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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Oliver was waiting for me when I returned home, like the good cuck husband he had become. I had just finished a long day at work with Vincent, and we had been covering the results and fallouts from the elections.

Well, that's how it started anyway.

It ended with me flat on my back and getting fucked into the next universe. I had seen stars, planets, and other things.

"You're late, again," Oliver whined as I entered the house.

"You noticed," I spat back at him.

It wasn't just Vincent I had been fucking; it was also Kenneth from next door. The tall, muscular man whom Oliver hated so much.

Kenneth noticed me one day limping after Vincent had his way with me one day. He offered to help me get to my house.

When I told him exactly how my limp came about, he picked me up and tossed me over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes and took me to his house.

Even with Vincent's cum still fresh inside me. Kenneth fucked me raw, pushing Vincent's cum deeper into me.

He fucked me right in front of the bedroom window, the window looked directly into our bedroom, so I knew Oliver was over in our house, jerking his cock off, watching another man fuck me.

"I am so tired!" I plummeted onto the couch.

"If you didn't..." 

"Don't start!" I shook my head at Oliver. "I am not in the mood."

Oliver always started this way; he would whine for an hour or two about my indiscretions, and then he would get himself all worked up, and then he wanted his turn.

It was fun at first, seeing him getting all worked up, his cock springing to life. But after a while, the routine got boring.

"Here," I hiked up my skirt and spread my legs. "Be useful!"

Oliver didn't hesitate for a second before he was on his knees between my legs, lapping at my cum filled cunt.

"That's it," I held his head against me as his tongue worked itself inside me.

I had Vincent's cum leaking out of me for over an hour. It would keep Oliver occupied for some time. He was good at getting all of it.

"I was thinking," I smiled as I looked down at the back of Oliver's head between my legs. "Dying my hair blonde," I told him.

"Uh-huh," Oliver murmured, his tongue probing deeper. He spread my legs wider.

I knew when he got like this, it was easier for me to get my way. "And getting implants," I added.

"Sounds good," Oliver continued, doing his due diligence.

I hadn't told him I had pushed Abby aside and taken over. The bitch couldn't handle the new lifestyle, so one day, when she was getting fucked, and her tiny brain couldn't take it anymore, I pounced.

I was no longer taking the back seat of this ride.

"Okay," I moved my feet and pushed Oliver away from me. "That's enough!"

"What?" Oliver stared pathetically at me as he sat on the floor.

"I've got to get cleaned up and ready for bed," I told him.

I didn't know how Abby had married such a pathetic loser. I had begged her to go for someone better. Someone who could match us, or should I say me. But no, she had to marry the safe guy, the guy that wouldn't hurt her.

I went upstairs and into the bathroom.

I hated looking in the mirror, not because Abby was always there, screaming and yelling to take back control. No, I hated looking at it because it showed her weak and frail body. I wanted the body that Abby was wearing now. My body.

"I hate you!" I yelled at Abby as she screamed at me.

The best part of this was that Abby made me up; she could hear me. Since I didn't make her or need her, I couldn't hear a word she said.

"I am going to dye my hair blonde, and get the biggest implants possible, both in my ass and my tits," I told Abby as I got undressed. "Afterwards I am going to divorce that fem boy of a husband you have downstairs, and then I am going to fuck my way through your job, and probably your neighborhood."

I smiled as Abby shook her head. "And when I am done and I don't want to fuck anyone anymore or be used as a fucking play toy, I am going to let you take back control, and I will laugh at the things I have done."
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