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Team Amanda


After a long marriage, I was hit with a restraining order by my husband. This put me on the street with practically nothing. In the middle of winter. I was a 50 year old woman with nowhere to go.

The best thing I could come up with was to show up at the house of a friend of a friend who I had just met recently. He was a 39 year old man who was pretty much the man of my dreams. He lived by himself as a bachelor. I had a basic idea that one of the ways he made money was by selling pot. It took some serious forced confidence on my part to ask him if I could stay with him.

I could tell he was very surprised to see me. And when I told him what I needed, I was pretty sure he didn’t want to get involved. But it was freezing outside, and I had walked there. So he said, “You can stay for tonight, but I don’t have a place for you here.”

The next day, I told him how appreciative I was, and asked him if I could please just stay there until I found somewhere else. He said OK. 

I felt like he was initially trying to get me to go somewhere else as soon as possible, but I started having sex with him every chance I got. I constantly encouraged sex.

This man was totally out of my league. I was having the time of my life with him. I felt young again. It was great. And he was starting to get into it too, even though I couldn’t get a commitment out of him. I had tried. It turned out that part of the reason he was single and 39 was that he was too picky. He must have loved thinking about the women he had dissed, just to wind up with me. I got the general idea that he could do better than me. I had to agree with that.

I started to have fantasies of him with smoking hot women who were younger than me. I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t even sure how this started. It was possible that from all the porn we had watched, I was starting to fantasize about these women. We watched women solo or with another woman while we had sex.

After about a year of having him all to myself, he started hanging out with another woman, named Amanda. Apparently, Amanda had a crush on him for a while, and another friend hooked them up. I wasn’t happy about this. She was a huge threat. She was his age, and I had to admit, they looked really good together.

I hadn’t really thought about how long I could keep this man. But Amanda was a threat to everything I had. I had nothing without this man. I was insanely jealous of her and I didn’t know what to do.

I wasn’t sure what he told her about me, but I believed it was something about me being a roommate. Amanda seemed to quickly become obsessed with him. One day, she showed up while he wasn’t home, and then proceeded to sit on the front steps and wait for him.

After about an hour of this, I invited her in to talk. I saw where everything was going and I wanted to bargain. We were both nervous for this conversation that I started. I explained my situation and I said that I would be willing to strongly encourage him to get serious with her, if she promised me I could keep living there. The bottom line was that I had nowhere to go and no money. I had plenty of time to think about it, and I couldn’t think of anybody who would let me stay with them.

Amanda liked the sound of this unholy alliance. She really liked him and this sounded like a good deal. She wanted to know what I was going to tell him. I felt kind of embarrassed to answer that, and I wasn’t even sure yet. But I said, “I’m going to tell him that you are perfect for him. And that he is an idiot if he lets you go.” She said, “Yes. Make sure he really likes me.” We kept talking and I figured out she wasn’t aware that I had been having sex with him. I didn’t tell her.

My friend got back and they hung out. That gave me a lot of time to daydream and think about the things I was going to say about her. My pussy had been throbbing from the jealousy all day. Paying the highest compliments to my nemesis had become the ultimate fantasy for me! I was not a masturbator, but today I couldn’t stop. My head was full of jealous thoughts of Amanda!

Later that night, after Amanda left, I humbled myself and gave in to Amanda, my urges, and the deal we made. I laid it on thick. I told my friend, “I think she’s the one. I really do. I mean... Look at her. Those eyes? Jesus. They’re breathtaking. And her face... She’s not just beautiful. She’s awesome. And when she smiles at you, it’s over. You’re already hers.”

He said, “Seriously?” He couldn’t believe what I was saying, but I bet it was a huge relief to him. He was probably very worried about me and Amanda getting along.

I wasn’t done. I said, “And she has that calm confidence, like she knows she could have anyone, but for some reason she wants you. I feel like she makes you better. I saw you while she was here. You sat up straighter, you talked differently. You shined when she was near you. I’ve never made you shine like that. I know that.” He wasn’t saying anything.

I continued, “And the worst part? She’s not even trying. That’s just who she is. She walks in like she belongs in the center of your life. And maybe she does. You’d be an idiot to let her go, and I think deep down, you know that. So don’t. Fall for her. Let yourself fall. I think she’s everything you’ve ever wanted.” Oh my goodness, was my pussy throbbing again.

It was one hell of a pep talk. And I was sure Amanda had already sold herself without my flattery. He had a dead serious look on his face and he was just stone cold nodding. He snapped out of it and said, “Hey, I really appreciate you being so cool about this. It means a lot to me.” 

I said, “Whatever happens, can you please let me stay here though? You know I have nowhere to go.” He said, “I’ll do my best. You should be able to.” I wasn’t sure what he meant, but that was what he said. Was he implying that was going to be Amanda’s call?

I couldn’t believe I had just cucked myself like that to another woman... And liked it. My sexual urges for this fantasy were just so overwhelmingly strong!

I could tell that I affected him. His entire demeanor permanently changed. He was suddenly focused on taking care of himself and doing things right. He was texting good night texts to Amanda this night, when normally he never texted her first. He went to bed early. It was looking like she got her man. I still was going to believe it when I saw it. This man did have that history of being a little hard to get.

The next day they were hanging out at home. He went to the bathroom. I went to where Amanda was, and quickly told her, “Go for it. I had that talk with him that I said I would.” She said, “OK. Thank you. Thank you.” And I went back to the bedroom to leave them alone.

A little later I heard Amanda having sex. I pumped my fist, and said, “Yesss.” I muted the TV and played with myself, imagining her. At this point, I thought I was imagining “them” but the fantasy was about her, taking the man I loved from me. Taking the man who I wasn’t good enough for.

Now that I'm writing this, I do realize something. Hooking them up was really so selfish of me. I had no idea whether Amanda was good for him or not. I mainly wanted to feed my fantasy about losing to this woman who I was insanely jealous of. Also, if I kissed Amanda’s ass, I would probably get to continue living in the house.

It was interesting that Amanda was looking to move in with him so fast. It turned out that she had been living with her parents, and they were sick of her for whatever reason. Maybe it was just that she was an adult and still living with them. Maybe she was driving them nuts. I wasn’t sure.

There was one time of day that had been special that I had been consistently spending one on one with Amanda’s boyfriend. Every now and then we would order food, but I was cooking gourmet meals almost every night. We would eat together in the living room at a table, while we watched TV.

This was a really tough defeat to take so early here, but I started cooking for the three of us now. Yes, I was going to slave away in the kitchen for an average of an hour and a half every night... Just to serve the man who I wished I could have for myself and the woman who he loved. It was a total humiliation for me. And a huge fantasy.

Just my luck, it was supposed to be chicken wings night for our first night having dinner together. I boiled the wings and then air fried them in batches in marinade, and I made fries, and the process always took me like three hours.

We set up dinner with her boyfriend in between me and Amanda. Amanda and I were directly across the table from each other. This would be our seating arrangement for dinner moving forward. Every time I looked up, there she was, glowing. The woman who not too long ago was a burden on her parents, single, and going nowhere in life.

At least she could talk. There were no awkward silences with her. It was all about her and her opinions on everything though. AND it was impossible to follow our TV show because of her talking. It didn’t even matter if her mouth was full. I wondered how many times she could mention how much lip gloss she was accidentally eating. It was only her first dinner here and she was completely obnoxious and she was clearly in charge and our leader. And my pussy loved it.

I cleaned up from dinner and did the dishes, like I always did. I left them alone so they could keep bonding. I played with myself, thinking about her. It was getting late, and Amanda came to me and said, “Hey, he doesn’t smoke. You feel like smoking pot?” I didn’t normally do that, but it sounded like a cool way to get some alone time with her. We went outside into a secluded stairwell.

It was sexy, smoking out of a pipe that she had obviously used many times. The mouthpiece had heavy lipstick buildup all over it. She said, “I only smoke Blue Dream.” I thought, “Not bad for a chick who lives with her parents. I thought she was poor.” She explained, “Blue Dream helps with my PMS. It makes me a lot less bitchy.” I said, “You’re not bitchy at all.” She replied, “That’s because I have my weed... Everybody thinks I’m an asshole when I don’t smoke.” We both laughed.

The pot seemed really good and I took it easy. She was laughing and having a good time and she said that we should do this every night. I agreed.

I was really stoned. I was looking at my phone. Amanda was getting ready for bed, walking back and forth and around the house. Flip flop flip flop flip flop. It was like she was walking on my brain! It was so bad, I was wondering if she was doing it on purpose. Then I realized that she had been wearing flip flops every time I saw her, and I wondered if that sound was going to drive me crazy.

The next day, Amanda started moving in. She had a LOT of stuff. There really wasn’t room for it all. I saw it coming that if I was going to stay here, I was going to want to move into the basement. That wasn’t the worst thing in the world. I already had started preparing for this day, if it ever came. There was a bed set up down there already. And I actually liked the shower head down there and its cool settings.

Dinner continued to be the heart of my days. Her boyfriend was already spoiled by my dinners. I was pretty much a professional







































































































	Handle Household Responsibilities Silently
— Keep the house clean without being asked.
— Do her laundry and fold it nicely. Don’t comment on it. Just let her notice.
— Stock her favorite snacks, drinks, or weed strains.

	Anticipate Her Needs
— Pre-roll her joints or pack her bowl the way she likes.
— Keep track of when she runs low on products she uses (makeup, tampons, vape pods, etc.).
— Bring her water or tea without her asking, especially when she’s high or tired.

	Make Her Feel Gorgeous Without Gushing
— Casually tell her, “You look great today,” and move on. Don’t make it a moment.
— Lay out one of her outfits that flatters her and pretend it was a coincidence.
— Learn how to do basic beauty tasks for her. Foot rubs, back massages, maybe even brushing her hair if she'd let it happen.

	Take On Emotional Load Without Expecting Credit
— Keep track of dates she forgets (appointments, bills due, rent).
— Cover for her when she flakes, whether that’s telling her boyfriend something came up or smoothing over a missed commitment.
— Be the one who listens when she rants, even if it’s chaotic or cruel.

	Improve Her Environment
— Fix things in the house that are broken or annoying her.
— Rearrange something for convenience without drawing attention to it, like moving her favorite chair closer to an outlet for her phone charger.
— Light candles or incense before she enters a room so it smells the way she likes.

	Keep Her Secrets
— Never tell anybody anything about her, unless it is not a secret AND it makes her look good.




	Be Her Safety Net Without Clinging
— Have cash ready if she suddenly wants something.
— Be ready to drive her somewhere at a moment’s notice, no questions asked.
— Learn her routines so you can step in if she forgets something important.

	Stay Out of Her Spotlight
— Let her shine in front of others.
— If someone compliments you, redirect the praise toward her.
— If someone insults her or questions her choices, stay silent or shut it down. Whichever serves her better in the moment.

	Give Her Room to Breathe
— Leave the room when she’s tired of being seen.
— Don’t always be available. Let her miss your service sometimes. It reminds her you’re a choice, not furniture.














	“Have you ever been arrested, charged, or convicted of a crime?”

	“Have you ever had a restraining order filed against you?”

	“Have you ever been fired from a job? Why?”

	“Have you ever been in a physical altercation?”

	“Do you have any history of drug or alcohol abuse?”

	“Have you ever been in rehab?”

	“Have you ever had any mental health diagnoses or treatment?”

	“Do you have any enemies who might come forward with damaging information?”

	“Are you hiding any deep, dark secrets?” 

	“If we talked to your exes, what would they say about you?”

	“Have you ever appeared in sexually explicit content or adult work?”

	“Have you ever been part of a lawsuit or public controversy?”

	“Do you have a history of lying or manipulation?”














	Start decorating in your style. Everywhere. Inside and outside the house. Buy new furniture. Change paint colors. Don’t ask his permission for anything.

	You pick the contractors. Leave him to pay for it.

	Put a flag in the flagpole that represents your takeover.






	You handle every repair.

	You deal with every tenant issue.

	You save him time, money, stress.









	A hand on his thigh when giving him instructions.

	Calling him baby when he obeys.

	Saying things like:









	If he questions you, laugh. Really laugh.



	Reassign him to small, emasculating tasks.



	Correct him in front of others.









	Let him worship you.
Have him kneel. Kiss your feet. Beg to be used.

	Then declare:
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