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Chapter Ten: Playing The Part
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Two weeks. Two weeks may not seem like a lot to some people, but for me, it was beginning to feel like a long time.

I had been out of town for two weeks now in another district. When they said I could be sent anywhere, I had thought between the two buildings, not anywhere in the region. Miles away from my home and my offices, I was starting to feel lonely.

I had never been the one to get homesick, and maybe I wasn't homesick; perhaps I was just antsy. It had been two weeks since I had sex, and I know I had gone much longer than two weeks before, but back home, I was getting sex daily, sometimes three or more times a day.

That was probably it, I wanted sex, I wanted to fuck. I missed seeing my cock inside a woman instead of in my hands. That was the problem with sex; once a person got used to getting it on a regular basis, it got addicting, and that's what I was, addicted, and now I was going through withdrawals.

There was no eye candy at this office; it was filled with mostly men and stuck-up housewives, or what some of the men in the building had called full-fledged feminists. I had questioned their reasons for calling some of the women feminists, but after my first meeting, I had to agree with them.

I had never been interrupted so much in a meeting because I needed to defend some of the words I had used because some of the people said I was assuming gender-specific roles.

But when I decided to tell people in the higher offices I didn't mind traveling, they sent me across the nation to California.

I was getting tired of jacking off. I wanted the real thing. I wanted to feel the real thing. The others back home were making it harder for me not to think about sex.

Nearly every day, one of them was sending me pictures or texts. They were even competing on whose tits I would fuck first. I knew I had a preference. I shouldn't have favorites, but I did.

I wanted to fuck Diane's tits first; I loved how soft but firm they felt, and their sheer size made my dick hard instantly; even just thinking about putting my dick between them made me hard.

Then after fucking Diane's tits, I wanted to fuck Cherie, not because she was the best fuck out of all of them, but the reason was simple I loved the way my cock looked inside her. Cherie also loved looking at my cock going into her. When she was on top, Cherie always made sure I could see my cock inside her.

Nina was the obvious one to be hated or just fucked. Her dirty talk and the way we fought each other to be in control made the sex even better.

Then there was Justine. What could I say about Justine that was painfully obvious to any red-blooded male? She had a body that screamed fuck me as hard as you can. Even when she smiled, any man wanted to stick their cock in her mouth. That's how I felt anytime Justine sent me a picture or we talked on a video call. I didn't care what hole it went into. All I wanted to was slam my cock into her.

Lastly, not because she was terrible, but because she was still married, was Janine. Although a lot of people loved fucking married women because fucking married pussy was great, while I had found it to be true. I was beginning to love fucking women that were all mine, like the others. Janine was the youngest of all of them, and with youth came flexibility. Janine could do things that the others couldn't; the night I left, Janine rode my cock in the split position. I came so hard and so fast that it could have been a record for me. Janine texted me this morning with a picture of both her feet behind her head. I jerked off so hard to that picture.

"You okay?" my assistant asked as I was daydreaming about the girls back home.

"Yeah," I sighed.
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