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Chapter One
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Jessica couldn’t believe the nerve of her husband, Roger. Ten years of marriage and he was already flirting around with some bimbo at the office. This is exactly what happened in her last marriage. Why couldn’t men keep their peckers in their pants?
“Are you sure he’s actually cheating on you?” Mandy asked as she twirled her coffee cup in her hands. “I mean, flirting is harmless unless it’s carried out, right? A little window shopping never hurts; it’s making the purchase that crosses the line.”
Jessica shook her head. “He’s crossed the line. I do laundry enough to know when his underwear should be sticky and when they shouldn’t. Trust me, they shouldn’t have been.”
“You two aren’t having sex?” Mandy gave Jessica an incredulous look. “Why not for crying out loud? Roger’s damn good looking.”
“So was Chet,” Jessica said. “Maybe that’s my problem. I need to find ugly men to fall in love with; then no one else will want to bang them behind my back.”
“You’d rather them do it in front of you?” Mandy looked curious as she leaned forward on the table, lifting her cup into the air. “Do tell. I haven’t known this side of you before.” She winked at her friend.
Jessica just rolled her eyes. “What I would rather is for men to be faithful, instead of dogs rutting around in any pussy that happens to wink at them.”
Mandy laughed as she shook her head. “Then you’re not wanting a man. Jessica, all men are dogs. I learned that the hard way, which is why I’m still divorced and not looking to get married again. Take the sex and leave the commitment behind.”
“That’s not a relationship,” Jessica said, lifting her coffee to her lips and taking a sip. “If that’s what I wanted, I would have stayed with Chet and just kept fucking him. At least then, an orgasm would be guaranteed.”
“Who needs a relationship?” Mandy looked shocked at the notion. Then she giggled. “All we need is a hard cock once in a while without the emotional baggage that goes with it.”
“Like I said, then I would have stayed with Chet,” Jessica laughed. “Roger is too soft when it comes to sex, no matter how many times I’ve tried to tell him to be a little more caveman-ish. Sometimes, I just want to be bent over and taken. Chet was good for the selfish lover bit. He fucked me and then went to play video games. I have to spend too much time afterward reassuring Roger that sex with him is good. I can only lie so many times before I wind up in Hell.”
Mandy busted out laughing. “You crack me up. So, you’re saying that Roger is good for the marriage, but not the bedroom, while Chet is the opposite.” She shrugged. “Seems like you have your answer right there.”
Jessica gave her friend a puzzled look. “What are you talking about?”
Mandy took a sip of her coffee, licking her lips when she finished. “Stay married to Roger and go back to fucking Chet.”
The way her friend said it made it seem like the idea was so normal of a suggestion that it should have been obvious, and that Jessica should have thought of it herself. Jessica just stared at Mandy a moment, still not truly comprehending the idea she was offering. She wasn’t sure her friend was comprehending why Jessica was even upset. Roger was cheating on her. To turn around and fuck Chet would make her just as bad as him. And Chet for that matter. She told her friend that.
Mandy just shrugged, not seeming the least bit concerned. “So what? At least you’d get pounded like you want. Then you go home and play the happy housewife with Roger. Seems a win-win scenario to me.”
Jessica stared, dumbfounded, at her friend. She couldn’t cheat. Just thinking of it made her feel like a hypocrite. Yet, just the memory of what Chet did to her made her pussy start to tingle.
“By the look on your face, I can tell you’re considering it,” Mandy said with a giggle. “Didn’t you say Chet was still in town?”
Did Jessica even want to answer that? However, she couldn’t deny that even with her inward struggle and outward protestations, the thought made her cunt drip. She took a slow sip of her coffee, toying with the idea in her mind. As she held the cup in her hands in front of her, she said, “Actually, he is.”




Chapter Two

[image: image-placeholder]

Jessica couldn’t believe she was actually contemplating Mandy’s suggestion. The whole reason the issue even came up was because Roger was slipping his dick into his secretary. Now Jessica stood outside Maria’s Coffee Grinds, a place she knew Chet frequented at this time of day to catch up on paperwork, contemplating hopping into bed with him again just to get back at Roger. All right, it was more than just revenge. It was a way to get pounded like she craved, but still.
She hadn’t talked to Chet in a few years. For all she knew, he could be happily married and a faithful husband this time around. She laughed to herself. No way. Chet has always been a dog and will continue to be one until the day he dies. With a deep breath, she opened the door to the coffee shop, hoping Chet hadn’t changed his routines. 
It was hard at first. While she wanted to see if he was there, she didn’t want to get caught actually looking for him. She sauntered to the counter, taking her time in case she saw him out of the corner of her eye or perhaps, he saw her as she headed for the counter. However, by the time the young clerk behind the counter asked what she wanted, Jessica had seen no sign of Chet Anderson. 
With a sigh, she ordered a frappé and headed outside to the tables under the awning, feeling silly for even considering seeking her ex-husband out. If Mandy had been there, Jessica would have thumped her upside the head for even putting the notion in her head. Chet had been an ass when they were married; why on earth would she consider letting him between her legs again? The whole idea was asinine.
She settled into her cushioned-seat, still scolding herself for even being there, when out of the corner of her eye, she noticed someone else sitting down in the overstuffed chair beside her. She started to turn and make some snide remark about how rude it was to just join someone without introducing yourself first at least, but the words died on her lips. Her mouth was still open as she stared into the smiling face of her ex-husband, Chet Anderson. 
“Were you wanting to say something?” he asked as he sat there, his elbows on his knees, a cup of coffee held between both hands in front of him.
Jessica closed her mouth. Chet hadn’t changed a bit since they divorced. His shaggy blond hair hung in his eyes, almost covering his baby blue eyes that twinkled in his merriment at shocking her. He had powerful shoulders and a broad chest, muscular legs and his fingers still looked as if they could rival most men’s cocks. She didn’t care if he caught her; she glanced down at the opening in his legs, and sure enough, his cock, even flaccid, bulged the front of his slacks enough to let you know there was nothing small about his manhood. 
Licking her lips, Jessica turned her mouth up into a smile and said, “I was about to say something mean about people joining others without asking if it was okay first, but then I saw you sitting there and changed my mind.”
He cocked an eyebrow at her. “Changed your mind because of me?” he asked. “How come? We didn’t exactly leave on pleasant terms.”
She nodded. “You’re right,” she admitted. “But that was over ten years ago. Even though it didn’t end well, we still had a lot of fun together.” Oh god, she couldn’t believe she was doing this. Did she really want to go down this path? She chanced another glance at his crotch and knew that she did. “How are you doing?”
Chet eyed her a moment, almost as if studying her to see if she was the same woman who threatened to castrate him over a decade ago. He shrugged after a few seconds and then said, “Things are good. Business is good. Married life, however, is about the same. Hot at first and then a dull simmer. Seems I get bored too quickly. I have two kids who I love, but the wife is a pain in the ass. Too demanding.” He smiled over at her. “I have to admit, I had it good with you. I shouldn’t have screwed it up.”
“And what keeps you from screwing it up with the current Mrs. Anderson?” She probably shouldn’t have said it, but she needed to know if he was even open to fucking her before she opened her mouth and made a fool of herself.
Chet just chuckled. “Who says I haven’t?” He shook his head. “I’m still me. I just got better at hiding it this time around.” He quickly held up a hand. “No lectures on my immoral behavior, please. I’m beyond saving, and I like who I am. Hell, I like sex more than my wife does, so I don’t mind giving it to some lonely woman once in a while when I’m out on business trips.”
Jessica held up both hands, one still holding her drink. “Hey, I’m not judging,” she said. “We all have to do what we have to do to stay happy and sane.”
Chet eyed her suspiciously. “Now, that’s not the Jessica I remember,” he said. “A decade ago, you would have chewed my ass out for what I just said, condemning me to all kinds of gates of Hell. What gives?”
Jessica shrugged. “Let’s just say, I’ve learned how miserable it can be when someone doesn’t give you everything you need, especially when it comes to sex.”
Chet leaned forward a little more, grinning. “Tell me more,” he said, and she couldn’t deny the look of hope in his eyes made the heat pool between her legs.
Jessica leaned forward, knowing it was now or never, no matter the consequences. “Let me say it like this,” she said. “I want you to fuck me.”
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