Jessica leaned forward, her lips wrapping around his cock like she was born to worship it. She took him deep, her throat working as she swallowed him whole, her tongue swirling around his shaft like it was her only purpose in life. Michael groaned, his hips bucking forward as he fucked her face with abandon, his grip on her hair tightening to the point of pain.

“That’s it, you filthy little slut,” he growled, his voice thick with arousal. “Take it all. Think about your poor fucking husband while you suck my cock!”

Jessica moaned around his cock. Michael pictured her thinking of William, miles away, while the engorged head of Michael’s cock battered her throat. Her hands gripped his thighs for support as she bobbed her head faster, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth. Her eyes fluttered shut, tears of pleasure and submission streaming down her cheeks as she gave herself over completely to him.

Michael’s breathing grew ragged, his balls tightening as he felt his release building. “I’m going to come, baby!” he growled, his voice rough with need. “You’re gonna let me paint that pretty face of yours with my cum, aren’t you?”

Jessica nodded eagerly, her lips still wrapped around him, her tongue lapping at the underside of his cock like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. Michael let out a guttural groan as he pulled out of her mouth, his hips jerking as he shot hot, thick ropes of cum across her face. Jessica moaned, turned on by Michael’s pleasure and his dominance as his jizz dripped down her chin, coating her lips and cheeks in a sticky, glistening mess.

But he wasn’t done.

“Make yourself come, Jessica,” he commanded. “I want to see you orgasm with my cum all over your face!”

Jessica moaned as she sat back on the floor and spread her legs for him, showing him the dripping pink lips of her cunt. She slid two fingers deep inside, her hips bucking as she frigged herself furiously, her other hand groping at her hard nipples.

“That’s a good girl!” Michael murmured with awe. It had only been a few months and already Jessica was willing to debase herself for him. “Fingering yourself while another man’s cum drips down your face!”

Jessica didn’t care. She was lost in the throes of ecstasy, her fingers working her clit with practiced precision as she came hard, her body convulsing with pleasure. Cum dripped off her cheeks, a stray drop in her eye, but all that mattered was her orgasm. That, and pleasing him.

When she finally came to a stop, she was a picture of debauchery. Michael’s cum dripped down her cheeks and onto her chest, pooling in the valley between her tits. Her lips were swollen and red, her eyes glazed over with a look of complete submission. A steady stream of juices spilled from her pussy, pooled under her ass, and spread out across the hardwood floor.

“Good girl,” Michael purred, running a thumb through the mess on her face and smearing it across her lips. “Now clean me up.”

Jessica didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the cum from his thumb, her eyes never leaving his. She was his—completely his—and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

***

The steam from the shower still clung to their skin, damp and glistening, as Michael and Jessica collapsed onto the bed. The sheets were cool against their overheated bodies, but the heat between them was far from extinguished. Jessica’s nipples were hard, pebbled peaks against the soft swell of her tits, and Michael’s cock was already throbbing again, a sleeping snake begging for attention.

Jessica propped herself up on one elbow, her pussy still slick, and fixed him with a look that was equal parts curiosity and jealousy. “Did you see Penelope tonight?” she asked, trailing her fingers over his chest and slid to the downy thatch of hair between his legs. “She was seething when you ignored her.”

“I didn’t ignore her,” he chuckled, his cock twitching as Jessica’s fingers teased the hair at the base of his thick shaft.

“Well, for a woman like Penelope, you practically smacked her in the face!”

“A woman like Penelope, huh?” Michael laughed and ran a hand through Jessica’s hair. There was something nice about this lull, an intimacy that made his cock harden against Jessica’s fingers. This was more than sex. “And what is she like?”

“Rich!” Jessica said and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

“Use your other hand,” Michael said, shifting his hips so the tip of his cock bumped her chin. “I want to see your ring.”

“You’re so awful!” Jessica moaned, but she switched hands, the wedding ring William had given her glittering against the reddened skin of Michael’s swollen shaft making him throb even harder.

“Penelope’s not rich,” Michael murmured as Jessica’s hand slid up to the purple crown of his cock, teasing out a tear of milk pre-cum.

“Well, she’s richer than I am,” Jessica muttered.

“Is that what you want?” Michael said. “To be rich?”

“No,” Jessica smiled, then pulled his cock to her lips and kissed the milky tear of pre-cum from the tip. “I want you.”

Michael felt a powerful thrill surge up his spine at her words. The growl he had meant to let out turned into a groan and Jessica chuckled against his cock, knowing she had said exactly what he wanted to hear.

But was it true? Did she really only want him? Michael wondered as her pink lips—lips that her husband was dreaming about right now—parted slightly and ran up the length of his shaft, leaving a dripping trail of spit behind them.

“Do you have plans for Penny?” Jessica asked, attempting to use Michael’s momentary weakness against him.

“Why?” Michael said and pulled his cock away from her. “Jealous?”

Jessica gazed up at him, her eyes wide and wet. There was jealousy there, but also insecurity. It was funny. Michael had once thought he was the only one that was insecure, but now he knew everyone felt that way, including Jessica.

Including Penelope.

“Aren’t I enough for you?” Jessica whispered, kissing the knuckles of his fingers at the base of his cock.

She didn’t mention Harley, Michael’s other lover and partner in crime. Michael had asked the younger woman to give them privacy for the night. Harley didn’t mind. As far as he could tell, the former teen reality star turned adult film actress didn’t feel jealousy towards Jessica at all. If anything, Harley felt a need to help the married Jessica accept her place at Michael’s side.

“It’s not about having enough,” he growled, and Jessica gasped as he rolled her over onto her back, sinking his fingers into her sopping cunt. “It’s about getting what people deserve.”

Jessica moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “Revenge,” she whimpered, her nails digging into his neck. “That’s what this is about, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he pressed his cock against her entrance, hot and demanding.

“Tell me. Who do you want more?” he demanded, his voice rough with lust. “Me or William?”

“You,” Jessica moaned without hesitation, her legs spreading wider, inviting him in. “Always you.”

Michael’s eyes darkened with satisfaction as he slammed into her, his cock stretching her tight cunt to its limits. “This is what I deserve!” he growled, his hips pistoning into her with brutal force.

Jessica screamed, her nails raking down his back as he pounded into her, each thrust hitting her g-spot with unerring accuracy. Her tits bounced with every movement, and Michael leaned down to suck a pebbled nipple into his mouth, biting down hard enough to make her cry out.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Jessica could only moan in response, her body completely at his mercy as he took her again and again, claiming her in every way possible.
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Penelope's heels clicked against the cobblestone walkway leading to Jessica's colonial revival home. Her handbag swung at her side, the buttery leather catching the morning sunlight as she smoothed her silk blouse.

She'd spent an hour perfecting her appearance this morning, choosing each piece with military precision. The cream-colored blouse hugged her figure without being vulgar, paired with tailored trousers that emphasized her long legs. Her blonde hair was swept into a chignon that screamed old money elegance, not a single strand out of place despite the humid morning air.

The brass knocker felt cool beneath her fingers as she rapped it twice against the mahogany door. This was Jessica's domain—her little kingdom built on William's political aspirations and funded by Randall's, and now Michael’s, generosity. How fitting that Penelope would expose whatever sordid affair was brewing right here in the heart of Jessica's perfect life.

"Penelope!" Jessica's voice carried through the foyer before the door fully opened. "So glad you could make it!"

But Jessica's smile seemed strained, her usually immaculate appearance slightly disheveled. Her dark hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, and she wore simple jeans and a blouse—hardly the polished perfection Penelope expected from the former head cheerleader and the mayor's wife.

"I was so glad you called," Penelope meant it. She couldn’t resist Jessica’s offer of coffee. She had questions about her and Michael, questions that she wanted answered.

"I’m so sorry, Pen,” Jessica said and tried to run a hand through her hair, realizing it was still in a messy ponytail, and let the arm fall to her side. “William just called—there's some crisis with the campaign office. I need to drive up there immediately." Jessica's nervous energy was palpable as she led Penelope through the foyer.

Penelope's pulse quickened. "That’s too bad.” She paused and looked around her friend’s neatly furnished house. “You are so busy lately. Between William and Michael...”

She let the sentence trail off, hoping Jessica would finish it.

"Funny you should say that," Jessica turned and Penelope saw what seemed like a sly smile curl her lips. Then, just as quickly as it appeared, it vanished. "Michael's here. He was just going over some proposals for the town development project. Maybe you could weigh in."

"Michael Glick is here?" The words escaped before Penelope could stop them, sharper than she'd intended.

"In William's study. I'm sure he wouldn't mind the company while I'm gone." Jessica's smile was too bright, too forced. "I really need to run, Penny. Make yourself at home."

Before Penelope could protest, Jessica had grabbed her purse and keys, calling out a quick goodbye as she disappeared through the front door. The sound of her car pulling away left an uncomfortable silence that seemed to press against Penelope's chest.

"Well, well. Mrs. Randall Hawthorne,” a smooth voice said from behind her. “Just the woman I’ve been waiting to see.”

Penelope turned to find Michael leaning against the doorframe, and her breath caught in her throat. This close to him, it was easy to forget the gangly boy she remembered from high school. In his place was a man who commanded attention—tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a tailored suit that hugged his body, showing off his well-defined muscles and athletic frame. The fabric was a dark grey, with a subtle sheen that caught the light in just the right places.

"Michael." She straightened her spine, channeling every ounce of her disdain towards the former geek. "How... unexpected."

"Is it?" His smile was enigmatic as he stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter the study. "I had a feeling you might stop by."

The study was William's masculine sanctuary—dark wood paneling, leather-bound books, and a polished mahogany desk that captured the light streaming in from the large picture window behind it.

But it was the framed photographs scattered across every surface that made Penelope's chest tighten. William and Jessica at their wedding, radiant and young. William accepting an award from the city, Jessica beaming beside him in a designer gown. Their perfect political couple mocked her from every angle.

"Admiring the happy couple?" Michael moved to stand behind William's desk chair, his fingers trailing over the leather.

"They certainly photograph well," Penelope replied coolly, though her hands trembled slightly as she clutched her handbag. The casual way he occupied William's space, touched William's things—it was obscene.

"You know, I always wondered what it would be like to be William." Michael settled into the seat with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving Penelope's face. "To have the adoration of his..." He stopped and picked up the framed wedding photo on the desk. Jessica and William smiled up at him, oblivious to his desecration. “...town.”

"It's just a chair, Michael." But even as she said it, Penelope couldn't deny the way he seemed to fill the space, to make it his own.

"Just a chair that belongs to the man who used to shove me into lockers." His voice remained conversational, but something darker flickered in his eyes. "Strange how things change, isn't it?"

Penelope's skin prickled with unease. She remembered Michael lying on the beach, crying and bloody. Standing over him, she had felt strong, triumphant, as Randall, Nathan, and especially William, defended her honor. So what she had helped set him up? At the time, she had felt the weird geek deserved it.

But Michael was a completely different animal. He moved with predatory confidence, his gaze no longer creepy, but hungry, traveling over her figure with an appreciation that made her feel exposed despite her carefully chosen armor of designer clothes.

"You've certainly had your share of luck," she admitted, hating herself for the breathless quality in her voice.

"Money has a way of improving one's luck." He leaned back in the chair, perfectly at ease. "But you would know that, wouldn't you, Penny? You've always understood the relationship between wealth and desirability."

"I don't know what you're implying."

"I'm not implying anything. I'm stating a fact." He stood, moving around the desk with fluid grace. "You're not attracted to the man, Penny. You're attracted to power."

Her breath hitched as he approached, his cologne—something expensive and intoxicating—filling the space between them. "That's ridiculous."

"Is it?" He was close enough now that she could see the flecks of gold in his dark eyes, could feel the heat radiating from his body. "Then why are you here? Why are you so jealous of Jessica?"

Before Penelope could respond, he reached forward, and she stiffened. Was he going to grab her? The sheer gall overwhelmed her, overriding the unwanted thrill slithering up her spine.

But no. He walked past her to a briefcase sitting on a side table. His movements were deliberate, calculated, as he withdrew a leather portfolio and returned to the desk.

"Since we're being honest," he said, spreading documents across the mahogany surface, "I thought you might be interested in these."

Penelope's eyes widened as she recognized bank statements, investment records, loan documents—all bearing Randall's signature. Her pale, French manicured nails tapped nervously against her handbag as she approached the desk, her pulse hammering in her throat.

"What is this?" But even as she asked, she could see the devastating truth laid out in black and white.

"Your husband's financial records." Michael's voice was gentle, almost sympathetic. "The real ones. Not the carefully edited versions he's been showing you."

Her hands trembled as she reached for the papers, scanning the figures that blurred before her eyes. Massive losses, failed land deals, money transferred from accounts she thought were safely in her name.

"This can't be true." Her voice cracked, all pretense of composure crumbling.

"I'm afraid it is." Michael moved behind her, his presence warm and solid at her back. "Randall's been using your inheritance to cover his debts and failed investments. You're not as wealthy as you think, Penny."

The room spun around her as the magnitude of the betrayal sank in. Everything she'd built her identity on—her status, her security, her power over Randall—all of it built on lies.

"Why are you showing me this?" she whispered, gathering the documents with shaking hands.

"Because I think we could help each other." His voice was a hot, low murmur against her ear, sending more unwanted shivers down her spine.

Penelope recoiled, backing toward the door as panic clawed at her chest. "I have to go."

"Penny—"

"No!" She clutched the papers to her chest like armor, her carefully constructed world collapsing around her. "This can't be true."

She fled through the foyer, her heels echoing off the marble as she escaped into the morning air, Michael's knowing gaze burning into her back.

***

The first drops of rain spattered against the mansion's tall windows as Penelope burst through the front door, her silk blouse still pristine but her composure shattered beyond repair. The documents crackled in her white-knuckled grip as she stalked through the marble foyer, her heels clicking an angry staccato against the polished stone.

"Randall!" Her voice echoed through the cavernous space, sharp enough to cut glass.

She discovered him in his playroom, his feet propped on a stool, watching a movie on the huge TV that covered the entire wall. He was wearing shorts and stained, dark socks pulled ludicrously up over his calves. His appearance was a far cry from the confident businessman persona he projected to the world. Seeing him in such a slovenly state only intensified her fury.

"Penny?" He looked up, surprised. "I thought you were having coffee with Jessica—"

The leather portfolio hit the bed, the dull thud not nearly dramatic enough so she picked it up and threw onto Randall’s crotch.

“And what are you doing?” Penelope snapped. “Besides losing all of our money!”

Randall's face drained of all color as he recognized the documents spilling across his lap—bank statements, investment records, loan agreements, all bearing his signatures.

"Explain this." She wanted to scream, but kept her voice low and deadly, like the hiss of a snake.

Randall's mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. His hands trembled as he reached for the papers, but Penelope slammed her palm down on them, making Randall groan as her palm landed between his legs.

"I asked you to explain this, Randall." Each word was precisely enunciated. Not just a snake. A venomous snake.

"Penny, I can explain—"

"Can you?" She leaned forward, her blonde hair falling like a curtain around her face. "Can you explain why my inheritance—money my father left me—is gone? Can you explain why you've been lying to me for years?"

Thunder rumbled in the distance, a low growl that seemed to emanate from the depths of her fury. Randall flinched at the sound, his nervous gaze darting between her face and the damning evidence scattered across his desk.

"The investments were supposed to pay off," he said in a small, defeated voice. "The land deals in Holly Fields, the tech startups, the cryptocurrency ventures—they were all supposed to generate massive returns."

"Supposed to?" Penelope's voice rose an octave. "You gambled away my family's money on 'supposed to'?"

"It wasn't gambling!" Randall's voice cracked as he tried to defend himself. "These were calculated risks, business investments that—"

"That failed!" She swept her arm across the bed, sending papers cascading to the floor. "That failed spectacularly while you lied to my face every single day!"

Rain began pelting the windows harder now, the sound mixing with the thunder that seemed to roll in perfect synchronization with her mounting rage. Randall cowered in his leather chair, the expensive furniture making him look even smaller and more pathetic.

"I was trying to make us richer," he whimpered. "I wanted to give you everything you deserve. I thought if I could just make one big score—"

"By stealing from me!" The words exploded from her throat, raw and primal.

"I always intended to pay it back—"

"With what?" She grabbed a fistful of papers from the floor, waving them in his face. "You've lost everything, Randall. We're broke! And who did I hear it from? Michael FUCKING GLICK!"

The thunder crashed overhead, a bone-shaking rumble that seemed to shake the very foundations of the mansion. In that moment, Penelope saw her entire world crumbling—her status, her security, her carefully constructed life built on lies and stolen money.

"Michael? Michael told you?"

Randall looked up at her, blinking dumbly. It was all clear now why Randall had sold the lake house to Michael, how the bastard had insinuated into every corner of Oakwood.

“How long?”

"How long what?"

"How long have you been lying to me?”

Randall's shoulders sagged in defeat. "A year. When Holly Fields fell through, I got a loan, tried to hold back the losses, but then my other investments went... went bad. Then—”

“Then Michael showed up.”

Randall said nothing, but the look on his face told her all she needed to know. She turned away from him, unable to bear the sight of him. Her gaze fell on the silver bowl by the bed where he kept his keys—the keys to the Porsche, the Mercedes, all the toys he'd bought to sell the lie that they were still rich. Still successful.

"Penny, please—" He started to rise from the bed, but she whirled on him with such fury that he fell back immediately.

"Don't you dare!" She snatched his car keys from the bowl, the metal cold and sharp in her trembling palm. "Don't you dare try to explain this away or make excuses!"

Rain lashed against the windows now, the storm intensifying as if nature itself was responding to her emotional chaos. She could hear it drumming against the roof, see it streaming down the glass in silver rivulets that blurred the outside world.

"Where are you going?" Randall's voice was small and broken.

"Away." She headed for the door, then turned back one last time. "Away from you."

"Penny, you can't just—"

But she was already gone, striding through the foyer toward the front door. The storm hit her like a physical blow as she stepped outside, the rain immediately soaking through her silk blouse and plastering her carefully styled hair to her skull. Her designer clothes—chosen so carefully to project wealth and status—were ruined within seconds.

She didn't care. Nothing mattered now except getting away from Randall, away from the life crumbling down around her. The Porsche's engine roared to life beneath her shaking hands, and she peeled out of the driveway into the storm, her tears mixing with the rain on her face.

***

The Porsche's windshield wipers fought a losing battle against the rain as Penelope pressed harder on the accelerator, her vision blurred by both the storm and the tears streaming down her cheeks. Mascara painted dark tracks across her face, mixing with rainwater that had somehow found its way inside the car during her desperate flight from the mansion.

She pounded the steering wheel with her fist, a primal scream tearing from her throat as she navigated the winding road around Willow Lake. The carefully constructed life she'd built—the status, the security, the power—all of it had been stolen from her by the man she'd married. The man she'd settled for when William chose Jessica instead.

"Bastard!" The word echoed in the confined space as she took a curve too fast, the Porsche's tires struggling for purchase on the rain-slicked asphalt. "Lying, stealing bastard!"

The speedometer climbed past sixty, then seventy, far too fast for these narrow lakeside roads. But Penelope didn't care. She wanted to feel something other than the crushing weight of betrayal, wanted to outrun the devastating truth of her situation. Her silk blouse clung to her skin, transparent with rainwater, her carefully styled hair hanging in wet tendrils around her face.

Another sharp curve appeared ahead, and Penelope yanked the wheel hard to the right. The Porsche responded with a sickening lurch, its rear wheels sliding sideways as she fought for control. Time seemed to slow as she felt the car beginning to hydroplane, the steering wheel spinning uselessly in her hands.

"No, no, no!" She pumped the brakes frantically, but physics had already taken over. The silver sports car spun like a top, tires screaming against wet pavement as it careened toward the guardrail.

A sudden jolt sent Penelope's body forward against the seatbelt, bringing her to an abrupt stop with a bone-jarring force. The Porsche screeched along the metal rail, then skidded to a halt in the thick mud of along the side of the road, firmly wedged against a cluster of oak trees. Steam rose gently from the hood as rain continued to pour, streaming down the now-smeared windshield.

For a moment, Penelope sat in stunned silence, her hands trembling as they clutched the steering wheel. Her entire body was sore, but nothing felt broken. The airbag hadn't deployed—a small mercy that spared her from chemical burns and bruises. But the Porsche, Randall's cherished symbol of success, was undeniably stuck and unable to be freed from the mud.

"Perfect," she whispered, then let out a hysterical laugh that bordered on sobbing. "Just fucking perfect."

She fumbled for the door handle, her manicured nails slipping on the wet metal as she stumbled out into the storm. Her heels immediately sank into the soft mud, the expensive leather disappearing into the muck with obscene sucking sounds.

Rain hammered down on her exposed skin, soaking through what remained of her designer outfit. Her cream silk blouse had become transparent, clinging to her supple breasts and revealing the lace bra beneath. Her tailored pants were splattered with mud and torn at the knee where she'd scraped against the car door. The diamond tennis bracelet caught what little light filtered through the storm clouds, a ridiculous bangle that meant nothing in her current situation.

She tried pulling her heels from the mud with wet popping sounds, then kicked them off entirely. The cold earth squished between her toes as she surveyed her surroundings, trying to get her bearings through the driving rain. Trees swayed violently in the wind, their branches reaching toward her like grasping fingers.

That's when she saw it—the warm glow of lights cutting through the storm's darkness. Michael's lake house sat like a beacon in the distance, its modern architecture stark against the wild landscape. Of course. Of all the places she could have crashed, fate had delivered her practically to his doorstep.

The irony wasn't lost on her. Hours ago, she'd fled from his revelations about Randall's betrayal. Now, with nowhere else to turn, she found herself trudging up his long driveway like a supplicant seeking sanctuary.

Her feet were numb with cold by the time she reached the covered porch, her body shivering uncontrollably from the combination of shock and exposure. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she could see the warm interior—expensive furniture, a fire crackling in the stone fireplace, the promise of shelter from the storm raging around her.

Penelope hesitated with her fist raised to knock, sudden panic flooding through her. What if Jessica was still here? What if that little sexpot Harley Heat answered the door instead? How could she explain her bedraggled appearance, her desperate arrival at his doorstep in the middle of the night?

But where else could she go? The mansion was no longer home—not now that she knew it was built on a crumbling foundation of debt and lies. Her friends were all connected to Randall's business dealings, tainted by association. The hotels in town would be full of gossips who would spread news of her humiliation by morning.

Thunder crashed overhead, so close she could feel the vibration in her chest. Lightning illuminated the lake's churning surface, and she knew she couldn't stand out here much longer. Desperation overrode pride as she finally knocked on the heavy wooden door.

Footsteps approached from inside, and Penelope's heart hammered against her ribs. The door swung open to reveal Michael Glick himself, and her breath caught in her throat. He wore only silk boxers and an open robe that revealed the sculpted perfection of his torso—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, defined muscles that spoke of expensive personal trainers and disciplined workouts.

Warm light spilled out around him like a halo, making her acutely aware of her own wretched appearance. His dark eyes took in her soaked, transparent clothing, her muddy feet, her streaming makeup, but his expression showed no surprise. Instead, he smiled—a knowing, almost predatory curve of lips that made her pulse quicken despite everything.

"It's about time," he said simply, extending a crystal tumbler filled with amber whiskey toward her.

The casual certainty in his voice, the way he held the drink as if he'd been expecting her, broke something inside Penelope's chest. All her defenses—her pride, her arrogance, her desperate need to maintain control—crumbled like sandcastles before a tide.

"Michael," she whispered, his name torn from her lips like a confession.

"Come inside, Penny," he said softly, stepping back to make room for her. "You're soaking wet."

Her feet moved without conscious thought, carrying her across the threshold into warmth and light. The door closed behind her with a soft click that seemed to seal her fate, cutting off the storm's fury and leaving her alone with the man who had already dismantled her carefully constructed world.
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Penelope waited for Michael to make his move. He had her right where he wanted her—weak, dripping, helpless. She didn’t even know if she had the strength to fight.

Her strength was sapped, the shock of recent events blending with the overwhelming presence of Michael, who radiated raw power while all she could do was drip all over his marble floor. Now was the perfect time to pay her back for all the wounds she and Randall had caused him, to revel in her humiliation.

It’s what she would have done.

Instead, Michael simply watched her as she took the drink in her trembling hands and took a sip, the liquor leaving a burning trail all the way to her stomach. His gaze traveled, not lecherous but clinical, cataloguing every detail: her rain-soaked blouse, the way the fabric went sheer and clung to her skin, her trembling legs, how she kept her chin up despite her obvious misery.

He waited. Not for her to speak, but for her to collect herself, as if even now he couldn’t be bothered with a weak Penelope Hawthorne.

The silence stretched, and she grew self-conscious, standing in a puddle of rainwater and resentment. She took a larger gulp of whiskey than she intended; it burned all the way down, setting a fire in her empty stomach.

“Come on,” Michael said, voice low but even. He tied the silk belt of his robe tighter around his waist, as if covering himself out of respect for her dignity. The gesture stung more than any leer or comment could have. He turned and padded down the hallway, barefoot, and Penelope trailed after him, leaving a trail of rainwater in her wake.

The house was nothing like she remembered. In high school, the old lake house had been a derelict party spot, full of moldy couches and the stench of stale beer. This place was immaculate. Hardwood floors so clean they gleamed, walls stripped to raw timber, expensive art on every surface, and windows everywhere—windows that showed off the storm-slashed lake, the jagged flash of lightning illuminating the black water.

Michael led her to a guest suite on the main floor. The room was oversized and masculine, all charcoal linens and exposed beams, but the bed was covered with the softest furs and pillows Penelope had ever seen. Through an open door, she glimpsed a bathroom so pristine it looked photoshopped: black marble everywhere, the shower a glass cube with multiple rainfall heads, a soaking tub big enough for three.

“Take your time,” Michael said, as if she was a child or a trauma victim. He placed her bag on the bed. “You’ll find everything you need in the closet. Or you can call down and have anything sent up.”

She wanted to tell him to go to hell. Instead, she closed the bathroom door behind her and locked it, just in case.

The first thing she did was sit on the closed toilet lid and sob until her vision blurred and her nose ran and her body shook. It was the only way to get the poison out—the last of the rage and humiliation that Randall had forced into her veins. She told herself she would only indulge for a minute, but it took fifteen before her breathing slowed, before the tears dried and the old Penelope reasserted herself.

She stood and examined her reflection in the mirror. She looked like a drowned rat: mascara streaked in black runnels, blonde hair stringy and matted to her skull, designer blouse torn at the sleeve, her diamond bracelet now caked with flecks of mud.

She hated the woman she saw. Hated her weakness, hated that Michael had seen her like this, that he’d had the good manners to pretend it didn’t matter. Most of all, she hated she hated the fact she had nowhere else to go.

She stripped off her ruined clothes and balled them in the sink. Then she stepped into the glass shower and twisted the tap as far as it would go, letting the water hit her at a temperature just shy of scalding. She stood there until her skin turned pink, until the scent of rain and mud and shame was purged from her pores.

She found the hotel-grade toiletries in a basket on the marble counter. Shampoo that cost more than most people’s hourly wage, a bar of soap that smelled faintly of jasmine and crushed herbs, a loofah that scraped the last of the night’s grime from her shoulders and thighs.

She washed herself twice, then stood with her forehead pressed to the cool glass, letting the hot water cascade down her spine. It was only then that the anger started to turn. The helplessness gave way to calculation. The despair transmuted, drop by drop, into resolve.

She was still Penelope Hawthorne, damn it. She’d always been on top. She would stay on top, with or without Randall.

She toweled off and found a plush white robe in the closet. It wasn’t silk, but it was soft enough to almost convince her she was back in her own home. She sat at the marble vanity, applied the makeup she kept in a waterproof case in her purse, re-braided her hair, and dusted a faint rose blush onto her cheeks to cover the telltale signs of crying.

Only when she was sure her face betrayed nothing did she venture back into the bedroom.

Waiting on the foot of the bed was a box, discreetly branded with the logo of her favorite designer. She opened it, half-expecting to find some hideous, ill-fitting knockoff of her usual style—a final insult, a way for Michael to remind her who owned her now.

Instead, the dress inside was a work of art. Dark blue silk, cut to drape over her curves and bare her shoulders, but with a high, elegant neck that made it impossible for anyone to call her a slut. Beneath it, nestled in tissue paper, was a matching set of lingerie in midnight lace. She brushed her fingers over the delicate bra and panties, feeling the familiar prickle of anticipation, but also a flash of indignation.

He had guessed her size exactly. He had known she would need these things.

She dressed slowly, savoring the sensation of expensive fabric against clean skin. The bra cupped her firm breasts, pushing them up and out without hurting. The blue panties hugged the slim curve of her hips without digging in, and the dress made her look taller, slimmer, more powerful than she felt.

She stared at herself in the suite’s full-length mirror. She felt better than she had in hours, all the pain and humiliation hidden beneath a flawless mask. She looked, in fact, like someone who belonged at the top.

She allowed herself a sly smile.

Michael had won the first round. But the next one would be hers.

***

Penelope had half-expected Michael to appear in her bedroom the moment she finished dressing. Instead, she waited in the suite for nearly twenty minutes, the silence broken only by the drone of the wind and the low creak of the house settling around her. She tried not to imagine him pacing on the other side of the wall, waiting for her to cave and come crawling. Instead, she sat perfectly still on the fur-draped bed, legs crossed, sipping a fresh glass of whiskey, and refused to give him the satisfaction.

Eventually, a knock sounded at the door. Not the hard rap of a man, but a measured, almost timid double-tap. Penelope rose and answered to find a uniformed servant—her uniform so crisp she wondered if she’d been ordered to stand outside the guest room for hours just in case she needed anything. The woman nodded slightly and said, “Mr. Glick is ready for you in the dining room, ma’am. May I escort you?”

She nodded, affecting boredom, and followed the woman down a corridor lined with black-and-white photographs. The images were all of Oakwood: a shot of the main street after the old mill burned down, a teenage football team from the 1970s, the original lake house in winter. Penelope lingered for a heartbeat on the last one, recognizing the sagging roof and the wooden deck where, once upon a time, she’d watched William Kingsley shotgun beers while Jessica and Penelope danced drunkenly in front of the fire.

They passed through an open archway into the main part of the house. The transformation was complete. Gone was the party wreck she remembered—the one that smelled of mildew and bong water. In its place was something out of a design magazine: exposed beams, tastefully mismatched modern furniture, sculptures that must have cost six figures. It was a man’s house, but it was a man who understood that women would be watching.

The dining room was at the end of a hallway, its double doors thrown wide. Inside, a long table gleamed with polish and white linen, the centerpiece an extravagant bouquet of night-blooming lilies and glossy black calla. At one end, Michael sat alone, dressed in a midnight suit and slate tie, sipping what looked like bourbon from a lowball glass.

He stood as she entered. “Penelope,” he said. “You look stunning.”

She said nothing, simply took her seat at the opposite end of the table, her hands folded primly in her lap. Only when the servant had retreated did she let herself look at Michael—really look, taking in the squared shoulders, the hair slicked back and shorn at the sides, the subtle tan that suggested he spent his mornings running or rowing the lake.

He smiled as their eyes met. It was not a warm smile. If anything, it was a challenge: are you ready for this?

“Wine?” he asked, and at his signal, another servant appeared, pouring a rich red into her crystal glass. He waited until the room was empty again before speaking.

“Are you okay?” The words came out gentle, unexpected.

She felt a sudden, dangerous urge to laugh. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?”

“Why?” He took a sip, his eyes not leaving hers.

“Because you’ve been waiting for this night since you were sixteen. Isn’t that what all this is about?”

Michael’s smile never faltered. “Maybe. But I’m not the one who showed up at my doorstep in the rain looking for help.”

Penelope took a long pull of wine, letting it coat her tongue before she answered. “You think I came here for help?”

“I think you’re here because you have no idea what else to do. And because you know I’m the only one in this fucking town who’s being honest with you right now.”

The word hung in the air—honest. She bristled at the suggestion, at the implication that her marriage, her career, her very self had been a lie.

She leaned forward, the silk of her dress whispering against the linen tablecloth. “Honest?” She said it like a slur.

Michael only shrugged. “We both know what you want, Penny. The question is whether you’re brave enough to say it out loud.”

A pause, and then a laugh—not his, but hers, quick and sharp. “And what is it you think I want?”

He toyed with his glass, swirling the amber liquid. “You want power. You want respect. You want to be seen, the way you were in high school, the way William and Randall and all those sheep saw you before you let them convince you you were only valuable as an accessory.”

Penelope flinched. She hated how close to the mark he was. Hated that Michael understood her better than her own husband.

Michael leaned in. “You want to win.”

She stared at him, willing herself to hold the line. “What about you? What do you want?”

Michael smiled, his teeth white and predatory in the candlelight. “I want the truth. I want to see what happens when someone finally puts you first.”

She had to look away, hiding the prickle of heat that rose in her cheeks. She sipped more wine, focusing on the absurd beauty of the table—the perfect arrangement of forks, the way the candles flickered and danced in their cut-glass holders.

For a long moment neither of them spoke, the silence thick with anticipation.

Michael was the first to break it. “Tell me what happened with Randall.”

She hesitated, but then, emboldened by the alcohol and the strange intimacy of the moment, she did. She told him about she had confronted him, about how he had tried to talk to her. Her voice shook as she told him about taking Randall’s Porsche and and crashing into the ditch.

Michael listened without interrupting. Only when she finished did he say, “And now what? Are you going to leave him?”

Penelope thought of Randall, pathetic in his bathrobe, watching TV while their world imploded. The rage threatened to fill her up, but she tamped it down mercilessly.

“I suppose you think I’m yours now.”

He cocked his head. “Do you want to be?”

It was the most honest question anyone had ever asked her.

She reached for her wine, found the glass empty, and set it down with a soft click. “Maybe,” she said. “What would that even look like?”

Michael rose from his chair, walked the length of the table, and stopped behind her. She tensed, expecting him to grab her, force her to her knees, but instead he placed his hands gently on her shoulders. His fingers were warm, his touch light. She was suddenly very aware of how little she wore beneath the dress, of the thin lace that separated her from this man and the world.

Thin lace that he had bought her.

“It would look like you taking what you want. No more waiting for permission.”

She closed her eyes as his hands slid down her arms, slow and deliberate. She waited for her heart to start pounding, for her righteous anger to return. Instead, she felt... anticipation. Desire, sharp and immediate.

“Is that what you want?” she whispered.

He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “I want you to get everything you deserve.”

She rose from the chair, the movement smooth and almost involuntary, and turned to face him. Michael watched her, his gaze steady, giving her the power of the moment.

She reached up and unclasped the back of the dress, letting it slip from her shoulders. The fabric whispered down her body, pooling at her feet and leaving her in nothing but the midnight lace beneath. She met his eyes, daring him to look away, to flinch or judge.

He did neither. Instead, Michael reached out, cupped her chin in his hand, and kissed her.

The kiss was not gentle. It was hungry, possessive, but there was no violence in it—only the certainty of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. Penelope kissed him back, matching his intensity, her hands tangling in the fine wool of his jacket. She pressed her body against his, feeling the heat of him, the hard line of his cock already pressing against his trousers.

When she broke away, she gasped for air, lips swollen and red. “What now?” she asked, her voice low, rough, and a touch breathless.

Michael smiled, unbuttoned his jacket, and let it fall to the floor. “Now, Penny, you get everything you deserve.”

And this time, she believed him.

Michael’s mouth closed on hers and his hands found her hips, strong and certain, and lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Penelope gasped and clutched his shoulders, the sudden movement piercing her self-control. He set her on the edge of the table, fingers digging into the flesh of her bare thighs and spreading her legs apart.

She was wearing nothing but the midnight lace bra and panties; her nipples pebbled against the fabric, her skin hot and tight. Michael moved between her knees, pressing down on her thighs with a slow, deliberate pressure. She expected him to dive straight in, to claim her like some conquering barbarian. Instead, he paused, eyes raking up her body—devouring her, yes, but also waiting for something. Permission? Surrender?

She gave it in how she arched her back, the way her thighs parted wider, how she held his gaze as her own hands slid up her torso, cupping her breasts through the thin lace.

He pulled her panties aside. Didn’t bother to remove them—just hooked a single finger under the gusset and drew it to one side, exposing her completely. She heard her own breath catch, felt the slick heat pooling between her legs, and for one panicked moment she thought, Am I really doing this? I have never crossed that line with another man. Am I really going to be the woman who cheats on her husband? No matter what Randall had done, he had never cheated on her.

But then Michael’s tongue found her clit, and the thought was obliterated in a burst of raw sensation.

Michael didn’t eat pussy like Randall. Where Randall was all eager to please, Michael ate pussy like he wanted to rip the pleasure from her body. He started slow, dragging the flat of his tongue up her dripping slit in one long, deliberate stroke, as if savoring the way her juices coated his taste buds like the sweetest fucking nectar. Her thighs trembled, her breath hitched, and her pussy clenched around nothing, begging for more. But he wasn’t about to give it to her—not yet.

He teased her with the tip of his tongue, circling her swollen clit in tight, maddening spirals, flicking it just hard enough to make her whimper but not hard enough to let her come. She was writhing against the polished wood, her hips bucking, her hands clawing gleaming surface, but he held her down with the strength of his tongue like she was his fucking plaything.

Penelope tried to keep her head, to focus on the high-stakes chess match she was playing, but her body was betraying her. The pleasure was overwhelming—hotter, wetter, more intense than anything Randall had ever coaxed from her, even in their most passionate, desperate moments. She bit down on her own fist to keep from screaming, nails digging crescents into her palm.

He slid one finger inside her, slow and deliberate, and her tight walls clamped down around him. She was so wet, so fucking ready, and he curled his finger just right, hitting a sweet spot that made her scream. He added a second finger, stretching her open, fucking her with his hand while his tongue went back to work on her clit.

Penelope's moans were high-pitched and filled with desperation, her body tensing, her climax rising like a tidal wave. Yet, Michael wasn't about to let her reach it—not just yet. He withdrew his fingers, leaving her feeling empty and aching, and she let out a frustrated whimper.

“Fuck, please,” she gasped, her voice thick with desperate need. But he just smirked, then dropped his face to her dripping cunt, his breath hot and wet against her sensitive flesh. He dipped his tongue lower, lapping at her clit while he worked his fingers inside her. Her juices gushed from her pussy like a waterfall. He growled against her swollen lips, the sound vibrating inside her.

She was a fucking mess, her body shaking, her moans turning into incoherent babbling as he worked her over. He could feel her getting close again, her pussy clenching around his tongue, and this time he didn’t stop her.

She came hard, the first orgasm raking through her with a violence that left her shaking. She arched off the table, her legs wrapping around Michael’s neck, pulling him closer. He didn’t stop. If anything, he redoubled his efforts, tongue working her over and over, drawing out the spasms until she was a quivering, breathless mess.

Only then did he stand, mouth a glistening smirk, and unbutton his own shirt. He undressed with a tantalizing slowness, each movement deliberate. First, he shrugged off his jacket, letting it slide down his arms. Then, he unbuttoned his shirt, one button at a time, each reveal showing more and more of the gleaming muscles underneath. a tease that left her breathless. Finally, he stood before her, clad only in tailored slacks that clung to the thick, throbbing bulge straining to be freed.

He undid his belt, unzipped, and let his cock spring free. Penelope’s eyes went wide; she’d always assumed the stories about Michael’s “enhancements” were just rumors, wishful thinking from women who needed to justify a drunken hookup. But the reality was... intimidating. It wasn’t just the size, though it was thick and perfectly veined and hung heavy even before it was fully hard. It was simply that it looked sculpted, designed, as if every ridge and angle had been calculated for maximum effect.

Michael stroked himself once, slowly, eyes never leaving hers. “Is this what you want?” he murmured.

Penelope didn’t trust her voice, so she reached out and wrapped her hand around the base, feeling the heat, the pulse, the impossible solidity of him. She guided it between her legs, rubbing the head against her swollen, aching clit, and shuddered at the sensation.

“Fuck me,” she said, and the words sounded alien, a language she didn’t know she spoke.

Michael pushed into her, slow at first, letting her body adjust to the stretch. The first inch was a shock, the next two an ache, but then he slid in deeper, the pain dissolving into a molten pleasure that filled her from the inside out. He kept his eyes locked on hers, reading every twitch and gasp, calibrating his movements to her responses.

When he started to move, it was with a rhythm that bordered on obscene. He fucked her like he was programming a machine, each stroke perfectly measured, the angle adjusted until he found the spot that made her clench and cry out. He bent down and bit her neck, hard, then soothed the mark with his tongue, and she moaned so loudly she was certain the entire staff could hear.

She came again, this time with a helpless, full-body shudder, her nails clawing at his back. Michael didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, relentless, until the table was rattling against the floor and Penelope was reduced to a wordless, keening thing.

He pulled out and flipped her over, bent her over the table’s edge, and took her from behind. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also powerful: she was the center of his universe, the only thing that mattered. She ground back against him, meeting each thrust, and the third orgasm hit her like an electric shock, her vision going white at the edges.

Michael grunted, the first sign that he was close. He pulled out at the last second, spun her around, and pushed her to her knees on the hardwood. His cock was slick and angry-looking, the head flushed almost purple, and Penelope barely had time to open her mouth before he came.

It was nothing like Randall’s pathetic dribble. Michael came in thick, heavy spurts, the first shot painting her cheek, the next across her lips and tongue. The taste was different too—saltier, bitter, more alive. She swallowed instinctively, licking her lips clean, and looked up at him through her lashes, waiting for the shame or disgust to hit.

Instead, she felt a fierce, savage pride.

Michael’s hands found her hair, petting her, pulling her to her feet. He kissed her hard, not caring about the mess on her face. He looked her in the eyes and said, “Now you belong to me.”

And for the first time in her life, Penelope Hawthorne wondered if that was exactly what she wanted.

She stood there, naked but for the ruined bra, legs quivering, mouth tingling with the aftertaste of him, and thought: If this is what losing looks like, she could get used to it.

She wondered what Jessica would say.

She wondered if she’d ever go home again.

She wondered what Michael Glick would ask of her tomorrow.

But right now, Penelope only wanted more.
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The car Michael sent for her was a Mercedes S-Class, so black it reflected nothing, its interior soft as the inside of a coffin. Penelope slumped in the back seat, feeling the low rumble of the engine shiver up the backs of her thighs and into the raw ache that lingered between her legs. She pressed her knees together, as if she could squeeze the memory out of her cunt, as if she could deny the evidence that slicked her thighs and left a ghostly wet patch on the seat beneath her.

The driver wore gloves, mirrored sunglasses, and the air of an ex-spook. He hadn’t spoken a word as he ushered her into the car, only nodded once, and drove with the smoothness of a man who was used to discretion. Penelope wondered if Michael had instructed him to be silent, or if it was the simple, universal deference men paid to women who had just been thoroughly fucked.

She closed her eyes and let her head loll against the leather. Her scalp tingled where Michael had pulled her hair, a constellation of pinpricks that pulsed with each mile. She could still feel the mark of his teeth on her neck, a dull burn that flared every time she shifted. She ran her tongue over her teeth and tasted the aftershock of him, bitter and bright as battery acid. She wanted to spit, and at the same time, she wanted to keep the taste forever.

She should be ashamed. She should be planning a cold, efficient revenge—some way to flip the script, to take back control. But all she could do was replay the night in her mind, frame by humiliating frame, and marvel at the woman she’d become in less than twenty-four hours...

Michael’s personal shower was enormous. Not the kind of oversized tub with a curtain you could buy at Home Depot, but a true, engineered marvel—glass on three sides, rainfall jets lining the ceiling, a digital panel glowing with infinite options for temperature and pressure. The tile was black marble, veined with gold like the inside of a Fabergé egg.

Michael had carried her there. Lifted her off the dining room table with the implacable certainty of a man who had planned every step of this night in advance, right down to the moment when Penelope’s knees buckled and her will collapsed into the shape of his hands.

He set her on the built-in bench, her legs dangling. The cold surface was a shock after the heat of his body, but then the jets came on, sluicing hot water down her back in a sudden, relentless deluge.

“Give me your hands,” Michael said.

Penelope obeyed, dazed, offering up her wrists as if she expected him to cuff her. Instead, he lathered her fingers with soap, massaged each joint with thumb and forefinger, playing with her wedding ring as if he meant to rip it off her finger, then worked the lather up her forearms and over her shoulders. He washed her as if she were something precious—a rare object that required meticulous, delicate handling.

She tried to watch his face, to find some trace of condescension or victory, but all she saw was focus. Michael washed her hair in slow, practiced circles, digging his blunt fingers into her scalp until she thought she might purr. He soaped her back and shoulders, lingering on her spine, following the curve down to the base and then lower, lower, until his hands cupped her ass and pulled her forward on the slick marble.

He slid her knees apart, never breaking eye contact, and cleaned between her legs. The touch was neither gentle nor rough, just absolute—like a tailor pinning a pattern, like a chef checking a steak for doneness. When his soapy fingers slipped inside her, Penelope gasped and braced her palms against the bench, more to keep from collapsing than out of protest. He fingered her for a long, agonizing minute, the water washing away every trace of wetness as soon as it formed, leaving her hollowed and starved.

He rinsed her with a hand-held spray, then dried her with a towel so plush she thought she might suffocate in it. Afterward, he wrapped her in a fresh robe and kissed the crown of her head, a weirdly tender gesture that made her want to hit him.

She followed him back to the bedroom; the robe gaping open at the chest. Michael motioned towards the vast bed.

“Lie down,” he said. Then, as an after thought added, “please.”

She did, shivering as her body hit the White Egyptian cotton, crisp and cold as a first snow. Michael stood at the foot of the bed and simply watched her for a minute, arms crossed over his chest, head tilted as if examining a rare diamond.

“Are you cold?” he asked.

“No,” she said. But her robes had fallen open, and her hard, puckered nipples betrayed her.

“Take it off,” he said.

Penelope slipped out of the robe and draped it on the bedside table before lying back, legs stretched, arms at her sides. She met his gaze and tried to project contempt, but she wasn’t sure it landed.

Michael nodded once, approving, then toed off his own robe. His body was even more intimidating in the moonlight that broke through the dispersing storm clouds and streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows of his bedroom. Every muscle was mapped with subdermal cables, not a trace of softness anywhere except his cock, which hung between his thighs like a python at rest.

He climbed onto the bed and straddled her shins, pinning her legs flat to the mattress. His cock weighed heavily against her stomach.

“Worship me,” he said.

Penelope blinked. “Excuse me?”

He smiled, as if she’d said something cute. “Start with my feet. Work your way up.”

She hesitated. For one wild second, she thought of spitting in his face, then dressing and walking out the door. But, something inside Penny twanged with a heat that shot straight through her body and hit her core with a molten heat.

“Ok,” she murmured.

“Yes, sir,” he said, his eyes burning into her.

“What?”

“I want to hear you say, ‘yes, sir’.”

Again that urge to spit in his face, again that twang like a discordant guitar note sending heat through her.

What is this? She thought. What am I doing?

But she knew what she was doing. She wanted to be told what to do. Had she always wanted this? Or did she only want this because Michael wanted this?

It didn’t matter, because that heat was now dripping between her thighs, her body singing with lust. In a voice that sounded nothing like the calm, assured Penelope Hawthorne she said it.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Another violent twang of heat and Penelope stifled a moan with her hand. God! The words burned inside her like he was fucking her, but with words.

Michael laid on his back and Penelope bent forward, kissing the top of his right foot, then the left. She ran her tongue over the arch, felt the hairs prick her lips, then nipped at the sharp bone of his ankle. His skin was clean, but the taste differed from Randall’s, more metallic, almost electric. She licked a trail up his calf, then his thigh, then paused, staring at the monster cock that loomed above her.

Michael reached down and guided her head, not with force but with a gentle insistence, to the heavy balls hanging at the base of his cock like fat, flesh-covered plums. She took his balls into the mouth. She looked up at him, the heavy shaft lying across her face, and saw only icy control in Michael's eyes. The fat vein along the bottom of his shaft pulsed, matching the growing throb between her legs. She lavished his balls with more attention than she had given Randall in years, then opened her mouth to take his beautiful cock inside.

Michael pulled his cock away from her. Penelope gasped, bewildered and needy.

“Not yet,” he said, his eyes hungry, but firmly in control. Randall would have come already, just from the worship, but it was obvious Michael had more discipline and he wanted more of Penelope’s devotion. “Keep going. All the way to my chest.”

She resumed her upward journey, licking the tight skin above his knee, then the sharp angle of his hip. She traced the ladder of his abs with the tip of her tongue, savoring the taste of his sweat, and bit down on one dusky nipple, hard enough to make him gasp. He rewarded her with a hand in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at him.

“Do you like this, Penny?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No.”

“Fine,” he laughed. “Go home to your husband. Maybe he can satisfy you.”

She did moan then, clenching her thighs and pushing her mouth into his nipple, sucking hard to cover her desperation. Michael nodded, petting her golden hair like a favored pet.

“Tell me then, slut,” Michael hissed. “Do you like it?”

The word slut seared her ears, but it didn’t cool that dripping heat in her core. If anything, it made it worse.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, sir. I like it.”

He grinned and let go of her hair, pushing her down so she lay flat against the sheets. He positioned himself between her legs and lined up his cock with her pussy, which was already dripping onto the mattress.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

She hesitated. Humiliation flooded her, but so did the desperate need for more.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, voice barely audible. “Sir.”

He pretended not to hear. “Louder.”

“I want you to fuck me, sir!” she said, louder.

He leaned forward, pressed the head of his cock against her clit, and ground it there in small, lazy circles.

“Beg,” he said.

She bared her teeth. “Fuck. Me. Sir.”

He obliged, sliding inside her in one smooth thrust, filling her to the point of pain. She gasped, clawed at the sheets, and wrapped her legs around his waist, desperate to keep him there. He fucked her with long, slow strokes, pulling almost all the way out before burying himself again. Each time, he pressed his hips down, grinding her clit between his pubic bone and her own flesh.

It was different than last night. More intimate, less about power and more about precision. He watched her, reading her responses, mapping her reactions and calibrating each movement for maximum effect. She came twice before he did, each orgasm a wave of molten glass that left her trembling and limp.

When he was close, he pulled out and straddled her chest. He took her by the jaw and forced her mouth open, then fucked her face with a ferocity that left her nose buried in his pubic hair and her throat stretched around his cock. She had never been treated like this! Had never even imagined it. Yet her pussy throbbed, matching the pulsating heat of his cock.

“Take my cum,” he hissed. “But don’t you dare fucking swallow! I want you to taste every fucking drop!”

Penelope moaned, the sound low and desperate against the pressure of his cock in her mouth. The command was a sick twist, a new height of humiliation she’d never even considered. Taste it—and don’t you dare swallow. Her entire life she’d loathed that flavor, the reason she always gulped Randall’s thin, sour spend as quickly as possible. But Michael’s strummed that hot twang in her core—a blaze of self-annihilating obedience that torched her every rational objection. So, when Michael pulled out of her mouth until just the tip was on her tongue, she held him there, her lips firmly clasped around the frenulum. Michael groaned, stroking his shaft as the tip swelled in her mouth, then belched out a thick shot of cum directly onto her tongue.

The taste hit first: salt and skin and something sharp like batteries. Then came the texture—a viscous surge flooding over her tastebuds, heavier than she’d ever experienced before. Michael didn’t spurt like Randall, with quick, apologetic dribbles; he erupted with volcanic force. The first jet hit the roof of her mouth and splattered backward toward her throat; she fought every reflex not to simply choke it down out of habit.

More followed—two, three thick pulses spilling over her tongue until she felt it seeping around the gaps between teeth and gum, pooling beneath her tongue like some exotic poison—no place to hide from the taste or sensation or shame.

He groaned above her, body tensing in waves as his orgasm hit its peak. Her humiliation was matched only by an alien sense of accomplishment: He wanted this from me; he could have had anyone else but wanted me to take this for him.

When he finished pumping every last drop into her mouth, Michael didn’t move away or relax his grip in her hair; he just hovered there, tip still pressed against her tongue. She waited for him to release her—instead he spoke again.

“Show me.”

Penny parted her lips and slowly curled her tongue upwards, displaying his spunk like an offering on an altar. It oozed over her pink tongue, thick and briny, ropes of it clinging to the back of her teeth, winding through the valleys of taste buds like a living thing. Her eyes watered with the sharpness of it and she fought not to gag or reflexively swallow; that would be cheating. There was nowhere to hide from the taste or texture or the raw shame burning in her cheeks.

Michael’s expression morphed from hard satisfaction into something almost gentle—a smile nearly proud, though laced with lust so pure it was frightening. His gaze flickered between her face and the mess he had made there, assessing every twitch of self-loathing and arousal. He reached down and stroked her jaw, thumb pressing into her chin until she opened wider, letting the viscous white ooze droop perilously close to dripping out.

“Good girl,” he said again, softer now but infinitely more commanding.

The words electrified her and suddenly, the taste of his cum was no longer repellant. He was pleased and shivered as if all her nerves had been refitted for this moment. Part of her still wanted to spit it out—wanted him to see how much she hated it—but even more, she wanted him to know she could take it all for him. That she was capable of being ruined and remade at his pleasure.

He leaned closer, breath warm against her ear: “Swallow.”

She did, feeling the heat slide down her throat and settle in her stomach like a brand.

He kissed her then, deep and hungry, and she tasted herself and him together. When he finally pulled away, she was shaking, not from shame but from the electric aftershock of what she’d just done.

And that discordant twang in her core smoothed into a soft strumming warmth, filling her with something she never expected.

Satisfaction.

***

The car slowed as it turned onto her street. Penelope straightened, trying to smooth her hair with fingers that still trembled. Her hands smelled like sex and luxury soap, a blend she doubted she would ever scrub away.

Her house looked the same as always—white pillars, manicured lawn, the illusion of order and control. But as the car rolled to a stop, she realized that nothing inside would ever feel normal again.

She hesitated a moment before opening the door, savoring the last, fading notes of Michael’s presence. Then she stepped out, straightened her skirt, and walked to her front door with the posture of a woman who had just won the most vicious game of her life.

She was home. But she was not the same.

Penelope had barely slipped her key into the lock before the door swung open from inside, almost hitting her in the face. She was braced for Georgina, the maid, but the figure that appeared in the foyer was much larger, pinker, and infinitely more pathetic.

Randall.

He wore a crumpled t-shirt and boxer shorts that looked as though they’d been slept in for a week. The socks—Argyle, no less—were stretched thin across his calves, the elastic clinging to his calves. His face bore the marks of a sleepless night: puffed, with blue shadows under both eyes and a feverish glint that reminded Penelope of sick children. His hair, usually so meticulously parted and shellacked, now stuck up in tufts, exposing the thinned scalp beneath. He reeked of vodka.

“Where the hell have you been?” Randall demanded, voice raw.

Penelope stepped inside, blinking against the stark white of the foyer. “Nice to see you too, darling,” she said. She shrugged off her coat, revealing the new dress that Michael had gifted her. She watched, amused, as Randall’s gaze crawled down her body and then snapped back to her face, suspicion written in every sagging feature.

“You weren’t here all night,” he said. “No calls, no texts. You didn’t answer your phone.”

Penelope strode past him, trailing the faint scent of Michael’s cologne. “I left it in the car,” she said, not bothering to lie convincingly.

Randall followed her through the foyer and into the kitchen, his bare feet slapping the hardwood. He stared at her dress, the sleek cut, the way it hugged her hips. “I’ve never seen you wear anything like that. Who bought it for you?”

She flashed a lazy, feline smile—an expression Randall had always hated, because it made him feel like prey—and ran her hands down the seams of the new dress, smoothing invisible wrinkles that did not exist. “Someone who knows my size,” she said, rolling the words around her tongue like an expensive wine.

Randall’s eyes narrowed. He stepped closer, as if proximity could intimidate her, but all it really did was bring his sour breath and clammy desperation nearer.

“Georgina would have told me if you ordered anything from Milan this week.”

“Oh, darling,” she purred, turning her back to him and opening the fridge as if searching for something. “Not everything comes with an invoice and tracking number. Some things are... bespoke.” She could feel him vibrating behind her, the way a loose tooth vibrates in its socket right before it falls out.

“Bespoke?” he echoed, voice cracking a little on the second syllable.

She pulled out a bottle of sparkling water—her preferred hangover cure—and turned to face him slowly, letting the implication steep in silence. “It’s custom,” she said. “Tailored perfectly to me. Like it was made by someone who’s spent a lot of time... studying my measurements.”

She watched him do the math behind his bloodshot eyes: late night out + new dress + evasiveness = infidelity, or worse. He tried to muster up anger—instead, what surfaced was something closer to pleading.

“Who was it?” He asked again, but she could see Randall connecting the dots. The expensive car and driver, the new dress.

Her husband might be horrible as a businessman, but he wasn’t completely stupid.

“You know who.”

“Michael?” Poor Randall wanted it to be an accusation, but it came out like a question. “Did you... did you sleep with him?

“Sleep?” Penelope scoffed and arched an eyebrow. “You really want to know?”

He didn’t answer, but the question hovered between them, alive and writhing. She relished the silence, the way it made him squirm.

For a moment, she almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.

“I didn’t sleep with him, baby,” she said, taking a drink of water, then leaning back against the counter, displaying her fit body in her new dress, letting him imagine another man’s hands on her supple curves. “I fucked him.”

She watched his face as the words burrowed in, waited for the explosion, the shattering of whatever pride he had left. Randall’s jaw worked, teeth grinding audibly, and for a second he looked like he might cry.

Then the strangest thing happened. He looked down, then away, and when he looked back at her, his face was suffused not with rage, but with something softer. His shoulders drooped, and he licked his lips.

Penelope followed his gaze, and saw the telltale bulge rising beneath his boxers.

She let out a bark of laughter, sharp as a whip crack. “Are you actually getting hard right now?” She strode across the kitchen, planting herself directly in front of him, arms folded. “Did hearing about me fucking Michael turn you on?”

Randall shook his head, but the protest died in his throat. “No,” he whispered.

She placed a hand lightly on the tent in his boxers. Randall sucked in a breath, freezing in place. She squeezed once, feeling the pathetic twitch of his cock against her palm.

“No?” she said again, voice honeyed. She stroked him, once, and he moaned, soft and helpless. “Because it looks to me like you enjoyed that quite a bit.”

He whimpered, hands clutching the edge of the counter. Penelope traced her fingers up the shaft, pressing her thumb into the wet spot that had already bloomed at the tip. She rubbed in slow circles, never taking her eyes off his face.

“Can you imagine it?” she said, voice a bare whisper. “Me, on my knees in front of Michael? Or him bending me over this counter, fucking me until I scream?”

Randall tried to pull away, but she caught his waistband and yanked him forward, off-balance, until their bodies were flush.

“Which was it, Randall?” she taunted. “Do you want me to tell you what it was like?”

He shook his head, but she pressed on. “He was huge. Bigger than you. I barely fit him in my mouth. He made me gag, made my eyes water. And then he came in my mouth, and you know what, Randall? I swallowed every last drop.”

He made a strangled sound, part moan, part sob. Penelope could feel his cock pulsing beneath the thin cotton.

“How does it feel?” she said. “Knowing that someone took something from you, the way to took something from me.”

He closed his eyes, chest heaving. “Please,” he wheezed. “Don’t.”

She snaked her hand into his boxers, curling her fingers around the rigid shaft. He was smaller than Michael, smaller even than she remembered, but the power of the moment made her dizzy.

“Please what?” she said. “Tell you more?”

Randall groaned, his cock jumping in her grip. Penelope smirked and dragged him by the waistband, out of the kitchen, down the hall and up the stairs to their bedroom. He followed, tripping on the loose boxers around his knees, gasping as she pulled him along. She relished the control, the way he trembled, the utter absence of resistance.

In the bedroom, she shoved him onto the mattress. Randall flopped back, legs splayed, his erection bobbing pathetically below his soft, pink belly. Penelope stood over him, arms crossed, making him wait. She saw the hunger and humiliation warring in his face, the need to be dominated overwhelming whatever pride he’d once had.

She slid the dress over her shoulders and pirouetted in her lacy blue bra and panties,.

“Do you like them?” she grinned. “Michael bought them for me.”

Her husband moaned as she skinned off the lingerie and watched his eyes go wide as her body came into view. She climbed onto the bed, straddling him, her knees digging into his soft flanks. She lowered herself just enough to let the tip of his cock brush against her lips, then paused, grinding it between her folds without letting him inside.

“You want this?” she said, taunting.

He nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want it,” he whispered.

She ground down, letting him slide in halfway, then pulled back. “You know what I’m was thinking about, Randall? Right now, when I’m on top of you?” I’m thinking about Michael. About how he made me scream. About how he spread me wide and made me beg for his cock.”

She drove herself down onto him, taking him to the hilt. It wasn’t much, but it made him writhe, desperate for more. She rode him with slow, cruel precision, keeping him on the edge, never letting him take control. Each time he got close, she stopped, squeezing him with her muscles until he whimpered.

“How does it feel?” she asked, leaning down so her hair brushed his face. “Knowing that you will never be inside me with me thinking about a bigger, better, man.”

He tried to buck his hips, but she pinned him with her hands, slapping his cheek when he protested.

“Don’t you dare,” she hissed. “I’m in charge now, you fat bitch!”

He shuddered, tears tracking down his face. Penelope felt the familiar rush of victory, the sense of conquest came when a predator destroys a weaker animal. Was this how Michael felt when he ruined her?

She rode Randall harder, squeezing his cock with every thrust, until he was shaking, mouth open in a silent scream.

“You want to cum?” she said, voice low.

He nodded frantically. “Please,” he gasped.

“Do you want to come on my face?”

“Oh, God, yes!” he whined.

She slid off Randall’s quivering, overstuffed frame and let his cock slap back against his belly with an audible, meaty pop.

He lay there, dazed, red-faced and splayed out like a landed sea mammal, his limbs all wrong angles and tremors. Penelope didn’t give him a second to recover. She knelt between his doughy thighs, her knees making indentations in the plush comforter. She gripped his cock hard enough to make him whimper—a pathetic little noise that almost made her pity him.

Almost.

She hovered her face above the slick shaft, never letting him inside her mouth, just ghosting her lips along the angry-red head until he was gasping for breath.

“Thank me for cheating on you,” she said, voice flat as a stone dropped in a well.

Randall opened his mouth—not to comply but to protest—and she gripped his cock hard and stroked him with ruthless with brutal efficiency, thumb skimming the already-raw ridge of his slit until beads of pre-cum leaked down in glistening tears. She felt his body tense and she pulled her away.

Randall twitched and rolled on the bed, his poor cock flopping uselessly against his fat thighs. He whimpered again. “Please—”

“Then say it!”

Randall’s voice broke on its way out of his lungs; she could see the strain in every line of his neck. “Thank you!” he said, choking down whatever shreds of pride remained. “Thank you for cheating on me!”

She rewarded him with more speed—stroking him in short, hard bursts that made his breath come in ragged hiccups. His face was contorted by humiliation and pleasure; pain and want all mixed together in a slurry that was almost beautiful to watch in its rawness.

“You want this?” she hissed, letting the tip of his cock brush against her lips again. Randall nodded frantically; he looked like he was seconds away from bursting into sobs or song or both.

“You want to cum on my face like Michael did? You to paint my face like a whore?” she asked.

“Yes! God, yes!” he cried, tears of love and lust and frustration dripping down his cheeks.

Penelope giggled—a cruel little melody—and let one cheek brush against his cock as if teasing the possibility. Then she worked his shaft hard and fast, pressing the ball of her fist into the base of his cock, driving him to the ragged edge.

Then, as his body tensed a second time, she pulled back and spat words sharper than a knife: “Only real men get to come on my face.”

She dropped her hand from his shaft as if it were something dirty and watched as his hips jerked upwards, desperate for friction, for any contact at all. He screamed and managed two pitiful thrusts against empty air before his cock erupted in a weak spasm; a thin rope of pearly fluid arced up and landed squarely on the pale pink rise of his belly.

The mess pooled there—more embarrassing for its smallness than its presence—and Penelope cackled again as Randall continued to hump air, searching for the orgasm she had denied him. Finally, collapsed back onto the mattress with a defeated groan.

She sat back on her heels and surveyed her handiwork: this man who had once dominated boardrooms and back rooms alike now reduced to nothing more than a quivering bowl of jelly. He looked so young when stripped down like this—not young with vigor or hope, but young like something unfinished or stunted, denied even the final dignity of complete despair.

For several seconds neither spoke or moved. The only sound was Randall’s wet breathing in the chill morning air.

Finally, Penelope slid from the bed and padded to the bathroom, turning at the door and giving Randall a warm smile.

“Come join me in the shower, darling!” She said with just a hint of mockery. “You can wash my back.”

She waited, watching Randall wrestle with all that had happened in such a short space of time. She knew how he felt. He wanted to yell at her, to spit at her, and tell her to get out. The same thing she had wanted to do to Michael last night. And, just like Penelope, Randall couldn’t do it. He still wanted her, still needed her.

More than she needed him.

So, she wasn’t surprised when Randall rolled off the bed and stumbled towards her. Penelope beamed and held out her hand. It was a trap, but Randall was too far gone to see it. He took her hand, and she led him into the bathroom, then shut the door on what remained of her husband’s pride and dignity.

From this point forward, Randall Hawthorne would only get what Penelope chose to give him.
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Penelope pulled the Porsche to the curb at Michael’s lake house, killed the headlights, and sat in the dark for a moment, watching the reflection of the mansion shimmer across the water. The house had been lovingly restored to its original brilliance, with hard wood pillars and tall glass windows looking out on the gentle, moss-covered banks of Willow Lake.

Rain threatened again, smearing the last light off the surface of the car and setting her nerves on edge. Every cell in her body felt as if it had been left overnight in a martini shaker. Still, she forced her hands to stillness, checked her makeup in the rearview, and prepared for the next round of Michael’s exquisitely vicious little game.

That night with Michael had left her insides hollowed and molten. Not in the way a man sometimes ruins a woman, but in the way a woman ruins herself—by wanting something so desperately she forgets why she was ever supposed to hate it. She had spent the intervening hours alternately riding her husband’s face into the mattress and then punishing him for not being Michael, until Randall had stumbled into the shower with a look of pure devotion and terror. She could still see the bruises on her own hips. She could still taste Michael in her mouth, a chemical burn she hadn’t managed to wash away.

Penelope got out of the car and strode up the winding path. She wore a black dress cut to the hip, the slit on the right side. Her heels grated against the gravel drive as she neared the front door. The foyer windows were lit from within by a warm, inviting yellow the color of honey. The front door, of course, was unlocked.

She knocked anyway—three sharp raps, not waiting for an answer. When none came, she pressed inside and let the door swing shut behind her with a thunderous echo. The air smelled faintly of polish, rain, and something else. Sex, probably, but more charged—like the memory of sex, or the anticipation of it. She called out, “Michael?” and heard the name disappear into the vaulted ceilings.

There was no reply, but after a beat, she heard the moan. Soft, feminine, somewhere deep in the halls.

Penelope’s pulse spiked. She hesitated for a moment in the entry. It would be just like Michael to make her wait, but that moan? She could feel a familiar sliver of icy jealousy pierce her belly as she followed the sound down a dim hallway. The moan came again, sharper this time, closer, a woman’s voice thick with pleasure and just enough pain to tell Penelope exactly what was happening to her.

Penelope’s skin prickled.

She followed the sound up the stairs, each step softer, almost instinctive now, like prey approaching a trap ready to snap shut on bone. The moan rose in pitch, then dissolved into a hoarse pant, punctuated by a rhythmic, wet slap that could only be one thing.

Penelope found herself in front of Michael’s half-closed bedroom door. Light flickered in the gap. She pushed it open with one lacquered nail and stepped inside.

Reflections from the lake filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, stuttering across the walls, making everything inside shimmer and pulse with a life of its own. The centerpiece of the room—a California king bed—was occupied by two bodies, intertwined in an arrangement so raw and animalistic Penelope felt her own breath catch.

Jessica Kingsley was on her hands and knees at the edge of the mattress, naked but for the glitter of her wedding ring, her skin glistening, and her round breasts boucning against her ribs. Michael knelt behind her, his cock buried to the hilt in her dripping cunt, both hands gripping her waist like he was afraid she might get away. The muscles of his back bunched and flexed with every thrust; sweat sheened his shoulders and ran in rivulets down his chest.

Penelope froze. Rage and humiliation collided in her throat, but she couldn’t look away. She’d already suspected it, of course. It was the reason Michael had interested her. But suspecting it and seeing Jessica cheating on poor William in person, was entirely different was a different kind of betrayal, one that sizzled under her skin and left her dizzy.

Michael’s voice, low and measured, floated above the slap of flesh. “Come on,” he murmured, and Penelope realized he was talking to Jessica. “Tell me who you want. Me or your husband?”

“Yuh—you! I want you!” Jessica panted, but Michael slammed forward and the word dissolved into a wail.

He kept a hard, pounding rhythm, never letting her catch her breath. Jessica’s hands clawed at the sheets, knuckles white, her nails carving desperate crescents into the linen. Her cheeks were streaked with tears of pleasure. And every time Michael slammed into her, the wedding ring on her finger caught the light and splattered a starburst across the ceiling.

Penelope wanted to turn away. She wanted to scream, or storm in and rip Jessica’s hair out by the roots, but she just stood there, watching, heart hammering so hard she thought her ribs might break.

Then, out of nowhere, a voice behind her:

“Enjoying the show?”

Penelope spun around and nearly collided with a vision in pink lace and silk.

Harley Heat leaned against the wall, her platinum hair in messy twin pigtails, robe askew to reveal an impossible stretch of torso and round, high breasts barely contained by a triangle of mesh. She radiated smug amusement, like a child who’d caught her parents fucking and decided to take notes.

Penelope tried to compose herself, but Harley just grinned wider and sauntered closer, her bare feet silent on the oak floor. “Don’t worry. I think Jessica likes it when someone watches,” she said, voice pitched low and conspiratorial. “And I know Michael loves it. That’s why we’re all here, right?”

Penelope bristled. She had nothing but contempt for women like Harley—girls who fucked their way to stardom, who needed to be the center of gravity in every room, and weren’t afraid to use their bodies like crowbars. It was appalling, the way Harley drifted past her and looked into the bedroom, hips swaying, as if she owned the place.

On the bed, Jessica’s moans had become incoherent, punctuated by sobs and gasps. Michael yanked her upright by the hair, pulling her back until she arched against him, her small, perfect breasts jutting forward as she keened. He bent down and whispered something in her ear, and Jessica whimpered, “Please, Michael, please—” 

Penelope felt the word shudder through her like a curse.

Harley looked back at Penelope with a smirk. “You can come closer, you know,” she said to Penelope, eyes glittering with challenge. “You look like you want to bite her.”

Penelope swallowed, hands clenched at her sides. She wanted to leave. She wanted to stay more. In the end, she took two steps forward, the sound of sex filling her ears, her own body responding with a hot, traitorous pulse.

Jessica had collapsed forward, her face buried in the sheets, moaning into the mattress as Michael pumped harder, his cock glistening every time it withdrew from her tight, clutching pussy. Her ass was red from the force of his hands. Every muscle in Michael’s body flexed with the violence of his thrusts, and Penelope found herself transfixed by the sight of him—how completely he owned Jessica, how completely she surrendered.

“You know what the best part is?” Harley whispered. “They’ve been fucking in secret for over a month and William doesn’t have a clue? But you’re here, aren’t you? Isn’t that delicious?”

Penelope ground her teeth. “She’s a whore,” she spat, voice low.

Harley shrugged. “Aren’t we all, honey?”

On the bed, Michael suddenly pulled free, leaving Jessica trembling and empty. He ran his palm down the length of her back, then down between her cheeks to her sopping cunt. Jessica whimpered, “Please, Michael. I can’t take anymore!” but Michael spit on his fingers and worked them inside her, rough and fast, until Jessica was shaking and sobbing and pressing her face into the sheets to muffle the sound.

Penelope felt a wave of heat flush her skin. She hated this. She wanted this.

Harley’s hand slid up her thigh, light as a feather, and Penelope shivered. “They’re beautiful together, aren’t they?” she whispered, lips so close to Penelope’s ear that her breath sent shivers down her spine. Harley’s hand found Penelope’s waist, her grip delicate but unyielding.

Penelope opened her mouth to object—to protest, to tell Harley to fuck off and let her go—but Harley pressed her gently but firmly against the wall. Penelope’s back hit the cold plaster, breath leaving her in a slow hiss. Harley’s fingers traced up her ribs, then along the sharp angle of her collarbone, following the edge of the dress.

She hated herself for trembling. Hated the way Harley’s touch, light as it was, made her thighs tense and her nipples pebble against the thin fabric of her dress.

“They’re beautiful,” Penelope admitted, the word coming out strangled.

Harley grinned and moved closer, her whole body humming with the pleasure of making Penelope squirm. “But you’re jealous,” she cooed, nipping at the lobe of Penelope’s ear. “You think it should be you on that bed. Or maybe you think you should be the one fucking Jessica.”

Penelope didn’t answer. She watched through the open door as Michael dragged Jessica to the edge of the mattress, bent her over so her ass was high in the air, continuing to plunge three fingers into her dripping cunt, making Jessica sob and plead. 

Harley caught Penelope’s wandering gaze. “You want a better view?” she asked. She took Penelope’s hand in her own—smaller, warmer, with the grip of a champion—and led her through the door.

Inside, the air was stifling, thick with the scent of sweat and the iron tang of sex. The curtains were half-drawn, so the light fell in weird, shifting columns across the bed. The sheets—Italian, Penelope noted, a tiny part of her mind still cataloguing brand and provenance—were rumpled and dark with spilled cum or sweat or maybe both.

Michael didn’t even pause in his assault on Jessica’s body. “I was wondering when you’d join us,” he said to Penelope, voice mild, almost bored. He curled his fingers inside Jessica and made her shriek, then pulled them free with a wet, obscene sound and wiped them on Jessica’s trembling thigh.

Jessica turned her head, eyes rolled in their sockets and landed on Penny, giving her a small, weary smile. It wasn’t friendship. She doubted Jessica even knew it was her, the married woman drunk on Michael’s cock.

Penelope licked her lips and remembered what that felt like.

Harley guided Penelope to a plush, velvet chair that sat at the foot of the bed, facing the stage. “Sit,” Harley ordered, and Penelope did, letting the fabric drink in the sweat from the backs of her thighs.

Then Harley slid behind her, draping herself over the chair like a living boa, her hands finding Penelope’s shoulders and beginning to knead. She worked her thumbs into the knots at the base of Penelope’s neck, massaging with expert, brutal efficiency. Penelope bit her lip, determined not to moan.

“Just watch,” Harley murmured. “It’s what Michael wants. It’s what you want, too.”

Penelope’s breath came in shallow, rapid bursts. She tried to focus on the sex, on the way Jessica’s body bowed and writhed, but her mind kept drifting to the feel of Harley’s hands, the heat of her thighs pressed against the back of the chair.

Michael gripped Jessica by the hips and lined up the head of his cock, then drove it inside with a force that made Jessica’s entire body shudder. He set a ruthless, piston-fast rhythm, his balls slapping Jessica’s clit with every thrust. The sound filled the room, a raw, metronomic beat that underscored everything else.

Jessica sobbed, then wailed, then begged, her voice breaking on every plea.

Penelope felt her own cunt grow hot and slick, the jealousy twisting inside her until she almost couldn’t stand it. Her fists knotted in the velvet, nails biting through the fabric, and still Harley kneaded her shoulders, digging in with unrelenting pressure.

“You’re jealous,” Harley said again, voice soft but cruel. “Just admit it. You want him to use you like that. Or maybe you want Jessica to beg you for mercy.”

Penelope closed her eyes, but that was a mistake. The sounds got louder, more vivid, and she imagined herself in Jessica’s place—hair tangled, mouth open in a scream, Michael splitting her open.

Harley’s hand drifted down from Penelope’s shoulder, hovered over her chest, then settled lightly on her collarbone, tracing small circles with her thumb. “You could join them,” she whispered. “He’d let you. I’d let you.”

Penelope forced her eyes open and looked at Michael, who had slowed his fucking to a slow, brutal grind. Jessica shook with every stroke, her cunt so swollen and wet Penelope could see the glisten from across the room.

Michael caught her gaze and smiled. It wasn’t a kind smile. “Do you want to come over here, Penny?”

Penelope shook her head, mute.

Harley squeezed her collarbone, just hard enough to hurt. “Yes you do. You’re just afraid you’ll like it too much.”

Jessica let out a wild, keening wail as Michael bottomed out inside her, held it, then pulled out and slapped her ass so hard the mark blossomed white, then red, across her cheek. Jessica gasped, face crumpling, then slumped forward, every muscle gone slack.

What would William think if he could see his precious wife now? Penelope thought bitterly. Then, less bitter. What do I think?

Michael turned Jessica gently onto her back, then ran his fingers through her hair and kissed her forehead. It was almost tender. Then he turned to Penelope and said, “Come here, Penny. It’s your turn.”

Penelope stumbled forward, legs shaking. She walked to the edge of the bed and looked down at Jessica, who met her gaze with a glassy, tear-soaked stare.

Jessica reached out and took Penelope’s hand, squeezed it. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “It’s better than okay. It’s wonderful!”

Penelope climbed onto the bed, the sheets hot and damp against her knees. Michael took her by the waist, strong and assured, and pulled her flush against his body. His cock, still hard, pressed against her stomach, slick with Jessica’s juices.

Harley watched from the chair, lips parted, one hand absently stroking her thigh.

Michael bent Penelope over the bed, the way he had with Jessica. He bunched her dress at the waist, yanked her panties down to her knees, and spread her legs with one hand. Penelope tensed, waiting for pain, but Michael didn’t fuck her right away. Instead, he ran his tongue down her spine, then dragged his fingers between her pussy lips, stroking her roughly until her swollen cunt was dripping.

“See how easy it is to take what you want?” he murmured.

Penelope gasped as he pressed inside her, not with the violence he’d shown Jessica, but with a slow, relentless pressure. He filled her to the hilt, then pulled almost all the way out, then slid in again, torturously slow.

“Let them watch,” Michael said, and Penelope felt Jessica’s hand still gripping hers, heard Harley’s soft, admiring laughter behind her. She could feel their eyes on her, filling her shame.

Michael slid deeper into her body with slow, devastating precision, each thrust a study in methodical cruelty. Penelope braced her hands against the headboard, feeling the splintered edge bite into her palm, her breath hissing through gritted teeth as Michael rocked into her, careful and unhurried. He filled her so completely she trembled, her body straining to accommodate him, and every inch he gave her promised only more—more ache, more shame, more impossible pleasure.

He reached around and splayed his hand across her chest, finding her breast, kneading it almost absently at first, then with increasing force. His thumb found her nipple, already stiff, and rolled it against the press of his palm until she gasped, her back arching in reflex. The movement ground her hips hard against his, and Michael responded with a punishing thrust, the shock of it making her vision blur.

Penelope’s mind whirled. She was not the kind of woman to be taken like this—bent, displayed, made a spectacle. Now every last ounce of that reserve had been stripped away, leaving only raw nerve endings and the stinging knowledge that she was being watched by people who would never let her forget it.

She felt Jessica’s gaze on her—hungry, reverent, almost worshipful. Jessica, who’d sobbed and begged only minutes before, now lay sprawled across the sheets, her mascara streaked, her mouth still slack with aftershock, watching Penelope with a look of absolute longing. Penelope imagined what it must look like: her own body bent over the bed, dress bunched at her waist, panties tangled at her knees, the back of her thighs shining with sweat and arousal, her pale ass marked with the imprint of Michael’s hand.

And Harley. Oh god, Harley. She’d slid off the velvet chair and now crouched at the edge of the bed, her lips parted, her eyes burning black with delight. She stroked her own thigh with lazy, expert fingers, but made no move to touch herself further; it was as if Harley’s pleasure was entirely in the spectacle, in the conquest of watching Penelope lose control.

Michael’s rhythm was merciless. He varied it just enough to keep her off-balance—slow, lingering drags followed by sudden, deep plunges that made her knees buckle. Occasionally he’d pause altogether, hold himself inside her for a heartbeat or two, then resume with a brutal snap of his hips, as if to remind her that he could stop, or start, or change her reality at any moment. Penelope hated how much power he had over her. She hated it, and wanted it, and wanted to be shattered by it.

With every thrust, the pressure in her body built, tight and insistent. She bit her lip, refusing to make a sound, but Michael only leaned in, his mouth right against her ear.

“Let them hear you, Penny,” he whispered, taunting. “Let them know how good I feel inside you.”

She tried to resist—she did. But the friction of his cock, the rough drag of his fingers on her breasts, the echo of Jessica’s cries and Harley’s breathless commentary, all of it worked her open until the dam inside her threatened to burst.

Michael used his free hand to pin her wrist to the bed, his grip absolute. He curled his fingers around her throat, not choking, but holding her in place, making her feel the pulse in her own neck, the wild animal panic of her heartbeat. With every movement, every invasion, he made her more certain of a terrible, liberating truth: there would never be going back after this.

“Look at them,” Michael said, and Penelope forced her eyes open. Jessica’s face was radiant with anticipation, lips trembling. Harley had moved closer, her hand now fisted in Penelope’s hair, pulling her head up so she couldn’t look away. Every part of Penelope’s body screamed with humiliation and need.

“You’re beautiful,” Harley purred. “You’re a perfect cheating whore, just like Jessica.”

Penelope shook with the effort of holding back, but Michael increased his pace, pounding into her so hard the bed rattled against the wall, and Harley’s grip tightened. Penelope’s vision sparked at the edges. She could feel the orgasm coming, a tidal surge, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

Michael bent lower, his voice a low, venomous hum: “Come for me. Let them see what you are.”

Penelope cried out, the sound raw, guttural. She felt every pair of eyes on her—the humiliation, the sick thrill of being watched and judged, the heat of three different desires converging on her body.

Penelope had imagined herself a thousand different ways—sometimes as a martyr, sometimes as a queen, always as a woman in control. But she had never, not even in her worst fever-dreams, pictured herself like this: a marionette whose strings had been cut, a ragdoll slumping forward as her body convulsed around the man who had ruined her.

When the orgasm hit, it was not a tidal wave but a seismic event, the bedrock of her selfhood grinding and cracking open. She shrieked. Her voice was unrecognizable, a raw animal yowl that she would have denied to her dying day if there hadn’t been witnesses. Her arms gave out beneath her; she collapsed onto the slick, rumpled sheets and clawed at them, desperate for something to hold onto. The pain, the pleasure, the humiliation, the rapture—it all bled together as her body convulsed and clamped down so fiercely she half-expected to hear Michael hiss in pain.

Instead, he laughed. Not a bright, careless laughter, but a low and proprietary sound that vibrated through her bones. He pounded into her with renewed violence, every slap of his hips against her flesh a reminder of what she’d become in his hands: a spectacle, a lesson, a prize.

She tried to regain herself, tried to shut it down, but her body kept spasming, every aftershock more humiliating than the last. Penelope could feel her cunt pulsing around him, spasming with a mindless, greedy hunger that made her want to weep. Her limbs went liquid, her thighs shaking so hard she was sure she’d collapse entirely if not for Michael’s iron grip on her hips.

The world tunneled, vision blurring at the edges, and through the haze she heard Jessica’s sobbing breathless exclamations—“Oh god, oh my god, she’s so beautiful, she’s—"—and Harley’s laughter, a peal like breaking glass adding insult, “She’s a slut!” Every sound, every sensation was too much, and yet not enough. Penelope’s mind screamed for privacy, for a moment to gather herself, but that wasn’t the point. She understood, with a sickening clarity, that the point was to be seen. To be made into something public, irretrievable, part of their memory forever.

She gasped, a hiccuping, wet gasp, and realized that her face was soaked with tears. Whether from pain or humiliation or joy, she didn’t know. She couldn’t know. She only knew the relentless, impossible fullness, the clench and release, the triumphant pleasure of her own defeat.

Michael pulled her upright then, his hand a vise around her waist, and fucked her harder, deeper, turning the aftershocks of her climax into a new, sharper ecstasy. Each thrust felt like a brand burned into her flesh, marking her as his. She moaned unabashedly now, every sense of shame burned away by the violence of her own release.

Jessica’s fingers laced through hers, squeezing in solidarity—not out of mockery, but as if to say, I see you. I know you. Harley, at the foot of the bed, licked her lips and watched the scene with greedy, delighted eyes, her hands now boldly between her legs, rolling her glisteing, swollen clit under the tips of her fingers. Every one of them was caught in the undertow of Penelope’s shattering.

The bed itself was a battlefield, littered with sweat and spit and the evidence of all four of them. Penelope’s body shook so hard she could barely move when Michael dragged her to the side of the bed, her head hanging over the side, his thick cock dripping inches from her face.

“Jessica,” Michael spoke over Penny’s quivering flesh. “Harley has a surprise for you.”

Harley knelt at the nightstand with the reverence of an acolyte, pulling open the bottom drawer with a practiced flick of her wrist. Penelope couldn’t quite see what she extracted at first—there was a moment of jumbled movement, a glint of metal, the soft thunk of rigid rubber against wood—then Harley turned, and the instrument she held made Penelope’s mouth go dry.

It was a harness, black leather, heavy and complicated, bristling with silver buckles and straps. But it was the dildo that stole the air from the room: not just thick, not just long, but veined and realistically molded in a way that was both cartoonish and obscene. It curved at the base, jutting up at an angle so arrogant it seemed to announce its own intention. Penelope could not for a moment process how a synthetic cock could look so much more threatening, more violating, than the real one swinging above her face.

Michael lifted her head, forcing her to look at the monster as Harley cradled it in her hands like a trophy. “Look at what’s coming for you, Penny,” Michael hissed. “Tell me you don’t want it.”

Penelope shook her head, but Michael stroked her hair, the throbbing length of his very real cock swaying in front of her eyes. She managed only a ruined, animal whimper, and Harley grinned as though the noise was an aphrodisiac.

“Put it on her,” Michael said.

Harley rose from the carpet, rolled her shoulders, and approached Jessica, who was splayed on the bed, legs still trembling, lips parted as if she’d only just remembered how to breathe. For a moment, Penelope thought Jessica would resist, that she would shrink from the proposition, but instead Jessica swept her hair behind her shoulders, thrust out her hips, and let Harley circle behind her.

The procedure of buckling the harness was slow, meticulous, almost obscene in its delicacy. Harley guided the straps around Jessica’s waist and thighs, her fingers nimble, cinching each band until Jessica gasped at the pressure. The cock itself, a gleaming dark plum, bounced gently with every adjustment, and Penelope could not stop watching it—dreading it, needing it, her entire consciousness arrested by the sight.

Harley finished the last buckle, then smacked the fake cock playfully, making Jessica laugh, lightheaded and nervous. “There you go, babe,” Harley purred, running her fingers down Jessica’s flank. “Ready to fuck your rival into submission?”

Jessica moaned, her cheeks stained with tears and sweat, her eyes shining with a narcotic kind of hunger. Penelope could see the tremor in her hands as she reached for the base of the dildo, curling her painted nails around it like it was something alive and dangerous. Michael leaned forward and bit her earlobe, then whispered: “You see? Even princesses have dirty secrets. Tell me, Penny—have you ever let another woman fuck you before?”

Penelope’s protest died on her tongue. She had not, of course not, and the very idea made her insides clench with fear and heat. She’d been the mean girl, the rich girl, the woman who sneered at rumors of girls who dabbled in the lurid parts of female pleasure. Now she was stretched between the most beautiful woman she’d ever hated and the man who’d orchestrated every second of her undoing.

“Answer me,” Michael barked, and Penelope jerked, her entire body going rigid.

“No,” she rasped, her voice brittle as glass. “Never.”

Michael smiled, slow and wolfish. “Good. Then you’ll remember this.”

Jessica, emboldened by the harness and the power it implied, crawled over Penelope’s body. Her breath came hot and desperate as she shuffled between Penelope’s legs.“I’ve always wanted to put you in your place,” Jessica whispered, loud enough for the room to hear. “I’ve dreamed about it for years.”

Penelope squeezed her eyes shut, mortified, but the admission sent a hot pulse through her chest and between her legs. She had never once considered Jessica as anything but a rival, a threat, a cautionary tale. Now the thought of Jessica’s tongue, Jessica’s hands, Jessica’s fake cock splitting her open, filled Penelope with an inescapable terror and a cold, crystalline thrill.

“Do it,” Michael commanded.

Jessica positioned herself between Penelope’s legs, the harnessed cock bumping clumsily against Penelope’s thigh at first, then nudging forward, finding its target. She could feel the blunt, rubbery head probing her entrance, slicking through the mess Michael had already made of her. Jessica’s hands were soft as she gripped Penelope’s hips, but the pressure was insistent, absolute.

The first push was gentle, exploratory. The dildo was wider than Michael, and Penelope’s body resisted, her muscles locking down in panic. Michael stroked her hair, almost soothing, but his voice was pure command: “Let her in. You can take it.”

Penelope whimpered, the burn of intrusion so sharp her vision blanked out. Jessica rocked forward, easing the cock in with small, patient thrusts, and the sensation was so alien, so inhumanly filling, Penelope thought she would be torn apart. Harley watched from the foot of the bed, her eyes bright with lust, her tongue flicking over her lips as she narrated every moment.

“Good girl, Jessica,” Harley crooned. “Make her feel it. She needs it so bad.”

Jessica, now halfway inside, moaned in sympathy—or maybe in her own pleasure, Penelope couldn’t tell. The pressure mounted, unbearable, until suddenly the widest part slipped past Penelope’s threshold, and she gasped so violently she nearly choked.

“There she goes,” Michael said, triumphant. “She’s not so different from you, Jessica. She just needed a push.”

Jessica thrust again, and Penelope’s cunt gave way, her body all nerves and friction, too full and too hungry to resist. The harnessed cock spread her open with a slow, searing glide, scraping all her nerve endings raw. Michael moved, letting Penelope’s head fall over the side of the bed until she was looking at the room upside down, her pink cunt gripping Jessica’s cock as she pulled out. She barely registered Michael’s body above something pressed against her lips: the head of his cock, still hot and slick from fucking Jessica.

Penelope moaned as Jessica’s cock speared her core and Michael sohoved his cock into her mouth as her head hung off the side of the bed, upside down, hair fanned out on the floor. Gravity did all the work—her throat stretched wide, her tongue pinned beneath the thick shaft, the taste of Jessica and her own shame flooding her palate. The angle was brutal; she couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, all she could do was open wider and choke down the length as Michael pumped her mouth in time with Jessica’s slow, insistent violation below.

“Good girl,” Harley said, squatting beside Penelope, stroking the line of her jaw as Michael’s cock battered the roof of her mouth. “That’s it. You look so good being used!”

Penelope’s world shrank to the relentless rhythm of the two cocks—one real, one rubber, both equally relentless. Jessica’s hands kneaded her thighs, spreading her wider, hips working like an engine as the harnessed cock bottomed out inside her again and again, setting off sharp detonations of pain and pleasure that pulsed outward to every limb. Michael’s cock, thicker than she remembered, plunged into her mouth with enough force to make her eyes water, each thrust stealing the air from her lungs, every withdrawal leaving her gasping only to be filled again.

She gagged. She couldn’t stop herself. Michael held her steady, cradling her head with surprising gentleness, murmuring, “Take it all, Penny. You know you can.” Harley’s hand slipped to her throat, fingers splaying to feel the bulge of Michael’s cock through the thin skin there, and Penelope saw the girl’s eyes go wide with delight.

Jessica moaned above her, and the sound vibrated through Penelope’s pelvis, hot and electric. “She’s so tight,” Jessica slurred, voice thick with awe. “I can feel her come already, she’s—oh, god, Michael, she’s coming.” Jessica’s hands dug into Penelope’s hips, and the cock inside her ground against a spot so deep Penelope thought she might black out.

Penelope’s whole body clenched, a tectonic spasm that ran up her legs and into her belly, a white-hot burst of pleasure so violent she screamed around the meat in her mouth. The scream came out as a choked, bubbling gurgle, drowned by Michael’s cock, but her body didn’t care. She convulsed, squirted, soaking Jessica’s knees, the sheets, everything. Her vision blurred as Michael fucked her face faster, using her as nothing but an open, wet hole.

Harley was all over her now, fingers in her hair, nails raking her scalp, tongue tracing the line of her ear. “Don’t you dare fucking stop,” Harley hissed, words meant for Jessica, for Michael, for Penelope herself. “Keep her open, keep her full, she needs this.”

Penelope couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but surrender. She’d never felt so empty and so impossibly full at the same time, her cunt stretched to the edge, her mouth buried to the root, her body reduced to pure sensation. She wanted to die. She never wanted to stop.

Jessica’s rhythm faltered, then built again, faster now, the cock inside Penelope bucking and grinding. Michael’s cock throbbed, the taste of him mutating from salty to astringent to a flavor Penelope would never forget, never wash away. Harley grabbed Penelope’s face in both hands, forcing her eyes open, making her look up at Michael’s sweat-slicked chest, the madness in his eyes.

“Finish her,” Harley whispered.

Jessica’s hands slipped around Penelope’s waist, pulling her up and back against the fake cock, fucking her with short, violent jabs. Michael leaned over, gripping her face and forcing her to take the last inch. Penelope’s throat spasmed as he came, hot and copious, the first pulse hitting the back of her mouth and the next spilling down into her esophagus. She couldn’t swallow fast enough. It overflowed, leaking out her nose, her eyes, down her chin and into her hair, but Michael never let up, fucking her face through the aftershocks until he was spent.

Jessica let go, and the rubber cock slipped from Penelope’s cunt with a sucking, obscene noise. She collapsed, head still hanging off the bed, air rasping into her lungs, cum and spit dribbling from her lips. For a long, endless moment, the room was silent except for the sound of three people catching their breath.

Then Harley licked the mess from Penelope’s mouth, cleaning her with soft, kittenish strokes. “That’s our girl,” she said, pride thick in her voice. “Good fucking girl.”

Penelope could taste Michael and Jessica and herself, all mixed and indistinguishable. She didn’t care. She licked Harley’s tongue, then whimpered as the girl’s fingers teased her swollen, raw cunt, drawing out the last embers of sensation.

Jessica lay beside her, arms trembling, the harness still strapped to her hips. She looked at Penelope with something like gratitude, something like awe. Michael sat at the edge of the bed, watching them both with a satisfied, almost paternal gaze.

Penelope blinked away tears, not of shame or humiliation, but of relief. She’d been emptied out, scraped to the bone, and what remained was raw and pure and alive.

She shivered as Harley wrapped a blanket around her shoulders, then pulled her down to curl between the girls, her head pillowed on Jessica’s breast. For once, Penelope didn’t want to move. Didn’t want to ruin the peace that settled over them like a benediction. Michael stroked her hair, and she didn’t flinch. Jessica pressed her lips to Penelope’s temple and whispered, “You are perfect.”

Penelope closed her eyes. For the first time in years, she felt seen

And nothing else mattered.
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Penelope rested her hand on Randall's thigh as he drove, smiling as his leg twitched beneath his gray wool suit. She pressed her nails into the fabric, which made him inhale sharply, before letting them glide back and forth, tracing the faint pattern she'd been drawing for the past ten minutes.

She could sense the raw need coiled inside him. For the past six weeks, Penelope had rationed out her body to her husband with the cold efficiency of a war administrator. She’d grown addicted to the way her touch made him squirm. She would let him undress her, let him kneel at her feet and beg to taste her, sometimes even allowing him to rut against her thigh until he shuddered. But she hadn’t let him come for six weeks.

And she never let him inside her.

That privilege now belonged to someone else, and Randall knew it. He knew it the way a child knew about a monster under the bed: he wouldn’t name it, but he knew it was there. Tonight, she’d let him work his mouth between her legs while she scrolled through Michael’s text messages, feeling ripples of pleasure not so much from his tongue, but the desperation in his eyes. Afterward, she’d told him to get dressed. They were leaving.

Penelope thought about sliding her hand higher, just to see if he’d lose it. She didn’t. She liked watching him struggle too much for that. So she turned to the window, watching the trees thin out, black shapes giving way to the faint, distant glow of Michael’s lake house.

A right turn and they were on the private drive. Randall let the car coast, his foot easing off the gas as the house came into full view. Penelope’s skin tingled, alive, every inch of her electric. She wasn’t sure if it was excitement, fear, or both, but she welcomed the feeling. She lived for it. If Michael was the monster under the bed, she was the child who left out treats.

Randall stopped the car, hands slick on the wheel. Penelope leaned in toward the mirror, fixing her lipstick with a slow, careful hand. She smoothed down the tight black dress Michael had picked for her, tugged it just right over her hips. She liked how it fit. How it showed off her thighs, long and bare, but not too much. Not trashy. Just enough.

“Let’s get this over with,” Randall growled and yanked open the car door.

She didn’t move until she saw him heading up the steps. Penelope checked her lipstick one last time, then stepped out, letting the cool air bite her bare skin, her nipples hardening beneath the silk. She didn’t care. She wanted Michael to see. She wanted Randall to see.

At the door, Penelope adjusted her dress and smiled a private little smile. She saw Randall’s face flush red as he caught her looking. She could tell he wanted to say something, to bark at her for playing the whore probably, but he was too wound up to get the words out.

She almost laughed. Instead, she rang the bell.

Penelope hissed in a sharp breath as Michael opened the door wearing only a robe, knotted carelessly at the waist. Its blue silk gaped open to show a line of muscle from chest to thigh. The robe did nothing to hide the power of his body or the coiled muscles rippling underneath. He was so different from the skinny boy Randall had bullied and Penelope had jeered at.

There would be no jeering at Michael Glick tonight.

Michael’s eyes flicked over Penelope once—catching the dress he’d bought her, the way her hair shone in the foyer light, the expectant smile. Then he turned and looked at Randall, who was shrinking into himself like a turtle hiding in its shell.

“Welcome,” Michael said, stepping aside. “You’re right on time.”

Randall mumbled something. Penelope floated past him, head high, and let herself be drawn into the house’s hallway. She inhaled deeply, savoring the now familiar scent of books, whiskey, and leather, mingling with a hint of Michael’s expensive cologne. Michael guided them into his study, and she felt a special thrill remembering the first time she had been here. She’d been so angry. But that anger had melted, shifting into something else entirely—a need, hot and overwhelming, pulsing through her core.

Business documents were fanned across the desk in neat rows. Penelope drifted to a leather chair in front of Michael’s stout desk and crossed her legs, letting the skirt ride up as she sank in. Randall followed suit, eyes flicking to Penny’s exposed thighs.

“So,” Michael leaned against the front of his desk, looking down at him, displaying his dominance. “It seems we have some unfinished business.”

Randall tried to keep his voice steady. “Look, if this is about the real estate deal, I—”

Michael raised a hand, and Randall’s words shut off mid-sentence.

“Don’t insult either of us,” Michael said. “I’ve had my people comb through your holdings. Your bridge loan’s about to be called. You won’t be able to afford the payments on that second mortgage you put on Penny’s father’s home. When that happens, you lose everything.”

Penelope could hear Randall’s wheezing breath. She watched his tongue dart out to wet his lips, saw the pulse leap in his neck. She wished she could feel sorry for him, but he had put himself in this position. And so had she.

Michael smiled, a small, cold thing. “I do have a solution.” He plucked a paper from the pile and handed it to Randall. “Sign this, and you keep the title, the house, the cars. You keep your office. But from now on, you answer to me.”

Randall looked at the papers, his eyes bulging.

“But this... this means you run everything!” Randall spluttered. “All I am is a... a fucking mascot.”

Michael’s chill smile widened, ice spreading across a still pond.

“I prefer to think of you as a figurehead. In your business... AND your marriage.”

Randall looked at her, but she only smiled. It’s not like he didn’t know she was fucking Michael. It’s just that her husband had never heard the truth put in those terms before.

“But why?” Randall said, his voice hovering very close to a whine. “Why don’t you just buy me out?”

“Because,” Michael leaned forward, looming over her husband. “I want you to stay here, to watch as I fuck your wife whenever I want AND use your company however I like. I want you to be reminded every day that a better man owns you.”

Randall flinched back as if punched. Penelope’s pulse kicked up, a hummingbird in her throat. She felt herself getting wet, the power exchange working its alchemy on her. She pressed her thighs together and watched Michael hold out a pen to her husband.

“Sign. It’s the only way to keep what little dignity you have left.” He looked at Penelope and smiled. “At least in public, anyway.”

Penelope felt the heat blooming in her cheeks as Michael taunted her husband. Randall stared at the paper, the color draining from his face. Finally, he reached for the pen, then turned to Penelope, eyes wide.

“Penny,” he said, “please. Tell him—”

Penelope looked at Michael, who nodded to her. She saw the patient cruelty in his smile and knew she couldn’t stop him, even if she wanted to.

“Do what you need to, Randall,” she purred. “If you still want to be with me, you need to do this.”

Randall’s mouth opened and closed. Then, he signed.

Michael watched with a faint air of boredom, but there was a feverish gleam in his eye.

“Good,” Michael nodded. “Now we can begin.”

He pushed off the desk and stood straight, gripping the edges of his robe and dropping it unceremoniously to the floor.

Penelope had seen him without clothes, but this time it was different. It was intentional, a planned display designed for her husband’s humiliation.

He was magnificent. Michael looked like he’d been carved out of something heavier, denser, more determined than any man she’d ever met. His body was money-made, yes, but it was shaped by something darker: revenge, maybe, or just the kind of hunger that didn’t sleep. His chest was broad, hard as stone, the muscles running down to abs that cut sharp, and heavy V that pointed straight to his cock.

And Jesus, that cock! It hung between his legs, thick and heavy, a weapon made for one purpose only. Every vein and ridge stood out in stark relief, impossible to miss even in its soft state. It looked dangerous, like a promise and a threat, as if it had been carefully crafted and honed to do just this - to ruin her.

Penelope felt her mouth go dry.

She heard a whimper, low and guttural, and realized with a hot shock that it had not come from her, but from Randall. She flicked her eyes over: Randall’s stare was glued to the cock, his eyes glassy, his face a confusion of hate and dread.

Michael watched the exchange, let it marinate. Then he stepped forward, took Penelope by the chin, and lifted her face to meet his.

“Are you ready, Penny?”

She didn’t trust herself to answer.

“Stand up,” Michael commanded.

She stood, unsteady, every atom of her straining toward the man in front of her. Michael’s hands went to her wrists. He spun her around so she faced Randall.

“Let’s show your husband what he’s lost,” Michael murmured in her ear, his hot breath making Penelope shiver.

Michael slid Penelope’s dress down, baring her breasts. He cupped them from behind, kneading them as if testing for ripeness, then let them fall free. She gasped at the sudden chill, at the sudden exposure, and heard a tiny animal sound from Randall.

The dress went next, peeled from her like a fruit, leaving her in nothing but her wedding ring. Michael circled her, admiring her body, and then turned her to face Randall again.

“I’ll leave the wedding ring, Randall,” Michael said. “You can look at it when I’m fucking your wife.”

Randall stared, sweat dotting his upper lip. He didn’t look at Penelope’s face; he looked at her breasts, her stomach, the soft gold triangle between her legs. Penelope saw, for the first time, the recognition in Randall’s eyes: he would never own her again. Even in this moment, as she stood naked in front of him, he was powerless.

Michael stepped up behind Penelope, so his cock pressed hot against the small of her back.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Michael asked.

Randall gritted his teeth. “Fuck you.”

Michael smiled and pressed a kiss to Penelope’s temple. “Not you. But Penny will, won’t you, Pretty Penny?”

Penny felt a thrill at the pet name, the vibration of it stirring up her molten core. She grinned at Randall and the look of pain added to the drip of juices running down her thighs.

“Yes, sir,” she purred, but never took her eyes off her husband. “I’m going to fuck you like a good little whore.”

Randall whined like a trapped animal, and Penelope giggled.

“I'm going to fuck him like I never fucked you!” She felt a thrill of power zing up her spine. “Because he’s a real man. He deserves it.”

Randall groaned, and she felt the sound echo in her cunt as a hot, wet throb.

There was something so wrong about this, so cruel even for her, that for a split second she wanted to stop, to dial it back, to remind herself she was not some monster. But instead of stopping, her body betrayed her—her nipples pebbling with anticipation, her thighs slippery with lust.

Michael grinned and guided Penelope to the desk, positioned her in front of Randall. Then, with a nudge, forced her to her knees.

“Worship me,” Michael said.

Penelope didn’t even hesitate. She dropped, the hard floor biting into her knees, and looked up at Michael’s cock. It was stiff now, fully awake, veins bulging under the skin. She reached for it, wrapped her hand around the base, and felt the impossible heat and mass of it. She stroked once, marveling at the yield of flesh and the pulse she could feel against her palm.

She looked up, saw Randall’s eyes locked onto the scene. His breathing was ragged, his hand shaking as it gripped the table. For a moment, Penelope felt a spike of sympathy—then Michael’s hand was on her head, guiding her forward, and all pity evaporated.

The head of Michael’s cock was slick and heavy on her lips. She opened her mouth, letting it slide in, and immediately had to fight the urge to gag; it filled her mouth, stretched her jaw, pressed against the roof and sides until she couldn’t breathe. She sucked, running her tongue along the thick underside, and tasted salt and musk and something sharper, like the tang of ozone before a storm.

Michael held her golden hair in a fist, controlling the angle, the depth, every movement. Penelope relaxed her throat and took him deeper, bruising her lips and making her throat seize. Tears sprang from her eyes and dripped down her cheeks, but she kept going. A perverse pride filled her: she was taking more of him than Randall could ever have given her.

She glanced sideways, saw Randall transfixed, sweat pouring down his face. His cock had gone hard in his pants, a wet spot showing through the thin fabric.

Michael pulled her off, then bent her back and placed his cock against her cheek, measuring its length against her face. “Whose bigger?” he said. “Me or Randall?”

“You are,” Penelope moaned.

“Tell Randall.”

Penelope turned her head and looked at Randall, Michael’s cock stretching from chin to hairline.

“You see this, darling?” Her voice was saccharine sweet, adding to the cruel sight of Michael’s superior cock resting on her face like it belonged there. “He is so much bigger than you. This, this is a real man’s cock. Not like your little mushroom.”

Michael actually gave a shocked laugh.

“Oh, you like that?” she grinned, stroking his cock in long, luxurious movements of her hand. “You like when I humiliate my husband?”

“Yes,” Michael murmured. “I love it.”

Penelope paused, letting the silence stretch. She made a show of licking her lips—slow, deliberate—her eyes never leaving Randall. He watched her, throat working, Adam’s apple jumping. His rage was gone, and his shame, too. What was left in his eyes was raw and helpless. She felt the rush of power like a jolt as his humiliation hung in the air between them. It set her pulse pounding, making her ache all the way down to her toes.

She wrapped her hand around Michael’s cock—not just holding it, but presenting it to Randall, pressing the throbbing shaft against Michael’s belly. It was obscene, the way her wedding ring flashed against the pumping, reddened flesh. Randall’s eyes widened further, and Penelope held his gaze as she bent her face lower, nuzzling the loose, heavy testicles that hung beneath Michael’s cock like two fat pieces of fruit.

She buried her nose in his sack, inhaling the musk and sweat, licking a slow circle around the skin with a flat, lazy tongue. She made sure to moan—a loud, theatrical sound that vibrated through Michael’s balls—so that Randall could hear her pleasure and Michael could feel her submission. She heard her husband’s breath catch, saw his knuckles whiten around the armrests, and that only made her want to do more.

Penelope smirked, ran her tongue along the seam, then sucked one massive ball into her mouth, rolling it on her tongue like a bonbon. Michael’s hand came down to cradle her head, guiding her, but Penelope was ahead of him. She wanted to worship, wanted to degrade herself in front of Randall, wanted to destroy the pride he’d carried for years as he impersonated a successful businessman. Michael groaned—God, the sound—and she felt his cock twitch in her fist, swelling against her cheek as she laved the other ball, making a show of it.

She kept looking sideways, darting glances at Randall every two or three licks, and his expression broke her. He looked like a man at the end of a plank, about to be pushed into shark-infested waters—horrified, and yet transfixed, unable to look away. If she hadn’t been so giddy with the flavor of Michael on her tongue, she might have found it tragic. Instead, she felt a radiant, near-delirious sense of power.

She upped the ante, letting both balls slip from her mouth with a pop, then licking her way up Michael’s perineum, slowly, lingeringly, her eyes never leaving Randall’s. She wanted him to see every second of it—the way her tongue fluttered, the way her lips pressed, the greedy way she inhaled Michael’s scent. She wanted this memory to haunt him, to live in his skull forever.

Michael gently but firmly pushed her head down, turning with his ass pointed at Randall. “Worship all of me,” he said.

Penelope understood precisely what Michael wanted. There was a current running through her, electric and depraved and exhilarating. She’d never felt so wicked, and she’d never felt more alive.

She began by pressing her lips to Michael’s perineum, soft and reverent, moving upwards with deliberate care. She let Randall observe her every action: how she gripped Michael’s firm ass cheeks, the way her tongue traced a path, leaving a glistening trail behind. Every movement was calculated, precise. She could hear Randall's breathing—shallow, uneven, desperate for some anchor in this storm of humiliation. She let herself imagine what Randall was feeling—what it was like to see his trophy wife, turned into someone else’s ass licking plaything.

Michael guided her head lower, and Penelope surrendered to the pressure, sinking toward his body with a hunger that surprised even her. She buried her face between his perfect, sculpted ass cheeks. The sensation was strange, the skin both soft and hot, a musky, primal scent rising to meet her, but it only stoked the fire in her belly. She inhaled deeply, letting her nose fill with the proof of Michael’s animal power, and pressed her tongue deeper, spreading him open with both hands so she could reach the flesh within.

She pressed her tongue flat against Michael’s hole, slow, greedy, lapping. The taste was strange, not bad, and she wanted more, chasing it, licking again, even though her jaw started to ache and her nose was mashed up hard against the curve of Michael’s ass. She loved it. The rawness, the mess. She wanted Randall to see what she would never do for him, wanted him to see the mouth he had kissed on their wedding day sucking another man’s asshole. The knowledge sent a thrill through her. She let herself moan into Michael’s ass, not caring about the bubbling mess of spit and sweat on her face.

Her reward: a ragged, pitiful moan from her husband.

Michael leaned back and pulled Penny’s mouth from its hungry work. “Would you ever do that for him, Penny?” He huffed, his breath rough and ragged like a winded bear.

She didn’t even pause. She shook her head, lips still pressed to Michael’s ass. “Never.”

Randall gasped, and she relished it. This worship was for a true master, not him. Never him.

Michael pulled her up by the hair and positioned her in front of him. “Time for you to get fucked by a real man.”

He didn’t say a word. Just moved her, rough, hands on her hips, guiding her back, up, onto the desk. No, not guiding. Manhandling. She bent, palms splayed, and all those papers—all the contracts, all the proof of Randall’s ruin—scattered out under her. White sheets fluttered, soft, like feathers. She heard a pen roll, clattering away across the hardwood, skittering like a bug. Her cheek pressed down into a thick pile of legal documents, Randall’s signature scrawled, battered, right there beneath her face. There was something almost funny about it, something so sharp and poetic she nearly laughed.

Michael moved with certainty, one hand at the nape of her neck, the other stroking the length of his cock, lining up the fat head with her swollen lips. Penelope felt Randall’s eyes boring into her from the chair just beyond the desk and grinned. She loved how much he hated this: the exposure, the shame, the final, irreversible step over the threshold into whatever she was now.

Michael didn’t thrust right away. He made her wait, poised at her entrance, head of his cock nudging her lips open but not yet entering. She felt herself leaking already, the heat and the ache and the humiliation all combining into a slick, greedy want. She saw Michael’s eyes flick up to Randall, locking on the man’s face, then back down to Penelope with a smirk.

“Randall,” Michael said, his voice syrupy, “do you want to watch your wife get split open, or do you want to leave?”

Randall’s jaw worked, clenched and unclenched, his whole face blotched with shame and something else, something he could no ong hide. Lust.

“He wants it, Michael. He wants to see a real man fuck me.”

She felt Michael shiver with excitement. This was his revenge. Not to fuck her, he’d already done that. No, he wanted her to need him so badly that she would destroy her husband for him.

“Please, fuck me, Michael! I want to have a real man’s cock inside me.” She grinned at Randall while the words spilled from her lips, each one a knife to her husband’s heart. “I want a better man to fuck me.”

Michael rewarded her with a brutal, slow push, the head of his cock pressing past her lips, then the shaft, inch by growing inch. Her body resisted, tightened, but the wetness and the hunger made it impossible—she was made for this. She gasped, knuckles pale as she gripped the edge of the desk, her whole body forced open, filled, erased and rewritten for Michael’s cock.

He bottomed out inside her with a sound that was more vibration than noise, a low volcanic groan that shook the air. Randall watched, every muscle straining, his cock creating a small, desperate tent in his pants. The sight filled her with a savage, monstrous thrill. She felt Michael’s palm in her hair, forcing her face toward Randall, her mouth dragged into a messy, delirious smile.

“Are you getting turned on, baby? Watching his—oh, fuck—his huge cock take your wife’s tight, little pussy?”

Randall’s answer came in a choked, helpless whimper that turned into a moan. He clapped a hand over his own mouth, but the sound still leaked out between his fingers, raw and wet. Penelope felt her cunt clench at his degradation. She ground her ass back against Michael, letting him know she was ready for more.

Michael obliged, slow and relentless. He fucked her with a grind that pulled her open; every thrust a slow, dragging push, deep, then retreating, the head catching at her lips before he slid back in. Penelope’s legs shook. It was obscene, the way it felt—the stretch, the fullness, the pain melting into heat, the heat burning into something wild and desperate inside her. The desk rattled every time he bottomed out. Papers slipped, scattered, Randall’s signature tumbling down in a hush of white, soft and silent, all around them.

She arched her back, craned her head to look at her husband. He was shaking. His knuckles were white where they gripped the armrest. The bulge in his pants was even more pronounced than before. The wet spot had grown, spreading dark through the thin wool, and she realized—with a savage jolt of pride—that he was leaking through his boxers just watching her get destroyed.

“Oh my God!” she gasped out a laugh. “You’re turned on! You’re leaking through your pants, darling!” She giggled, wild and mean, as Michael picked up speed, fucking her with a bone-deep violence that threatened to split her open for good. “You—you want to see how I come for him? How he makes me feel better than you ever fucking could?"

Her words were daggers, and Randall’s whole body jerked as each one drove deep into his heart. He looked away, but Michael grabbed Penelope by the hair and yanked her head up, making her stare her husband down.

“Tell him,” Michael grunted, never breaking his relentless rhythm. “Tell him what you want.”

Penelope’s eyes rolled back, but she forced them open, locking on Randall’s blubbering face. “I want him to fuck me harder. I want you to watch him break me in a way you never could, you fat cuck!"

Michael’s hand slid up her back, fingers tightening around her throat, just enough to make her vision blur at the edges. He bent her over the desk, face pressed to the cold wood, and drove into her with a force that felt almost beyond human. Her mouth opened, drool threading down to the paperwork below, and she let the sounds tumble out. She didn’t care. She wanted Randall to hear every broken, desperate moan. She wanted the shame of it to burn itself into his memory.

“Harder, baby!” she begged, her voice a needy, desperate thing that sounded nothing like her. She hoped Randall heard it and realized this is what Michael made her sound like. Weak, submissive, a toy begging to be used. He had never seen this side of her. “Please, baby! I want more of you! Fill that married pussy! Show my fat, pathetic husband how you make me your whore!”

Randall sobbed, but Michael's animal growl swallowed it whole, each thrust harder, faster, pinning her to the desk. Each stab was a punch to her core, the desk squealing against the floor, her toes scrabbling for purchase. She was losing herself, every thought reduced to the feeling of Michael splitting her apart and the knowledge of Randall watching, helpless to do anything but suffer.

Michael let go of her throat and reached around, thumb finding her clit with mechanical precision, pressing down in time with the rhythm of his cock. The reaction was instant, electric, her body tightening so hard she thought she might break him. Penelope screamed, a long, high wail that sounded like it was being dragged out of her bones, and for a moment—a full, blinding second—there was nothing in the world but the heat of her own orgasm.

She jerked and twitched on the desk, Randall lost to her in that blinding moment of bliss. More papers drifted to the floor as her limbs gave way, her cunt spasming, slick gushing out to puddle beneath her, leaving her squirming in the mess of her own juices.

She collapsed, boneless, but Michael didn’t stop. He picked her up, still inside her, spun her around, and planted her back on the desk so her head hung over the front facing Randall. She was a mess—makeup smeared, hair plastered to her face with sweat, tits heaving, cunt dripping her slick dripping down her thighs—but all she saw was Randall’s broken, upside-down face.

Michael fucked her just like that, hands gripping her ass and dragging her spent body up against him, his cock spearing deep into her. Each thrust shoved her farther across the slick desk, and Penelope flung her legs wide, fingers finding her clit and rolling it under her thumb. She could feel another climax already building.

“Oh, God, Randall! Are you watching? He’s going to make your wife come again. You have never made me feel like this! I’m a whore for him, baby! Not yours, never yours. I’m Michael’s fucking whore!”

She came screaming the words, Randall’s tears feeding her orgasm. The pleasure was so complete she thought she’d dissolve into air. Michael didn’t let until up his cock swelled and throbbed inside her, a living, pulsing heat that made her whole body gooseprickle in anticipation. Penelope felt the change instantly: the way he gripped her flesh, the way his thrusts went rough, almost desperate, as if something wild and ancient in him demanded not just to fuck her, but to claim her, in every possible way.

“Yes!” she gasped, voice breaking, “Fuck yes, fill me up—oh god—oh my fucking god—Randall! He’s FILLING ME UP!"”

Michael let go a guttural, feral noise and and his cock jerked deep inside, as if he meant to punch through her to the root. The first hot pulse of his cum shot against her insides with the shock of a thrown drink—she felt it, viscous and heavy, splattering up against the wall of her pussy and then running back to pool deeper, hotter, until she was overflowing. Another pulse, then another, and it was more than she’d ever felt from any man, ever. It was as if he was filling her to the point of overflow, packing her womb tight with his seed, breeding her so completely she’d never be able to wash it out. The thought made her pussy clench down, hungry and greedy, milking his cock for every drop.

“Do you feel it?” Michael grunted, voice like gravel dragged over stone. “Do you feel me inside you?”

She nodded, eyes rolling back, and then: “More. Give me more, Michael. Breed me. Make me yours!”

He pinned her there, thrusting through the aftershocks, and Penelope’s body spasmed, her pussy clenching and sucking at the impossible thickness, desperate to keep every drop. It pooled out of her, mixed with her own slick, dribbled down the crack of her ass and onto the desk, making a sticky, obscene mess. The feel of it—his seed, leaking out of her, proof of his victory—sent another hot shiver down her spine, and she came again, the orgasm building in her cunt and radiating out to her toes, her fingertips, her scalp. It was pure, white-hot surrender.

She screamed, a long, wordless howl, and Michael pounded into her through every convulsion, wringing the pleasure out of her like juice from a fruit. She could hear Randall crying now, a soft, defeated animal sound, but it only made her come harder, made her want to scrape what was left of her old life off and burn it in the heat of Michael’s want.

Then, suddenly, it was over. Michael slumped forward, still inside her, hands squeezing her hips so tight she could feel the prints he’d leave behind. Penelope gasped for air, lungs raw, her head spinning with the aftershocks and the shame and the glory of it all.

She looked up. Randall’s face was a ruin, his eyes red-rimmed, mouth open, a ragged stain visible at the crotch of his pants. Penelope grinned, slow and evil, and then reached down, scooping a glob of Michael’s cum from between her swollen lips. She licked her fingers clean, making sure her husband saw how she savored it, how she made a meal of her own disgrace.

Michael withdrew with a wet, obscene noise, and another gush of seed spilled out, dripping down her thighs in thick, white ropes. Penelope shuddered with the loss, legs trembling. She wanted to be filled, to be used, to be ruined again and again.

Michael took Penelope’s chin in his hand, guiding her gently down to her knees. Her body was limp, spent, her cunt still leaking his cum. He bent, lips brushing her ear.

“I think your husband looks hungry, don’t you?”

Penelope faced her husband, saw the terror in his eyes. She licked her lips and then, grinning, crawled to him, straddling his lap, rubbing her slick, sticky pussy against the crotch of his ruined pants.

She whispered in his ear, “Open your mouth, Randall. You wanted to eat my pussy all week—now you’ll get it the way he left it.”

Randall shook his head, but her hand closed around the back of his neck, holding him steady. She stood up, lifted one leg off the ground and planted it on the armrest, then ground her cunt against her husband’s mouth, smearing Michael’s thick cum all over his lips and chin. She laughed as he gagged, then moaned, then gulped as he finally gave in and opened up, licking her clean, swallowing the mess like a starving animal.

It felt like vindication, like power. She gripped his head and fucked his face, riding him hard, using him to wring out the last tremors of her own pleasure. That’s when she felt Randall moan into her cunt and jerk like a landed fish. She looked down and gasped, watching as the stain in his pants spread, pearly bubbles of wasted jizz beading up through the wool.

“Oh. My. God!” She laughed and rolled away from him. “Oh my God, Michael! He just came in his pants!”

Michael chuckled as Randall slumped in the chair, staring up at them with wide, wet eyes, his mouth and nose streaked with her juices and Michael’s thick, white cum. His pants were ruined—a sticky stain spreading across the crotch, six weeks of built-up jizz dumped into his pants, and he hadn’t even touched himself.

Michael gave Randall a lazy, feral smile.

“She’s mine now,” he said and pulled Penelope close. “You both are.”

Penelope snuggled against her master, smirking down at her husband, defeated and broken. Randall groaned in pain, Michael’s jizz still dripping off his fat cheeks. But he didn’t leave. He had nowhere else to go.

And when Michael pulled Penelope into a deep, hungry kiss, right in front of her ruined husband, she realized there was nowhere else she’d rather be.
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Abby Blackwood adjusted her skirt and crossed her ankles at the end of the first pew, folding her hands primly in her lap as the congregation began to settle. The church was a white clapboard rectangle, hot and bright in the mid-morning sun, filled with the Sunday perfume of lemon polish and sweat. Abby felt the trickle of heat slide beneath the starched collar of her blouse and down between her breasts, pooling beneath her bra where the cotton was already damp.

The sleeves of her blouse were buttoned at the wrist, crisp and unyielding despite the May warmth. She did not mind the heat. She welcomed it, even. It felt like a penance she deserved, a low-level hum of self-imposed suffering to counterbalance the wild, shaming churn of her thoughts. The collar rubbed against the side of her throat with every inhale, and each time she moved she felt the tug of fabric on the fresh, purpled mark just above her clavicle. Abby shifted, careful not to draw attention, and let the pain bloom for a moment—a small, perfect reminder of last night’s discipline.

Behind her, the congregation rustled with the gentle chaos of settling bodies. Men in stiff suits cleared their throats and checked their watches. Little boys wriggled free from their mothers’ grasp, only to be snapped back into line by hands with painted nails and brittle patience. The women wore pastels and hats, their hair lacquered into place, their faces set in the same smile Abby had practiced in her own bathroom mirror. Abby smiled too, lips too plump to be pressed, and fixed her gaze on the oak pulpit.

Nathaniel’s voice rose above the low murmur, sharp and measured. He stood at the altar, hands folded in prayer, waiting for absolute silence before proceeding. The hush rippled outwards, slow at first, then final. Every eye in the church was on him, including hers.

Abby studied her husband the way a student studies the master—searching for new angles, secret meanings, any clue as to what would please him next. Nathaniel’s hair was a pale gold, almost white, cropped close and combed into a severe part. His face was lean and smooth, his jaw slightly too pointed for handsomeness. He wore a dark suit and shirt buttoned up to his throat almost like a clerical collar for a different denomination. To the rest of Oakwood, Reverend Blackwood was the very picture of godly discipline and purity. To Abby, he was that, and more: her sweetheart, her guardian, the source of both her suffering and her joy.

Nathaniel cleared his throat. “Let us pray.”

Abby bowed her head, squeezing her hands together. As she closed her eyes, the memory of last night’s bedroom ritual played behind her eyelids in sharp, unmerciful focus.

She had washed and combed her hair, as Nathaniel preferred, and put on the nightgown he’d chosen for her—white and sheer, her shamefully large breasts and puffy pink nipples visible under the fabric. She had always been embarrassed by her body, the heavy curves that men lusted after, even after she was married.

She waited in their bed, hands folded, eyes on the door as he finished preparing his notes for Sunday. When he entered, he did not speak. He closed the door, locked it with a decisive click, and moved to the bed in silence.

Nathaniel’s hands were rough, the grip on her chin almost bruising as he turned her face from side to side, searching for flaws, stray hairs, or even the faintest hint of carelessness. His finger hooked under the collar of her gown and jerked it down, baring her throat. He stared at her breasts, pale and exposed, his tongue flicking over his lips. Abby’s cheeks burned as his fingers pressed into her skin, her nipple tightening, aching, even as pain bloomed beneath his touch.

“Are you ready for me?” he’d huffed, his usual smooth baritone burned rough and raw by lust.

“Yes, sir,” Abby whispered. She always called him sir in the bedroom. He insisted, and she liked the way it made her feel: smaller, cleaner, a vessel for his authority.

He nodded, then grinned mercilessly. “Good girl.” The praise was thin, but it warmed her all the same.

He climbed onto the bed and pinned her wrists above her head with one hand. His fingers dug into the bone, leaving a bracelet of pressure that would later bloom purple. With the other hand, he pushed her legs apart, exposing her pussy to the cool air. Abby lay perfectly still, her muscles tensed, her eyes never leaving his face.

He slammed into her with a brutal thrust, his breath coming in hot, ragged bursts. The first jolt of pain tore through her, sharp and blinding, then dulled to a steady, throbbing ache as he kept pounding into her, merciless, relentless—a world away from the slow, romantic fantasies in the trashy romance novels she’d used to hide under her bed.

Nathaniel didn't bother with kisses, nor did he murmur tender words. Instead, he hissed in her ear.

“That’s it, you fucking whore. My fucking whore. My DIRTY FUCKING WHORE!”

She tried to ignore the words. This is what her husband needed to purge his lustful demons, and she was a good wife. She did her best to be pliant and useful, but the hurt never really faded. It just moved from the pussy to the tight ache in her wrists, to the stinging pain when his teeth bit her neck. She’d cried out then, but her cries only inflamed his lust. He speared into her harder, his orgasm burning through him. He moaned, quivering as he pushed his seed into her womb, then collapsed, sobbing into her breasts like a child.

“I’m so sorry. Please, forgive me.”

She petted his hair, soothing him as he cried. There was nothing to forgive. He was her husband. It was her duty to please him and take his seed and, God willing, have the baby she had wanted for so long.

“Our scripture is from Ephesians, chapter five: ‘Wives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands, as unto the Lord.’” His voice rang out, bringing her back to the church. There was no roughness now, just his smooth, rolling baritone filling the sanctuary.

Abby nodded along with the congregation, even as her wrists stung where the bruise had formed. She did not hate Nathaniel’s rough touch. It was what she deserved, what she expected. What she hated—what she could not understand, would never dare say aloud—was the emptiness she felt after he finished with her, the strange, shivering hollow that grew larger each time she lay back and let him sate himself on her shameful body.

She tried to fill the hollow with prayer. She tried to fill it with housework, with baking, with quiet evenings organizing the church bulletins. None of it worked. None of it touched the raw, squirming animal that sometimes woke her at three a.m., panting, her nightgown bunched up around her hips, the sheets soaked with her own sweat. The books said sex was for procreation. Her mother said it was for duty, a wifely obligation like ironing shirts or canning peaches. The women at prayer circle, the ones who had five or six kids already, claimed it was the highest pleasure a woman could know, a kind of sacrament.

Abby had never known pleasure. Not in that way. She tried to imagine what it would feel like, and always came up blank.

From the pulpit, Nathaniel thundered on: “Marriage is the cornerstone of God’s design, the crucible in which He forges new generations of the faithful. But let us not forget—marriage is also a battlefield. A place where the devil makes his most insidious advances.”

He fixed his gaze on her, just for a second, then swept it over the rest of the pews. “There are temptations everywhere. The world tells us to put our own desires above God’s. But we are called to submit—to sacrifice our bodies, our pride, even our happiness, for the greater glory of the family.”

The women in the congregation nodded solemnly. The men looked down at their hands, as if each was the only man in the room struggling to keep his house in order. Abby felt a flush of pride at being singled out as the example, the one who wore her husband’s teaching on her skin, even as her heart fluttered with shame.

Last night, after he had come back to himself, Nathaniel had kissed each bruise in turn, his lips cool and careful on the abraded flesh. He whispered in her hair, “You’re perfect, Abby. I don’t know what I’d do without you.” She wanted to believe it. She wanted to be perfect, to be the wife God and Nathaniel both deserved.

But then the service would end, and they’d go home, and the cycle would start over: dinner, silence, rough sex in the sheets, and the quiet, suffocating despair when she woke up the next morning, still empty, still wanting.

When the music started—“Just as I Am,” the organ heavy with longing—Abby rose and sang with the rest, her voice reedy but sure. She held the hymnal with both hands, arms locked at the elbow to keep the fabric of her sleeves from shifting. Every time the blouse grazed the bruise on her collarbone, she flinched, then forced herself to stand taller.

She sang for God. She sang for herself. She sang for the baby that hadn’t come, no matter how hard she prayed or submitted or tried to will herself fertile. After the hymn, Nathaniel raised his hands as if to halt the crowd.

“Please, join us in our newly renovated assembly hall for sandwiches,” he gave the crowd a beatific smile worthy of his status. “And homemade cookies, of course.”

The congregation laughed dutifully, and the service dissolved into the usual traffic jam of handshakes and small talk. Nathaniel stepped down from the pulpit and was immediately swallowed by a flock of deacons and well-wishers.

Abby stayed where she was, watching him work the crowd. He was gracious, patient, the model of godly leadership. He shook hands with the men and kissed babies and let the old ladies hug him tight to their soft, perfumed chests. Every smile was perfectly calibrated, every touch calculated to convey sincerity. Abby admired his discipline. She wondered if any of them saw the cracks—the flash of teeth when his smile slipped, the faint lines of disappointment etched into his forehead, the way his eyes searched the crowd as if already bored with this small, captive audience.

She was still lost in this thought when Jessica Kingsley floated up beside her, all pearls and perfume and effortless beauty.

“You look tired, Abs,” Jessica said, voice a gentle purr. “Rough night?”

Abby blushed and looked away. “I didn’t sleep much. Nathaniel had a lot on his mind, preparing for today.”

Jessica’s lips curved in a knowing smile. “Well, it certainly paid off. He was on fire this morning.”

Abby nodded, unsure what to say.

“Are you coming to the luncheon?” Abby finally asked.

Jessica smiled. Abby was struck by it—the easy elegance of the first lady of Oakwood. It was impossible not to see what Nathaniel meant, how he'd said Jessica had been head cheerleader, prom queen, the kind of girl everyone remembered. Even now, in her tasteful dress and pearls, her long brown hair falling in those perfect, shining waves over her shoulders, she looked every inch the part.

Of course, Nathaniel always ended his talk of Jessica with the admonition that she was a sinner, just like all of his friends from high school. But looking at Jessica’s warm smile, Abby hardly believed it.

“I wouldn’t miss it,” Jessica laughed, tossing her hair over one shoulder, then gazing at Abby with a warm expression. “You’re a treasure, Abby. Oakwood doesn’t deserve you.”

Abby gave her a grateful smile as they moved together down the aisle, into the vestibule where the rest of the congregation mingled. Abby saw Nathaniel standing by the door, talking to William Kingsley and Randall Hawthorne. She felt Nathaniel’s hand hover at the small of her back as she passed, a subtle reminder of ownership.

She tried to ignore the flash of pain as his possessive touch triggered a memory—Nathaniel’s mouth on her neck, the burn of his teeth as he marked her, the hiss of his lewd words in her ears. Abby swallowed hard and forced the memory down.

She was determined to be better. She was determined to be perfect.

She smiled, shook hands, and made small talk with the other wives. She felt Nathaniel’s eyes on her from across the room, his need to track her every movement both thrilling and terrifying.

She would submit. She would be good. She would do whatever it took to fill the hollow inside her, even if it meant letting it grow until there was nothing left but air.

Maybe then God would reward her. Maybe then, finally, she would be enough.

The fellowship hall was loud, the familiar scrape of metal chairs on linoleum, kids shrieking, church shoes slapping the tile. Tables stretched out, disposable cloths the color of margarine, scattered with empty Dixie cups, sweating pitchers of sweet tea, crumbs from the after-service spread. Abby stood behind the buffet, slicing homemade brownies into perfect squares. She wore an apron over her skirt, the ruffle hugging her chest, never quite hiding her heavy breasts, no matter how she tried.

She lined up the platters, one after another, everything precise: ham and cheese sandwiches, sliced on the diagonal, held together with those little frilled toothpicks; bowls of potato salad complete with a dusting of paprika; plastic trays of deviled eggs, their yellow centers piped into tight swirls. At the end of the table, coffee percolated in a battered urn. The burnt, nutty smell drifted up, filling the room.

Abby wiped her hands on a napkin and looked out over the group of parishioners. She saw Jessica and Penelope orbiting near the window, their heads together, laughing over some joke. Jessica’s dress was yellow today, tight at the waist and flaring just above the knee—a little too short, in Abby’s opinion, but nobody seemed to mind. Penelope wore pale blue. She had a glass of punch in one hand, the ostentatious wedding ring and diamond bracelet flashing as she used her hands to communicate something to Jessica.

Both women were radiant, faces bright with the easy confidence of those who knew their worth and weren’t afraid to show it. She wondered if they had ever woken up at three a.m., panting and lustful, sheets soaked with lust. She doubted it. Penelope and Jessica were the kind of women who took their pleasure as a matter of course, who laughed too loud and drank too much wine and always knew what to say. Abby envied them, even as she judged them for it.

Randall and William loomed nearby, less radiant than their wives. Randall’s face was flushed, his usually neat hair a mess of cowlicks, his tie loosened as if he’d lost a brawl with it. William smiled at everyone, even the politician, but his eyes had bags under them. Abby caught Penelope rolling her eyes at Randall, then smiling sweetly when he turned her way. Jessica whispered something to Penelope behind William’s back and giggled like naughty schoolgirls. If Abby didn’t know better, she’d say they were making fun of their husbands. But that couldn’t be right.

Nathaniel moved through the crowd with the smooth, gliding confidence of a shark in shallow water. He smiled at everyone, his teeth perfect and white, but the smile was never meant for any one person. She watched him shake hands with the elders, clap the boys on their backs, bow his head as the old women pressed their cool, papery hands into his and beamed up at him as if he was a favorite son.

But not all the attention was his. Abby noticed the subtle slights, the glances and laughs that bent away from Nathaniel and toward the two men who truly mattered in Oakwood. When William Kingsley moved through the crowd, people deferred—leaned in, listened closely, then repeated his words to their neighbors as if he were Moses himself. Randall, for all his oafishness and his obvious exhaustion, had a magnetism Abby didn’t understand. His crude jokes landed well; people liked his irreverence, his brashness, and most of all the power that came from being the richest man in town.

Nathaniel hated it. She saw the way his smile tightened each time a parishioner drifted away mid-conversation, drawn by the force of William or Randall. He handled the humiliation with icy grace, but Abby could see the heat working up the side of his neck, the flush of temper blooming beneath the collar.

She was about to step from behind the table, to go to Nathaniel and save him from his own anger, when a warm hand settled on her shoulder. The pressure was light but insistent, as if the hand had always belonged there, and the surprise of it made her breath hitch in her chest.

She turned, expecting a church lady or a child in need of another cookie. Instead, she found herself staring into the face of Michael Glick.

He had not been at the service. She was sure of it. If he had, she would have felt the shift in the air, the way every conversation recalibrated itself around the room’s most powerful presence. Now, up close, she realized she had never really seen him before—not like this.

Michael was taller than she remembered. His hair was short on the sides, longer on top, that expensive, careless kind of mess that always looked like it belonged on someone who didn’t care. His jaw was square. Nose straight. Eyes a blue so clear it made her think of the bottom of a pool, sunlight flickering through water. He wore a suit, perfectly tailored, with the shirt open at his throat. He smelled of cedar and a hint of musk, a scent that lingered in her nose.

He smiled down at her with a warm familiarity that made her stomach somersault.

“Abby,” he said, voice pitched low for her alone. “It’s so good to see you.”

The sound of her own name—Abby, not Abigail, not Mrs. Blackwood—broke something loose inside her. For a moment, she forgot where she was, who she was supposed to be. She smiled back, too wide, too eager, a tremble in her lips she could not control.

“Mr... Mr. Glick!” she managed, praying the blush in her cheeks wasn’t visible to everyone in the room. “I—I didn’t know you’d be here.”

He leaned in a little closer, so she had to look up to meet his eyes. “Call me Michael. Please. I regret I haven’t been to service more often. I hope to attend more often now that I’ve moved to town.”

His eyes never wavered from her face, which was a relief. Usually men, even men like Randall, couldn’t keep their eyes from drifting down to her chest.

Michael, however, kept his blue eyes locked on her own. She realized his hand was still on her shoulder.

She realized she liked it.

Abby’s pulse was a panicked bird in her throat. She tried to step back, but there was nowhere to go; the table pressed against her hip, the smell of Michael filled the air. Her body went hot, then cold, then hot again, waves of confusion rolling through her.

She felt the eyes on them even before she looked. Nathaniel was across the room, standing stiffly by the lemonade, his jaw clenched so tight it looked like he might shatter a tooth. He did not approach. He just watched, every cell of his body focused on the point where Michael’s hand rested on her body.

Michael seemed oblivious. Or maybe he wasn’t. Maybe he was doing it on purpose.

He released her shoulder, only to take her hand in his. His palm was warm, the skin softer than she expected. He squeezed, just once, then let go, as if pressing a message into her palm.

“You’ve been doing great work, Abby,” he said, his voice still gentle but edged with something sharper, something private. “Everyone says you’re the heart of Oakwood now.”

She shook her head, flustered. “I’m just—Nathaniel’s wife. I help out where I can.”

Michael laughed, deep and quiet. “Don’t sell yourself short. I’ve been watching you.”

She could not think of a reply. She could barely think at all.

“I’d like to do more for the church,” he said. “I think we should talk. Soon.”

He turned and melted into the crowd, moving with the fluid grace of someone who knew the world would always open a path for him. Abby watched his retreating figure, watched the way people fell silent or hurried to get out of his way. She watched the way Penelope’s lips parted in surprise, the way Jessica’s cheeks flushed with sudden, involuntary color.

Across the room, Nathaniel was still staring. His gaze was cold and bright, like the moment just before a thunderstorm breaks. She wanted to go to him. She wanted to explain. But she didn’t move.

She let herself stand there, in the eye of the storm, with her hand burning from Michael’s touch and the electric residue of his presence still crackling across her skin.

For the first time in years, Abby felt a stirring in that hollow place deep inside her, like a drop of water hitting a still pond and sending ripples through her core.

And all the while, she heard the echoes of Michael’s words, like a promise.

We should talk.

Soon.
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Nathaniel checked the clock. Two minutes to five. Sweat prickled under his collar. He forced a smile at the two women sitting across from him.

“You’re in our prayers, Evelyn. And you too, Claire. Especially now,” he said. He glanced at the woman. Evelyn, the mother had a face that was into something that could split logs. Claire, on the other hand, was altogether different.

Claire Cartwright was young, just eighteen, and the boys in his congregation whispered about her, calling her easy. Nathaniel believed it. When he took her hand, she dropped her lashes, mouth twitching at the edges. Her blouse was too tight, stretching across her breasts, a line of soft flesh exposed where the hem crept up, her belly bare. A silver ring winked at her navel, something that disgusted him yet made his pulse throb at the same time.

She bowed her head in prayer, but he caught her glancing up, dark lashes flicking his way. Was it flirtation, or was it defiance? Innocence on the surface, but he saw something sharper. Contempt, maybe, or just boredom with his authority? Either way, she flaunted herself in God’s house, daring anyone to call it out.

Nathaniel felt himself harden, angered by his own reaction and the little Jezebel that had caused it. Claire Cartwright, brazen little whore, pretending to be pious. He longed to see her punished, stripped of her smugness, bent over his desk, skirt up, ass naked and red from his hand. He imagined choking her, making her cry out, begging for mercy...

He caught himself, breath short. This would not do. Punishment was for God alone. The wages of sin is death, the verse echoed in his mind, cold as stone. He was not to be the tool for God’s wrath. Not this time.

He squeezed her hand, letting her feel the weight of his attention. Claire’s eyes flicked up, lips curving.

“Stay strong, Claire,” he said, voice low, letting her hear the edge beneath his concern. “Temptation is everywhere, especially for those who don’t guard their hearts. You must resist temptation.”

She held his gaze, chin lifted. “I’ll try, Father.”

Her mother smiled, satisfied with the performance. Nathaniel wasn't fooled. Claire Cartwright was headed down a path of sex, drugs, and probably an early pregnancy.

Still, there was only so much he could do. But, oh, what he wanted to do to this girl!

He straightened, forcing a smile and ushering them out with polished, professional words. “God sees your struggle. Both of you. Remember, the Lord’s forgiveness is infinite, but so is His judgment.”

With sympathy on his face, but his crotch burning, he waited till the doors shut, and the women’s heels echoed down the hall. He took a deep breath, locked the door, then killed the lights until the only thing in the room was the glow of the monitor pulling him in.

He kept his collar on, tossed his coat aside, and sat. He opened his hidden browser. The site flashed on: “Brat Broken By Teacher.” “Detention Discipline.” “Cheerleaders Get Punished.” He clicked.

The video started. In a fake college classroom, a girl in a plaid skirt pouted at the desk, her lips glossed, eyes playfully wide. The “teacher”, a man in a button-down, stood over her, voice stern. “I warned you about skipping class, young lady.”

The girl whined, twirling her hair, biting her lip. “But, sir, I just wanted to have fun...” she cooed, squirming in her seat. She fluttered her lashes, and for a moment, Nathaniel saw Claire Cartwright. The teacher bent the girl over the desk, lifting her skirt to reveal lacy panties. She giggled, wiggling her hips in invitation.

“Count for me,” he ordered, palm landing with a practiced smack on her ass, not harsh, but sharp enough to make her gasp and moan, back arching. “One...oh, sir!” she squealed, voice high and breathy.

Mascara streaked as she peeked over her shoulder, lips parted in mock outrage. He called her a naughty brat, spanking and fondling, his hand sliding between her thighs, teasing her until she whimpered. He undid his belt, guiding her to her knees. She looked up, tongue out, eager for his cock.

Nathaniel stroked himself slowly, watching the girl play her part. The teacher slid his cock into her mouth, the two moaning together, bodies moving in a rhythm that was more show than pain, the whole thing a performance, but one that he needed to watch.

He unzipped, pulled himself out, thumb on the vein, pumping slow. The girl on the screen was pulled to her feet and bent over the desk. The man’s hand cracked against the girl’s ass. She sobbed, loud.

“Yes!” he hissed. “Punish that little slut!”

He stroked himself, eyes on the screen. The teacher pulled out, gripped the girl’s hips, and spread her. She whimpered, looking back, voice shaking. “Please, sir, fuck me. I’ll be good.” The teacher grinned, positioned himself, and thrust in hard. She gasped, moaning as her body arched.

Nathaniel’s grip tightened, his hand moving faster. The girl’s cries filled the room. Her face flickered, morphing and blurring. Claire’s face appeared: eyes wide, lashes fluttering, mouth open in a gasp. Then Penelope Hawthorne, who always looked down on him in high school, her sneer fading as she cried out. Jessica Kingsley, the head cheerleader he’d secretly wanted as a teenager, parted her lips for him, her smile lost in helpless cries. Both women from his past, now begging for him.

Nathaniel stroked harder, lost in the fantasy of them moaning for him. He could almost feel it: All the women he’d ever wanted, spread and waiting, eyes wide, mouths open, shivering as they called out his name.

“Nathaniel?”

He jumped, yanking up his pants. But he wasn’t quick enough. Abby, his young wife, stepped into the room, her eyes wide as the words from the screen bounced off the walls of his office.

“Take it slut!”

“Yes! Give it to me! Give it to your slu—”

He slammed the lid shut. His wife stood, frozen, eyes wide with shock. She wore a modest skirt and blouse, prim and proper as any minister’s wife should be, but the clothes couldn’t hide her body’s lushness. Her blouse strained at the buttons, the soft swell of her breasts threatening to spill free with every breath. Her waist curved gently above hips that were broad, almost indecent—made for sex and bearing children. Her brown hair was coiled in a perfect chignon, not a strand out of place, though a flush crept up her throat and colored her cheeks. In that instant, she was both innocent and impossibly sensual, a vision of virtue with a body that refused to be hidden.

Nathaniel cursed, slamming the laptop shut, wiping the mouse with shaking fingers. Shame flooded him, hot and bitter. He straightened his collar, glared at her. “Don’t you knock?” he snapped, voice raw.

Abby blinked, confusion and hurt flickering over her face. “I—I’m sorry, I didn’t know—” She backed away, turning to leave. Nathaniel wiped sweat from his brow, the shame burning through him leading to anger.

“Wait,” he snapped, voice raw. “Come here. Now.”

Abby paused in the hallway, worry etched across her face. After a moment, she stepped back into the office, hands clasped in front of her, uncertain but obedient. She met his gaze, nerves plain in her eyes, waiting for his command. Nathaniel’s breath came ragged as he nodded toward the desk. Without protest, she moved closer, her steps hesitant but sure, and stood before him, ready to do as she was told.

He stood and gripped her shoulders, his fingers digging in, hard enough to leave marks. She was nearly his height, so he had to straighten and square his shoulders, forcing himself to loom over her, trying to impose his presence. She flinched, but held back her gasp of shock and pain, lips pressed tight. That restraint—her refusal to cry out—only made Nathaniel want her more. The silence between them was thick, every shaky exhale echoing through the still room.

“You know what you’ve done?” he hissed in her ear, lips brushing the lobe. His voice was harsh, broken glass against silk.

“I’m sorry, Nathaniel,” she whimpered, her breath warm against his ear, and arched her back, shaking her round ass for him—finally giving him what he wanted.

His control slipped. He was too turned on by the sight of her wide, wet eyes flicking up at him, by the way her pale flesh trembled when he touched her. He didn’t want apologies. He wanted to ruin her—utterly, completely—wanted to mark every inch of her softness as his. She let him turn her, his hands gripping her arms, bending her over the edge of the desk. The wood thudded beneath her hips, and he drank in the sight of her exposed, vulnerable body, aching to make her come apart for him.

He yanked up her dress. Her ass was bare—pale, soft, glowing in the dim light. His hand hovered, then slapped down hard. Her flesh jumped, ass jiggling under the blow. Abby gave a sharp, dutiful squeal. The sound was what he wanted, but not enough.

He spanked her again, harder, another squeal bursting from her lips. Her panties clung between her thighs and he yanked them down, baring her to the waist. She shivered, but didn’t speak, her obedience driving him wild. He spat in his hand, stroking himself, the slick sound echoing before he pressed against her, then roughly pushed inside. Abby was already wet for him—her body open, yielding—but Nathaniel could feel his anger and hunger mixing, making him groan, half pleasure, half fury.

He slammed into her, already throbbing, his cock slick and aching from how hard he’d been stroking to the video—those bratty whimpers and “please, sir” still ringing in his head. Abby’s cunt parted easily around him, wet and hot, gloving him in oily heat that threatened to take him out in seconds. He gripped her hips, fingers digging deep, hauling her back onto his cock, rough and urgent, the slap of flesh echoing through the office. The desk rattled, hymnals spilling to the floor. He pumped into her, desperate, animal watching blurred faces flashing in his fevered brain: Claire’s wide, begging eyes, Penelope’s lips open in shock, Jessica’s cries twisting into Abby’s moans.

He leaned over her, panting, feeling her hair spill loose under him, his mouth at her ear. “Scream for me,” he growled, voice raw, but Abby only whimpered, soft and obedient, giving him just what she thought he wanted. It wasn’t enough. He yanked her head back by her hair, made her stare at her own flushed face in the dark window, his cock hammering into her, hips snapping, sweat dripping.

He slapped her ass, hard. She gasped, sharp and high, her body jolting. He slapped her again, harder, coaxing out a louder cry, but it was too late. He was already right there, balls tight, cock pulsing. He wanted to keep going, wanted to break her open, make her come on his cock, but her cunt stayed open, wet, and yielding, giving nothing back. No resistance, no release.

He convulsed, groaning through his teeth as he came, spilling into her as he humped at her round ass. He shuddered, hips jerking in short, desperate thrusts, chasing a release that ended too quickly, leaving her body open and still beneath him. The room was thick with the smell of sex and the echo of that last, helpless gasp.

He slumped over her, spent and shaking, every muscle limp. He stayed inside her until he softened. Shame burned through him.

Abby didn’t move. Then she stroked his head, held him close, humming soft. She rocked him, patient.

“I’m sorry,” he choked out. “I’m so fucking sorry.”

“It’s all right, dear.” He pushed away, clumsy. She gathered him into her arms, pressing his face to her soft shoulder, her body warm and smelling faintly of flowers. “You’re all right.” She stroked his hair and murmured gentle shushes, rocking him slightly as if soothing a child after a nightmare. When he finally pulled back, she helped him with his pants, smoothed her dress, her touch patient and calm. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.

She took a tissue from the box on his desk and, with a practiced, discreet motion, wiped between her legs. She smoothed her skirt down, tucked in her blouse, and with quick, efficient hands fixed his clothes as well—straightening his collar, tucking stray strands of hair behind his ear.

When he looked up, she was already reassembled: blouse straining at the chest, skirt hugging her hips, hair neatly coiled back into her chignon. Her face was calm, her smile soft and innocent, so far from the ruined woman he craved that a bitter anger welled up inside him, sharp and unexpected, as if somehow he was the one being used, taken advantage of, not her.

She kissed his cheek, oblivious to his impotent rage. “Everyone will be here by six,” she said, lingering, her eyes searching his face for something, but he wasn’t sure what it was.

Abby left on her own, calm and composed, as if his rough fucking had made no impression on her at all. Nathaniel stared after her, a wave of stunned emptiness washing over him. The door clicked shut, leaving him alone with the silence and the faint scent of her perfume.

He finally slumped into his chair, feeling the new rough patch on the desk beneath his fingers. He checked his reflection in the dark window, fixed his collar, and forced a practiced smile onto his face.

By six o’clock, Nathaniel was gone. Only the good Reverend Blackwood remained, ready to face the world.
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At six, the brand new church community center buzzed with voices, the scent of coffee, and the cozy warmth of homemade cookies. Abby stood behind a table, her gentle smile carefully in place as she fussed with the cookies, rearranging them for a better display, anything to keep her hands, and mind, busy.

She couldn’t shake the memory of Nathaniel’s face, flushed and angry just minutes before. The sounds echoed in her head: the sharp slap of flesh against flesh, Nathaniel’s breath hot and ragged in her ear, the room filled with the sloppy, needy noises of their bodies. Despite the rough lovemaking, her own body had failed to respond. Her nipples stayed soft, her breath steady, her pussy yielding but numb.

She didn’t mind. She’d never found pleasure in the act itself, and Nathaniel’s rough thrusts did little but sting her skin and leave her aching. She took it for him, focusing on his need, silently praying this time a child would take root. She wanted to give him what he wanted, to make it mean something, but when he finished, quick and shaking, already rolling away in shame, she was left with only a hollow ache between her thighs. Shame lingered there, mingling with something deeper: two years of trying, and still no baby. Sometimes she wondered if she was broken, or simply empty.

Setting a tray down, Abby blinked away the sting in her eyes. Laughter rang out across the hall, bright and electric. She looked up and saw two gorgeous women drawing all eyes their way.

Penelope Hawthorne stood with effortless posture, her golden hair swept into an elegant chignon that revealed the graceful curve of her neck, a few artful wisps escaping to frame her face. She was chic in an understated cream silk shift that clung to her body like a lover's hands, revealing the delicate curve where her slender waist flared into hips that swayed hypnotically as she walked. The fabric whispered against her skin with each step, outlining the taut muscles of her buttocks and the long, tanned legs that seemed to go on forever beneath the short hem.

Jessica Kingsley moved like liquid in her emerald dress, the silk caressing every curve as if painted onto her body. When she laughed, her dark hair cascaded down her back while the dress's neckline offered a glimpse of soft skin that drew the eye downward to where her breasts swelled against the fabric. Men throughout the room found their gazes pulled to her like magnets, watching as she tilted her head back, exposing the elegant line of her throat, her lips parted in a smile that promised pleasures not fit inside a church’s walls.

Abby's hands fluttered to her blouse, fingers unconsciously tracing where the fabric strained across her full breasts, nipples suddenly sensitive against the cotton. Her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt, the heat between them a shameful reminder of how her body betrayed her. She watched Jessica's breasts sway as she laughed, imagining how it would feel to have all eyes on her, to command a room with just the tilt of her head. And when Penelope's hips swayed, Abby's own hips ached to mirror the movement, to feel what it would be like to draw attention that way. Would Nathaniel like that?

Would she?

Her breath quickened, cheeks flushing as she caught herself in these thoughts. Envy was a sin, desire another, and yet she couldn't stop the warm pulse throbbing low in her belly.

Then, her attention was drawn to a side door as Nathaniel entered, shoulders squared, the very picture of moral certainty. People angled to greet him, eager for a word or a blessing. Abby watched the warm, practiced smile he wore, but only she saw the tiny cracks in his perfect shell: the clenched jaw, the restless flick of his eyes as he searched the crowd for threats or disapproval. He was in his element here, yet Abby could sense the tension simmering beneath his calm. It was the same dark undercurrent she’d felt earlier, the way his anger and hunger had twisted his face as he pounded into her, rough, needy, desperate to prove he was good as the men he watched on his screen.

Even here, in his own church, among his own flock, Nathaniel never truly commanded the room. He was respected, but always a little apart, circling the crowd like a hawk. Abby knew that bottled anger and hungry need in him, the tension that lingered now just beneath his smile, visible only to her.

Then the air shifted as the doors opened again. Conversation faltered as a commanding figure strode into the room. It was Michael Glick, a billionaire who had grown up in Oakwood and vanished, only to return months ago in a swirl of rumor and tabloid stories. Now his mark was everywhere: on the restored Hawthorne lake house, at political fundraisers, and even the newly built community center where they now gathered. His generosity was impossible to ignore.

As was his presence. Michael moved with easy grace, his unhurried stride somehow more commanding than her husband’s sermons. Every line of his tailored suit emphasized the strength in his shoulders and his effortless confidence. His dark hair was perfectly styled, his jaw clean-shaven, his features so striking they hardly seemed real beneath the harsh lights. There was a polished sharpness to him, a sense of something dangerous beneath the charm. He was not the tallest man in the room, but his quiet authority parted the crowd. Heads turned, voices softened, and an electric current hummed through the crowd. Every man, even Nathaniel, seemed to shrink a little in his presence.

Jessica’s hand fluttered to her hair, twisting a dark strand around her finger as she angled her body subtly toward Michael, the neckline of her dress dipping to offer him a fuller view of her cleavage. Her lips parted in a breathless smile, eyes glinting. Beside her, Penelope’s posture shifted, her chest lifting, her dress clinging to her as she arched in Michael’s direction. She wet her lips unconsciously, gaze locked on him, her parted mouth promising secrets.

Both women radiated an eager, electric energy, their attention openly fixed on Michael. William and Randall faded back, their confident grins slipping, standing awkward and diminished in the shadow of his presence. All the feminine beauty in the room, it seemed, turned itself toward Michael, hungry for his attention.

Abby told herself it was all in her imagination, just echoes of her own confusion and lingering heat from her encounter with Nathaniel. Still, the spark ignited earlier flared into something fierce and hot. Abby pressed trembling hands to a tray of lemon bars, trying to steady herself, needing distraction. When she risked another glance at Michael, his gaze caught hers, startling and direct. Her cheeks flamed, a wild flush burning her skin. Her breath caught, and she looked away quickly, afraid to look any longer, every nerve raw and exposed.

“Abigail, dear, could you help me find the decaf?”

The voice pulled her back to reality. She turned and saw the elderly Mrs. Chandler looking up at her with kind eyes.

“I’m sorry?”

“It’s just my doctor says I shouldn’t have the real thing anymore, and you know I can’t tell which is which in these urns.”

“Oh... oh! Of course, Mrs. Chandler,” Abby replied, grateful for the excuse to move, to focus on something safe and ordinary. She led the older woman to the coffee station, carefully pouring a cup and chatting about the weather, the new center, anything to keep her mind off Michael’s piercing eyes and the way her skin tingled where he’d looked at her. More parishioners came by, asking for cookies, for napkins, for lemonade. Time became a blur of small talk and smiles. Abby clung to the routine, desperate to keep her thoughts from circling back to Michael Glick.

But then, a deep voice behind her made her jump. “Excuse me.”

She turned, heart lurching, and there he was—Michael, so close she could smell his cologne, subtle and expensive. For a moment, she was caught, breathless, pulse hammering as he looked down at her.

“Abby, right?” His voice was deep, confident, pulling her full attention.

She blinked, startled, her heart skipping. Michael stood so close she could see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the impeccable cut of his dark suit, and the way his cologne, clean, sharp, expensive, filled the space between them.

“I’m Michael Glick,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers, his smile slow, genuine.

He extended his hand, and when she took it, his grip was surprisingly warm. His thumb brushed lightly over her knuckles, sending a shiver up her arm and making heat bloom through her whole body, deeper and more vivid than anything she’d felt with Nathaniel just an hour before. Confusion and excitement tangled inside her as she tried to remember what she was supposed to say, or even who she was.

“It’s good to finally meet the woman who keeps this place running.” Michael prompted, noting her nervousness.

Which only made her more nervous. Her pulse fluttered, her skin tingling where he touched her, her cheeks burning. He was so close, and so attentive, that Abby felt unsteady, her breath caught somewhere between her chest and throat.

“Oh—yes, I’m Abby,” she managed, her voice soft, embarrassingly breathless. She tried to pull her hand away, but he held it a moment longer, his gaze making her feel exposed, seen in a way that left her both flustered and strangely thrilled. Finally, he let her hand drop and she had to force herself not to raise it to her face to catch a whiff of his scent.

“You do so much for this place.” He said, casting a glance at her husband who was glaring at them from across the room. “Nathaniel may be the face, but you’re the real power, aren’t you?”

Abby let out a half-laugh, scoffing, cheeks burning as she tried to steady herself. She could feel Nathaniel’s glare burning into her, and her pulse jumped with guilt. “Oh, no. Nathaniel is the one who works so hard for everyone. I just help where I can.” She heard the self-effacing note in her voice, hoping it would draw her back to safe ground. But Michael’s gaze lingered, eyes glinting with amusement and a hunger that bordered on inappropriate.

“Still, I think we should meet soon,” he said, “I’d love to talk about how I can help the church.”

Her heart thudded, her fingers trembling as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I—I suppose. Whatever I can do to help Nathaniel,” she said, her voice thin, as if by tying everything to her husband she could resist the wild current inside her. Michael smiled as if he saw right through her.

“I look forward to it.”

Michael melted back into the crowd. Abby stood motionless, flushed and unsettled, fighting the storm inside her—longing, guilt, and something sharp and hungry she’d never felt before. She pressed trembling fingers to her lips, as if to hide the heat there. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nathaniel still watching her, his gaze heavy and accusing, and the guilt pooled lower in her belly, thick and hot. She was a good wife, a good woman, but she felt off-balance, uncertain, and no amount of cookies and coffee would help.
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Michael Glick lounged in his leather chair in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows, the moonlight gleaming off the lake’s surface. Jessica’s dark hair fell in glossy waves around her flushed face, strands sticking to her cheeks, while Penelope’s golden hair tumbled loose, a few locks damp and clinging to her jaw. Both women knelt at his feet, faces wet and hungry, lips parted in anticipation. They shared his cock between them, mouths warm and dripping, each sucking and swirling their tongues along his shaft, eager to see who could draw the loudest groan from his lips. Their cheeks brushed as they passed him back and forth, eyes flicking up for his approval, each desperate to please, each ready to debase herself further for a word of praise or a smug smile.

“Are you happy, Michael?” Penelope asked with a smirk. Michael’s only answer was to roll his cock over her pretty face, wiping the smirk he remembered from high school when he had been a geek and Penelope a queen bee.

To his delight, Penelope moaned and lifted her hand, the large diamond on her wedding ring glinting as she pulled his thick shaft away from Jessica and shoved it between her pink lips. Her blue eyes were glued to Michael’s face with an intensity Michael was sure she never showed to her husband, Randall.

Jessica knelt close, moaning softly as she watched Penelope swallow Michael’s cock to the base, her throat working around him, eyes watering. Michael had trained them both for this, made them perfect for him. Wet, sloppy noises filled the room. Penelope’s lips stretched wide, spit dripping down his shaft, cheeks hollowing with every desperate suck. Jessica’s breath hitched, her tongue darting over her lips, hunger and shame twisting in her belly as she watched Penelope’s golden hair tangle at Michael’s thighs, the slick sounds and helpless moans echoing in Jessica’s ears.

Michael watched them, his cock throbbing, pleasure rolling through him in heavy waves. He let out a deep, satisfied sigh and looked through the glass at the lake. His mind drifted to Abby, sweet, lush, wasted on that self-important prig Nathaniel, who had no idea what to do with a woman like her. Michael’s cock twitched at the thought of Abby kneeling where Jessica and Penelope were now, her lips swollen and eager, her eyes shining with need. Nathaniel didn’t deserve her. The thought of Nathaniel made Michael’s jaw tighten. He remembered the blows, the jeers, being shoved into the shallows by the men whose wives now knelt before him, worshipping his cock with shameless devotion.

Michael gripped Jessica’s hair and shoved her face lower, mashing her mouth into his balls until her nose was buried in him. “What are you waiting for, Jessica?” he taunted, voice thick with contempt. “I’m not your husband. You don’t wait to please me.” Jessica moaned, shame burning through her cheeks as she slurped and rooted at his balls, desperate to please, her manicured nails digging into his thigh. Her own wedding ring glinted as she clung to him, and Michael could tell she was doing her best not to think of her own husband.

Beside her, Penelope choked herself on his cock, tears streaking her cheeks, spit flying as she gagged and drooled down his shaft like a good little whore. Michael drank in their submission, every inch of this room, this view, these women undeniably his. Yet as Penelope sucked and Jessica slurped, Michael felt that old hunger rising, a wave of anger rose within him, the same old wounds coming back despite his triumph over the two wives of the men who had once bullied him.

He tangled his fingers in Jessica’s hair, stilling her. “Is this all you have, Jessica?” he mocked, voice dangerously soft. “You moan for me, but you’re holding back. You’re my slut now, not the mayor’s perfect wife. You have to be wanting this. I’ve been keeping your husband too busy running all over the state to fuck you.”

Jessica whimpered, her cheeks burning, but she didn’t protest or give him what he wanted—no raw, desperate compliance, just another wet slurp on his balls, rolling them around her cheeks like fat marbles.

Penelope pulled off his cock, gasping and wiping spit from her chin. “God, Jessica, how do you even look at William after this?” she panted, her voice slippery with mock concern. “He has no idea, does he? You fucking Michael here, like the perfect little cheater...” Her lips curled in a satisfied smirk as she let the word hang, enjoying Jessica’s humiliation.

Michael’s gaze sharpened, a cold flash of irritation cutting through the room. "You think you’re above this, Penelope?" he said, his voice low and dangerous. "You think because your husband is a willing cuckold, you’re somehow better than Jessica?"

Penelope’s smile faltered, but she held his gaze, a defiant glint in her eyes. "I just think some of us know our place better than others."

Michael stood up, his cock hard and throbbing. Jessica fell back onto her heels, breathless and flushed, her lips still slick with spit. Michael turned to Penelope, grabbing her by the hair and forcing her gaze up to meet his. “Your place is wherever I tell you it is,” he growled. “You’re mine, just like Jessica. You’re both just sluts for my cock.”

Penelope’s breath hitched, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and arousal. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, her voice trembling but eager. He remembered how cold she’d been in high school, an ice queen who looked down on everyone, her words cutting and perfect. Even now, she was untouchable to most—aloof, elegant, too good for the small-town crowd. But here, on her knees for him, she was transformed. The same mouth that once dispensed contempt now begged for his cock, her poise stripped to desperation. Michael wondered if he’d given her too much freedom, letting her play the dominant with her cuckolded husband. He’d have to remind her who she truly belonged to.

Michael gave her a mirthless smile, then shoved the ice queen down so she was kneeling beside Jessica. He leaned in close, his voice cold. “Lick her. Show her how a real slut pleases her master.”

Penelope paused just a moment, then bent forward, her pink tongue darting out to lap hungrily at Jessica's swollen, glistening clit. Jessica's pussy was soaked, her juices coating her inner thighs as Penelope devoured her with wet, sloppy licks. Jessica moaned, her thighs quivering uncontrollably as Penelope's hot mouth sucked and slurped at her dripping cunt. Michael stood above them, his cock leaking as he watched Penelope's blonde hair slide and stick against Jessica's wet thighs, her face buried between her legs like a starving animal.

He twisted Jessica's hair around his fist, angling her face up to his throbbing cock. "Open," he commanded, his voice steady but unyielding. Her lips opened, mascara already pooled at the corners of her wide, wet green eyes. Michael pushed his thick cock between her lips, groaning as her hot throat clenched around his shaft. Penelope's eager tongue lapped hungrily below, her face glossy with Jessica's cunt juices as she devoured her friend's swollen pussy.

Jessica's whimpers vibrated along Michael's cock, her eyes falling shut as humiliation and arousal flushed her cheeks crimson. He gripped her head firmly, mesmerized by her stretched lips wrapped around his cock, spit dribbling from the corner of her mouth. "Fucking perfect," he growled, "come with my cock down your throat and think about how you would never do this for William!"

Jessica moaned around his cock, her cries muffled as Penelope’s tongue worked her clit in relentless, messy circles. Her whole body shook, thighs clenching tight around Penelope’s face, her hips bucking as she fought to hold back. Michael watched her eyes go wild, the need and shame crashing together. He thrust deeper, feeling her scream vibrate along his shaft as her orgasm finally broke—hot and violent, squirting over Penelope’s mouth and chin. Jessica’s release came in shuddering waves, each desperate cry thrumming through Michael’s cock, driving him closer to the edge as she shook and sobbed, completely undone.

Michael barely held himself back, cock throbbing and dripping as he yanked free from her mouth. He slapped the thick length hard across Jessica’s flushed cheek, slick with spit and leaking pre-cum, painting her skin with his lust, marking the once faithful wife.

"Admit it, Jessica," he growled. "Admit that you’re my cheating, submissive sex toy."

Jessica’s eyes fluttered closed, her body convulsing with the final rush of her orgasm as she finally gave in.

"I’m your cheating, submissive sex toy," she gasped.

“Well, well, well. I leave for a day and this is what happens?”

The door swung open and Harley waltzed in, a sheer pink dress clinging to every curve, platinum hair in playful pigtails. She paused, eyes sweeping the scene before giving Michael a wicked smirk. He smiled back—he could always count on Harley: once a mentor, then his submissive, now the perfect partner in crime.

Harley strode over, her sheer dress barely hiding the wicked curve of her body, pigtails bouncing. She reached down and grabbed Penelope by the hair, dragging her up from Jessica’s soaked pussy. “Let’s remind you where you belong,” she purred, yanking Penelope to her knees behind Michael. With a firm shove, Harley pressed Penelope’s face between Michael’s cheeks.

“Eat your master’s ass, Penny!” Harley laughed.

Penelope whimpered, hesitating as Harley pushed her face between Michael’s cheeks. Michael could hear her shame. She’d never eaten a man’s ass before him, the first time in front of her husband. That had been as much to humiliate him as to please Michael.

But, her husband wasn't here now and Michael could feel the rich woman's breath shake as she pressed her tongue to him, tasting his skin, licking tentatively at first. Michael growled above her and she moaned, the humiliation sinking in, turning her on as much as shaming her. The thrill of having the cold bitch who had tormented him in high school on her knees, getting off on eating his ass, sent a sharp stab of pleasure straight to Michael's balls

Penelope's tongue worked deeper, dragging slow circles and then fluttering as she got used to the taste, the musk, and the humiliation. She started to moan, licking and sucking, eating him out just the way he liked, her moans getting louder the more she feasted.

Michael’s eyes flicked down to Jessica. “Get on my cock, Jessica. Don’t suck it. Worship it.”

Jessica didn’t just suck his cock—she lavished every inch of it with her mouth. Her wedding ring flashed as she stroked his thick shaft, swirling her tongue over the swollen head, then rolling his cock over her flushed cheeks. She pressed kisses along the underside, licked from base to tip, and rooted hungrily in his balls, nuzzling and slurping, her lips and tongue worshipping every part of him. The mouth that used to kiss her husband was now devoted to Michael’s pleasure, every hot, slick caress a surrender.

Beside her, Penelope buried her face between Michael’s cheeks. Her tongue darted out, licking and circling his hole, tasting him, moaning softly. She sucked and lapped, her breaths growing ragged as she rimmed him deeper, mouth working desperately, her shameful arousal growing with every filthy, eager lick.

Harley crouched beside the two women, one hand tangled in Penelope’s hair, the other in Jessica’s brown tresses. “Tell him,” Harley commanded. “Tell Michael you belong to him. Tell him you’re his.”

Penelope gasped between Michael’s cheeks. “I belong to you, Michael. I’m yours.”

Jessica’s voice came out wet and desperate, her mouth bubbling against his shaft, lips training along the belly of it. “I’m yours, Michael.”

Michael grunted with pleasure, his head falling back as he let out a deep, satisfied sigh. Harley caught the sound, her eyes lighting up in wicked triumph.

“You hear that, girls? You’re making him happy.” She yanked back on their hair, laughing as they gasped in desperate hunger. “You’re free to leave whenever you want. But if you walk out that door, you never touch Michael again. No more taste, no more worship, no more of this.”

Michael was surprised as they redoubled their efforts. A part of him was surprised that he had been able to pull off their downfall, but here they were, their tongues and lips worshiping him, desperate for every drop, every little grunt of approval. Jessica moaned as she licked along his shaft, her wedding ring flashing, while Penelope’s tongue pressed deeper, her breath hot and needy between his cheeks. The slick heat of their mouths, the filth of their eager submission, sent shudders of pleasure through every nerve. He closed his eyes, a raw wave of dark triumph rolling through him—this was as close to happiness as Michael ever came. Their mouths and tongues worked him to the edge, and for a moment, surrounded by worship and need, Michael felt a fleeting, savage joy.

But then, Nathaniel’s face flashed in Michael’s mind—narrow and pious, a smug look giving way to the image of Abby, lush and wasted, her beauty left untouched by a man who didn’t deserve her. The old anger boiled up, mixing with the orgasm burning in his balls, pleasure twisting into something vicious.

He grabbed Jessica and Penelope by the hair, dragging them in front of him, both women panting, lips parted, faces flushed with need. “Beg for it,” Michael snarled. “Beg for my cum, beg for what you deserve. For what you and your husbands did to me—you all deserve this.”

Jessica whimpered, “Please, Michael, cover me, mark me. I need it—I need you.”

Penelope moaned, “Please, give it to us, don’t hold back. Use us. Make us filthy for you.”

Michael paused a moment, cock in hand, savoring the sight before him. Jessica looked up, her cheeks streaked with spit and tears, lips swollen, eyes wide and glassy. The last shreds of her pride burned away under the weight of her need as she mouthed ‘please’ without a sound. Penelope knelt beside her, blonde hair tangled, cum and spit shining on her chin. Her blue eyes flashed with shame, hunger, defiance, all of it crumbling as she licked her lips and pressed closer. For a moment, their eyes met. Two fallen wives, pillars of the community, their former pride washed away. Kneeling side by side, desperate and ruined, they craved the same thing that had destroyed them.

He groaned, his cock pulsing, and only then did he let himself go.

He let out a guttural groan as he exploded, his cock pulsing in his grip as thick ropes of hot cum erupted across their upturned faces. The first blast hit Jessica's left eye and cheek with such force she flinched, the second splattered across Penelope's parted lips and nose, the third and fourth painting both their chins and necks in glistening streaks. Both women gasped and moaned, mouths open and desperate, pink tongues extended to catch the final spurts that dripped and clung to their flushed skin.

Harley stepped in, hands gentle but commanding as she guided their messy faces together. “Show him how much you love it,” she purred.

Jessica and Penelope pressed their lips together, their tongues dancing as they passed his cum back and forth. Jessica cupped Penelope's face, wedding ring dripping in jizz, tilting the blonde’s head to let a pearly strand drip from her mouth into Penelope's waiting one. Penelope caught it with a moan, then pushed it back with her tongue, their lips never fully separating. They gazed into each other's eyes with an intimacy they hadn’t shown their husbands for weeks, treating each drop of his cum like communion wine, something sacred to be savored.

Michael watched, transfixed by their devotion to his cum, finally feeling a sense of peace wash over him like cool water on fevered skin. He slumped back into his chair, muscles unwinding, the knot of rage in his chest loosening for the first time in hours. His breath slowed, each exhale carrying away the red haze. The savage joy of revenge gave way to something clearer, sharper—a calculating precision that he needed right now.

He smiled to himself, catching his breath as the afterglow settled over him. The women were spent and silent, the room thick with the smell of sex and power. For the first time all evening, Michael felt his mind clear, anger and lust no longer clouding his thoughts. Now he could turn his attention to what really mattered.

Nathaniel, that hypocritical little prick, would never know what it was to truly possess a woman—not like Michael would. And Abby... Michael’s lips curled. She was ripe, untouched in all the ways that mattered, her innocence wasted on a man who couldn’t appreciate her. He could picture her now, blushing and soft, just waiting to be plucked from that slimy fuck’s grasp. The thought stirred something deep and hungry inside him all over again.

Abby would be next.
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Abby parked her ten-year-old Prius at the edge of Michael’s long, manicured driveway, hands gripping the steering wheel a moment too long. Her heart hammered, nerves twisting as she caught sight of her own reflection in the rearview mirror. The blouse she’d chosen felt too plain, stretched tight across the swell of her breasts, and the skirt hugged her hips and thighs, accentuating her curves instead of hiding them. She could imagine how frumpy she’d look next to Jessica—whatever effortless silk or designer chic thing Jessica would be floating around in today, while Abby’s own lush figure threatened to burst from the safe, modest clothes she’d chosen.

She took a deep breath, gathered her purse, and made her way up the walk. It wasn’t as if she was meeting a man at his house alone, she told herself. This was just business, just another committee meeting, and Jessica would be there. Nothing to be nervous about. Still, her palms were clammy as she knocked at the door, trying to shake the memory of Michael’s attention at the church gathering. He’d said he wanted to help the church, that’s all, and she’d convinced herself he was just being kind. Yet here she was, heart thudding, half-expecting to hear Jessica’s laughter or catch a glimpse of her through the glass as she came to let her in.

Instead, the door swung open to reveal Michael, taller than she remembered, dressed in a crisp black shirt and slacks. For a second, Abby just stood there, awkward and uncertain, wishing, foolishly, for once, that she’d worn something other than her safe, modest church clothes.

Michael's smile was careful, but something about the set of his shoulders felt... deliberate. As if he were aware of every muscle in his body and how it might affect her. He stopped a polite distance away, both hands visible, palms open. Like a magician showing he had nothing to hide.

"Jessica is running late," Michael said. His voice was softer than she'd expected, deeper, almost gentle. "She asked me to keep you company."

"She—oh." Abby reached for her purse, realized she was already clutching it to her chest, then lowered her arms awkwardly. "That’s very—" She didn’t know what to say. "I’m so sorry, I didn’t know it would be just... just us. Maybe I should come back later—"

She was mortified to hear her own voice go high and thin, trembling around the edges of the words.

Michael’s mouth curled in a sly grin. “Are you afraid Nathaniel will be jealous, Abby? You being with another man?”

Abby blinked, caught off-guard. A small thrill shot through her chest at Michael’s teasing, making her stomach flutter and her skin prickle beneath her blouse. “Oh—I... no, I mean, it’s just—Nathaniel knows I’m helping the church, he—” She wasn’t entirely sure she understood what Michael meant, but the words left her breathless and unsteady.

Michael laughed, the sound low and easy. “Relax, I’m joking,” he said, waving away her anxiety. Then he motioned her inside with an open palm, his warmth returning. “Please. I was hoping we could talk first, anyway. Easier without an audience, don’t you think?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” Her eyes flicked to her car, so small and old in that huge driveway, then back to Michael’s warm smile. “Nathaniel—”

“Don’t worry about Nathaniel. I’ll be talking to him soon.” Michael’s eyes caught hers, gray-blue and deep enough to swallow the summer light. He paused, holding her gaze a moment too long. “But right now, I’d like your opinion. After all, you know him best.”

She nodded and stepped inside, telling herself this was for the church, for Nathaniel. This was duty, nothing more. Of course she would help Michael if it meant supporting her husband’s work—what else was a good wife for? But the moment she crossed the threshold into the gleaming foyer, Abby’s breath caught. Something hot and restless curled low in her belly, a pulse that had nothing to do with church meetings or wifely devotion. She felt the heat bloom between her thighs as Michael’s presence filled the space behind her, his scent and the hush of the door closing making her skin prickle with anticipation. This was something new—something hungry, daring, dangerously alive.

"Can I get you something?" he asked, already moving toward a wet bar tucked into the corner of the open-plan living room. "Water, tea, wine?"

"Just—water," Abby said. Her voice felt dry and foreign as she watched Michael take out a glass tumbler. He filled it with ice cubes and carbonated water, then handed it to her with a napkin folded just so, as if he’d worked in a high-end restaurant, or had been trained to always anticipate her next need before she even spoke it.

She sipped. The bubbles fizzed against her palate, biting her tongue.

Michael sat in the white leather chair opposite the pristine glass coffee table, letting Abby pick the couch. She perched on the edge, knees pressed tight together, purse in her lap. She tried to settle herself, but the skirt rode up and she was suddenly aware of the press of her thighs and how exposed her legs felt, bare except for a faint line of goosebumps. No matter how primly she sat, her body’s curves were impossible to hide—the way her skirt pulled taut across her hips, the heavy weight of her breasts shifting with every breath. She could feel Michael’s eyes on her, and the awareness made her cheeks flush, her skin prickling as if every inch of her was on display, the modesty of her blouse and skirt suddenly seeming flimsy and insubstantial against the heat rising under her skin.

"Do you drink wine?" Michael asked gently, pouring himself a glass.

"Not... usually," Abby said. "Nathaniel doesn’t like it when I drink. He says I get a little too—" She stopped, startled at her own openness. Michael said nothing, only cocked his head, listening as though he’d already heard the rest.

"He prefers if I don’t," she finished, and looked down at her lap.

Michael folded his hands and let the silence stretch, as if inviting her to breathe in the space between them. The quiet made her acutely aware of her own heartbeat.

"I’m glad you’re here," Michael said, his voice low, pitched just for her. "I’ve admired your work. The food drives. The literacy night for the parishioners’ kids. You’re the one who actually keeps everything running, if you don’t mind my saying."

Abby blinked, startled by the directness. "That’s... kind of you," she said.

His gaze didn’t leave her. It was warm, almost unbearably so. He must have known she was unused to being spoken to this way—honestly, unashamedly, as if her effort and presence were worth something. Nathaniel was many things—eloquent, pious, sometimes even kind—but he’d never looked at her as though she could do something he could not.

"Jessica thinks the world of you," Michael said, almost off-handedly. "She says no one at the church really understands the need. It must get lonely." He let the word linger.

“Lonely? I wouldn’t say I’m lonely!” Abby filled her days with church work and tending to Nathaniel, always busy, always needed. Even though Nathaniel could be cold, absorbed in his work, correcting her, or focused on his rough needs, she kept herself moving and never let the silence settle for long. If sex was rough, at least it showed he cared. The house, the church, the steady flow of people needing her—she was always surrounded by people.

“I guess I didn’t mean lonely in that way. I meant lonely being the one at the top. The one everyone relies on.” Michael’s lips quirked, his tone softer. “I know how that feels.”

"That’s flattering," she managed. "But I’m no one special. Nathaniel’s the one who keeps us all together." The words sounded dull in her ears.

Michael smiled—not mocking, but as if he’d expected her answer. "He keeps the schedule. You keep the people."

A shiver ran through Abby. She wondered if he was trying to catch her off balance, or if he just saw right through her little evasions. Either way, it worked.

"I’m a people person," she said, feeling the ridiculousness of the statement the moment it left her lips, given her own sorry case of nerves.

Michael leaned forward, forearms on his knees, hands clasped. "You’re not a showy person. That’s different. I used to be bad at reading people—I’m told it’s an engineer thing. But you’re easy to read, Abby. That’s why people trust you."

She felt a sudden, searing warmth flood her—part indignation, part something deliciously sharp and terrifying. Her pulse thundered in her ears as she fought the urge to laugh it off. Michael raked a hand through his thick, dark hair and offered her that crooked, knowing grin, as though he could see every secret place she’d ever hidden.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He leaned forward, eyes soft. “It’s only the truth.” He let the words hang between them, then leaned back into his chair, all casual power.

Abby stared at her hands, willing her fingers to still their trembling. "Nathaniel takes care of things," she confessed. "I only do what I can to help him."

He studied her in that slow, deliberate way—like he was cataloguing every inch of her. "You are capable of so much more," he said quietly. "Maybe you deserve to do something else."

It hit her like stepping onto ice: the irresistible urge to plunge in, and the raw panic that she might never surface. Her cheeks burned as she tugged at the hem of her pencil skirt.

Michael’s gaze drifted from her skirt’s edge up to her collarbone in one swift, clinical sweep—and Abby felt it everywhere: the curve of her throat, the tension in her shoulders, the soft cling of her stockings. Subtly, she caught the spicy hint of his cologne—woodsy, warm, a promise of something more.

“Do I make you uncomfortable?” he asked, voice low, almost tender.

She froze. The question was startlingly direct. “I—I’m not sure,” she blurted. “You’re honest. That’s... rare.”

He inclined his head as if he’d expected that. “You don’t have to answer. I only ask because I care about your comfort.”

Her heart fluttered at the word care. She met his gaze, and in that charged silence, she felt a dangerous comfort in his attention. It wasn't crude desire, but an intense fascination, as though she were an intricate puzzle he longed to solve.

“Let me know if you ever need more,” he murmured, motioning imperceptibly. Moments later, he slid a stemless glass of dark red wine across the polished table. The liquid caught the lamplight, glowing like captured rubies.

She shook her head, but didn’t refuse when he filled it. The wine’s heady fragrance curled around her senses as she lifted the glass, the cool rim against her lips a small, tantalizing caress.

They talked for over an hour about safe subjects: Budget forecasts, the upcoming food drive, Nathaniel’s grand plans for the multi-purpose wing. Michael never interrupted, only asked questions that made her feel both smart and seen. At times he’d fall silent, watching her with those deep, penetrating eyes, and she felt as though every flicker of expression on her face was being logged, deeply appreciated.

All the while her body betrayed her: a shiver of adrenaline beneath her blouse, her breath catching whenever he angled his chair closer, the heat curling up her neck until her face felt aflame. When he laughed at one of her witticisms, real laughter, for the first time in months, she was startled by how good it felt.

At last she paused, smoothing her skirt over her knees. Michael set his wine down, leaning forward so that his voice dropped to a near-whisper. “You’re fascinating, Abby. Truly. I hope you realize that.”

She ducked her head. “No one’s ever said that before.”

“It’s because they’re idiots,” he said so bluntly it made Abby laugh. Michael mirrored her smile, his eyes bright with satisfaction.

Silence settled, thick and humming with tension. Michael’s gaze slipped from her eyes to her mouth, then back again. Without warning, he reached out, his fingers tilting her chin so that she had no choice but to look up at him. His thumb brushed her jaw, light and intimate, the slightest pressure making her pulse pound.

She drew in a quick breath, startled by the closeness. The world narrowed to his warm hand, the faint scent of his wool jacket, and the soft rise and fall of his chest mere inches away.

“If you want me to stop,” he said quietly, thumb at the hinge of her jaw, “just say so.”

She didn’t say it. For a long moment, neither of them spoke, held in that electric stillness.

Then desire, thick and molten, slammed into her chest—and she panicked. Her hands flew to her purse. “I—I have to go,” she stammered, wrenching her chin free. “Nathaniel will be—he’ll be worried—”

Michael’s expression remained calm. He withdrew his hand as though he’d never touched her, rose smoothly. “Let me walk you out,” he offered, voice measured and polite.

He held the door open for her, and for a heartbeat she wondered if he’d be angry, but the light in his eyes was unreadable. She didn’t look back. She crossed the driveway and fumbled her keys in the car door, heart pounding from the echo of his touch.

She drove home with trembling hands, her knuckles white against the steering wheel. At a red light, she caught herself touching her jaw where his thumb had been, then yanked her hand away as if burned. The car behind her honked when the light changed and she jerked forward, heart hammering against her ribs like something desperate to escape.
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Abby could hardly remember the drive home. Curbside hydrangeas and darkened lawns blurred together, Oakwood’s neat quiet lulling her into a fragile sense of safety. At the stop sign near the church, a ghost of scent drifted in, whiskey-warm, smoky, laced with expensive cologne. Michael. She sucked in a breath, scanning the empty sidewalks. Still, he lingered in her senses.

She pulled up to the parsonage, a small white house tucked among oaks and maples, porch crowded with pots of petunias and marigolds she’d coaxed into bloom. Abby sat for a long moment in the cooling car, watching the breeze stir her flowers. Her pulse fluttered beneath her skin. She needed to look composed when she went in. She dabbed at her lips, ran fingers through her hair, willing away the memory of Michael’s hand on her jaw, his scent clinging to her.

Nathaniel’s car was already in the driveway. She’d hoped he’d still be at the sandwich ministry, prepping for breakfast. Dread twisted her stomach. She had no plan for this homecoming. Eyes closed, she counted to ten, then stepped out, smoothing her skirt and bracing against the echo of Michael’s voice.

Inside, Nathaniel’s shoes lay crooked on the mat. That was so unlike him. His suit jacket drooped over the banister, a sleeve trailing, tossed carelessly as if in a rush. Abby paused, heart thumping. She lined up his shoes, hung his jacket with care, smoothing out the wrinkles. Fussing over these small rituals was easier than facing the confrontation she feared waited in the quiet house.

“You’re home early,” she called, forcing a breezy note.

Nathaniel looked up. “Where were you?”

“I was supposed to meet Jessica at Michael Glick’s house. She never showed.” She wet her lips, feeling the flutter in her chest. Did he notice her tension, her trembling voice, her eyes darting away? How much did he already know?

Nathaniel’s gaze narrowed. “So—what happened, then?”

Abby blinked, the ghost of Michael’s touch lingering on her chin. “We talked,” she murmured.

“And what did you talk about?”

“The church. You.” She shoved away the memory of Michael’s gaze, the urge to kiss him. “He had ideas about how to help the community.”

Nathaniel’s mouth twisted, a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “That man has ideas for everything, doesn’t he?”

Buying time, Abby opened the fridge and poured a glass of water. Her hands trembled. “I wouldn’t know,” she said quietly. “We just talked about you and the church.”

Nathaniel scoffed. “I know what Michael wants to talk about.” Abruptly, he stood, his chair scraping the tile. “Did he touch you?” The words hit hard. Did he know?

“No,” she said, too quickly, cheeks going hot. “Nathaniel, please, I—”

He crossed the kitchen in three strides, suddenly close. She saw the flecks of anger in his eyes. “You’re lying.”

He smelled of aftershave and sweat, sharp and sour, making her want to shrink away. Panic fluttered in her chest, but underneath it was something new, a hot, shaming surge of defiance.

“I’m not hiding anything,” she whispered. “All I did was talk to him. About the church. About you.”

He searched her face for any sign of betrayal. He took her wrist, not gentle, not rough, but testing.

“Did you like it?” His voice dropped, almost pleading. “Did you like it when he looked at you?” He crowded her against the counter, hips pinning her.

Her breath caught. She remembered Michael’s gaze, his thumb tracing her jaw. He was commanding and powerful in a way Nathaniel never was. Nathaniel’s grip was rough, but Michael’s touch still tingled on her skin.

Nathaniel shoved her harder, lifting her onto the cold counter. He yanked her blouse free, a button popping and skittering away. His fingers dug into her hips, leaving white marks. “Did you want him to touch you?” he rasped, yanking her skirt up. The zipper scraped her back as he exposed her lace panties and bare thighs, the kitchen light making every goosebump stand out.

Abby stayed silent, clinging to his shoulders, mind flashing to Michael and hating herself for it.

Nathaniel grabbed her breast, thumb scraping over her nipple through lace. He kissed her hard, teeth clashing. His tongue invaded her mouth, desperate and bitter. For a moment, she wanted him and a guilty heat pooled between her thighs. She arched into him, matching his urgency. Her moan slipped out, and he froze, his erection twitching, startled by her hunger.

He pulled back, breathing hard. “What’s gotten into you?” His voice was almost accusing. “You never—” He broke off.

She didn’t know. Maybe it was the memory, or Michael’s certainty she deserved more. She reached for Nathaniel’s belt, tried to open it. He slapped her hand away.

He was shaking now. He tore at his clothes, yanking his belt open, fingers clumsy with rage. When he finally pulled his pants down, his cock was already softening. He grabbed himself, jerking furiously, misery twisting his face. Then he stopped, shoulders sagging. Abby reached for him, fingertips brushing his wrist, wanting to help, but his hand snapped up, slapping her cheek. She recoiled, palm pressed to her stinging skin. They stared at each other, stunned.

He stepped back, horror dawning on his face, then turned away, shoulders hunched and shaking. “Don’t ever let him near you again,” he said, voice raw. “You can’t trust that man.”

Abby slid off the counter, buttoned her blouse with stiff, trembling fingers, and slipped upstairs, every step heavy with the shame of her own longing.

She lay in bed, staring at the wall. After a long while, Nathaniel slid in beside her, silent. He reached for her hand. She let him, feeling the wet apology of his lips on her knuckles. She held him as he sobbed, brittle and silent, and wondered why the only warmth left in her body was Michael’s, burning steady and bright in the dark.
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Late morning sunlight crept through the stained-glass windows, blue and gold drifting quietly across the sanctuary’s wooden pews. It was the perfect hour in the church, the hush between services, gentle and undisturbed. Abby always liked it best like this. Sometimes, if she stood in the right spot, she could imagine nothing bad had ever happened here.

Today, she needed that calm desperately.

She bent to gather up stray hymnals from the front pew. The scent of lemon polish lingered in the air, rising from the smooth, gleaming wood beneath her fingers. Just the mindless little motion of smoothing the covers and sliding each book into place settled her nerves. She liked that. Routine. Predictable. She could almost forget what had happened with Nathaniel last night.

Her fingers were closing on the final hymnal when she heard footsteps behind her.

She straightened, ready to greet whoever had wandered in. Another volunteer, maybe Mrs. Lintz needing the flower schedule.

But it wasn’t. It was Michael Glick.

He stood there, hands sunk deep in his pockets, sunlight pulling gold out of the brown in his hair. He looked solid, statuesque, like one of the saints sewn into the glass. Too steady. Too certain. And far too aware of her.

Her stomach went tight and cold.

“Mr. Glick,” Abby said, her voice thin and breathless. “I didn’t realize anyone else was here.”

He studied her across the aisle, not moving. “It was empty,” he said. “Until I saw you come in.”

She could feel the flutter in her chest, weak and traitorous. She hated how visible it must have been on her—the tremor in her hands, the catch in her voice.

Abby forced herself to stand straighter. “Is there something you needed?”

“Yes,” he said, just like that. Simple and flat.

She had to swallow. “And... and what was that?” her voice wavered. “Nathaniel isn’t here.”

“I know.”

Michael closed some of the distance. One pew’s length between them, no more. Not close enough to corner her, but close enough that she had to tip her chin up. He looked at her with that stare of his, the one that sifted right through her, saw everything.

“I came because we didn’t finish our conversation the other night.”

She felt the shock of it all at once. That moment. The almost-kiss, the way she’d run. Nathaniel’s reaction and—

“I don’t know what you mean,” Abby said too quickly, clutching the hymnal tighter.

Michael’s mouth barely twitched. “You left in a hurry.”

She stared at the floor. “I had to get home.”

He stepped closer, cocking his head. “Did you? Back to Nathaniel? And did you tell him about our meeting?”

Her knuckles whitened on the hymnal. She couldn’t look up. A flash of memory seared through her—Michael’s mouth, the rush of heat, the shame that followed, and then Nathaniel’s hand landing hard on her ass the night before. Her breath shook as she answered, so quiet it was almost a whisper. “Of course I did.”

“And what did Nathaniel do?” he murmured, softer now. She glanced up, caught by his eyes.

“Nothing, he—”

“Yes, he did.” His voice left no space for lying. “I know he did.”

He moved another step closer. The warmth of his body filled the gap, bringing with it the scent of whiskey and cedar. The smell wrapped around her as his shadow fell across the hymnal she held. She tightened her hands, useless.

“What’s wrong, Abby?” He said it quietly.

Her chest shuddered, breathless. “You... you scare me.” That was the truth, wasn’t it? She wished it didn’t sound so much like surrender.

Michael’s face changed, fractionally. No amusement. Just a cutting sharpness behind his eyes, like he’d been waiting for her to hand him that single missing piece.

“Why?” he asked.

She shook her head, trying to hold the tears back. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do,” Michael said, softer now. He pressed closer, eyes on her.

Abby felt the flush creep up her neck and spill across her cheeks, heat blooming under her skin. She couldn’t keep her lips from parting, each breath shallow and uneven. Her hands trembled, betraying her nerves, and she shifted her weight, thighs pressing together as if she could quiet the ache building inside her. She was acutely aware of her nipples hardening beneath the thin blouse, every brush of air making the fabric graze against her sensitive skin. The pulse at her throat fluttered wildly. She was sure anyone looking would see it, would know everything she tried and failed to hide.

“Tell me,” he said. “Why am I the one you’re afraid of?”

Abby’s voice cracked in the middle. “I don’t want to say it.”

“Then I’ll say it for you.”

Her breath snapped tight in her throat as Michael leaned in, closing the space between them until she could feel the heat radiating from his chest, his face just inches from hers.

“You’re scared because you felt something when I touched your hand the other night.” He didn’t rush or raise his voice, but the edge was there. “It was something you weren’t ready for.”

Her heart hammered so hard she was sure he could hear it.

“Something your husband can’t give you.”

She flinched. Not like he was going to grab her, like Nathaniel, but like something had hit her from the inside.

His voice dropped; it was nearly a whisper. “You’re scared because you want something you’re not supposed to want.”

Abby sucked in a sharp breath. Heat flooded up her face, all the way down. Her thighs pressed together of their own accord. She felt a traitorous trickle of wetness roll down and tickle the space behind her knee.

God! What was happening?

“Abby.” His voice went so gentle it was dangerous. “Look at me.”

She didn’t want to. But she did, finally.

“You’re not scared of me,” he said at last. “You’re scared of yourself.”

It was like he ripped something right out of her. The raw, ugly truth. The truth she hadn’t even realized herself until he spoke it aloud.

“Michael...” Her voice was almost gone. “I can’t... this is wrong, I can’t—”

“Then walk away," he said softly. No challenge. Only finality.

She hesitated, blinking at him. Her body tensed, shoulders hunching slightly as if bracing for the inevitable grab, the way Nathaniel would seize her wrist or arm when she tried to leave. But Michael didn't move. He simply stood there, watching.

Her hands loosened on the hymnal. Nathaniel would have grabbed her. He would have pushed her over the hymnal and taken what he wanted. She would let him, because that is what a wife did to make her husband happy.

But, Michael didn’t need to. That realization made her knees nearly buckle. For a long second, she stood suspended in place, caught between his shadow and the doors behind her, more trapped by his power than she ever had been by her husband's grip.

Abby stumbled back against the nearest pew, her hands gripping the polished wood as Michael closed the distance. His mouth found hers, and his kiss was nothing like any kiss she’d ever known. It wasn’t sweet or chaste. It was deep, claiming, his tongue sliding against hers with a hunger that left no doubt about what he wanted. Heat flared low in her belly, slick and hot, her breath catching as the shame of it made her even wetter.

The hymnal fell to the floor with a dull thud.

She expected Michael to take her, tight there, on the polished pew. He pulled back, leaving her breasts heaving, her nipples hard as diamonds scraping the fabric of her bra. Rather than bending her over, he dropped to his knees in the shaft of colored sunlight pouring from the stained glass.

He looked up at her, reverent, his voice rough. “Let me worship you.” His hands slid beneath her skirt, pushing the fabric high, and she shivered as the cool air grazed her thighs. Her heart hammered. She should stop him, but her fingers only dug deeper into the pew as he hooked his thumbs into her panties and peeled them slowly down her legs.

He held the damp scrap of cotton to his nose, eyes closing, inhaling her scent long and deep. “You smell so fucking good,” he said, low and worshipful, and she felt her knees threaten to buckle, the humiliation and lust twisting together until she could barely breathe.

Michael's hands coaxed her legs apart, spreading her wide for him, his gaze never leaving her. His mouth found her, hot and slow, tongue parting her folds with deliberate precision, circling the swollen bud of her clit in ways Nathaniel had never bothered to learn. He traced the furrow of her sex with the flat of his tongue, teasing and tasting, soft groans vibrating against her soaked flesh.

Abby's head fell back, a deep moan escaping her throat, echoing softly against the church walls. The stained glass cast gentle colors across her trembling thighs as Michael's mouth moved against her with careful intensity. Her nipples strained painfully against her blouse, untouched yet aching. She couldn’t believe how quickly she was unraveling, how helpless she felt beneath his mouth. Guilt and hunger warred inside her, shame burning in her cheeks as pleasure overtook everything else. She’d never felt this with Nathaniel, never let herself fall apart. Here, in the echoing hush of the sanctuary, Michael was stripping her bare, body and soul.

Then his mouth found her clit, sucking the swollen bud between his teeth, flicking and circling it with his tongue until her whole body arched off the pew. One hand gripped the polished wood so tightly her knuckles turned white, the other tangled in Michael’s hair, pulling him closer. She felt every flick, every slow, relentless drag of his tongue sending sparks through her nerves, the pressure building so sharply she almost sobbed from the intensity. When he slid two thick fingers into her, curling them inside and stroking a spot Nathaniel had never even imagined, her breath shattered in her chest. His fingers moved in time with his mouth, coaxing her higher, deeper, until she was trembling, thighs quaking, hips rolling helplessly toward the source of that unbearable pleasure.

Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers, soaking his hand, slickness dripping down his chin. The messy, needy noises of her body echoed through the sanctuary, a wet, obscene sound that shocked and shamed her.

“Oh, God!” she cried, barely acknowledging the sacrilege. Then she cried out to the real author of her pleasure. “Oh, Michael, I’m— I’m—”

The orgasm slammed into her, a blinding rush that seared every thought from her mind. Her vision went white and her hips bucked violently against his face, grinding her clit against his mouth. She felt herself gush, a hot, unstoppable flood that soaked his chin, ran down her thighs, and dripped shamelessly onto the polished floor beneath her feet. Wave after wave crashed through her, body shuddering, every muscle tensed and shaking as her screams, raw, guttural, animal sounds she’d never made in her life, rose and echoed through the high, empty sanctuary, drowning out every memory of her husband’s sermons.

She was still shaking when Michael rose, her body limp and sated in a way she’d never known. She reached for him, dazed, but he caught her wrist, stopping her.

“Not yet,” he murmured, voice dark velvet. “Next time, you will come to me.”

Then he left her there, sobbing and trembling, sated for the first time and wrecked with guilt. How a man could make her feel so small, so ashamed, and yet more like a woman than she had ever felt in her life?
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Abby moved through her evening rituals as if her bones were hollow. She cleared the dinner plates in silence, not bothering to ask Nathaniel if he wanted dessert. She loaded the dishwasher, wiped the counter, and folded the worn towels from the dryer, her hands moving on their own. With every motion, Michael’s face flickered through her mind: the way he’d looked at her, the heat in his eyes. She caught herself replaying the sound of his low voice, the memory of his touch ghosting over her skin, making her shiver even as she folded towels.

Nathaniel’s study door stayed closed, light leaking beneath. She wondered if he was working or watching one of those dirty videos. The thought made something inside her twist with envy, resentment, or maybe just the ache of wanting to feel desired.

Abby hesitated, towel clutched to her chest, then moved to the study door and knocked gently. “Nathaniel?” she called. “I’m going upstairs to bed. If you’d like to join me...” Her pulse fluttered as she waited.

Through the door, Nathaniel mumbled something she couldn’t make out. Abby stood a moment longer, then turned and climbed the stairs alone, the quiet of the house pressing in around her.

She brushed her hair, watching herself in the bedroom mirror. Her cheeks were pink, her lips a soft, bitten red. Her full breasts and hips, the curve of her waist, the thighs that pressed together when she stood, all looked foreign in the lamplight. She pressed her palm to her chest, feeling her heart thud, too quick, too hungry. The ache between her thighs pulsed steady and hot, but it wasn’t for Nathaniel.

She told herself she would be a good wife tonight. She would do what he liked. She would give him what he needed. Maybe if she was perfect, obedient, ready to please, she could chase away the taste of Michael from her mouth.

She slipped her nightgown from her shoulders and let the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet. Naked, she knelt at the foot of the bed, hands folded in her lap, thighs pressed tightly together. The cool air made her nipples pebble. She breathed in, held it, waited.

Nathaniel came in after a few minutes, footsteps heavy, the door swinging shut behind him. His gaze swept over her, slow, lingering in a way that once made her feel beautiful. Now it just made her feel small. He grunted his approval, “So, someone has remembered their place?” His voice was rough, like a man trying to sound in control, something Michael seemed to have already mastered.

Abby pushed the thought from her head and parted her lips, ready for him. Nathaniel stood over her. He ordered her to open his pants. His cock was already hard, jutting out from his fly. When she took him in her mouth, the sharp, bitter tang of his pre-cum hit her tongue and made her throat tighten. Nathaniel snarled down with a force that made her flinch. "You want to be a whore for me, don't you?" His breath was ragged; her breath was barely there. As she forced herself to swallow, a traitorous thought bubbled up in her mind.

What does Michael taste like?

She tried to focus on Nathaniel, the way he liked it, but his voice was all she could hear, desperate and needy. "You're nothing but a little slut, aren't you?" She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her throat constricting. Michael's face flashed behind her closed eyelids. Would he speak to her this way? Would his voice carry that same edge of insecurity, like a little boy acting tough? Of course not. The thought made her stomach twist with guilt, which she channeled into her movements, bobbing her head faster, her hands gripping Nathaniel's thighs. "That's right," he growled, interpreting her eagerness for excitement. "Show me how much you want my cock." She moaned around him, partly from discomfort, partly to drown out the thoughts of Michael. The shame of her wandering mind made her redouble her efforts, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes as she worked harder, doing her best to please her husband, to pretend he was enough.

Nathaniel suddenly gasped and pulled out roughly, his breath ragged. She had been so focused on pleasing him and forgetting Michael, she hadn’t noticed how close he was.

“On the bed,” he huffed, and she realized he was barely holding on.

She rose and moved to the mattress, arranging herself just as he liked: on hands and knees, back arched, ass raised. Her full breasts hung down, heavy and swaying beneath her, nipples already hard and aching from the cool air and anticipation. She tried to calm her breathing, to keep her mind blank, as Nathaniel’s hands landed on her hips, hard and careless, his fingers digging into her flesh.

“You want it tonight, don’t you, you little slut?” His voice twisted the words, his need tangled with resentment.

Abby whimpered, soft and low, then arched her back and pushed her ass high in the air, rocking back against him in open invitation. She let her head drop, hair spilling over her shoulder, and reached between her thighs, spreading herself for him with shaking fingers. “Please, sir,” she whispered, her voice trembling but desperate, “use me. I need you to fuck me, to make me yours. I want to be your good, little slut.” The words tasted dirty, shameful, but she choked them out anyway. Anything to get her husband to take her, anything to drown out the memory of what she’d begged for in the church, to make this ache belong to him and not to Michael.

He groaned and shoved into her, rough and sudden, his cock forcing her open, stretching her with a sharp, burning ache. She gasped, feeling every inch as he bottomed out, her pussy gripping him tight, not yet ready, slick but stinging. Her breasts swung with each thrust, nipples brushing the sheets, painfully hard. He pulled her hips back, slamming into her, the lewd slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls. Nathaniel’s words tumbled out, crude and breathless, each syllable punctuated by another hard thrust: “You like that, don’t you? My good girl. Such a tight little cunt. Fuck—just like that, take it all.”

“Yes, sir! Take me! Ruin me!”

She made all the right sounds, let him use her, tried to believe she could turn want into pleasure. But her mind kept slipping. Every time she clenched around him, it was Michael’s mouth she felt, Michael’s hands that made her melt. Hunger twisted inside her, the sensation sharp and raw. She reached back, searching for Nathaniel’s skin, wanting him to pull her hair, to bite her shoulder, to mark her the way Michael had in her memory. But Nathaniel didn’t notice. He was lost in his own need, oblivious to hers.

She tried to close her eyes, to summon heat, to fall into the moment, but it wasn’t working. Nathaniel’s thrusts grew frantic, deeper but never touching the place inside her that needed to be wrecked. Her body was wet, aching, desperate, but the pleasure wouldn’t come. She tried harder, rocking back, squeezing him, hoping to coax more from him, hoping for something real.

Nathaniel’s breathing turned erratic, his thrusts losing rhythm, growing frantic and shallow. He gripped her hips, desperate for more friction, slamming into her with a final burst of effort. His breath hitched, a guttural sound scraping from his throat. “Fuck—Abby—I’m gonna—” he gasped, voice breaking. He jerked forward twice more, then his body spasmed, pressing her into the mattress.

She lay still, breathless, empty. Nathaniel panted, his sweat-slick chest pressed between her shoulder blades, his cock slipping from her body with a wet, defeated sound. He pressed a clumsy kiss to her neck, mumbling, “Sorry, I just... you’re so good, baby...” His weight settled over her, his chest slick against her back as he breathed heavily into her neck. For a long moment, his breath was hot and uneven, each exhale warming the hollow of her neck. Gradually, it slowed. A deep, steady, unmistakable rhythm. Abby lay perfectly still, listening, suddenly realizing Nathaniel had fallen asleep on top of her!

Abby closed her eyes, willing herself not to cry. Gently, she rolled Nathaniel off to one side, then faced the wall. Her fingers curled in the sheets, the ache between her thighs sharper than ever. She struggled to remember if Nathaniel had ever made her feel anything close to what Michael had done with just a look, a word, a touch.

She pressed her thighs together, grinding softly into the mattress, chasing any ember of pleasure, but nothing would spark. Shame washed over her—hot, mortifying. She wanted to be the good wife. She wanted to want this. But her body betrayed her, everything tender and swollen, hungry for a man who wasn’t her husband.

The room was silent but for Nathaniel’s soft snoring. She touched her lips, remembering Michael’s kiss: Real, deep, devastating. She slid her hand lower, just to see if she could rekindle the heat he’d left behind, but it only made her feel more empty. She bit her lip, stifling a sob.

Somewhere in the dark, she heard Michael’s voice: Not yet. You will come, but you will come to me. The words made her shiver, panic and want tangling in her chest.

Abby lay awake long after Nathaniel was gone to sleep, staring into the dark, her body unsatisfied, her heart twisted.
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Michael stood by the upstairs window, his gaze fixed on the slow, hesitant approach of Abby’s car. The headlights swept across the drive, lingering on the manicured shrubs. He watched as the engine cut out, and Abby sat for a long moment in the driver’s seat, windows fogging with her breath.

Harley glided up beside him, her eyes bright in the murky light. In the window’s reflection, her platinum hair was straight tonight, falling elegantly down her back. The pink dress she wore clung to her curves, the thin fabric hugging her round breasts and narrow waist before flaring over her hips.

“You look nervous.” She said with a soft smile. “That’s not like you.”

He didn’t turn, his jaw tight. “Abby’s different from the others. Penelope and Jessica? They deserved to be broken. Abby is...innocent. She’s only here because her husband was an asshole to me years ago. Does she deserve what’s coming?”

Harley laughed, the sound low and wicked, leaning on his shoulder. Her breasts pressed firmly against him, easy and familiar, the warmth making him feel a little more confident. “Deserve? To be happy? Come on, Michael. You think Penelope and Jessica come back just because you broke them? They’re happy, in their way. You give them what they really want.” Harley traced a finger down his arm, letting it linger. “Abby isn’t happy. But she could be. She could be happy with us.” She caught his eye in the window. “You could be happy, too.”

Michael’s voice was flat. “Abby is different.”

Harley grinned, lips curling into something feral. “Yes. You may have to be gentle.” She turned away, ass swaying hypnotically under the tight pink dress. “But not too gentle.”

Abby stepped out of her Prius, nerves jangling so hard she almost forgot to lock the door. Her hands were clammy, her breath coming in quick, shallow spikes. She looked up at the vast, house gleaming in the dusk, the soft glow from within promising warmth, secrecy, something dangerous. Her heart pounded beneath her blouse, the fabric suddenly too hot against her skin.

She had no excuse tonight. No meeting, no church business, nothing but the raw, trembling need that pulsed in her veins. She stood for a moment longer, wishing she could summon a reason to go home, to erase what she was about to do.

What kind of wife was she, wanting this? The guilt pressed cold and sharp against her chest, but underneath it, hunger throbbed.

She was here because she wanted to be.

She pressed her palm to her chest, drew a shaky breath, and walked to the door.

Michael opened it before she could knock. “You made it.” The words were simple, but they vibrated with expectation, the tension of a bowstring pulled taut. Behind him, the house was awash in the amber glow of low lights, hushed and intimate. The air carried the scent of cedar and a muskier undertone, rich and inviting.

“Hi.” Abby’s voice was barely a whisper, her cheeks blooming with heat. She fumbled with the strap of her purse, her fingers restless against the leather.

He stepped aside with practiced grace, his touch light at her elbow coaxing her into the foyer. “You look beautiful.” It was a simple, but said with a sincerity that made her heart skip. “Would you like some water?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry, grateful for the innocent task. Michael guided her to the kitchen, the space vast compared to the kitchen in the parsonage. He poured her a glass and as handed it to her, his fingers brushed hers. a fleeting connection that, ignited her skin.

“You okay?” His voice was a low murmur, his gaze direct and probing.

Abby managed a smile, tentative and tight. “Yes. Just... nervous.”

Michael’s smile widened. Something in his eyes sharpened, the warmth draining out and leaving a glint that was almost feral. He stepped closer, and for a heartbeat Abby felt pinned, a flare of danger prickling beneath her skin. “That’s good,” he said, his voice low and suddenly too calm. “You should be.”

Abby blinked, heart banging against her ribs, caught between fear and sudden, guilty excitement. Michael held her gaze, letting the tension stretch. Then his lips twitched, and he let out a deep chuckle. “I’m joking.”

Her face went hot and she choked on her own reply. “Oh! Oh, I mean—I...” The words tumbled out, helpless and jumbled. “I—I’m sorry... I don’t know—”

“Abby, relax,” he said, his hand sliding up her arm to grip her where her shoulder met her neck. The heat of his touch rushed to her head, doing little for her composure. “I won’t do anything you don’t want to. I only want you to be happy.”

Abby looked into his eyes, searching for that hunger, a lie, anything to make her rethink the decisions her traitorous body was intent on making.

“I am happy.”

“Are you?” He pressed his face close to her neck, hot breath wafting along her skin, adding to the heat of his hand. “Because I don’t think Nathaniel makes you happy.”

She bristled at his words, even as she recognized the truth of them. She tried to look away, but the heat of Michael’s hand on her shoulder, the raw strength in his body, made her pulse flutter even harder. “Nathaniel is important. He’s busy taking care of the town. He’s—”

“A credit to his community, yes.” Michael’s smile was soft, pitying. “But is he taking care of you, Abby?”

“I...” The words caught in her throat. She shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t be standing here, aching, her body betraying her with every breathless moan, every clench of her thighs. But she did want it. She wanted it more than she’d ever wanted anything.

Michael watched her, reading the truth on her face. He stepped closer, his hand slipping down, finding the hem of her dress, sliding under, fingers tracing higher, then higher, until he pressed against the soaked cotton of her panties. Abby gasped, her knees almost buckling. He cupped her, thumb stroking where she was wettest, her body arching helplessly into his palm.

“You see?” he murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Why should you feel guilty for wanting what you need?”

Abby’s pulse thundered. Michael’s fingers slid beneath the damp fabric, slipping between her folds, teasing her clit until she was shaking. Shame and need tangled inside her. She bit her lip, breath coming quicker, every muscle straining toward his touch.

He pressed his fingers against her clit, slow and merciless, circling in tight, deliberate motions. Every stroke sent a bolt of heat through her core, drawing wetness from her with each pass. He teased her folds, spreading her slick, then returned to her swollen clit, rubbing her until her thighs quivered uncontrollably, the heavy fullness of her breasts rising then falling with every breath.

Abby’s hands scrabbled for purchase, nails digging into his shoulders as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. She felt as if she were coming undone, nerves burning under her skin, every breath sharp with anticipation and shame. His other arm wrapped around her waist, holding her upright as her knees threatened to give out, her body bucking helplessly into his hand. The friction of his fingers was relentless, stroking her soaked pussy with obscene precision, never letting up, never letting her escape.

Abby’s thoughts scattered, lost in the aching heat between her legs, that raw need that blotted out everything else. Her thighs shuddered uncontrollably as she bucked harder into his palm, grinding her clit against him, desperate to come. She whimpered, breath hot, her body trembling, shame and desire blurring inside her.

She needed him to finish her, to push her over the edge, no matter what it cost, no matter how much she would regret it later. Right now, nothing else mattered but the pleasure building, wild and inevitable, inside her.

“Michael—” Abby moaned, the word strangled by the wave ripping through her. Her orgasm hit hard, searing up from her clit and flooding her body, leaving her nerves raw and sparking. Her thighs squeezed Michael’s wrist, her slick folds grinding against his relentless fingers. She couldn’t help it. Her hips jerked, riding his hand, wet and open, as white-hot pleasure tore the guilt away. She buried her face in his neck, muffling her desperate cries against the warm, salt-and-cedar taste of his skin. His arms held her tight, solid and unyielding as she shook and convulsed, his strength anchoring her while she shattered apart in his grasp. He didn’t move, just cradled her, letting her ride the tremors as long as she needed, his steady breath grounding her until she could finally gasp and collapse, boneless and undone, against his chest.

When she finally came down, Michael eased back, his hand slick and warm. He studied her, gentle, but there was a hunger in his eyes that shook her to the depths of her soul. “Do you want more, Abby?” he asked.

She couldn’t find words. She thought of Nathaniel, his pale, tired face, his pride, the way he hated Michael and envied Jessica and Penelope. Abby saw herself in them now and realized that, if she did this, Nathaniel would never forgive her. But her body ached for Michael’s touch, and in that moment, nothing else mattered.

She shook her head, then stopped. No? She didn’t want to say no. What was the question. More, he said more. Oh, yes. More. She lifted her chin, trembling, still unable to speak.

Finally, she nodded.
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He didn’t rush her or crowd her. Instead, he took her hand, warm and steady, and led her through the dark, quiet house. Every footstep echoed on the polished floor. The air felt thick, heavy, like when she was in the church late at night.

Except this wasn’t the church.

He opened the bedroom door and led her inside. The quiet was even deeper here. A single lamp on the nightstand threw long shadows across the room. The bed was huge, the sheets a dark gray, perfectly made. The floor-to-ceiling window looked out on the black water, moonlight glinting off the surface. Abby stared at the bed, feeling her cheeks burn as the reason she was here hit her. Not prayer. Not forgiveness. Just primal sex.

Guilt stabbed at her, hard and hot, a flush racing down her neck and settling deep in her belly. Michael stepped up behind her, close enough for her to feel his body heat and his scent, cedar and something darker, hungry. His voice was low at her ear. “I want to please you, Abby. I want to make you happy.” He paused, voice rough with need. “But I want you to want it.”

She turned to him, heart hammering, breath shallow. He was beautiful, every inch of him composed and dangerous in the low light.

“What do you want to do, Abby?”

She opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Her mind spun, staring at the lines of his chest, the breadth of his shoulders, the way he watched her, seeing everything, expecting nothing, promising everything. She was falling, but falling into what, she didn’t know. Guilt, hunger... love?

Her lips parted, her voice barely there. “I... I don’t know.”

Michael nodded as if he had expected her answer. He unbuttoned his shirt, slow and unhurried. Abby watched, breath shallow, her eyes tracing the lines of his chest as the fabric slipped away. His body was solid, broad through the shoulders, muscles defined beneath golden skin. He looked nothing like Nathaniel, no sharp collarbones, no thin, anxious frame. Michael was built for strength and sex, the kind of man who took up space without apology. The sight of him undressing for her made something deep inside her clench.

Then, her gaze dropped, hunger catching in her throat. The bulge in his tailored pants was impossible to miss, thick and heavy, straining against the fabric. Her mouth went dry. Heat crawled up her neck and burned across her cheeks. She felt exposed, caught wanting, but she couldn’t look away. Shame twisted under her ribs, but it was nothing compared to the sharp pulse of need building in her belly.

She whispered, “Do you... do you want me to... suck your cock?” The words were secret, shameful, and hopeful all at once.

Michael chuckled gently. “Only if you want to.”

Abby hesitated. Her pulse was wild and uneven, her breath catching as her eyes darted from Michael to the door. She wasn’t sure what to do. She was used to Nathaniel making all the decisions when it came to sex.

The thought of Nathaniel brought back the guilt. What if Nathaniel found out? What if this was a mistake? She bit her lip, torn between her conscience and that low, aching need. Michael watched her, seeing the worry, the fear, the indecision. He just smiled, unbuttoning the rest of his pants. They fell away, leaving him bare and unashamed.

His cock hung thick, heavy, jutting from his body with casual confidence. Abby stared, cheeks burning, pulse hammering as she took in the size and shape. It was bigger than Nathaniel’s, thicker, the skin flushed dark with blood and want. It looked almost impossible, almost unreal. Her mouth went dry, not from fear but from the sharp, dizzy thrill of knowing she could choose this. Guilt and hunger twisted tighter inside her, shame and need tangled so close she couldn’t tell them apart.

Michael caught her looking, her eyes wide and full of questions. He smiled, voice low, almost gentle. “Is it bigger than Nathaniel’s?” He waited, letting her stare, not forcing, just giving her space to want.

“It’s not the size,” she whispered, although it was bigger. Much, much bigger. “It’s just...”

“I know,” he said. “Now, just relax.”

He eased her onto the bed, his hands firm, slow, reverent. The mattress dipped under her weight, sheets cool against the back of her thighs. She tensed, remembering Nathaniel’s urgent thrusts. But instead of entering her, Michael kissed her lips, then her throat, trailing lower, mouth hungry, savoring every inch of exposed skin. His breath was hot, damp against her collarbone, the scrape of his stubble sending shivers over her chest as he reached up to unbutton her blouse. He stripped her slowly, hands deliberate as he peeled away each layer until Abby lay naked and exposed, bare for another man for the first time. The thought sent a shiver of shame down her spine, a reminder of everything she was leaving behind.

But then the cool air rushed over her flushed skin, awakening her senses and prickling every inch with goosebumps. Her breasts, heavy and aching, rose and fell as Michael’s palm cupped one, his thumb circling a nipple so swollen it sent jolts of excitement and pain through her. Abby gasped, arching her back as Michael’s mouth closed over her hard nipple, sucking and licking with a fierce hunger that sent electric jolts of pleasure coursing through her. His tongue lashed at the sensitive peak as his other hand squeezed and kneaded the fullness of her breast. She felt the weight of them in his hands, how they filled his palms, ample flesh spilling out between his fingers. “God, you are beautiful,” he murmured, his voice bubbly and wet as he spoke between her breasts. “I want to taste every inch of you.”

His words sent a rush of heat through her, igniting a fire deep in her core. Abby had always been ashamed of her body, of its lewd lushness and the judgment of others. She felt like an object, not a person. Her own husband had made her feel that way.

But with Michael, she didn’t feel dirty. She felt beautiful, womanly. Her breasts were big for a reason: to feed babies, to attract a mate, and in this moment, to please Michael. And to find pleasure in return.

She writhed in that pleasure, her hips shifting, legs falling open as Michael kissed down her belly, tongue tracing every curve, every trembling inch. She was panting, thighs quaking, her heart thundering in her chest. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this alive, this hungry, this near to falling apart.

He hooked his hands under her knees, spreading her wide, exposing everything. Abby’s pussy was swollen, her clit so hard it was almost painful, throbbing with every heartbeat. Michael leaned in, his breath hot against her slick folds, and pressed his mouth to her. The first touch of his tongue made her cry out, hands fisting his hair, her body jolting as he licked her, slow and relentless, the flat of his tongue dragging over her clit, then circling, then dipping lower to taste everything she had to give.

Each stroke sent another surge of heat through her, building her need higher and higher, wild and out of control. She was soaked, aching, desperate, her thighs trembling uncontrollably, her hips grinding against his face, needing more, needing everything.

“Michael—please—” she choked out, her voice rough, eyes squeezed shut, shame and lust indistinguishable.

He looked up, face wet, eyes hungry and dark. “Let me hear you, Abby,” he growled. “Let me hear how much you need it.”

He dove back in, tongue moving in deep, greedy strokes, worshiping her with his mouth, driving her wild. Abby’s body shook, every muscle tight, her clit throbbing under his tongue, the need so sharp she thought she might die from it. She sobbed, hips rolling, moaning louder than she ever had, desperate to come, desperate to be filled, desperate to belong to him.

She broke, pleasure crashing through her in blinding waves. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her clit pulsing hard, her cry tearing from her throat, echoing around the room. For a moment, she was nothing but need and heat, her body jerking as Michael held her through it, his hands anchoring her as she shattered apart.

When her vision cleared, she was begging, her voice ragged and raw. “Please, Michael. Please, I can’t—”

He pressed his mouth to her skin, voice rough, demanding. “Do you want me, Abby? Do you want me inside you?”

Abby clung to his shoulders, desperate, her shame gone, everything exposed. “Please, Michael, ruin me. Take me. Make me yours.” The words spilled out, words she had used to inflame Nathaniel, words that she had never really meant. Now, she meant them with every desperate, aching part of her.

Michael paused, eyes searching hers, and asked, “What about Nathaniel?”

Guilt, lust, and need crashed together inside her. Her lips trembled, her voice small but certain, “I don’t care anymore. I just want you!” The confession ripped the last of her shame away. Abby wasn’t just making vows—she was shattering them into pieces. For the first time in her life, she was finally honest with herself, standing on the edge of desire. The thrill of abandonment coursed through her veins, igniting a fire she had never dared to feel.

Poor Nathaniel. His fumbling attempts at dominance were all wrong, like a child playing dress-up. But as Michael’s thick cock pressed against her entrance, the heavy head stretching her open, Abby realized this was true power. Michael commanded her body without force, his cock coaxing her open, stretching her, making her want to beg more.

Abby’s heart raced, hammering against her ribs as she arched towards him, desperate to be filled completely. Every part of her screamed for him to take her, to mark her as his. The wet heat between her thighs pulsed around him, her tight walls gripping his girth with a need that bordered on pain. She had never felt anything like this, this primal surrender to a real man who knew how to claim what was his.

Poor Nathaniel. He had no idea.

Michael gritted his teeth, pushing into her slowly, carefully, forcing her open inch by inch. He was so much bigger than Nathaniel, stretching her until it bordered on pain, her pussy tight and trembling, slick heat clinging to him, every nerve raw and exposed. Abby gasped, breath stuttering as she felt the blunt pressure of him easing deeper. Her body resisted at first, then yielded, the swollen lips of her cunt finally parting to take him. A long, intense moment passed as her body accepted his impossible thickness, sucking him in as she ached and desperately craved to be filled.

Michael hovered over her, eyes locked on hers, watching every flicker of sensation in her face. He didn’t move, didn’t push, just waited, letting her feel every stretch, every inch. He smiled when she gave in, a flash of hunger and pride.

“Tell me what you want, Abby. Say it for me.”

Her breath came in ragged bursts, her body trembling as she wrapped her legs around his waist. It was too much and not enough.

“I want you,” she gasped, voice shaking, shame prickling along every inch of skin. “I need you, Michael—please.”

Michael moved deeper, hands cradling her face, his hips rolling slowly. His cock stretched her, filling her completely in a way she’d never experienced. The blunt head dragged against her slick walls, each thrust driving an obscene, hungry ache deep within her. Wet sounds filled the air, her cunt eagerly sucking him in, the pressure building so painfully that her thighs shook.

With every thrust, she felt her body respond, clenching around him, the friction intensifying. Michael’s size made her feel helpless and desperate, her need rising with each powerful stroke, craving more of the sweet release he promised.

“What do you want, Abby?” She could barely hear the words over her pulse throbbing in her ears, but the sound dragged something desperate and true out of her.

She sobbed, her hips lifting to meet his next thrust, her whole body pleading for him. “I need you to fuck me—make me yours. Please, Michael, fuck me! I need it! Please!”

“That’s my girl,” he growled, voice thick with want. He started to fuck her harder, hips slamming into her. The mattress rocked beneath them. With every thrust, Abby’s breasts bounced and jostled, heavy and bare, the nipples flushed and stiff, brushing his chest, dragging across the hard muscle. Each slap of skin sent them swinging, the ache in her swollen nipples flaring with every motion. She moaned raggedly, breath catching as Michael’s hands locked around her hips, pulling her up to meet him, grinding his cock deep and relentless into her sopping pussy. The friction built, sharper with every frantic thrust, her body so open she could feel every inch, every throb, every wild pulse.

He lost the rhythm, desperate now, his control slipping as he drove into her. Abby melted beneath him, her cunt gripping and sucking at him, her body shaking apart. Her pleasure spiked, white-hot, her mind blurring as she rocked against him, their need tangled and raw, nothing left but the heat and the hunger and the wild, wet, animal sound of him filling her again and again.“Say it again,” he growled into her neck, his breath hot.

She was beyond shame, beyond guilt, her body alive with raw need. “Michael, please—fuck me, take me. Make me YOURS!” she cried, her voice rising, desperation spilling out of her in helpless waves. “Don’t stop, don’t ever stop—oh God, please!”

He gave up all restraint then, pounding into her hard and deep, filling her in a way she’d never known. Abby’s whole body arched as the pleasure broke over her: A brutal, shattering wave that ripped her self-control to pieces. She screamed his name, pleading, her voice rising and breaking as an orgasm tore through her, her pussy clenching so tight around him it almost hurt. She felt herself unravel, flooding around his cock, the world narrowing to heat and pressure and the thick, dizzy pulse of him inside her.

He didn’t stop. He held her open, his hands locking her hips as he fucked her through it, driving her higher. Abby’s mind blurred. She could barely breathe, could barely think, every muscle in her body tensing, her legs shaking uncontrollably. She was riding the edge again, her clit swollen and throbbing, her cunt so sensitive it was on fire.

Michael’s voice was hoarse, desperate now. “I can’t—Abby, I can’t hold back. I need to come inside you. I need to fill you up.”

“Yes,” she begged, her voice nothing but a broken sob. “Yes, Michael, please—fill me, fill me, make me yours. I want it, I want you.” She felt the guilt snap, replaced by hunger, every part of her open and aching for him.

With a guttural sound Michael pressed deep, his cock pulsing inside her, and she felt the hot rush of him spilling into her womb, the final, perfect possession. A second orgasm crashed through her, so intense her vision flashed white, her body going limp, mind dissolving in the pleasure.

After, she was left shaking, sated, barely able to move. Michael slipped out of her, his cum spilling from her, warm and shameful between her ass cheeks, soaking the sheets, marking her as his.

He gathered her into his arms as she shuddered and sobbed, her whole body wrung out, skin slippery with sweat and tears. He pressed kisses along her hairline, stroked her hair, whispering soft things that made her heart ache. For the first time, no part of her wanted to move away.

He cradled her, pressing his lips to her ear, his voice both tender and possessive. “That’s my girl.”

Abby let herself be held, her heart pounding, her breath slowing. Her whole world was new, rewritten by desire and choice, by the heat still pulsing in her body. She was finally, completely, his.
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Abby woke in Michael’s bed, sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows and laying warm stripes across the tangled sheets. The glow on her bare skin felt sinful, almost like a spotlight exposing everything she’d done. Her body ached, hips sore and thighs sticky with the mess of last night. She slid her hand down over her belly and between her legs, feeling the dried slickness clinging to her folds. That was Michael—still inside her. The thought made her clench, a pulse of guilt and heat running through her.

She should have felt dirty. She had cheated on her husband. Nathaniel’s name flickered in her mind, a sting of guilt sharp enough to make her chest tighten. She tried to summon remorse, to picture his face, the vows she’d broken, the trust she’d shattered—but then she looked down.

Michael was sprawled out naked, thick cock resting heavily against his thigh. The same cock that had stretched her open, filled her again and again, and left her begging for more. She squeezed her thighs together and realized she felt no regret, but a deep, hot satisfaction. She’d let another man use her, take her, come in her, and she was still hungry for more. The guilt didn’t vanish completely, but it faded in the heat of Michael’s presence and the need he had unlocked inside her.

Abby reached out, fingers trembling as she traced the line of muscle along Michael’s hip and then down to his cock. Even soft, it was heavy, veined, beautiful. She wrapped her hand around it, remembering the way it had stretched her, the burn and then the sweet fullness, how she had moaned for him to cum inside her. To take her. And he had. Oh, how he had taken her! Her nipples tightened, heat gathering low in her belly. She should be praying for forgiveness, but all she wanted now was to taste him, to worship the man who had made her feel truly owned.

She leaned in, close enough to breathe in his scent—male, musky, a mix of sweat and sex that made her mouth water. She kissed the tip first, gentle, reverent, then licked a bead of precum, tasting salt and heat and him. Shame prickled her skin, but it only made her ache more. This was wrong. This was filth. This was freedom, and she was never going back. One kiss turned into another. Abby’s lips dragged down the thick length of Michael’s cock, her tongue tracing every vein and ridge, committing each one to memory. She wanted the feel of him burned into her.

Shame flickered—she had never done this for her husband, never even wanted to. Now, dizzy with forbidden joy, Abby buried her face in Michael’s balls, needing to taste and claim everything. Without thinking, she opened wide and sucked his balls, tongue swirling, eager for the taste and the power of it. Abby moaned softly, letting spit roll down her chin as she got sloppy for him, lost in the raw pleasure of surrendering herself completely.

Suddenly, she felt him tense. Her eyes flicked up and found Michael’s watching her, fully awake, his satisfaction obvious. Her heart kicked. He offered no surprise, only a slow, pleased smile that made her shiver and want him even more.

“What are you doing?” he asked, and his cock twitched against her tongue, making it obvious. Still, she felt her cheeks flush like a little girl caught sneaking a sweet.

Abby gasped wetly as she let his cock pop from her mouth, spit slick on her chin. She struggled for words, mind blank with need and panic, then everything spilled out in a rush. “I—I wanted to please you,” she stammered, barely above a whisper. “I—I just wanted to give you the kind of pleasure you gave me.”

Michael frowned slightly. “Why?”

“B... because...” Abby’s breath caught, her heart racing as she searched for the right words. She didn’t know what to say. She had never felt this way with Nathaniel, never wanted to beg for a man. But there was no holding back now.

“I want to please you,” she finally blurted out, the confession spilling from her lips before she could stop it. “Because you deserve it!”

“Is that really what you want?”

“Yes!” she whined, then finally got her voice under control. “Yes, Michael. I want to please you.”

“Good girl,” he said, the words rumbling deep inside Abby’s core, making her melt. He wanted her. She felt elated and guilty at the same time. Another man wanted her, needed her, and she wanted him and poor Nathaniel never had a chance.

“Now, where are you going to start?” Michael asked, his voice low.

Abby hesitated, breath catching, suddenly overwhelmed by choice, by the hunger thrumming in her veins. She realized what she wanted. She wanted to taste every inch of him. She slid down the bed, pausing at his feet, glancing up at him for approval, absurdly thrilled when he nodded. The warmth that spread through her chest was as fierce as any shame. He wanted her. He wanted this.

Her heart pounding, she bent low and pressed her mouth to the arch of his foot, letting her tongue drag over his skin. The taste and the act—so filthy, so worshipful—sent a new rush of heat straight through her, thrilling her far past shame. She worked her tongue between his toes, finding them salty, not clean but not dirty, real and earthy. The taste sent a jolt through her. On impulse, she wrapped her lips around his big toe, sucking it into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the rough pad, feeling him twitch under her attention. She sucked each toe, wet and greedy, spit running down his foot.

Abby worked her way up, tongue dragging along the top of his foot, lips tingling from the bristle of hair and the taste of his skin, raw and masculine. She bit and kissed her way up his calves, then buried her face at his thighs, inhaling the thick, musky scent. Her body ached. She pressed her cheeks to his balls, letting her spit smear everywhere as she licked and lapped, her tongue swirling in messy circles, tasting sweat and salt.

She let herself get sloppy, drool spilling over her chin as she lavished his balls with all the hunger she’d kept bottled up inside. It poured out now, wet and eager, for a man who truly deserved it. She sucked them into her mouth, one at a time, slurping noisily, cheeks hollowing as she nursed him with wild devotion. The wetter she got, the harder he grew. Abby moaned against his flesh, lost in the taste, weight, and heat of giving herself completely to Michael.

Michael’s hand slid into her hair, not guiding but encouraging, voice rough. “Have you ever tasted a man’s ass before, Abby?”

She giggled, breathless, a flush of embarrassment and arousal. “No.”

He let out a pleased sound, a dark command in his voice. “Would you? For me?”

Abby’s cheeks burned, a shiver running through her, but she nodded. When he turned on his side and spread his legs, she hesitated only a moment before leaning in. Her tongue flicked the tight bud of his asshole, sweaty and musky but strangely addictive. Michael groaned, hips twitching, and Abby felt something wild break loose inside her. She pressed her face closer, licking, rooting at his ass like a starved animal, lost in the act, her hunger to please burning away what was left of her shame.

Michael’s breath roughened, grip tightening in her hair. When he finally pulled her up, his mouth crashed to hers, kissing her deep, tasting himself on her lips. Abby whimpered, hands roaming up his chest, finding his nipples. She licked and kissed them, sucking until they were slick and hard, loving the way his body trembled for her.

She slid lower, taking his cock in both hands, marveling at its length and thickness. She licked from base to tip, swirling her tongue over the head, tasting salty pre-cum. She moaned and kissed along the heavy shaft, worshiping every vein, every ridge, feeling her own arousal pulse and drip between her thighs.

Michael watched her, voice rough. “Did you ever do anything like this for Nathaniel?”

Abby pulled back, spit glistening on her lips. “No. Never.”

“Why not?”

She swallowed, shame and excitement knotted in her chest. “Because Nathaniel never made me feel the way you make me feel.”

Michael’s grip tightened, pleasure darkening his eyes. Abby felt the flush of humiliation and excitement. She giggled, a little wild, knowing her confession turned him on. Did it turn her on too? It did. Poor Nathaniel, she thought, but the guilt was lost as she took Michael into her mouth, letting the throb of his pulse on her tongue beat back the shame. She sucked slow then faster, tongue working the sensitive underside, spit pooling and dripping down his shaft. Michael’s hand slid into her hair, firm but patient, guiding her head as he watched her.

“Take it deeper, Abby,” he growled. “Give me your throat.”

She paused, Michael’s cock heavy and slick against her lips. For a moment, fear twisted in her gut—she wasn’t sure she could take him that deep, wasn’t sure she could do this at all. Her jaw clenched, throat tight with nerves and uncertainty. But she wanted to please him. For Michael, she would try anything. She drew a shaky breath, pushed herself forward, and relaxed her jaw, feeling the thick head press past her tongue, stretching her throat. Her eyes watered, breath caught as he slid deeper, his hips rolling, cock filling her mouth and throat until she thought she’d choke. Abby’s hands clung to his thighs, her body shaking with effort and pride, spit and precum slicking everything, the act filthy and perfect.

She let herself go limp, throat relaxing, letting him use her mouth, tears streaming from her eyes as the guilt ebbed away, replaced by a wild, brutal pleasure. She wanted to be ruined for him, to be marked inside and out, her shame swallowed just like his cock.

Michael’s breath grew harsh. “You’re so beautiful, Abby. Wasted on Nathaniel. Only I know what you need.” He moved her head, slow but relentless, fucking her mouth until she drooled down his balls, spit dripping onto the sheets. “Only I know how to make you feel this way.”

Abby blinked up at him, vision blurred but mind clear, each word sinking in. Nathaniel never deserved this worship. Only Michael did. She choked, gagged, and still she pushed herself down, feeling her throat to stretch, her cunt clenching at the pride of pleasing him.

He groaned, voice tight. “I’m going to come. Don’t swallow. I want to see every drop.”

Michael’s cock throbbed on her tongue, the head swelling, pulsing harder as she sucked. She felt it grow even thicker and knew what was coming a heartbeat before it happened. Suddenly he groaned, hips jerking, and his cock erupted, spurting hot, thick streams of cum over her tongue, filling her mouth so fast her cheeks bulged. The heat and force of it shocked her, salty and musky, overwhelming her senses as she struggled to hold it all.

Michael pulled his cock from Abby’s mouth. She tipped her head back, then opened her mouth, tongue loaded with his thick, white cum, struggling to hold it all as it oozed between her lips, dripped onto her chin. Her jaw ached, mouth stuffed full, spit and seed mingling in a messy, obscene mouthful. She looked up, desperate for approval.

Michael grinned, slow and satisfied. “Good girl.”

The words hit her deep, thrilling her, and tears of joy burned in her eyes. She had pleased him with her dirty mouth. She needed his approval, needed to be the one who made him lose control. In that moment, she would have done anything to be his perfect, devoted servant.

“Swallow.”

Abby closed her lips and gulped down every drop, the heat of his cum burning all the way to her belly. She wiped her mouth, tears slipping down her cheeks, overwhelmed by happiness, pride, and a savage, secret joy that she had no intention of letting go.
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Nathaniel lingered outside the church long after dusk, pacing the sidewalk, breath fogging in the cold night air. His phone vibrated in his palm, the screen’s blue glow cutting into the darkness. Three days. Three days of nothing. No calls, no texts. Only Abby’s absence echoing in every empty room, every cold bed, eating away at him.

He replayed their last time together, the way her body had responded beneath his hands. She had been more vocal, energetic than usual. He had to admit, it had been too much for him in that moment and he had come early, but surely she wouldn’t leave because of that? She had said the words, to ruin her, and he had done his best.

So why had she left?

Then, after three days, a message:

Meet at the church. Tonight.

No explanation. Just those words, burning into his brain.

He entered the church, the cold night air swept from his skin by a wave of warmth and a heavy, forbidden scent. His footsteps were nearly silent on the faded runner, every muscle tense as he walked deeper into the darkness. The pews loomed like silent witnesses; stained glass threw shards of colored light onto the stone. The air was thick, laced with candle wax, incense, and something raw and carnal that didn’t belong here.

Nathaniel frowned, confusion twisting in his gut. Abby’s sudden message, her absence, her silence—none of it made sense. But as he moved closer, the heavy scent sharpened, sweet and sour, unmistakable. Then he heard it: low moans, a gasp, the wet sucking sounds he knew all too well from his movies. Only louder, more real. The realization crept up on him, cold and sick, as he felt his heart hammer and his cock twitch with something like fear.

He hesitated, breath ragged, then slipped behind a wooden pillar. Heart thudding, he peered around the edge. The sanctuary was lit with low, flickering candles, gold light pooling on the lewd sight of flesh and hair and sweat.

Jessica and Penelope, the women Nathaniel had been dreaming about since he was in high school, knelt before Michael, lost in hunger and worship. Jessica’s mouth stretched wide around his cock, gagging, drool pouring from her lips, tears streaking her cheeks. Penelope licked and sucked at his balls, her delicate hands stroking his shaft, her pretty face slick with spit and pre-cum. Their hands tangled, slippery and frantic. One cupped Michael’s heavy sac, another stroked his length, another slid up to cradle the base, wedding rings, the mark of their broken vows, flashing in the stained light. They fought for space, for more cock, more praise, more approval.

The wet, obscene chorus of lips and tongues filled the room. For a moment, the women stopped, glancing at each other with eyes wide and shining, naughty girls caught in the middle of something lewd. They pressed their faces together and kissed, long and sloppy, tasting spit and Michael, their mouths open and eager. Nathaniel’s cock throbbed in his pants. He’d imagined this sight a hundred times, but he’d always pictured himself standing above them, not Michael. It wasn’t him. It never would be. As if to torture him further, the women broke apart, giggling, and then dove back down, hungry succubi feeding on Michael’s cock, desperate for more.

Michael growled in pleasure of their cock worship, then gripped Jessica’s hair, and pushed the former prom queen down until she gagged, her nose buried in the thatch of dark hair at the base of his cock. He let her go and she coughed up spit and drool, but the shining look in her eyes never left. Then Michael shoved his cock deep into Penelope’s mouth, repeating the procedure on the high and mighty bitch like her whole purpose in life was to please him. He made her take him deep, slow and thick, savoring every gag, every whimper.

“Good girls,” he groaned. “You know I like it messy. Let me hear you choke on it.”

Nathaniel’s cock throbbed, straining against his pants. The sick, bitter arousal twisted through him. This was better than any porn, hotter and filthier, and ten times more real because it was here—Jessica, Penelope, Michael, all of them transformed. Nathaniel felt lost and found at the same time, shamed and desperate.

Then a sound, a broken, needy moan,floated from the altar.

Nathaniel turned and before he could stop himself, a sob escaped his lips. His cock, however, wept only pre-cum straight into his underwear.

Abby, his wife, was spread out on a bed of white and gold altar cloth, body glowing in the soft light from the stained glass and flickering candles. Her skin was pale, soft curves gleaming, the candlelight sliding over the full swell of her breasts, her stomach rising and falling, legs parted wide. Her hair fanned out around her head, wild and tangled; her lips were parted, wet, pink, trembling.

Abby’s nipples were dark, swollen, hard as berries, her chest heaving with every desperate gasp. Her arms were stretched above her, hands fisted in the cloth, her body open, exposed, vulnerable and perfect. Her thighs were thick, pale, trembling, knees splayed high, feet braced against the altar. At her center, her pussy was swollen, glistening, her lips parted, juice pooling on the sheets.

She looked like a sacrifice, every inch of her laid out and offered up, not for Nathaniel, but for Michael.

Michael stepped away from Jessica and Penelope and stood between Abby’s thighs. His monstrous cock was slick and flushed, the head thick and angry red. Nathaniel moaned as Michael ran the fat head through his wife’s soaked folds, teasing her entrance, smearing her juices over the shaft. Abby whimpered, hips lifting, desperate.

“Please, Michael,” she begged in a voice Nathaniel had never heard from her. Hoarse, desperate, hungry. “Please, I need it—need you.”

Nathaniel’s knees buckled. He watched, helpless, cock aching, as Michael pressed into Abby, the thick head forcing her open, stretching her wide. She gasped, her body arching, tits bouncing, a raw scream tearing from her throat as Michael filled her, inch by slow inch, until his balls pressed against her ass. Abby writhed, her pussy sucking at him, her thighs shaking as Michael started to fuck her, slow and deep. Each thrust made her breasts roll and slap against her chest, nipples glistening in the candlelight, her cunt clinging to his shaft, wet sounds echoing off the ancient stone. Juice leaked from her, pooling between her ass and the altar, slicking Michael’s balls with every stroke. The altar, once meant for prayer and sacrifice, was now defiled, its white and gold cloth stained with sweat and sex. The holy place had been transformed into a stage for shameless pleasure.

Jessica and Penelope moved from the floor and climbed onto the altar, kissing Abby’s cheeks, stroking her hair, their hands everywhere: Squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, rubbing her clit, spreading her open wider. They whispered praise, their mouths roaming, kissing her neck, her lips, her chest.

Nathaniel’s hand moved to his cock. He hated himself, loathed the sick heat that filled him, but he couldn’t stop. He freed himself, fingers wrapping around his aching shaft, skin fever hot, desperate for friction.

Lost in the spectacle on the altar, he barely noticed the shift behind him, the sudden sharp scent of perfume, sweet and biting, stung his nose. Then, a hand closed around his cock, soft and skilled, nails grazing his thigh. Nathaniel tensed, breath gone, frozen as a body pressed against his back and a low, wicked voice purred in his ear.

“Poor boy,” the voice said. “Let me help.”

Nathaniel’s brain stuttered. The voice was familiar. It was Harley. Michael’s whore of a partner. Nathaniel’s shock snapped through him, but her grip was firm, unhurried, her hand moving on his cock before he could even think to protest. Shame and disbelief warred in his gut, but his body betrayed him, hips jerking into her hand, his gaze locked on the altar.

Abby’s body was a vision of surrender, tits and thighs gleaming, her pussy stretched wide around Michael’s cock, juice flowing, her voice shouting, “Yes! Please, Michael, ruin me—fill me—give me everything, I need it!”

Jessica sucked one nipple into her mouth, Penelope’s tongue dragged along the other, their hands working her clit, Michael pounding into her, cock slick and glistening, his balls slapping her ass. Abby’s body arched, her stomach trembling, her cunt milking him with every stroke.

Harley pumped Nathaniel faster, her lips at his ear. “That’s it. Don’t fight it. Watch. Watch what a real man does to your wife.” Her hand was wet with his pre-cum, her nails digging into his hip.

Nathaniel’s eyes locked on the scene at the altar, every muscle in his body tense. Michael’s thrusts grew harder, rougher, his hips snapping forward, driving Abby up the altar cloth. Nathaniel couldn’t look away from the obscene spectacle. Michael’s cock glistened with Abby’s slick as he fucked her, her body arching beneath him, tits bouncing with every relentless stroke.

He watched Michael’s back flex, sweat running down the hard line of his spine. Michael’s ass clenched, muscles bunching tight, his balls swinging, then drawing up close to Abby’s soaked lips. Nathaniel saw it all, every detail burned into his mind: Michael’s grip tightening around Abby’s hips, his body stilling for a heartbeat, cock buried as deep as it would go, every inch claimed.

Then Michael groaned, his jaw clenched, and with a raw, animal sound, Nathaniel watched his whole body spasm. Michael’s gleaming ass clenched hard as he drove deep between Abby’s pillowy thighs, thighs he remembered with a heartbreaking fondness, and stayed locked there, cock buried to the root, pulsing again and again as he emptied himself straight into Abby’s womb.

Only after a long, shuddering moment did Michael pull out, slow and deliberate. That’s when Nathaniel saw it. His wife’s pussy, stretched and gaping, clenched then Michael’s cum, hot, thick, obscene, bubbled out from deep inside her. It overflowed her ruined cunt and spilled in heavy ropes down the curve of her ass, dripping from her spread lips to the gold-trimmed altar cloth below.

Harley’s grip on Nathaniel’s cock tightened, then stopped, holding him at the edge. He barely noticed at first, lost in the mess between Abby’s thighs, in the slick, spattered altar cloth, in the way his wife shook with aftershocks. Suddenly, he realized he was panting, sobbing, his cock throbbing in Harley’s fist but denied release. He jerked his hips desperately, a strangled, silent plea rising in his throat. It wasn’t fair. Abby got everything, pleasure, worship, Michael’s cum, and he was left aching, empty, humiliated.

Harley leaned in, her breath teasing his ear. “Wait for it.”

On the altar, Michael pulled Abby up against him, cum still spilling down her thighs, leaving obscene trails on her skin. He cupped her face and looked down into her ruined, tear-streaked eyes. “Who do you love, Abby?” he growled.

Harley’s hand suddenly pumped Nathaniel hard and fast. He couldn’t stop the whimper that escaped him, all his broken need focused on his wife’s response.

Abby sobbed, voice hoarse and breathless, “I love you, Michael! I love you!”

Nathaniel’s hips bucked hard in Harley’s hand, his breath coming in ragged, broken sobs. He tried to stifle the sound, but his body betrayed him, jerking again as Harley’s slick fist squeezed. Hot, thin streams spilled over her knuckles, his pleasure draining out in desperate pulses. He clung to her wrist, thighs trembling, shame burning through him as Abby’s cries, raw, triumphant, worshipful, rang through the sanctuary. Each spurt felt weaker, emptier, leaving him hollow and shuddering, lost in Abby’s surrender.

“That had to hurt,” Harley chuckled in his ear, wiping her hand free of cum on his pants. “But you needed to see it, Nate-baby. You needed to know where you stand.”

Nathaniel’s trembling legs finally gave out. He collapsed to the floor, heart hammering, his breath coming in short, broken gasps as he watched Harley saunter away. She peeled her pink dress over her hips, letting it fall to the floor without a backward glance. Naked and confident, she strode up the steps to the altar, slipping in among the other women, her hands moving gently over Abby’s sated, sweaty body. They stroked and soothed her, worshiping her with soft kisses and whispers as Abby shuddered and sighed, still lost in the aftermath of Michael’s possession.

Nathaniel slumped lower, sinking into a puddle of his own wasted seed. His vision blurred; the world seemed impossibly far away. For a brief, aching moment he tried to summon anger, tried to hate them all, but all he found was emptiness. His wife belonged to another man. He belonged to nothing. Inside the glowing, flickering sanctuary, Nathaniel finally understood what it was to be utterly, perfectly alone.


Epilogue

The church’s assembly hall rang with brittle laughter, plastic punch cups, and the stink of burnt coffee and sweat. Nathaniel stood by the door, collar tight against his throat, sweat beading at his hairline. Every smile was a lie. Every handshake felt like an old bruise.

Blue and gold banners hung above William, now State Senator, as the crowd buzzed. Nathaniel watched William’s wife, Jessica, her hand pressed over her belly, glowing for the crowd. Parishioners cooed and blessed her. Nathaniel almost barked a laugh. William didn’t even know the baby wasn’t his.

Penelope gripped her husband Randall’s arm tight, whispering in his ear. Randall looked away, blushing, his shoulders hunched in that suit that didn’t hide what he was: rich, soft, broken. Nathaniel could empathize with him.

Nathaniel’s eyes slid sideways to Abby. His wife. She was radiant, all soft curves and gentle hands, leaning into him for the crowd, but her attention flicked across the room, catching Michael’s gaze. Nathaniel felt a burn at the back of his neck. Michael didn’t need to be in the center. He owned the room. He owned everything that mattered.

Nathaniel felt a sick twist in his guts. Everything felt off; every laugh was too sharp, every embrace a lie. He wanted out. He slipped from Abby’s grasp, then walked down the hall to his study. He shut the door, pressed his back to the wood, and tried to breathe. Silence. He let it sink in, then sat at his desk, the dark wood smooth under his fingers. Refuge. Or it should have been.

He opened his laptop. A new message popped up, sent before the gathering, when Nathaniel was preparing and Abby had disappeared in a way that was all too common these days. His heart beat fast and his hand trembled as he clicked on the message.

And there she was. Abby. His wife. Naked. Straddling Michael. Her hair wild, cheeks flushed, tits bouncing as she rode him. Michael’s hands cupped her ass, guiding her, pulling her down with every thrust. Abby’s eyes locked on the camera, locked on him. Her mouth opened, and Nathaniel heard the now familiar sound he’d never pulled from her, a moan that made his cock twitch with shame and hunger.

He unzipped, freed himself hard and aching, and stroked as he watched. Michael’s cock vanished between her thighs, thick and dripping with his wife’s juices. Abby’s face was all bliss and ruin. She arched her back, hair stuck to her cheeks, sweat streaking her skin. She looked into the camera and Nathaniel’s heart stopped.

“I’m pregnant,” she said, beaming. “Nathaniel—I’m going to have a baby.”

The news rocked him to his core. His fist moved faster. He felt sick, broken, but need gutted him. Michael flipped her, pressed her knees to her chest, and slammed into her, Abby’s cries echoing off the walls.

Nathaniel lost himself in the rhythm, hips bucking up from the chair, stroking so hard it hurt. He was hot, hotter than he’d ever been when he was actually with Abby, and shame only made him hotter.

The study door creaked. Abby stepped in, quiet and composed, her face glowing, hair perfect. Nathaniel froze, hand clamped on his cock, guilt blazing in his chest.

She watched the video for a moment, then knelt beside him, voice happy and sweet.

“Surprise! We’re going to have a baby!”

Tears spilled down his cheeks, but his cock throbbed in his fist. Abby wrapped her hand over his, stroking him slow and sure, her grip warm and loving.

On the screen, she was still with Michael, crying out for him, her face alive with happiness. Abby leaned in, her breath hot by his ear. “You should be happy for us. Isn’t it wonderful? I finally have what I always wanted.”

Nathaniel whimpered. Abby’s hand moved faster, her thumb circling the head, spreading pre-cum. She kept her eyes on the screen.

“That was such an intimate moment,” she whispered. “Making love after finding out I was pregnant. Michael was so excited, Nathaniel. He made me feel so... so good.”

Onscreen, Abby clung to Michael, gasping, “I love you, Michael—oh God, yes, fill me, make me yours forever!”

Nathaniel’s body convulsed. He came, hard, into her hand, his cry strangled by a sob. Abby laughed, delighted, almost proud.

After he stopped twitching, Abby took a tissue from the box on the desk, wiped his spend from her hand, just as she’d once wiped her thighs after he finished. She closed the laptop, smoothed her dress, then turned to Nathaniel, who was still sniffling, raw and lost. She stepped close, wiped his eyes and gently straightened his collar, just like a dutiful wife. Her fingers were steady, her face warm, the kindness in her smile cutting deeper than any slap.

“Come on,” she said softly, offering her hand. “Everyone is outside. Time to celebrate.”

Nathaniel let her lead him out. As they slipped into the crowd, his mask slid back into place, a practiced smile, a steady step, hiding the twisted reality beneath. He was Reverend Blackwood again, respected preacher and honored town leader.

But inside, he was as hollow as he had ever been.

***
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