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Chapter One




“I think I want to get back together with Pete,”
Karissa said to me across the table of the coffee shop where we had
out clandestine meetings. This was one of our usual lunchtime
dates.

I raised my eyebrows at her. “Umm…you were the one
who left him,” I pointed out. “Does he want to get back together
with you?”

“I don’t know.” She couldn’t meet my gaze and instead
focused on swirling the plastic stir stick around her cup.

“Why do you want to get back together with him?” I
asked, curious as to why my friend of twenty years was making this
sudden change in her life. It would be the second big change in her
life over the past year. “It’s been a year since you two split.
Have you even started the divorce process?”

She shrugged, still not meeting my eyes, and said,
“I’m done sewing my wild oats.”

“You’re supposed to do that when you’re in your
twenties, not your forties.”

A small smile brightened her face. She shyly glanced
up at me. “Mid-life crisis?” she suggested under her dark brown
bangs.

There were times I was jealous of Karissa and her
incredible good looks. She took care of herself with her hair
appointments, her makeup, her clothes, and, most importantly, her
body. She had always been a runner and gone to the gym three times
a week, unlike me and my too large ass, but that had gotten her in
trouble when she decided to fuck her personal trainer a year ago.
That’s when everything fell apart in her life. She left Pete. She
was ostracized by her family and most of her friends. I think I was
the only one to really speak to her any longer.

“Is that what women do when they have a mid-life
crisis? Have an affair?” My question was unkind, but it cut to the
point. “Most men are happy to change careers and buy a sports
car.”

“Yeah, well, after being married twenty years to a
man who only wanted to have missionary position sex once a week…I
got bored!”

This was a new revelation for me and I sat back in
surprise. “What?” I thought she had left Pete because he was ten
years her senior and dull and had no outside interests other than
his job, being a dentist. It provided them a good living, but she
claimed to have wanted more out of life.

I didn’t know more meant better sex.

I should have.

“I didn’t realize he was so…boring,” I said
cautiously.

“Vanilla. The term is vanilla,” she said bitterly.
“He liked sex well enough, but his way and at his frequency. Yeah,
our lives were dull, but I could have lived with that if he had
been…if our bedroom lives were more interesting.”

“How interesting?” I pressed her, curious.

She met my gaze. “You know that Duncan basically
moved into my apartment, right?”

“Yes.”

She tried to suppress it, but a smile pulled at her
lips. “Having a boyfriend ten years younger made me ten
years younger,” she said.

“Good sex?” I asked mildly.

She leaned in. “The best. He made me cum like never
before,” she confided. “A million times better than Pete.”

“Then why go back to him?” I asked.

Karissa collapsed back into her chair. “There are
other things to life than sex.” After sipping her coffee she spoke
again. “Can you help me get back with Pete?”

“Me?” I didn’t have to feign surprise. I was
surprised.

“Yes. You. Reg and Pete are still friends,
aren’t they?”

I pouted a bit. “You’re just using my friendship with
you to get back with you husband because I’m married to Reg?”

She sighed. “Don’t put it like that. Besides, I’ve
talked to Pete a few times recently. I know he’s not thrilled with
his life right now. Maybe he’ll be amenable to a reunion?”

“Are you certain he’s unhappy and that he’ll
take you back?”

“I know he’s unhappy,” she said confidently. “And I’m
counting on you to help me convince him to take me back.”

 



Chapter Two




I had been a shitty friend to Karissa for the past
year even if I had been one of the few not to completely abandon
her after she moved out of her house she shared with Pete. Their
only child was away at college and maybe she was experiencing empty
nest syndrome. I pondered if I should help Karissa get back
with her husband along with how as I went to my first
afternoon appointment. I used to work in a large practice, but I
found myself happier when I left the group to work by myself. All I
needed was a small office space and once I hung my PhD on the wall
to impress my patients I was in business. Being a therapist in
private practice has lots of advantages.

My one o’clock appointment was on time, as always,
and I had barely opened the door before he was barging in, pressing
me up against the wall, kissing me urgently. Without giving it a
thought I reached between his legs and found his cock was already
hard. That I expected; he was always that way upon walking in.

We stumbled back to the traditional psychoanalyst’s
couch as we kissed and groped at each other, shedding our clothes.
The couch was black leather and very expensive but had been worth
it as both a conversation piece for patients who wanted traditional
treatment and as a firm surface on which to carry my affair. It was
better than the pair of armchairs or the couch most of my patients
used during our sessions.

He got naked first because he was always so eager. My
hand stroked his length, which wasn’t impressive, but my fingers
could barely curl all the way around his girth, which was more than
impressive. I wanted to suck his cock, just a little. To do so I’d
have to open up my jaws as wide as possible so I could taste the
little bit of precum dribbling out, but Pete didn’t want that. He
yanked my dress up over my head and scrabbled at my panties, trying
unsuccessfully to get me naked. I had to help him. For the moment
we left on my bra because we could fuck with that still on. He
pressed me back onto my analyst’s couch, spread my legs, and
mounted me. I was so excited at our weekly meeting that my pussy
was over-lubricated and he sank into me without any difficultly. He
didn’t sink very deeply; he couldn’t. But that didn’t matter
because he stretched me wonderfully.

“Oh Pete,” I sighed as he started thrusting. His
short, fat cock curled up inside me hitting my secret spot in just
the right way.

“You’re a slutty lay, Lyd!” he grunted into my neck.
“A beautiful, slutty lay with a tight pussy!”

I liked it when he talked dirty to me. I was glad he
didn’t compare my too curvy body to his estranged wife’s athletic
one.

Yes, I was a terrible person. I was fucking my best
friend’s husband while they were separated.

I could take small comfort in the fact at least my
husband knew.

We only fucked once a week, which doesn’t justify
my—or his—actions at all, but Karissa had recently revealed why he
and I only fucked once a week during our affair. Apparently for him
sex was only needed once a week whether he was married—partnered—or
not.

The sex was always good. Pete did it with such
enthusiasm and vigor that I never had trouble cumming, sometimes
three or four times, which was wonderful. We’d fuck. I’d cum. And
cum. And maybe cum again. He’d cum, finishing inside of me, and
then we’d get dressed, and he’d leave. It was perfect. He even
allowed me to bill his insurance company for a therapy visit.

Unethical, I know, but I was hardly a woman of high
morals.

All of this was done in an hour and I’d be ready for
my two o’clock and Pete would be gone.

Today, as I fucked Pete, wrapping my thighs around
his body, letting him do to me as he wanted, I considered what I
would have to do to convince him to go back to his wife. Did I even
want to do that? I wasn’t in love with him. It was just sex. Lusty,
satisfying sex. If Pete went back to his wife my affair would be
over and I’d be without a lover.

But then again…Reg wouldn’t mind if I found a new
one. Would he?

A new lover with a different lovely cock, maybe not
so thick, but surely it would find a way to make me cum better than
my husband’s.

I wanted to be penetrated deeply and hard. I grabbed
Pete’s ass and pulled him into me, making him cum along with
me.

When Pete came it was always a huge load, probably, I
now realized, because he was saving up all his cum for me, once a
week. That was odd. What kind of single man didn’t jerk off at
least once or twice a week?

“I think I left some on your couch,” he said as he
pulled out of me and stood up.

I looked down between my legs and saw the small
puddle his cum and my juices had made. “It’s fine,” I said getting
up. “I have baby wipes in the cabinet. Leather cleans.”

It was a minor miracle my office didn’t constantly
stink of sex. Surely the leather of the couch had absorbed enough
of my and Pete’s bodily fluids to make it reek. I made sure to wipe
it down after every session. I used a leather cleaner and sealant
on it once a week as well. And on top of that I either had a
scented candle burning or potpourri left out to hide the noisome
evidence of my affair. Maybe I was obsessive, but I had appearances
to keep up.

Pete used a baby wipe on his cock and got dressed
while I cleaned the couch. He gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
“Next week?” he asked.

When would have been the right time to broach the
subject of his wife? Before we fucked? After? During? Now?

“Yes. See you then.”

That was the wrong answer.

Once he was gone, I got dressed and waited for my two
o’clock.
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