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This whole thing was going better than I expected. Sure, I was working for a Demon, there was no doubt about that, and now that I had accepted my position and knew for a fact that when I died, I would be going straight to hell. I started to enjoy myself.

The workdays were easier knowing I couldn’t get fired, and no matter how bad I fucked up, the Demon would correct it. I even called my boss an idiot one afternoon, and he threatened to fire me.

At the corner of my eye as I left his office, I saw claw-like marks going across the glass window that was behind my boss. Sure enough, the next day, my boss had a weird accident, by accident, he jumped out of his office window, one-way ticket to being a bloody mess on the ground below.

They had ruled it a suicide, but the reasoning for why he had done it was unclear.

My new boss was nicer, and we got along great.

The night of my boss’s so-called accident, I went over to Daphne’s house and sent her a text saying that I was outside.

I face fucked Daphne behind the playground. Feeling her mouth wrapped around my cock and the cold sensation of that Demon watching all of it was what threw me off the edge. The Demon loved everything I did with these married women.

Holding Daphne’s head in a tight grip with my hands and fucking her throat was the highlight of my week, not that it was the only thing I got to do. No, by far it wasn’t the only thing I did, but it was the most tantalizing.

The playground was within eye’s view of most of the houses on that road. Anyone who looked out of any of their second-story windows that face the street would have seen us. We had been right behind the large slide. Daphne was on her knees with my cock in her mouth.

The playground had lights that didn’t turn off; they just dimmed at night. Anyone driving past would have seen everything, especially if they were coming home.

That was the thrill.

The next day, Molly came by my office, stating that she had cooked too much for dinner and wanted to share some with me. I fucked her doggystyle bent over my desk. I loved her large ass as it smacked against me. She didn’t even hesitate to let me cum in her and then send her on her way.

For my reward in all of this, somehow I won a brand-new car a few days later. I had never entered the contest, but they said it was a surprise entry, and I won.

I knew it was that Demon giving me my reward for doing his bidding. I didn’t question it, of course. If fucking married women were the reason I was selling my soul and going to spend the rest of eternity in hell, then so be it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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I knew I had to step up my game and get the other two women under me as soon as possible. Sure, the Demon was happy with what I was doing, but I knew that it would want more, more women, more women breaking their vows. So, Grace and Paige had to be my next conquests.

Paige was out of the country on a family vacation, but Grace was here.

The reason Paige and Grace were harder to get than the others was because of their husbands. Dillon Grace’s husband knew that Grace couldn’t stand him anymore, but he watched everything she did, like a hawk.

Grace was the lifeblood of the community, while Daphne organized things and kept things in order. Grace was the one who knew everyone’s kids. She baked for the community events, went to church, and she was the emergency number to call if kids needed to be picked up from school. Grace did it all, she did it with a smile.

Underneath that smile was a deep-seated hatred for her husband. The man who had fucked Daphne’s husband. Even though they had acknowledged it and made fun of the whole affair, saying it was just a drunken mishap, that would never happen again. Daphne and Grace weren’t happy that the two men were so casual about it.

I had talked to Grace by text many times, and she wanted me in the worst way possible; it was just hard to accomplish with Dillon being an ex-cop, and now he was working security for the community.

He was always driving by in that bright orange SUV with the light on it. He knew something was going on, and he was talking to the other husbands to keep an eye out for me.

It was a challenge, and on this side of the deal, my Demon wasn’t helping me. I figured it was because of the sanctity of marriage; his claws were tied until the married women broke it.

For the others that I had already fucked I felt his hands move things around, like not allowing Daphne’s husband to notice his wife leave the house, or Piper’s husband getting a flat tire moments before getting home and seeing me fucking his wife on the couch.

Once the wives broke their vows, it was a done deal, and it was free to act to help me, but since neither Grace nor Paige had broken their vows yet, not in the physical sense. I was on my own.

A plan was forming inside my head, but I needed to make sure it would work. I knew if I got caught by any of the husbands just once, just one mess up, then that Demon would turn on me. I didn’t want that; I knew it would be bad for me; a bloody, painful death awaited me if I messed up.

Dillon was always spying on me when I was even within talking range of his wife. He was a smart man; he knew something was up. After the party at the pool, most of the women had been friendly with me, sometimes even talking about me a lot.

The other husbands chalked it up to me being the new guy, or the nice guy who helped out around the community and was always willing to lend a hand. Dillon wasn’t like the others, and I was sure that was the reason he had made a good cop; his instincts were telling him that something wasn’t quite right.

I was surprised the others hadn’t figured it out yet, but I was sure something supernatural was fogging their brains. I was hoping that once I got my cock inside Grace and dumped a load of cum inside her, the same fog would start messing with Dillon.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Grace wasn’t like the others; she was more mature, both in age and personality. She was the eldest of the group, nearing her late forties, while most of the others were in their late thirties and early forties.

Grace was the one the others went to for advice.

‘I have an idea,’ I texted Grace one night.

‘I am all ears,’ Grace responded.

While Grace wasn’t too happy with her cheating husband, the gay cheating husband. She wasn’t ready to split a happy home. The kids loved both parents, and she didn’t want to make them decide which parent to pick if it came to divorce.

I told Grace my plan, and she loved it. Everything was easy to arrange, and Grace loved making things happen.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“You’re cheating!” Lance yelled as I scored another basket.

On Sundays, most of the men in the community got together to play some basketball. The full-sized court was always packed with guys waiting to play. Teams would form, and the winner stays on.

A few of the other guys were waiting for their turn.

“How am I cheating?” I smiled as I walked back with the rest of my team.

“How do you not tire?” Frank asked.

“Not eating fast food every day,” I pointed at Frank’s stomach.

The other guys on my team laughed and high-fived me.

I didn’t know most of the other guys that came here on Sunday, except for the few regulars whom I was calling the husbands. Men who were married to the women I wanted to fuck.

This place was a smorgasbord of men who had no idea their wives were trying to talk to Daphne about joining the ‘club’ as she called her inside group.

Daphne had told me there were at least four others that she was interviewing for entry into the ‘club’. Many others had sniffed around and knew something was up, but most thought it was a naughty book club or a girls-only night out club; none of them knew the truth.

Daphne was vetting all the women, seeing if they could be trusted with the truth. She was also good at making sure any so-called rumors got quieted quickly.

I didn’t know who the other four were, but I had seen a few women walking around or coming to watch the guys play that I wouldn’t mind getting to know better.

“You going to talk or play?” Grant asked.

He was on my team, and unlike most of the other husbands, Grant was in good shape. Sometimes I felt sorry for fucking Lily, his wife, as Grant was genuinely a good guy, but then I remembered how he had cheated on Lily with his ex-wife, and then I stopped feeling sorry for him.

“I am done,” Frank shook his head and walked back to the bench.

“Ten minutes this time,” I smiled, staring at my watch. “Better than last week.”

Frank gave me the middle finger as one of the other guys stepped onto the court.

Daphne and the other wives were sitting in the pool area watching us play while some of the kids were in the pool or inside the clubhouse on their phones.

“So, what’s the deal with Dillon?” one of the guys asked as we finally lost a game.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“He is always checking you out, maybe he wants to go a round or two like he did with Lance,” another guy laughed.

“That’s my friend you are talking about,” Grant warned them.

“Friend or not, he still fucked another guy,” one of the guys stated.

“Got a problem with gays?” Grant asked.

“Not when they pretend they are not,” the guy stood up.

I got between Grant and the guy. “We are just joking around,” I made sure to look at both of them. “It’s a joke.”

“I don’t care joke or not I won’t fuck another guy and then say I am not gay,” one of the guys stated.

“It was a one-time thing,” Grant sat back down.

I smiled as I knew Grant was just defending his friends.

My plan was working perfectly.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“We aren’t fucking gay!” Dillon shouted a few hours later.

We were in Larry’s man cave. Larry refused to come out and play ball with the rest of us. He didn’t see it as being fun, and he thought he was higher up the hierarchy chain than the rest of us, and he thought playing ball with the other guys was below him.

I knew it was because he didn’t have an athletic bone in his body. He might watch sports or play sports video games, but I doubted he had ever played any sport in real life.

“I don’t know,” Larry sat back in his recliner, eating a burger. “Taking a cock up the ass, sure sounds gay to me.”

“Shut the fuck up, Larry!” Lance shouted.

We all knew it was Dillon who did the fucking, and Lance was the one who took the cock up the ass.

“It was uncalled for, especially out in public,” Grant stated.

Frank just sat there in silence.

“Maybe the two of you should chill out for a bit,” I shrugged. “Let things die down, before being seen in public together.”

“What!” Dillon shouted. “I am not fucking gay!”

“I didn’t say you were, but it happened what six months ago and obviously it hasn’t died down yet, maybe because people keep seeing the two of you together.”

“He has a point,” Frank finally spoke up.

“So, just pretend we aren’t friends?” Lance asked.

“Friends don’t fuck each other,” Larry quipped. “Especially two straight friends.”

“Larry, I swear you call me gay one more time!” Lance stood up.

“You will what?” Larry laughed. “Let me fuck your ass!”

Grant had to separate the two from coming to blows.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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My plan was going to work. Dillon was so worked up about the renewed rumors flying around the community that he didn’t even step outside for two days.

It was time for the other part of my plan to go into action.

There was a huge community event coming up, and Daphne had planned for a large barbecue competition.

Of course, all the men in the neighborhood had signed up, including Dillon.

“What?” Frank asked as I shook my head at him.

“You get all excited for a
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