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Chapter Six


“I’m making a huge sacrifice,” I told Reg at
breakfast.

“Oh? What’s that?” He adjusted himself as he sat down
at the table. His cock was safely locked away and I could
rationally discuss anything with him when he was effectively
emasculated with the metal cage around his genitals.

“I’m giving up fucking Pete so Karissa can get back
with him.”

“That’s very noble of you,” he said with a grin.

“You’re just thinking about finding me a new lover,”
I said.

“You already have one,” he pointed out. “Duncan.”

I rolled my eyes. “Ugh. No.”

Reg was confused. “Why not?”

“Too young. Too dumb. And he’s got a fiancée.”

“So you’ll fuck married men, but not men about to get
married?”

“Yes. Of course.”

He shook his head at me. “You have a strange sense of
morality.”

“Says the man who encourages his wife to fuck other
men,” I replied while taking a bite of my bagel.

 


I was positive, based on the overheard conversation
in Karissa’s apartment along with the way she acted, that Duncan
was keeping his affair with her secret from his fiancée. That’s
just not the right way to run a relationship, let alone start a
marriage.

After getting Reg’s assurance that he’d back me up
and help me out with getting Pete and Karissa back together, I
contacted my once a week lover. I called him from the safety of my
office. I didn’t know where he was when I called; it didn’t
matter.

“Why are you calling me?” There was a note of panic
in his voice.

The key to having a successful clandestine affair is
to remain calm at all times and never act like you’re doing
something wrong. Even if you are.

“We need to talk,” I said bluntly.

“We can talk on Wednesday during
our…appointment.”

If Pete was smart he had my number listed in his
phone as something innocuous like “Dr. Light” or just “Doctor” or
maybe “Shrink.” I certainly hope he didn’t have me listed as “Slam
Piece.”

“You’ll want to fuck during our appointment and I
need to speak with you now,” I said firmly in my best therapist
voice. “Actually, you don’t even have to talk. Just listen. Can you
do that?”

“Yes,” he said in a slightly strangled tone.

“You and I have to stop seeing each other. Karissa
wants to get back together with you and I’m going to help her with
that.”

“What?” He was clearly agitated.

“This is something she wants and I can’t betray my
best friend by continuing to fuck her husband.”

“What about what I want?”

I didn’t want to sound dismissive, but long before I
had learned that men needed to be carefully controlled when it came
to sex. “I don’t think your need of fucking me once a week is all
that critical right now. What is more important to you, fucking me
or repairing your relationship with your wife?”

He was silent a long time. I let him stew in the
silence. “Do you know she and I have been talking?”

“I know.” Pause. “Do you want to take her back?”

“She left me to go fuck another guy.”

“Mmm-hmm. So? You two have been together for a long
time. She told me things got…dull in the bedroom. She wanted some
variety and excitement. She found that.”

“It fucking hurts.” He whispered this to me.

“What do you think she would say if she knew you were
fucking me?”

“She’s not going to know.” I was certain that wasn’t
going to be the case forever, but there was no need to push the
issue.

“She’s explored herself a little. She cleared her
head. Use whatever metaphor or euphemism you want, but in the end,
she’s decided that you are the best man for her. Are you going to
definitively end a twenty year relationship over this? It’s hardly
the worst thing that could happen to the two of you. And I’ll give
you the same question I give all my patients who don’t know what to
do in their lives. Are you happier with her or are you happier on
your own…or are you happier with someone else?”

“I was happy fucking you,” he said softly. I could
hear background noises over the phone, but couldn’t make out where
he was.

“But I’m not going to leave Reg. And you should stop
and think about your betrayal of your friend.”

He paused. I could almost picture him nodding,
thoughtfully considering what I had suggested.

“Does Reg know about you and me?” he asked.

“Does it matter?” I replied too quickly, but he
didn’t catch the odd tone in my voice. I couldn’t tell Pete about
Reg’s kink just then. Besides, that was Reg’s responsibility…if he
wanted Pete to know in the first place.

“I suppose not…”

“So are you going to take Karissa back?” I wanted a
direct answer from him, a commitment.

He sighed. I could clearly hear that over the
background noise on the phone. “I suppose…”

“Wow,” I said drily. “Such enthusiasm for the woman
you promised to love and cherish twenty years ago.”

“People change,” he said. There was a touch of
sadness in his voice. “Things change.”

I decided to press forward. “True. Not everyone is
built for lifelong marriages that can last fifty years.” Maybe
me for one, I thought introspectively. Probably most of the
human race. “Can I tell Karissa that you’re willing to
reconcile?” My heart was in my throat. It didn’t matter what answer
he gave; I was going to worry either way.

“Yes, but can I fuck you one last time?” There was
desperation in his voice.

It saddened me. “No, Pete, we can’t. We have to be
adults and end this now.”

 


“It took some convincing, but he said yes,” I
reported to Karissa at our luncheon coffee meeting.

Her lips twisted in disappointment. There was
confusion in her eyes, but not as much as was in mine. “Oh.”

“What the fuck, Kar?” I almost spat at her. “You
asked me to help get him back together with you and now you’ve got
this expression like it’s the end of the world.”

She looked away, trying to hide her emotions, but
that was a waste of time with me. She wasn’t hiding anything. “I
wanted to fuck Duncan one last time.”

“You already had your goodbye fuck,” I hissed at her,
my voice barely low enough to not attract attention from the tables
around us.

“No,” she snapped at me. “You got to fuck
Duncan. I only got his hand and mouth.”

I started to reply and realized she was right, not
that it mattered. But at the same time I had been actively avoiding
thinking about what she and I had done with Duncan. I wasn’t
ashamed or upset exactly, but it wasn’t something I had been
planning to do. Alcohol often made me do things that I wanted to
do, but kept a lid on in normal life.

Sometimes I wished I could be more of me and less of
what others expected of me.

“Well, be that as it may,” I said uncomfortably, “do
you still want to go back to Pete?”

“Yes,” she sighed.

“Well, you just may have to give up that one last
final time with Duncan.”

“Shit.”

“I’m sure Pete is making a sacrifice for you as
well.” I didn’t bother mentioning that the sacrifice was me, giving
up fucking me.

“It’s not the way I wanted it to end with Duncan,”
she said, disappointment obvious in her voice.

“We often don’t get what we want out of life,” I
said, which was a terrible aphorism, but I had to say something.
“But you are getting a loving husband.”

I didn’t say faithful husband.

 


I was startled by the knock on my office door. I
glanced at the clock and groaned. “Shit,” I cursed under my breath.
“Shit shit shit.” I had set aside this time to do some paperwork I
was way behind on. Without opening the door, I knew who was
knocking.

Opening my office door, I was not the least bit
surprised to see Pete. I only opened it enough to look through. I
wasn’t going to let him into my office.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” I told him.

“I’m not ready to take Karissa back,” he said,
forcing desperation into his eyes.

“I don’t care. You’ve made your decision. You’re
going back to Karissa and you’re both going to be happy.” I was
oversimplifying everything, but I wasn’t going to drag my affair
with Pete out forever.

“Please,” he begged. “I just need to feel your body
one more time,” he pleaded. “I need to fuck you.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. I couldn’t have someone
passing by in the hallway questioning why a supposed patient was
begging to have sex with me. I let him in. “Do you not want her
back?” I asked as he moved close to me and started to wrap his arms
around my waist.

“I want her back,” he said between kissed on my neck,
“but I want you as well.”

“You can’t have us both,” I said flatly, but I was
starting to melt. My pussy wanted what she wanted and I could feel
my juices flowing. I had become used to getting fucked on
Wednesdays at one o’clock. Truth be told, a little orgasm or two
would vastly improve my life at that moment.

“I don’t want you both,” he said. “I just want to
fuck you right now.” He started maneuvering my body toward my
analyst’s couch. I resisted, but only a little. I steered us toward
the desk.

“Fine,” I said, pushing him away and in the same
moment, I pulled my skirt up over my hips.

“What are you doing?” Pete asked.

I turned my back to him and yanked down my panties.
They weren’t anything special, just cotton with a flower pattern. I
hadn’t dressed for sex on this day. “I getting ready to fuck,” I
said as I kicked aside my panties, planted my hands on the desk,
spread my legs and stuck out my ass. “You said you wanted to
fuck.”

As I peered over my shoulder to look at Pete, he
desperately looked at the couch where we normally fucked. There was
that distinctive bulge at the front of his pants. He was hard and
ready for me. “But…on the couch,” he said.

“If you want to fuck me today, it’s going to be on
the desk.” I shifted my hips a bit, trying to be inviting. “From
behind. Like a couple cheating on their spouses. That’s hot,” I
said, licking my lips. “That’s how I want to be fucked.”

His need to have sex apparently overrode his need to
have boring, vanilla sex. Pete unzipped his pants and stepped up
close behind me, struggling to get his cock out, eventually he
found his way through the tangle of underwear and pants and I saw
his short, thick cock. It was as hard as it had ever been. I put my
foot up on the little stool where I rested my feet while seated at
my desk, reached down between my legs, and helped guide Pete’s cock
into me.

I quickly discovered that a man with his equipment is
much better suited to missionary position, but I was wet and he was
eager so it wasn’t that difficult to get him inside
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